
Diary note June 21: 

Who in the world is thinking of making a micro-dairy in Masailand Tanzania? 

It is probably not the Danes who are the most. The Danes who live safely in their small cozy island kingdom 
- a few years ago named the world's happiest people. 

Who cares that 2.2 billion people on the planet do not have access to water and basic sanitation? 

Can I feel privileged to have the opportunity to sit here on the plane on my way to Tanzania and be serviced 
with food and drink? The answer is unconditionally a resounding yes for heck then - on the way to new 
adventures. 

But what is the driver really? 

Is it because I can? or maybe can succeed in finding water for a small community? 

Today, the women of Lesoit have to walk 4 km to the nearest water well and 4 km back again. 

Or is it because it makes sense to try to create something, a need to constantly create something new, to 
have some goals in life? 

A life that by the way has never been boring in itself! 

Bottom line is probably that I do not know - but somewhere it still makes very good sense. 

 

"Living is learning and learning is Living" is my Mantra. And I am proud of my ancesters, which stems from a 
high school mentality and the belief that education is the way to a better life. 

It still seems to hold and perhaps to a particular degree in developing countries if they can combine 
education with the preservation of cultural heritage such as among the Masai. 

The Masai know all about cattle keeping, which is an integral part of their culture and survival. 

The Masai are trying to adapt (here I must say that I actually do not know much about it yet), but they are 
not masters of the climate changes, which creates so many insidious challenges. 

To be social and help each other, Barbera and I have experienced in the most beautiful way, among other 
things in Brazil and Myanmar. 

People who do not share much with those who have less. To experience how it makes sense with charity 
and a strong cultural heritage is so great. 

(In order not to provoke many of you, I refrain from embarking on the religious element, which has had an 
extremely fluctuating impact on local communities and the global world order). 

But instead, I attach myself to the cooperative thinking in Denmark, as one of the cornerstones of the 
Danish welfare society. 

So why try to make a micro-dairy in Masailand cut across a cooperative mindset adapted to a social Masai 
way of life? Yes, it is precisely because of their social cultural heritage that lies so deep. 

Whether it can succeed, we will have the answer over the next two to ten years.  



The midsummer twilight is about to reach an altitude of 10 kilometers while I philosophize about whether it 
can succeed in contributing to a basic “something for something” mindset - the prerequisite for creating a 
sustainable development also for the Masai’s in Lesoit. 

 

Lesoit Friday 25 June: 

The full moon shines like in Birkerød, but otherwise there is not much here that looks like the home habit. 

It's 05:45, the roosters have started to roar, and cows are chanting with their roar and bell ringing. 

Only dark outlines of trees, shrubs and Masai clay huts are still visible. 

In the center of Boma, the cows are found in a round enclosure of dense thorn bushes. Outside, the huts 
are scattered to protect the cows, which are the Masai's primary livelihood and source of income. 

The whole thing is surrounded by another thick thorn bush. 

 

I'm in Sikorei's family Boma. He does not quite know how many people live here, but I have counted 10 
residential huts, and I guess about 40-50 people - most of them children. 

Sikorei’s father, Parkimalo, 73, is Boma’s head, but as the only son, it is Sikorei who is now in charge of the 
family, which also counts the deceased uncle’s two wives and others. 

          

The women are getting ready for the morning milking and more voices are now being heard all around. 



The moon is close to the horizon. The sun begins to give a soft light, and a new day begins. 

What the day will bring only God knows. 

 

The well drilling should have started yesterday, but the drillers have not arrived yet. With a little luck, they 
will hopefully come tomorrow. 

Patience and spaciousness are a virtue when in Tanzania, I have experienced so fare. 

Instead, we held a good meeting with the village chief about the start-up of a local water committee, and 
had a citizens' meeting planned for Sunday. 

Subsequently, we were invited to the 18th birthday, which is a very special anniversary for the Masai. 

       

Photos and videos speak its own language, but it was a completely unique and amazing experience. 

The whole village is invited and the party lasts for two days with ceremonies, dancing and happy people. 

 

Lesoit June 30: 

The Boma has a total of 200 cows, of which 40 are small calves. Less than half are bulls. Since they do not 
provide milk but need food, of which there is not much, they are sold or slaughtered for special occasions. 

Funnily enough, these numbers are completely in control of Sikorei. 

The daily milking gives maybe 10-12 of the traditional calabashes of 2-3 liters, but since it is the women's 
job, Sikorei does not know the details.  



       

"Cleaning calabazas’ for milk" 

 

For the Ugali (thick corn porridge), warm milk from the thermos is served. 

The milk tastes clearly smoky as it is boiled over a campfire inside the hut. 

The women also make a buttermilk-like product: The calabash is set aside in the hut for 3 days, after which 
it is shaken for a few minutes. It provides a light, airy and bubbly "buttermilk" 

Since the buttermilk is unprocessed (not pasteurized), it is similar to what my mother did when I was a kid 
at home. 

