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AFRICA MISSION TRIP – Thank You!��
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From: Adrianne Roe   

(Waukesha, Wisconsin) 
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I wanted to send out a different kind of thank- 
you note to not only express my appreciation 
for your donation, emotional support, 
encouragement and prayers, but also to fill you 
in on what we did in Africa.  

I had the trip of a lifetime  and was able to 
experience so many things I never thought I 
would be able to.  I was taken out of my 
comfort zone but adapted well.  I am proud of 
myself for following my dreams, making 
something happen that I was told many times 
was a far-fetched dream and also overcoming 
the many obstacles I was put through by my 
work in order to do something I was 
passionate about.    

All of you, in some way or another, were part 
of the reason I was able to make this crazy 
dream of mine come true and for that, I am 
forever grateful.   
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Our whole team met in the Washington, D.C. 
airport on Saturday, November 6 to catch our 
connecting flights overseas.  We had 
conference calls and training via the phone 
prior to the trip but had never met face-to-face.  
It was great to finally meet everyone in person 
and to see who I would be going on this 
journey with.   

Our team consisted of: Sally (55) – U.S. 
managing director of Village Care International 
from CA; Roanne (61) – our team leader and 
dear friend of Sally’s, also from CA; Joan (59) 
– a nurse from TX; and Kristina (24) also from 
TX.  This was Joan, Kristina and my first time 

to Africa. Sally has been there about 20 times 
and I believe it was Roanne’s 4th trip.  

We made it through our long flights - 7 ½ hours 
to Brussels and a little over 9 hours to Nairobi, 
arriving into Nairobi at 11:30pm on Sunday 
night.  Our driver, who we would all come to 
know and love, Peter (aka Masta’ P), was 
waiting for us.  He drove us to our guest house 
where we were able to sleep for a couple 
hours; it was my first experience with a 
mosquito net and also with taking a freezing 
cold shower (the first of many!).   

After we freshened up, we headed to breakfast 
at the Java House in Nairobi (little did I know it 
would be our last taste of “American” food for 
quite some time).  We also exchanged money 
and stopped at the local Nakumatt (like a big-
box store) to get some snacks for the rest of 
the trip.   

 

At the Java House we met Jack Mila (chairman 
of the board – Village Care Initiatives Kenya), 
Maurice (Village Care driver), and Irene 
Adhiambo – our translator / host for the trip 
and Village Development Coordinator for 
VCIK.  It was very interesting talking to Jack 
because he has been with Village Care for so 
long.  He said something that stuck out to me, 
“We were born to believe that we cannot 
survive without handouts from other countries, 
however we need to get away from that 
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mentality.  If God didn’t think we could make it 
on this continent He wouldn’t have put us here; 
we can do it ourselves, we don’t need 
handouts. The people here want to change, 
but they want to do it their way.  With a little 
encouragement and direction they can and 
will turn this country around .”  

It was interesting for me to hear this coming 
from an African.  It truly is the typical mentality 
that without handouts from other countries they 
will not be able to survive however, this is what 
Village Care is trying to change.�� 
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I will break here to explain a little bit about 
Village Care.  Village Care is not an 
organization that goes to another country, 
builds something for the locals, hands 
something to the locals, or does something for 
them that they can do themselves.   

There are several nationals in each country 
they serve who were trained by Village Care to 
train other communities how to better their 
lives and current situation.  This selected 
person goes into a village and holds a 3-day 
meeting (Outcomes, Practices and Open 
Space – OPOS).  In that meeting, there are no 
Americans, only Africans and people from that 
community (men, women, children, teens, 
etc.).  They discuss what the ideal situation is 
for the children (Outcomes for Children); what 
it means for every child to be safe, healthy, 
living in a loving home, going to school and 
being educated and be well behaved .  Then 
they discuss how to make this happen in their 
community (Practices).  They come up with 
their own ideas, create a plan on how to make 

it work and then implement their ideas on their 
own (Open Space). 

