“And everyone who has left houses or
brothers or sisters or father or mother or
wife or children or fields for my sake will
receive a hundred times as much and
will inherit eternal life.”
Matthew 19:29

Arusha, November 26, 2020

Dear Friends,
In this newsletter Angelika will take us back
to the project’s beginnings. But first of all,
let us have a look at the current situation
and introduce another of HTFM’s coreleaders, Yehovanice.
I have been employed as manager of the
school and personnel in Malambo since
September, 2016. I come from the
Kilimanjaro region. There we have rain
forest and everything is green, the ground
is fertile and we have many rivers. The first
time I drove through the Massai country
and experienced the drought in the steppe,
saw the many beasts, especially zebras,
antelopes, giraffes, and ostriches, I thought:
“There is no end to this.” We drove on for
hours through a landscape where one could
see for more than 100 kilometers.
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When we arrived, I was pleasantly surprised by
HFTM’s compound. I saw many buildings in good
repair, water supply, solar energy, and lodgings
for the employees, one of which was for me and
my family. After the dusty drive I felt like arriving
at an oasis.
It is my job to draft employment contracts for
the employees and to support Elisabeth. This
includes various areas of work and duties for
HTFM in Malambo. I take care of the employees’
wellbeing, encourage students, and serve the
many people coming to us for help.
This last task is the most challenging one and
together with Elisabeth, our evangelist Loserian,
and our social worker Nesale, we try to find
solutions for them.
Yehovanice with her two sons

1

In the beginning, the older Massai men did not show respect towards me. In their
eyes I was a ndito (girl), not a woman. This changed after my wedding and they
began to respect me. At first, Loserian helped me by translating and explaining the
culture to me. It is completely different from the chagga culture I grew up in. I
sometimes cried because of all the misery I saw. There was so much illness, hunger,
poverty…. At night, I dreamt of my experiences.
I would like to mention old William as an
example of my work. When I first met
him, I began to cry. He was homeless and
slept under a tree with a plastic sheet as
a covering. Compassionate neighbors
gave him something to eat. Having
drunk alcohol all his life and being very
aggressive, everybody had turned from
him, even his family. All his possessions
like his goats had been given away to
pay for the alcohol. He had nothing left.
We built a house for him, provided him
with a bed, and gave money for food to
his neighbors. We took him to the
hospital in Arusha when he had to have
an operation and continued taking care
of him.
William and Yehovanice
He thanks us by complaining, he begs, is very discontent and laments about being
taken care of so badly. I have never seen such a bitter man. It is a challenge we want
to bear patiently. With him we need the willingness to forgive.
Bibi Dina, an old Massai woman, is a different example. She came to us on a regular
basis to ask for support. I was able to advise her how to begin a small but profitable
enterprise on the market with only little start-up money. After about a year, she was
able to live off it and has never asked for help since. Such experiences encourage
me and they are a good counterbalance to difficult situations.
We are all Christians and begin each day with devotions and prayer. We ask Jesus
to give us strength, wisdom, and stamina to be able to face those challenges. It is
my desire to take part in bringing about positive change to our society, our students
and the people around us coming to us for help. In HFTM I have found an employer
who has trust in me and where I can act on my vision. It is my privilege to be part of
the mission and vision of this organization.

