
Disappointment in Dar es Salaam 

Originally the plan was to tour Tanzania twice in eight weeks: In the first month lessons would be 

given and as practical aspect of those lessons people would be treated. The emphasis would be on 

HIV / AIDS and Malaria. During the second month the same places would be visited again, to follow 

up on the patients, to see how the lessons were put into practice and to answer questions. This plan 

fell through because Paul, our main contact, had also contacted the Tanzanian government that 

came up with all kinds of legal conditions that we could not meet short term. It would take a 

procedure that could last a few years. The trip was postponed. 

 

Once on our feet again after this disappointment, we thought that it was actually nonsense to wait 

that long. After all, our remedies have no side effects, can be given to newborns and pregnant 

women without objection and are extremely effective. They are provided free and are very easy to 

apply in addition to the existing measures in the Tanzanian health system, so there is no conflict and 

morally this seemed to us completely in order. We decided to leave the choice to the people in the 

field, to train them and then leave it to their own discretion and responsibility. After some email 

traffic back and forth with Paul we decided to go ahead with the trip anyway, albeit in the reduced 

form of one month, where each place would only be visited for the lessons. Any questions and 

feedback from the field would take place via email. 

 

On Sunday 17 March 2013 I arrived at Jules Nyerere International Airport outside Dar es Salaam. 

There was an immediate problem with my visa. While applying for the visa I had specifically 

understood that the validity started from the date of arrival within a period of 90 days. Not so: Since 

the trip was postponed it was only valid for one more day according to the immigration officer. 

Fortunately I was able to buy a new visa on the spot. Shame about the $ 50. 

 

Sistus and Chacha were waiting for me outside the airport. Sistus was assigned to me by Paul as my 

mentor, guide and translator during my stay and as the one who would be trained as a teacher. But 

he would come to mean much more, as it turned out. A week before departure I had asked for an 

extra guardian angel. An hour later I looked in my email, found that my request had already been 

fulfilled, effective from 10.15 PM the evening before: Sistus would accompany me throughout the 

journey. Let me tell you, that was a great boost, as there are plenty of uncertainties (this is Africa!) 

and such support is very welcome. I could not have done what we did without him. 

 

Sistus, Chacha and Juma, the driver, brought me to a hotel in Bunju, just north of Dar es Salaam. I 

could get some rest there and start acclimatizing. Although it was rainy season, the temperature was 

around 30 degrees Celsius higher than in the Netherlands, where it was still close to freezing.  

That day and the next day we spent with occasional talks about the trip in general and the remedies 

in particular, a ride to the beach and preparations for the lessons that would begin on Tuesday. Paul 

lend me a cell phone, and we could use the car and  driver according to our discretion. It was even 

possible to make use of car and driver the entire month. That seemed like a very attractive idea: To 

not have to be dependent on the capriciousness of the African public transport. 



 

The lesson on Tuesday would take place in a church building of the Pentecostal Church of Tanzania 

(PTC) and 150 people were invited. Start 9:00 am, beginning of class 9.30, so latecomers had some 

slack. The church was a bright and airy, large space, with electricity, a sound system and a projection 

screen. Perfect! While waiting for the students we prepared everything, accompanied by beautiful 

music from the mini laptop (purchased once for a Haiti mission) amplified by the sound system. We 

had a projector on loan from Paul for a Power Point presentation. What could go wrong? Everything 

seemed só luxurious, I had not experienced it like that on this continent. 

 

Well, latecomers. "Too late" means something completely different in Africa, I knew that. But when 

at 10.15 AM only 20 people had arrived, including our esteemed friend Yesse from Kigoma, we 

decided to start. Gradually some "latecomers" trickled inside, but the number of participants didn’t 

exceed 30, which is quite low when you know 150 were invited. Anyway, there had only to be one 

amongst them who really started to apply the remedies, so numbers say nothing. 

 

The first signal that I received that indicated a problem came from Sistus, who warned me that there 

was a rather critical bishop amongst those present who was very influential and asked many 

questions. He had a very nice Apple i-book with wireless internet that he used to find our foundation, 

Amma Resonation Healing Foundation. Then came the questions and problems. 

 

What it came down to was that Amma was a god of the Dogon in Mali or a Hindu god, and since 

those were other gods than the God of the church, the bishop could not allow this. Furthermore, 

there is absolutely no alcohol consumed within the PTC, while we just finished multiplying the 

malaria remedy using a drink of the brand "Konyagi" ("The Spirit of Tanzania," says the 

advertisement) containing 35% alcohol. So, before my eyes our wonderful enterprise came tumbling 

down like a house of cards. I flew 8000 kilometers from Europe to teach these lovely people 

something useful and now a bishop threw a spanner in the works! My first reaction was: "It was not 

my intention to tempt you into a pact with the devil", and afterwards Sistus said that I was annoyed, 

"but you recovered quickly". What could I do but accept the situation? We could hardly discuss with 

this authority on faith, and hope to convince him on his own premises, in front of his believers. When 

the situation was clear to me, I asked back all the bottles with the remedies. No lesson, no remedies! 

That would not be right or responsible. The bishop later said he didn’t object against the teaching as 

such, but it could not take place in this church.  

Across the road we licked our wounds in the company of a few like-minded people, including Yesse 

and the wife of Paul, while sipping a cool drink and eating a plate of "kuku na chipsi" (chicken and 

chips) and we began to consider what to do now. 


