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Arusha, Tanzania - Most Tanzanians rely on a version of a mini-van for transportation between cities and outlying villages.  These vans are privately owned and are licensed to carry passengers.  It is not clear how often they undergo safety inspections.  They are all Toyotas which have been modified to cram as many passengers as possible into the available space.  Fares are low, often the equivalent of 50 cents U.S. or less.  Passengers sit 4 across in multiple rows, usually 4 or 5.  Two other passengers sit up front next to the driver.  You can do the math:  there may be up to 23 people inside one of these!  Customers simply stand by the roadside and wave when one comes by in the direction you wish to go.  If the first to pass by is full, you wait for the next one.  Most of the vans I have seen here are very full.
But what I find most interesting is how the vehicles are painted.   They are always brightly colored, sometimes with almost fluorescent stripes of orange and green.  Almost all have “mottos” painted on them in various locations, but most often somewhere on the front.  Here are several of my favorite mottos which I saw while driving into and out of this metropolitan area of nearly a million (exact population figures are hard to come by):





God is Able





Success





Black Pub





Sambo





Good Times





Plan of God





Prince of Peace





Desire of Ages





Roots





Life is Good





Amazing Grace
And my favorite.................................Inculpable
There were also plenty of signage on other vans in Swahili, but the dominant language was English, and the most frequent message was religious.    I am not certain how to interpret that “Inculpable” one.....Free of Guilt????
I also encountered an uneasy feeling from one of these vans while I was sitting in a rented van  at a red light.  As I turned to look to my left, I was suddenly face-to face with four identical photographs of a very handsome Jesus Christ staring at me from four of the side window panes of one of these vans.   I am not certain if my reaction was due to residual Catholic guilt which somehow surfaced from my teenage years, but I was definitely relieved when our van pulled ahead on the green light.  That initial branding of guilt certainly has a long half life in some of us.
In terms of other forms of marketing here in Tanzania, the only avenue I have seen which explicitly promotes sex takes place on their version of music videos.  One TV channel in my hotel seems to offer only five types of fare throughout the day:  CNN (it seems to be internationally ubiquitous; old U.S. action movies with continuous violence;  professional wrestling spectacles; British Premier League Football (soccer); and music videos.  Every video that I watched showed African women in a minimum of clothes bouncing about doing provocative gyrations while a male singer mouthed words to the song in a variety of locations.   I fully expected to see some form of physical copulation.  No prude I, but these videos were very explicit.
On the other hand, in real life, both in big cities and small country villages, I have seen nothing but extremely modest dress.  Most men wear tee shirts and trousers, probably used articles from other countries.  The women are fully covered in western-style clothing usually with long colorful dresses or skirts.  In two weeks here I have seen no woman wearing short shorts, halter tops or any other outfits flashing skin.  On the other hand, I have not ventured into any of the numerous clubs which dot the cities.  Although every Tanzanian I have met has been the epitome of friendliness and politeness, I am not certain how a 75-year old American crashing one of the clubs late at night would be received.  Although my background is in science, I do not want to be a participant in that experiment!  
I thought you might like to know.
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