If the milk became too old, it was put on the kitchen table and fermented until the next day, when we then 
got "sour milk". 

A tradition from before the milk was pasteurized. 

Pasteurization became a legal requirement in 1941 in DK, but my mother probably did not know. 

 

The drillers have not yet arrived. 

Every day we get a new apology and message that they are coming tomorrow. 

It in no way suits my temperament. 

Here, however, one does not get upset, because then one loses face and loses respect. It is absolutely 
essential not to confront, but instead to find win / win solutions - something we might be able to learn from 
in Denmark in certain situations. 

Anyway, we could well have spent the wait time visiting Nasinjari, who manages a small dairy a day trip 
from Lesoit. 

In Tanzania, the official language is Swahili, but the Masai women here speak only Masai. 

Since Nasinjari is Masai, it fits perfectly if she has to help us with some “dairy training”. 

 

Now I just cross my fingers, and pray a little prayer that we will soon get started with the water drilling. 

Meanwhile, I enjoy all that different in this remote part of the world, where one takes every opportunity to 
party. 



Thus, I attended the party after a circumcision ceremony of 7–9 years old Swahili boys the day before 
yesterday and yesterday a wedding in the neighboring Boma. 

       

          

 

Lesoit, Friday 2 July: 

Tired of waiting for drillers - now on the 9th day. 

 

July 15: 

Split my bram-sails, sponge bumps, hanging ass, dog heads…. 

Enough is enough. 

There must be a meaning to life. 

When the need is greatest, help is closest. 

The thoughts cycle around in my head on the really big blade. 

For the 2nd time I have packed the backpack, ready to go home, disappointed and with unresolved matter. 

 

But then the chief's mother died yesterday, 90 years old. Traditionally, funerals are held within 24 hours in 
the tropics. 

In order for Sikorei and Kambona to attend the funeral, we are postponing the departure to Kiteto until the 
next day. 

Here we will try to get the money back with the help of the authorities. 



That same night, however, we hear from a friend in Kiteto that the drilling trucks have just arrived in Kiteto. 

"Tomorrow tomorrow" is starting to become a reality. 

 

With a twelve-day delay, the drillers arrive at Lesoit, and immediately begin drilling. 

Already in the late afternoon there are indications of water. 

The following day we find water of reasonable quality at a depth of 130 meters.  

 

          

 

The joy is short-lived. Driller, named Hamza, has not included the materials to make the well itself. 

Now he is even asking for more money, even though the payment terms are clearly defined in the contract. 

To avoid even more intolerable waiting time, I agree to make an express bank transfer (25%). 

Due to an error, the entire balance of the contract (50%) is transferred to Hamza. 

Ohh my God …. 

 

Hamza’s well quotation was one page incl. all prices, (18.9 million Shillings in total) 

I made a 23-page contract with the help of Water Mission’s template which describes all quality 
requirements. The contract was reviewed and signed on 10 June. 

 

The well materials arrive a day and a half later and are quickly assembled. 

But Hamza has not taken equipment to do the capacity test - the prerequisite for us to be able to 
dimension the pump correctly. 

We have also not received the authorities' official drilling permit, which is a prerequisite for starting drilling 
at all. 

With the help of the chief, “the local mayor”, we detain the two drilling trucks until we receive the drilling 
permit. It comes electronically the next day. 

However, it all ends reporting Hamza to the local Water Authorities in Kiteto. 

On Sunday, Hamza is required to do the capacity test and 4 other quality measures by the Water 
Authorities. 



 

       

Meeting at RUWASA – the Water authorities 

Again, we cross our fingers for a good finish, but my confidence in Hamza may lie in a very small place. 

 

How to get project success in Tanzania: 

• Make a plan 

• Communicate clearly and distinctly 

• Get to know the culture 

• Be persistent 

• Seize the possible chances 

• Take advantage of coincidences correctly 

• Use your network 

• Believe in the best 

• Be lucky 

 

Right now, I'm still sitting back with a pretty good gut feeling. 

I can say that I have done my outmost to try to create a good water project for the Masai people and the 
dairy in Lesoit. 

Our local boys, Kambona and Sikorei, will probably have to follow the last thing to the door, and fortunately 
the water authorities fully support us. 

  



The president of Rotary Club Tanzania is named Mrs. Maryanne. We just had breakfast together while I told 
her about the water and dairy project. 

The idea is that Rotary should try to help us “afford” a solar pump and a solar system. 

Coincidentally, Kurt Enevoldsen from "Dairy People Without Borders" is also chairman of Rotary in Odder. 

So, I anticipate that we will succeed. 

 

    

 

 

Don’t worry, keep smiling.  

With the desire that the sun will continue to smile at us with renewable energy       

 

Jeppe, Dar es Saalam 