Let me say again that there are no American 
people there saying this is what it means to be 
safe, this is what you need to do in order to 
survive, and this is how you need to do it.   

“Village Care encourages communities to 
invest funds into small and simple projects that 
can be sustained.” When groups like ourselves 
(teams) go to the villages, we go to encourage 
them, show them that we are proud of what 
they are doing, visit their homes to see their 
projects, and pray for them.   

Another big thing we did was child 
assessments.  We not only assessed over 700 
children, we also trained someone in each 
community on how to do the assessment so 
that they can continue doing them after we are 
gone.   

A child assessment is a very simple process - 
we take a picture of the child, write down their 
name and age and then look them over from 
head-to-toe.  We look for ring worm, fever, 
diseases in the mouth, any open wounds, 
hernias, etc.  Recommendations are made for 
needy children to go to the clinic. 

Moms and Grandmothers are great at doing 
these assessments because they have a lot of 
experience with kids and can tell when a child 
is not feeling well.  Most of us are not nurses 
and the communities know that we are not 
there handing out medicine or treating 
problems. Our goal is to identify the kids who 
need attention and work with the community 
leaders to get it for them. 

Ideally, an assessment will be done on a child 
every 3 months however; realistically it would 
be great if it could happen 2 times a year.  This 
way they can track the child’s progress and 
see if they are getting better and staying 
healthy.  
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We were able to meet with the District 
Coordinator for Mwanga District, Tanzania who 
is very supportive of Village Care’s work in the 
area.  It is nice to see this because there are 
so many organizations out there and to 
actually have the Tanzanian government back 
your organization is huge.   
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I could tell that the locals were in awe of him.  
When we were invited into his office it was like 
he was a celebrity.  He had an armed guard by 
him the whole time so I think that says quite a 
bit about how important he is.  He also 
accepted the offer to come to the local Village 
Care meeting that was scheduled for later in 
the week. He even allowed us to use one of 
the government vehicles for the time we were 
there because we did not have enough room 
for everyone in our van - something that is 
pretty unheard of.  
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We were able to attend a church service while 
we were there which was awesome.  I didn’t 
know quite what to expect but it was a great 
experience.  There was a lot of singing, 
dancing, and praying.  We were brought up to 
the front of the church to introduce ourselves 
and say a little about who we are.  Pastor Paul, 
who had been with us the whole time, did part 
of the service.  It was very neat to see him 
preach – it is definitely what he is meant to be 
doing.  At the end of the service a recession 
line was started and each and every person 
greeted one another.  
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So most of you that followed my blog saw how 
many times it was mentioned that I was 27, 
single, with no kids.  The reason for this is 
because most of them could not believe a 27 
year-old woman would be single without kids.  
After talking to Irene I found out that men seek 
women with kids because it shows that they 
are capable of having a healthy baby.  If 
women are older (my age!) without a kid, it is 
assumed that you have flushed out (aborted) 
too many children and that your body is no 
longer capable of having a healthy baby.  I told 
Irene that was crazy for me to even imagine 
because it is totally opposite in the U.S.  
Pastor Paul asked me many times: don’t you 
want to marry? Don’t you want to have kids? I 
had to explain to him that it is “normal” for 
someone my age (and older) to be single 
without kids which he had a hard time 
understanding.   
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I became very close to Irene and learned so 
much about how Africans’ really live from her.  
In a lot of ways they are the same as us in the 
U.S.  Girls are catty (she doesn’t have a ton of 
girlfriends), she played sports in high school 
and college, family is very important and it’s all 
about “who you know” or having that piece of 
paper (a degree) when it comes to finding a 
job. But there are also many ways where we 
are different:   
- She showed me how to do laundry using 3 
buckets of water and a bar of soap.  This is 
how she does laundry at home - she has a 4 
year old so she goes through a lot of clothes.  
They’ve never had a washer or dryer - only the 
very rich can afford that.   



