Kenya

“In the year 2003 I was for the first time introduced to the country Kenya. Together with Naomi van Stapele I went for more than three weeks to Nairobi to visit the projects of mw. dr. Wanjiku Kironyo. Since I became friends with Naomi she always talks very enthusiastically about her and the projects. Now it was time to see and meet with my own eyes.

Since my college days, I have travelled. As well in India (Mumbai) as in Ghana (Accra) I worked as a social worker with street children. Besides that, I have visited Central America and Egypt. In a word, I got used to a lot of things. Poverty in the expression of beggars, slums, street children, mutilations, I got acquainted with it and/or saw it face to face on the streets. Poverty always shocks me and at the same time it intrigues me. It confronts me how people are forced to survive in the most degrading circumstances. I have respect for the way these people daily have to struggle for survival. I have respect for the people.

Now I can see that when I first saw the aspect poverty, I approached it as in a movie. Emotionally it didn’t feel that I was a part of the reality around me. Only physically. With distance I tried to contribute to the street children project. Sometimes I had moments that the reality got to me. It paralysed me. Not knowing what to do with these overwhelming images. Most of the time I got angry and frustrated. Angry for the immense injustice that is existing in this world. Frustrated that I, as an individual, are not able to make a difference in this reality or to bend this injustice to something positive in behalf of everything and everybody.

I felt for the fist time grief during my trip in Kenya. When I woke up Monday morning in my own bed in the Netherlands, I cried. In Kenya I silently cried one time in the night. Knowing that I couldn’t do much with this emotion at that moment and because I didn’t feel the need to explore this emotion at that time, the grief piled up during my stay in Kenya. Back in the Netherlands it came to an explosion. For more than a week I walked around with a suffocating feeling in my body. Never before I had such tremendous trouble to acclimatise to my daily life. The urge to return back to Kenya, the urge to isolate myself was huge. Several times I had to smother rising tears. At the same time it felt good. It felt if the experiences abroad came together in a whole new dimension. In intention, in grief, in a good feeling.

Three factors made this possible. First of all: Naomi. For years Naomi goes to Kenya and she regards this country as her second home and Wanjiku as her Kenyan mother. Naturally Naomi guided us through the metropolis Nairobi. Second of all: my international experiences. By now I know how, in normal practical and daily life, to survive in such countries. I know how to shit above a ‘longdrop’, how to bath with only rainwater available, how to mingle as the (only) white person between (all) black people, I know … This kind of circumstances fit me. In combination with the fact that I grow older and gained more live experiences, contribute to my stay in Nairobi. Last but certainly not least: mw. dr. Wanjiku Kironyo. Since decennia mw. Wanjiku Kironyo is dedicated to the people who are forced to survive in the poorest circumstances possible. The projects that she has established, the people who are running these projects, it made my stay in Kenya unforgettable.

Wanjiku has a tremendous passionate and energetic personality who committed herself to the projects as her mission. Her whole life is swallowed by working with and for the people of the poorest parts of the society of Kenya, from the slums of Mathare Valley. During my three weeks in Kenya, she worked day and night. Her drive is her personality. She can and wants to make a contribution to support these people who have a chance, thanks to her, to escape the circle of poverty temporally or even for ever. I am truly impressed by this person and have immense respect for her, her drive, her projects. Every child who she can show a perspective in his/her live, can count on her trust and effort. Wanjiku believes in the competence of every human being. Realistic she makes the road clean for individual and individual. Meanwhile she touched and saved many lives.

The youth from the youth group made, besides Wanjiku, my stay in Kenya unbelievable rich. Naomi and I worked with them side by side. My biggest frustration was the lack of time. Together we produces good ideas, ready to start with it. And for I realised, I was sitting in the airplane going back to the Netherlands. The youth gave me the opportunity to be a part of their lives, their thinking, their survival. Their personalities were overwhelming. They are beautiful and sincere people who are eager to make a contribution to their own independent live and that of their families. They want to build their community and touch the harts of other young children from Mathare Valley. I met proud people like you and me but with the most essential difference in live: they don’t have a honest chance. Like in other non-western countries, I was amazed and impressed by the unrestrained energy of these young people to make a difference in their lives and go beyond purely survival.

The people who I met in Kenya convinced me of the fact that I, as an individual, can make a difference in the injustice, the global inequality, the inability that I feel for years. My frustration, anger and grief can lead to production. I won the lottery by being born in this part of the world, in my family. I owe it to my fellow-man to devote it as broad as possible. And I feel that this time has come, together with the dedication and power of Naomi, we can make a difference.”
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With special regards to:

· mw. dr. Wanjiku Kironyo

· the people of SEDS/MMC (Social Economic Development Services/Maji Mazuri Center)

· the youth of MMMY (Mathare Maij Mazuri Youthgroup)

