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Glossary
amani (n)

- peace; also used as a greeting

bana (v)

- to squeeze; used colloquially to imply the day-to-day struggle to

basha (n)

- man who takes dominant position in male-to-male sexual relat-

baya (adj)

-bad

biashara (n)

- business; often implies informal economic activities

bibi (n)

- respectful term of address for older woman; also,

Bongo (n)

- Dar es Salaam or Tanzania; literally, brain

bwana (n)

- respectful term of address for man; also, husband; formerly

buzi (n)

- male lover whose primary purpose is to provide financial sup

chai (n)

- tea; also, bribe (slang)

chama (n)

- official party or association

dada (n)

- t e r m of familial address for female age mate; also, sister, nurse,

daladala (n)

- local city bus; usually converted minivans

deiwaka (n)

- contracted daily labor; from the English "day worker"(slang)

dudu (n)

- mosquito; also, AIDS (slang)

fimbo (n)

- stick

jando (n)

- male initiation process

jitegemea (v)

- to rely on oneself, to be self sufficient

kabila (n)

- ethnic group, tribe

kashata (n)

- sesame sweet most often eaten with coffee

kasheshe (n)

- violence, trouble, sudden outburst or uprising

kazi (n)

- work

get by
ions; also, rapist, protector, lover (slang)

grandmother

"master"
port; from mbuzi (Sw.), or goat (slang)

nun

Kibongo(bongo) (n) - Dar es Salaam street Kiswahili, heavily inflected with slang
kifo (n)

- death

kijana (n)
(vijana, pi.)

- youth

kijiweni
(vijiweni, pi.) (n)

- place where youth hang out, associated with informal

kimada (n)

- mistress

kipindi (n)

- period of time

kisasa (adj)

- modern; also, (n) modernity

kitambillsho (n)

- identification papers, card

Kosovo (n) (n,v)

- violence (slang)

mabondeni (n)

- low income neighborhoods located in low-lying river valley;

employment

literally, places in the valleys

xv

machinga (n)
(wamachinga. pi.)

- informal economy street and sidewalk vendors, usually

maf umbo (n)

- metaphorical references

maisha (n)

- life

majuu (n)

- wealthy foreign countries

mambo (n)

- affairs or matters; also used as an informal greeting equivalent

maskani (n)

- place where youth hang out, primarily centered around social

maskini (n)

- poverty

matusi (n)

- insults, insulting language

mawaya (n)

- electrical wires; also, AIDS (slang)

mbege (n)

- banana beer

operating without permits

to "what's up?"
activities

mhindi (n)
(wahindi, pi.)

- someone of South Asian descent

mhuni (n)
(wahuni, pi.)

- hooligans, troublemakers

mitumba (n)

- second hand clothing.

mjela (n)

- someone who has spent a lot of time in jail (slang)

mkahawa (n)

- coffee vendor

msengi (n)

- man who occupies the passive position in male-to-male
sex; also, anyone participating in activities considere unmanly

mtaa
(mitaa, pi) (n)

- street

mtu (watu, pi.) (n)

- person

mzungu
(wazungu, pi.) (n)

- someone of European descent

ngoma (n)

- drum, performance, dance, music; also, hero in (slang), AIDS

nyumbani (n)

- home

(slang) or gun (slang)
ramani (n)

- map

roho (n)

- spirit, soul, essence

ruksa (n)

- permission, liberty

sterehe (n)

- pleasurable leisure activities, often seen as the opposite of kazi,

taarab(u) (n)

- coastal Swahili musical form marked by Arab, Indian and

work
Egyptian influences; also, woman's buttocks (slang), anal sex
(slang)
-tafuta (v)

- to search for; look for

Ujamaa (n)

- African socialism

UKIMWI (n)

- HIV/AIDS

Ulaya (n)

- Europe; can also include the United States, Australia,

unga (n)

- flour; also, heroin

Japan, and other countries perceived of as wealthy

XVI

upendo (n)
uswahililini (n)
uswazi (n)
uzunguni (n)
Wakubwa (n)
wanene (n)
waombaomba (n)
wapiga debe (n)

zungu (n)
zuri (adj)

- love
- underdeveloped low-income neighborhoods with few amenities;
literally, the place of the Swahili people
- see uswahilini
- upper and middle class neighborhoods; literally, the place of the
Europeans
- big people; also, wealthy citizens, the newly rich.
- fat people; also, wealthy citizens
- beggars
- young men who bang the side of local busses and call out des
tinations to attract customers in exchange for nominal fees from
bus drivers
- drug trafficker, dealer; from mzungu (Sw.) (European)
- good
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Introduction:
(Re)searching for Maisha

The joy of this world has an end

Furaha dunia ina mwisho
Tumezaliwa tumekuta furaha na taabu
Kitu cha kwanza mtu

duniani

We are born, we meet joy and trouble in the world
The first thing a person should think about

kufikirie

Kuwana maisha vizuri

Having a good life

Kula vizuri

Eating well

Kuvaa vizuri

Dressing well

Nyumba zuri

Nice house
Money in your pocket

Peaa mfukoni
Maisha, maisha-ee, maisha-o
Nenda

IJi

Life, life, life
Go slowly (in an steady orderly manner)

taratibu

Ukitaka kuwa na maisha mazuri ya mkuu sasa

If you want to have the good life like important people

Kama mkulima chagua jembe kuwa ya shambani

Like the farmer, choose the hoe to be on the farm

Kama mfanyakazi kimbilia kazini kwako

Like the businessman, run to your office

Au wewe ni mwanafunzi

Or if you are a student, to your school

Maisha yatakuwa
Maisha,
Nenda
Maisha

maisha-we
taratibu
usikimbiiie

Maisha stepu kwa stèpu
Maisha

usikimbiiie

wa shuleni kwako

baadaye

Life it will come later
Life, life ...
Go slowly (in a steady, orderly manner)
Life, you should not hurry
Life, step by step
Life, you should not hurry