Yehovanice
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Angelika Wohlenberg reports:
In February, 2021 it will be 38 years since I came to Tanzania. In the following
newsletters I will tell you about the experiences I gained during my work. Since
August, 2020 I have been retired, at least officially, for I am 65 years old. In 1999,
when we were sitting together with the kids in our boarding and drinking tea, Tuso
(https://www.amazon.de/Tuso-wahre-Geschichte-Afrika-Fortsetzungsnummer/dp/3941411063) looked at me
thoughtfully and finally came out with the question, “What were you like as a
child?” And after a while, “And what will you be like as a grandma?” I have asked
myself this last question quite a few times as I do not fit any mould. This is what the
neurosurgeon in Flensburg told me after my back-surgery in 2001 when I asked him
for advice about how I could continue my work. It went on…
In my life events always came thick and fast and I tumbled from one adventure into
the next. Looking back I almost do not know where to begin. There were funny,
strange, touching, impressive, extremely wonderful, awful, tragic, distressing events.
But in all this, there has always been a golden thread in my life – my faith in Jesus,
to whom I gave my life.
When I was 8 years old, I received a calling from God
in the church of Breklum, Germany. A guest preacher
said, “Perhaps there is someone here today who will
go into missions, for example in Africa…”
I knew that this was for me. At home I told my
mother at once, “When I grow up, I will go into
mission work. God has called me.” My parents
dismissed this as a childish dream and thought,
“When she has a husband and children, she will
forget this idea.” But it was no idea but a desire God
had put into my heart.
In February, 1983, I left Germany for Tanzania (TZ). I worked for the NMZ
(Nordelbisches Missionszentrum) until 1996 and since 1997 I have been with HFTM.
Before, there had been many preparations. I had been trained as a nurse and then
as a mid-wife, I had worked for some time to gain work experience, a four-week
course in tropical medicine, some weeks in Birmingham to learn English…. I knew the
biblical stories as we always had daily devotions at home. I knew that this was
important because I would also work as an evangelist in TZ and that I needed to
know by bible. On the day when I left home (I had signed a contract for four years),
my four youngest siblings were standing in our yard and played a farewell for me on
their brass instruments. My parents took me to the airport. When I was sitting in the
plane that would take me from Hamburg-Fuhlsbüttel to Amsterdam, I saw my
parents standing on the observation platform. I began to cry and a stewardess gave
me a candy…
In 1989 my parents came to visit me for
the first time and my mother finally got
her peace of mind when she saw with
how much joy and stamina I was living
and working in TZ. She often repeated
how hard it had been for her and my
father to let me go and how relieved she
was now. As their daughter I had never
thought about what my parents had to
go through when they let their child go
into the bush.
Angelika and her parents (1989)
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The Lutheran diocese entrusted me with a mobile clinic in the Southern Steppe
(Sinmanjiro). I was told that I was to open a clinic and treat patients as a nurse and
mid-wife. Only when I began working did I find out what this meant practically. I
spent February to June taking a language course in Kiswahili in Morogoro. After that
I moved to Oldonyo Sambu at Mount Meru on the main road to Nairobi, 38
kilometers north of Arusha. There I would live for the next 14 years and drive into the
Massai-steppe every month. There I had the chance of getting to know the Massai
people with their culture and challenges. My focus was on evangelistic and medical
work. Together with two co-workers (a doctor and an assistant) I drove through the
steppe. We had six villages (clusters of Massai krals) as points of contact, lived in
tents, cooked over an open fire, set up our bush hospital in small huts or under an
umbrella thorn-tree. We treated patients, vaccinated, had a specialized eye-clinic
and held seminars (evangelistic, medical). Later, women’s and other projects were
added. I will tell you more about that in another newsletter.

the tipped-over car

A drive through
the mud

mobile clinic

From the beginning, my colleagues and I
always drove a powerful land cruiser. Once
it tipped over when one colleague, who did
not yet know how to handle it, jerked too
hard on the steering-wheel. This happened
in the midst of the steppe at 4 p.m. We did
not have a cell phone or a mobile radio, let
alone a roadside emergency telephone.
Praying was the only thing left to do. So
that was what we did and we trusted God.
A Massai man passed us. He had heard the
thud and he knew of a camp of big-game
hunters down at the Pangani river. We
walked there, which took us about 30
minutes, met 8 men, who were just taking
down the camp because the season was
over. They came with us and 10 men tipped
our car back over so we could drive on. Was
it pure chance that it was there that the
car tipped? Nothing was broken, not even
the eggs in the basket. Only the tomatoes
stuck to the window panes.

When things became critical during rainy season, I stayed calm and drove trustingly
through the mud-holes, because I had a cable-winch attached to the front of the
car. This is a 20 meter wire cable that can be fastened to a tree and then can be
wound back into the winch with a motor. At the same time the four-wheel drive was
activated and by this the car came out of the mud-hole (sometimes rather
tediously) and could drive on. I often thought that Jesus is my cable winch. When
things get difficult or critical, I stay calm, trust in God, and know that he will pull me
out of it and that he never leaves me alone. I experienced this twice in robberies. I
felt God’s presence and knew that he was holding the situation in his hands. That
kept me calm when a pistol was held to my chest with the threat, “We will kill you.” It
even gave me the courage to discuss openly, “If you kill me, who will show you where
the money is?” or, “Would you like to drink some tea before you take off with the
loot?” Unfortunately, I do not have any pictures of those cock-and-bull stories…
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Jesus says: “And everyone who has left
their families for my sake…” I received more
than hundredfold. For three years I had
been living in Tanzania. At a seminar in
Loiborsoit at the house of a very much
respected elder called Orbargwa (he had 14
wives, about 90 children, and 1000 cows),
he got up and told everyone that I would
now be his daughter. He said that I was all
alone, without a husband, my parents were
far away and that I therefore needed the
protection of a man.

