
A special experience was that of sleeping in the
bush surrounded by wild animals where all that is
between one and them is a canvas tent. It is thrilling
to sleep in the bush as one hears the different ani-
mals’ sounds at close range, especially the roaring of
the lions.

You’re not counting sheep, you’re counting lions.
We were awoken by the most stupendous voice in

nature: the voice of the lion with its ground-shaking
roars that sometimes unnerves animals so that they
are incapable of flight. It sounded like a slow-moving
train getting closer and louder. Just when you
thought the roar couldn’t get any louder, it stopped.

One has a sense of security because of the ever-vig-
ilant Maasai who wander freely all over the conserva-
tion area, and are paid to watch over tired tourists
like myself.

At the crack of dawn we saw the most brilliant sun-
rise imaginable, as the sky was bathed in different
shades of yellow that turn into pale blue, and we
drove along and saw two lions stalking and eating
their prey.

With all the precision of a military maneuver, Har-
lequin found a pride of lions in the candelabra trees.
The majestic appearance of the male lion is crowned
by a great mane, sometimes black, but always darker
than the tawny skin.

From here we drove to the permanent Pioneer
Camp site located on a top of a high hill that over-
looks the Serengeti. This camp is the ultimate in lux-
ury.

It has to be kept in mind that this is placed in the
middle of the bush. It has a small swimming pool and
a long sightseeing deck fitted out with the most com-
fortable seating accommodations, even if one is
immobile.

Care is given to accommodate persons in wheel-
chairs and those who have difficulty in walking,
short-distance drives are offered so that people with
special needs can also view the animals at these select
spots, or simply sit and look at them from the deck.
Sitting on the deck you feel like you’re master of the
universe, with the animal world stretched out in
front of you.

It was also here that we made an attempt to see the
“big five”: the African elephant, the African buffalo,
also known as the Cape buffalo, the black and white
rhinoceros, the lion, and the elusive leopard. Within
an hour we had the pleasure of viewing four of the
biggest, scariest creatures on earth – from a safe dis-
tance, through the window of the jeep, of course.
Unfortunately we were too late to see the leopard,
which had left the area in search of his next meal.
Fortunately, it was not me.

Then, at sunrise, an amazing hot-air balloon ride
offered a bird’s-eye view of the Serengeti to see the hippo
pools and the movement of the animals over the grassy
savannah. The experience was intense, and a wonderful
time to just find yourself in your own peaceful existence
floating in the air above God’s creations.

This unforgettable experience was topped off by a
wonderful champagne breakfast in the bush, with
water buffaloes and eagles eyeing your grub.

From here we were taken by a small plane to the
Arusha airport, on the way to Zanzibar. Flying over
the Serengeti gives you a feeling of empowerment
and the wonders of the universe.

WHILE WAITING for your connecting flight in
Arusha, you can take a short drive to a special shop-
ping site which also serves as a cultural heritage shop-
ping center focusing on the African handicrafts –
beadwork, finely beaten copper, utensils, and wood-
en statues of all shapes and sizes, as well as large
pieces of furniture.

After some hours allocated to shopping, one flies to
the Spice Islands, for which Zanzibar is unique. Leav-
ing the Serengeti was heartwrenching, but landing in
Zanzibar and just standing on the paradise island

made up for it.
Located in East Africa off the coast of Tanzania,

flanked by Kenya and Mozambique, the archipelago
consists of two semi-autonomous islands, the main

island of Unguja or Zanzibar, 1,500 square kilometers
in size, with 23 nearby islands, and 48 km. north the
companion isle of Pemba with 15 isles. Another spice
island – named Mafia – is governed by the mainland. 

If traveling to Zanzibar directly through Addis
Ababa, Ethiopia, or flying in from a safari on the
Serengeti to brush the dust off and chill poolside, the
equatorial climate is perfect anytime with an average
temperature of 25º, but it can be as high as 39º.

July to September is perfect, with the southerly Kusi
winds’ arrival. The Kaskazi winds from December to
April are also ideal, for wind makes the hot periods
bearable. February is the warmest, while August is the
coolest.

The Swahili islands’ prevailing trade winds made it
a suitable jumping-off point for trading and export-
ing of cloves and spices for centuries. In the middle
of the 18th century Zanzibar was powerful on the
mainland and active in the slave trade, until the
British mandate after World War I. Now, the Anglican
Christ Church Cathedral stands on the site of the
slave market, where 1,000 slaves a week were sold.

Zanzibar’s enchanting diving holes, and secluded
coves with private coastal getaways, are a major hon-
eymooners’ attraction that anyone can enjoy. Choose
from the sensuous spices and floral aromas, the mag-
ical, glistening-coral stone of Stone Town, dhow mak-
ers, weavers and witch doctors.

The Kilindi Zanzibar five-star boutique hotel con-
sists of 15 private beach bungalows where butlers
attend to all one’s needs. There is no set menu as
such, one can order whatever one fancies, even
kosher food, and there is a wide variety of top-shelf
liquor generously dispensed at no cost.

The chief chef says, “Kosher meals are no problem.
I love shopping in the market for special foods for our
guests. It’s one of the pleasures of my job.”

Designed by composer Benny Andersson, formerly
of the Swedish pop group ABBA, staying at KZ is like
living inside in a seven-star tree-castle inside the The
Jungle Book surrounded by tropical rainforests.

Here the focus is mainly on privacy. The living
accommodations are of a very high standard, especial-
ly the bathroom and private pools outside one’s room.

Take a swim at sunrise in the aqua-blue, crystal-
clear Indian Ocean and return for a refreshing show-
er in the most amazing shower room imaginable. The
shower room is a massive, round, freestanding room
with large, arch-shaped windows overlooking the
jungle and sea. The shower-head, the size of a stop
sign, hangs in the middle of the high gabled ceiling,
as if you are taking a shower outside in the open air.
The shower alone is worth it all.

For the non-beachcomber, KZ is a birdwatcher’s and
nature lover’s paradise.

In the middle of the night don’t be surprised if you
are awakened by sounds you’ve never heard before.
Lie back and listen to the peaceful serenade of singing
tropical birds and the chatter, barks, screams, chirps
and grunts of the mischief-makers just a stone’s
throw away in the jungle outside.

The pulsing rhythm of the nighttime jungle and
the enthralling echoes of the bushbabies, small noc-
turnal primates that look and scream like babies, is
bewildering. From my perch I thought I caught a
glimpse of Tarzan and Jane swinging around, but
maybe it was the red colobus monkeys.

At sunrise, some of the most exquisite and rarest birds
in the world are at your fingertips. Leave a fruit platter
out in your room overnight, and by daybreak, Eastern
golden weavers, red bishops and lilac-breasted rollers
have flown inside through the cracks of the wooden-
slatted veranda shutters to partake of your berries.

For a little exercise to burn off the scrumptious del-
icacies at KZ, join the friendly, openhearted guys
playing soccer along translucent-white seashores
lined with mango and coconut palms. If you want,
they will gladly climb up and get a huge one.

For snorkelers and swashbucklers, Safari Blue Tours
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‘EVERY DAY you see something new, like a window
you haven’t noticed before, or suddenly a door opens
and you see a stunning garden or courtyard. You have
to have a very soft heart to love this town.’

DHOW MAKERS earn their living from fishing. Great
care must be given to the nets, which are handwoven
by the men themselves.