�

- Cold showers are the norm!  Having water, 
let alone hot water, is a luxury.   
- If you take a shower with your underwear on, 
you can ring it out when you are done, hang it 
up to dry and wear the “freshly cleaned” 
underwear the next day.   
- Family members are buried in their yards, not 
at a cemetery.  If the father or mother of the 
house dies, they are buried in the front (or 
back) yard.  When the last person in the family 
dies a relative (aunt or uncle) will bury the 
body and the house will stay empty for good.  I 
asked if people will move into it or damage the 
house and she said no.  The one exception is 
if a child dies before a parent they will most 
likely be buried in a cemetery.   
- Kenyan’s are taught English as a class and 
then once they get to secondary school they 
are taught only in English, therefore those who 
complete secondary school are fluent in 
English. All of their forms are in English first 
and then Swahili. However, in Tanzania 
English is taught as a class but it is never 
practiced; therefore many Tanzanians do not 
know English. Paul thought it was funny that 
we speak English yet we have to take English 
classes every year in school.   
- Every person is from a tribe and each tribe 
has their own language.  Therefore, many 
Kenyans know 3 languages, their tribes, 
Swahili, and English.   
- People who are mixed race (half white/half 
black) are called “point 5’s” (.5).  I thought this 
was very funny!  
- Your home is where your tribe is and your 
house is where you are currently living 
(renting).  For example, Paul has a home in his 
tribe’s homeland in Kenya where he is from 
however; he is currently living in a house in 
Tengeru, Tanzania. For the holidays many will 
go back to their home.  The home stays empty 
while they are away and the other tribe 
members make sure nothing happens to it.  
When you marry, you keep your home in the 
husbands’s tribe.   
- Adoption is very hard; therefore children often 
live with other families but are not truly 
adopted by them.   
- They do not like dogs.  Almost all of the dogs 
are wild and carry diseases.  When we tell 
them that we have pet dogs that are allowed in 
our house and even sleep in our bed they are 
disgusted and couldn’t imagine such a thing.   

� � � � � � � � � � � � �
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Everywhere we went the children would come 
running.  The minute word got out that there 
were Mzungu’s (white people) in town; 
everyone came to get a glimpse of us.   

 

Children are the same all over the world, they 
love to laugh, have fun, and play games.  
However these children live a “simple” life with 
no computers, TV’s, or video games.  Instead, 
they make games out of tires and sticks, 
gather water and fire wood, take care of the 
animals, and help their family.  It was common 
to see young boys herding donkeys or sheep 
along the side of the road, or to see a young 
child carrying buckets of water on their heads.   
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The children were so loving.  Some were shy 
at first but warmed up quickly.  They loved the 
stickers and bracelets we handed out.  They 
would grab on to your hand and not let go, 
they would walk with you hand-in-hand to 
show you around their village and they sang 
beautiful songs for us.    
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A lot of people asked me if we really went to 
the bathroom in a hole in the ground.  The 
answer is yes!  It truly is just a hole in the 
ground.  And yes, you do go #1 and #2.  Some 
of the more “fancy” indoor choo’s (pronounced 
“cho”), did flush, however, most of the time 
there was a bucket of water outside the door 
that you were to use to “flush.”   
 

There was hardly 
ever toilet paper so 
you either brought 
your own or air dried.  
There was rarely a 
sink to wash your 
hands so we all 
carried bottles of 
antibacterial gel.   
The one in our guest 
house was pretty 
nice.  It did smell a 
little (it’s hard to aim it 

just right so that everything goes in the little 
hole), but compared to some of the other ones 
we used it was fantastic.  The ones at peoples’ 
houses were usually in a wooden structure 
with no lights so you would leave the door 
open a little so that you could see.  Some also 
had “footsteps” two bricks on each side that 
you stand on.  It was tricky at first being a girl 
and wearing pants however, once we started 
wearing skirts it made it so much easier.   
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Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday (2 ½ 
days) we spent at the Safari lodge.  We were 
right at the base of Mt. Kilimanjaro which was 
awesome!  The lodge was a 4-star and very 
nice but you have to remember we were in 
Africa - the electricity was only on during 
certain times, so if you had to go to the 
bathroom during the middle of the night you 
either used a flashlight or just felt around.   
Also, at this lodge the hot water for showers 
was only available during certain times (a 
couple hours in the morning and a couple 
hours at night).  The first night we were there, 
we were so excited to take a hot shower but to 
our disappointment there wasn’t any hot water 
that night.  After talking to our Maasai friend, 
he got it fixed for us so that the next night there 
was a nice hot shower waiting for us (the first 
“real” shower I took the whole time I was there 
– note: 1 day before we left to come home 
haha).   
 