Angelica and her masai father

From that day on, he said, he was my father, and I could call him Baba (by the way, I
wasn’t asked, just informed). Besides, he wanted to get to know Jesus better. His
daughter was doing this hard work, which would even be hard for a man. Where did
she get the strength? He would now think about this and tell the others about his
decision in a few months time. And that he did – he became a Christian and was
baptized. His baptismal name means, “the one I have waited for for a long time”. He
said, “I have run from God long enough. Now it is time for me to turn towards Him.”
Sometime later I asked two of his youngest wives what their relationship with him
was like. His wives all had more or less healed scars on their backs and shoulders,
giving testimony of their husband hitting them. One of them said, “He begins to love
and respect us, he talks with us, involves us in his life and hits us only a little.” It is
my experience that when we accept Jesus, we learn to change our lives. God’s spirit
shows us when we have things to clean up or to make up for something, he renews
us. He does not do this by using steamroller-tactics, but with love, goodness, and
patience. Some people change radically, others grow slowly into their new lives.
When we backslide, he does not give up on us, but he starts every day anew with us
and never loses his patience. Another Massai elder showed the back of his fourth
wife to me, “Do you see those scars on her back? I was jealous and beat her a lot.
Then I became a Christian and Jesus made me new. Now I am sorry for every
beating. If I could I would take away the scars, but I can’t. They remind me and show
me how I have changed. I will never beat her again.”
In 1997 I founded the project Help for the
Massai (HFTM) with the help of many
friends. Next to evangelization, we put a
new focus on education. I moved from
Oldonyo Sambu to Arusha, gave the car
back to the diocese and my successors,
and began from scratch – at first only with
a motorcycle. With it, I took a sick dog to
the vet (it was in a basket between my
passenger and me). Or I transported 60
eggs (in two egg-boxes) and two full
baskets with vegetables and fruit from
market.
As soon as I had a new car, I began to
explore my new place of action in the
northern steppe in the Ngorongoro district
in Malambo and visited the Massai there.
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My successors at NMZ continued my work in the
southern steppe. I had made visits in Malambo
earlier in order to conduct an eye clinic. At first we
lived in tents again. We founded an NGO (nongovernmental organization) and built up a center.
There we began to build a kindergarten for 50
children in the year 2000. Projects that followed
were women’s projects, clinic missions in
cooperation with a state clinic, seminars, and later
we started building schools. I can only wonder and
praise God for all the things that have come out of
this.

The school´s beginnings

To be continued...

Angelika

Christmas greetings
We thank all of you who have been
supporting the work among the Massai
faithfully for all those years. As before,
there will be a Christmas present for the
children. This year it is T-shirts and
drinking bottles (see picture).
We hope that you will have a blessed
Christmas season and God’s peace in
these challenging times.
students of Naserian Secondary
school with their presents

Angelika Wohlenberg, Elisabeth Merz,
Dirk & Sarah Frykowski and the whole
team of „Help for the Massai“
PRAYER REQUESTS
Thanksgiving:
For God’s blessing in the year
2020 with all its challenges

GERMAN ADDRESS
Hilfe für die Massai e.V.
Plöner Chaussee 47
24326 Ascheberg
Germany
+49 4526 290
info@massai.org

Good people in the coreleadership team
Protection of all children, workers
and handymen
Protection of and blessing for and
throught Angelika since 1983
Intercession:
Wisdom for decisions concerning
the future
Protection of all children, workers
and handymen

TANZANIAN ADDRESS
Help for the Masai
P.O. Box 1396, Arusha
Tanzania
+255 754 572 675
massai.help@habari.co.tz

ACCOUNT FOR DONATIONS
Hilfe für die Massai e.V.
Sparkasse Westholstein
IBAN: DE70 2225 0020 0030 0011 17
BIC: NOLADE21WHO
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