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Moshi, Tanzania - I assume that part of the human condition is to have several songs which become “stuck” in one’s mind, ready to surface with no particular stimulus at random moments in our lives.  There are several which pop up in mine on a regular basis.
What may be unusual is that I seem to take actions based on the lyrics in these tunes.  For example, a few years ago I made the decision to visit Morocco strictly because of the 1969 song, Marrakech Express, by Crosby, Stills, and Nash.  For years, not only the tune, but the lyrics, remained frequent visitors to my consciousness beckoning me much as a moth is drawn to flame.  The refrain, in particular, was continually intriguing:


Did you know we are riding on the Marrakech Express?


Did you know we are riding on the Marrakech Express?


They’re taking me to Marrakech...


All aboard the train, all aboard the train.....


I’ve been saving all my money to take you there.
46 years later, in the early months of 2015, these words became reality for me and my wife, although our mode of transportation was not a train, but a bus.  We had flown to Morocco for a two-week tour of the country and were nearing the end of the itinerary.  (This was not my first visit to Morocco; I had been there totally by accident as a Navy midshipman on leave in 1963 trying to get to Europe via a free military aircraft.  The only flight we could obtain was to Morocco, and we took it on the rationale that Africa was on the side of the Atlantic to which we were headed).  
It turned out that our 2015 Moroccan adventure was everything I had been dreaming, including two nights camping in the Saharan Desert. Marrakech was indeed an exotic, and haunting, combination of sights and smells which I found genuinely thrilling.  The fact that a pickpocket relieved me of my iPhone during my last night in the city did little to diminish the pleasures of the mysterious medina, snake charmers, street dancers, food stalls, and countless other unique experiences.
But, just a year later, yet another African-themed song, simply named, Africa, by Toto, had become the dominant siren in my mind.   Although it was originally recorded in 1982, I had not heard it until perhaps 30 years later.   I even used the Siri app when I heard it as background music in a store, “Hey, Siri, what’s that song?” to learn the name and artist.  Its beginning rhythmic drum beat matched the opening lyrics


I hear the drums echoing tonight........followed a few stanzas later by


Hurry boy, it’s waiting there for you.....and then...


Gonna take some time to do the things we never had...
But the words which brought me to Tanzania were


As sure as Kilimanjaro rises like Olympus above the Serengeti 


I seek to cure what’s deep inside,


Frightened of this thing that I’ve become...
Soon after, I signed up for a safari in the Serengeti.   We flew into Kilimanjaro Airport and spent the next two weeks enthralled with the wonders of Tanzania.  The animals were as plentiful and majestic as advertised.  We probably saw at least several hundred thousand wildebeests and nearly an equal number of zebras in the midst of their Great Migration.   In addition we saw the “Big Five” of wild animals (lions, leopards, elephants, Cape Buffaloes, and rhinos) plus countless giraffe, hippos (who kill more humans than any of the others) and numerous smaller animals.  The best part of Tanzania for me was to meet and interact with the people.  There are over 120 different tribes, most having their own language and culture, but are united in speaking Swahili and having a central democratic government.   The majority of Tanzanians are Christian, maybe 60%, with 30 % Muslim and 10% Hindu, yet there does not appear to be religious strife as in some other African nations.  I quickly learned the universal greeting, Jambo!
At the airport waiting to depart, I happened to sit next to a young woman who had just successfully reached the summit of Kilimanjaro.  Quickly those lyrics came rushing into my head, and instantly I knew that I would be returning to try to scale Kilimanjaro....


It’s gonna take a lot to drag me away from you....
Less than a year later I was back in Tanzania.  Thank goodness I have not yet been stuck on a song about about swamps....I do not like snakes!
I thought you might like to know.
E-R