Our room was part tent/part “spa” (a very nice 
bathroom area). Where we slept was a tent 
and at night it sounded like rain hitting our tent 
(at least that’s what we told ourselves) but it 
was really huge bugs and we definitely had to 
sleep under mosquito nets. Real Africa!  
 
We were able to go on a night drive Tuesday 
night where we saw tons of elephants very 
close to us (sometimes 5 – 10 feet away).  We 
also saw gazelles, baboons, and hippos.   
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The next day we got up at 6am to go on our 
morning drive.  We were on the hunt for 
giraffes and lions but had no luck.  We did, 
however, get to see a hyena catch breakfast (a 
catfish) and then watch as he brought it over, 
right next to our van, to show it off before 
trotting away.  We also saw more elephants, 
gazelles, and baboons.   
 
That night we went on our night drive, Master 
P (our driver) had been talking to his friends 
about where to find giraffes and he hit the 
jackpot!  We saw tons of giraffes eating dinner 
and hanging out with zebras.  It was 
awesome.  They wouldn’t come as close as 
the elephants did, but we still got very close!�� 
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The resort was run by the Masaii tribe who 
also live nearby.  This is a big, nomadic tribe in 
the area who still follow a lot of their older 
traditions.  For example, the boys are 
circumcised in public when they go through 
puberty. There is no medicine involved.  We 
were told that they may be able to go in a cold 
lake before it happens to try to numb the area 
or there is a leaf of a plant that helps to numb 
it, but I can hardly think it makes a difference.   
 
The boy is to show no pain or discomfort or he 
will be humiliated by his mother because he 
would be making the family look bad.  The 
boys then wear black robes for 3 months after 
this happens.   
 
The Maasai also practice polygamy (many 
men have 10-15 wives) and the women are 
seen as objects (similar to how they view their 
cows).  On her wedding night, the woman is 
circumcised (again with no medicine) and is 
then expected to have intercourse with her 

husband that night.  This didn’t sit well with me 
and it is not something I agree with, but it is 
their culture and I am glad I got to learn so 
much about it.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Thursday morning we paid about $13.00 USD 
(1,000 shillings) each to tour the Maasai village 
that was near the resort.  They did a welcome 
song and prayer. We then toured their village 
(including going into one of their houses), they 
showed us how they make fire from donkey 
poop and a wooden stick, and then invited us 
to their market to sell us their goods. It was a 
very interesting and educational experience.��
�
After touring the Maasai village, we made the 
haul back to Nairobi (about a 5 hour car ride).  
That night we ate at the Java House (where 
we ate the first day we arrived) which was 
great.  We were all looking forward to a nice 
ice cold drink! The whole time we were there 
we only drank hot drinks.  You know when you 
leave a water bottle in your car on a hot 
summer’s day? That is about the temperature 
all of the water and soda is served at (no 
electricity means no refridgerators).  There is 
no such thing as ice cold drinks.  The locals 
only drink warm things because if it is ice cold 
it will shock their system and make them sick.   
         �
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Friday our day was packed.  We woke up and 
had breakfast at the Java House and also got 
to go back to the Nakumatt to buy any 
additional things we wanted to bring home 
(coffee!). Then we headed to the Kazuri Bead 
factory where they make clay beads and 
pottery.   
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The bead factory is run by all single women 
and you have to know someone in order to 
work there.  This way they can confirm that 
you are truly single and not just looking for a 
job. The factory was started in order to employ 
widows, allowing them to care for their children 
without outside help. We went on a tour from 
the very start of the process (clay as rocks) to 
the finished product, the store.  The beads are 
made into necklaces, bracelets and earings, 
among other things, which are beautiful (I 
bought 3)!  They sell their beads and 
necklaces all over the world and it looks like 
they do a lot of business, which is great!  
Everything is done by hand and there are no 
two beads exactly alike.   
�
After the bead factory, we headed to the 
Giraffe Center.  This center is a “non-
governmental, non-profit making organization, 
which was founded by Betty and Jock Leslie-
Melville in 1979.  This was in a bid to save the 
endangered Rothschild Giraffe, which had lost 
its natural habitat in Western Kenya to 
agriculture and there were only 130 left in the 
wild.”  “Today the Rothschild Giraffe population 
in Kenya is about 300.”   
 
