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Fumba Beach, Zanzibar - It had been a difficult night for me because of a monkey.   This one began screeching as I walked to my oceanside cottage as if to chide me for entering his (or her??) domain.  I was apparently an unwanted guest.  Not long later, as I lay down in a massive four poster bed surrounded by mosquito netting, I was extremely disappointed to hear the continuous complaints of what appeared to be the same monkey in a nearby, but different, tree.  Apparently he had decided that I was not going to be let off easily, as if for only a minor traffic offense.  “Perhaps,” I mused, “I don’t know all the laws of the jungle.”
The good news for me was that the new noise-cancelling headphones which my daughters had given me as a going away present seemed to muffle the animal’s annoying chants, and the even better news was that I could sleep well with them on.  The best news was that the mosquito netting did its deterrent work professionally and I woke with no apparent bites. (I had, of course, begun a regimen of anti-malaria medication several days prior to departing the USA, but I still appreciated the added protection).
As I removed the headphones in the morning I was greeted not by the monkey (who was apparently no longer on shift), but by the gentle slapping sound of Indian Ocean waves rhythmically caressing the beach just 20 yards away.   Birds were chirping gaily and life suddenly felt very satisfying, particularly after several cups of coffee by a large pool overlooking the ocean.
I had chosen to come to the island of Zanzibar for two days to do my final training for my upcoming attempt to climb Kilimanjaro on the Tanzanian mainland.  Quite frankly, I had initially selected Zanzibar strictly due to its exotic-sounding name.  Subsequently a friend had shared with me his positive experiences on the island, and so I came.  I had no idea that I would be lodged in such total luxury....it was part of the travel package....at least that is my story.
I took a long walk south along the beach toward what appeared to be a cluster of small boats just off the shore.  As I neared, it was obvious that most were working boats for local fishermen.  The boats were of what can only be described as primitive, home-made construction with a single mast slanted forward for a triangular sail.  They were narrow with no visible seats.  Two, at most three, fishermen with a net appeared to be the maximum capacity.  Each boat was secured with a long rope tied to a rock or tree stump at the top of the beach.  As the tide (which was nearly two meters here) changed, the ropes became slack or taut.  During my walk, most were taut, requiring someone strolling the beach to either hurdle the rope or press it down with your foot as you crossed over.  I began to count the ropes, and coming and going I passed 78 of them.  The fishermen I encountered were all busy making preparations for a day at sea; each replied to my “Jambo!” with the same and a smile, and often a friendly hand wave.
Later in the day I hired a taxi to come to the hotel to drive me into Stonetown, the historic center of Zanzibar City, the capital of the island.  After we exited the dirt road from the hotel, I noticed that we were now on what was essentially a freeway with no other vehicles.  When I asked my driver, Amada about this, he laughed and explained that we were on a private road which had recently been built by a fellow named Syed Baheza, whom Amada described as “crazy rich.” 
“Yeah,” he said, “this guy is the nephew of the former President.  He’s building over 100 high-end homes down here to sell to foreigners, mostly Chinese and Indians.  They probably will only spend a few months a year here.  He hasn’t sold many yet.  If they study the history of the island, they might not want to buy.  During our revolution, a large number of ‘that type’ were slaughtered.”
Well, that quieted our conversation for several minutes.  By then we were back on typical Zanzibar roads, full of potholes and all types of vehicles, mostly motorbikes.  Many women were walking alongside the road with loads balanced gracefully on their heads;  some had Muslim head coverings, only a few in burkas.   As we approached Stonetown, traffic became increasingly chaotic.  As in all of Tanzania (Zanzibar in part of a union with Tanzania), vehicles drive on the left; the motorbikes appear to have their own rules of the road, described charitably as “anything goes.”
Just before we reached our destination, I asked Amada if he knew an English speaking guide to walk me through the maze of alleys and unmarked streets of Stonetown.  Within minutes, he had called his friend, Mohammed, who was waiting for us on arrival.  No sooner had we left Amada (who was going to meet us in three hours), Mohammed said that I needed to “drink a coconut.”  We bought two from a street vendor for a dollar (although the currency of Tanzania is shillings, U.S. money is gladly accepted everywhere - the official exchange rate is 2250 sh = $1).  The vendor used a one stroke of his machete to whack off the top of each coconut, stuck straws into them, and instantly as I sipped the milk I became an official Zanzibar citizen - at least that is what Mohammed told me.  I smiled, thinking that I had now robbed that snarky monkey of a potential meal.
It turned out that the narrow alleys of Stonetown were indeed a maze, and shortly I would have been lost without Mohammed’s expertise.  He seemed to know half of the shopkeepers and sellers in the markets as they chatted with each other in Swahili and/or Arabic.  The markets were teeming with fresh vegetables and the widest assortment of fish that I have seen.  I saw both the largest and the smallest types of bananas in my personal experience.  The markets were truly sensory overload!   We ended our three hour tour over coffee in a crowded café.  I wish that words could adequately convey just some of the sights and sounds of Zanzibar!
I thought you might like to know.
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