We were able to feed the giraffes and even 
give them a big, sloppy, spit-filled kiss! Of 
course I did it!  How many people can say they 
have kissed (or made out with) a wild giraffe??  
HaHa!  

This park works closely with school groups so 
there were quite a few field trips that day.  It 
was great to see the kids being educated on 
these animals at such a young age. Hopefully 
this will keep the animals around and prevent 
them from becoming extinct.���
 
We then went to downtown Nairobi to a gift 
shop that treats Village Care members very 
well.  We were able to have a 45 minute power 
“hour” shopping trip to get all of the souvenirs 
we could (this was the only time we were able 
to shop the whole trip).  I think we all made out 
pretty well.   
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From there we headed over to the Mathare 
slum.  Whatever you have seen on TV about 
the slums in Nairobi is true! I don’t think you 
can really get the full effect unless you are 
there.  It is amazing to me that people live 
under these conditions.  There is garbage 
everywhere, wild animals roaming around in 
the garbage, fluid consisting of urine, feces 
and who-knows-what-else running down the 
middle of the “streets”….and this is where the 
kids play.   
 
We came here to visit Good Samaritan 
Children’s Home , run by a fantastic woman 
named Mercy.  This was one of my favorite 
parts of the trip.  Mercy is an amazing lady 
who started this orphanage because her son 
kept taking food to school in his pockets to 
give to his friends that didn’t have any.  Mercy 
couldn’t live with the fact that her kids had food 
and these kids didn’t so she started taking 
them in.  160+ kids later, she is still taking kids 
in.  She has never turned a child down and a 
lot of the kids that were raised in the 
orphanage by her have been able to get out of 
the slums.  
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She knows each and every kid’s name, age, 
year in school and if they have any illnesses.  
29 babies sleep with her  in a very small room 
(probably the size of one of�your small 
bedrooms).  In another room (maybe the size 
of a large master bedroom), 60 girls sleep and 
in a room slightly larger next to that, 70 boys 
sleep.  About 5 kids can sleep on a twin size 
mattress.   

They also have pigs, cows, and goats that the 
children have to take care of.  Mercy is given 
food scraps from a local business to feed the 
animals. She is then able to use their milk and 
meat to feed the children.  

  
 
 

 

While we were there, there was a small puddle 
on the roof where it looked like had rained a 
little.  There were about 3 boys washing their 
clothes in this small puddle (see above photo).   

 

Mercy is an amazing women and I don’t think 
there will be one day when I don’t think about 
her.  She never once asked for anything from 
us, or to feel sorry for her.  She had high 
spirits, was proud of what she was doing, and 
had one of the biggest hearts I have ever 
seen. 
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Thank you for taking the time to read this, I 
hope it was entertaining and informative.  
Although this is long, it does not cover my 
whole trip  so if you would like to know or read 
more please feel free to contact me.   
If you are reading this letter, please know that 
in some way (whether you know it or not) you 
helped to make this trip possible for me.  You 
not only helped me but also helped touch the 
lives of a lot of people in Africa. I cannot say 
thank you enough.  

 
God Bless,  

Adrianne  
�
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