Nenda pole pole

Go slowly (at a slow pace)

Maisha

Life, you should not hurry

usikimbiiie

Maisha (Life), Remmy Ongala

(Re)searching for Maisha

When I arrived in Tanzania in September of 1999 the whole country was
abuzz with one thing: Mwalimu Julius Nyerere, the founding father of the
county, was ill. Newspapers, radio and television broadcasts were reporting
that he was being treated for leukemia in a hospital in England. Citizens of
Dar es Salaam, always willing to read between the lines, suggested that it
was likely that he was dying. Some even said that he was already dead, and
that the news was being kept secret in order to allow the Tanzanian military
and police guards to prepare themselves for the uprisings that were sure to
accompany its announcement. During these uncertain times, I found the
presence of so much conjecture, so much guessing, and so much gossip
comforting; as an anthropologist, I was pleased to find that dominant discourses were being challenged so openly and so loudly. One particular
rumor, which I first overheard on a local city bus, was that Nyerere had AIDS.
People noticed how the already thin Nyerere was rather quickly becoming
emaciated, and pointed out that in recent press photos it was possible to see
small discolorations, or lesions on his skin. That AIDS was the result of
Mwalimu's great love of women was often insinuated, and occasionally mentioned directly —an occurrence that increased upon the eventual announcement of his death a few weeks later. It has never been proven that Nyerere
had AIDS, and in fact it was never even mentioned in official accounts. There
are some who would say, however, that, then again, it was never dis-proven
either (Fig. 1.1-1.5).
Despite suggestions by some researchers that AIDS is a taboo topic rarely
discussed in public in Tanzania, people do talk about it quite openly and regularly within the context of their everyday lives. Perhaps, however, I should
say everyday deaths, because it is usually when someone is dying, or has
recently died, of something that people suspect of being AIDS that one is likely to hear people talking about it, as the example about Nyerere illustrates.
The research for this book was initiated in order to understand how ordinary
Tanzanians make sense of what is often portrayed as an extraordinary disease in the context of their daily lives. In many ways it departs from what
one might consider conventional AIDS ethnographies, a difference that is as
much a result of the methodologies employed as the material gathered.
What follows in this chapter is a three-part discussion that addresses
methodological and theoretical issues relating to the project's conception,
undertaking, and representation in the form of this book.
The Emergence of Doubt
In September 1999 I set out on my third trip to Tanzania, this time with the
explicit aim of undertaking a year of ethnographic pre-dissertation research
among disadvantaged urban youth in Dar es Salaam. With an estimated population of three million, Dar es Salaam is the largest city in the country, serving as both the primary port, as well as providing a home base for most international organizations and businesses operating within Tanzania. Dar es

Salaam is the economic and cultural capital of the
country, while the city of Dodoma, located in the center of the country, is designated as the political capital. Parliament does indeed meet in Dodoma, but
most politicians prefer to do business in Dar es
Salaam. On prior trips to Tanzania in 1996 and 1998,
I conducted two separate studies. The first attempted
to examine tensions between so-called traditional and
modern public health techniques employed to
increase awareness of modes of prevention and treatment for HIV/AIDS (see Moyer 1997a; 1997b), while
the second pilot study focused on gaining a greater
understanding of why some prevention/treatment
approaches are more effective than others.
During the 1998 research period, which had the second aim of helping me to formulate a coherent dissertation proposal, I found
myself increasingly frustrated with various aspects of conducting research
focused on HIV/AIDS. Specifically, I found it difficult to come to peace with
what I perceived as certain ethical dilemmas regarding the nature of this
research. Confronted daily with the relative failure of most public health initiatives geared toward prevention and treatment of AIDS, I just could not see
how another research project, mine, was really going to make a difference in
the lives of the people who agreed to participate. This rather banal observation confounded me both ethically and morally. 1 I was becoming increasingly concerned that public health initiatives related to HIV/AIDS in Africa,
whether sponsored by local, national, or international agencies, were employing a rhetoric stressing the emergency aspect of the pandemic to justify
research and treatment protocols that clearly fell far short of international
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Figure 1.1 "Nyerere
is Dead" graffiti
scrawled on back of
bus seat. Dar es
Salaam. (1999)

Figure 1.2 Street
vendor displays
Nyerere memorial
kanga in downtown
Dar es Salaam.
(1999)
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ethics standards. In recent years, this issue has increasingly come to public attention with the simultaneous availability of more effective treatment
regimes (i.e. the use of AZT to prevent mother-to-child vertical transmission
of the HIV virus (e.g. Susser 1998, Fadem and Kass 1998), and the demand
for less expensive/generic versions of protease inhibitors. The concerns I
had, however, extended beyond the problematics of bio-medical treatment
regimes and policies of multi-national pharmaceutical producers to include
ethical questions related to conducting quantitative research, specifically,
applied ethnographic research.
As an anthropologist engaged in a pursuit that often blurs the lines between
applied and theoretical research, such concerns are of particular importance
to me for professional (ethical) reasons, as well as personal (moral) reasons.
The ethical questions at stake ask whether or not such research methods
should be employed, while the moral questions at stake ask whether I would
want to participate in such research, ethical or not. I make this distinction
because I would hope that ethical questions which confront disciplinary
methodology would be of interest, but I am well aware that my own moral
dilemmas may not be of the greatest interest to the scientific reader.
I never grew comfortable with the degree of power that my position as a
white, Western researcher with a research grant in my pocket gave me. That
I could walk into nearly any HIV/AIDS treatment ward in Tanzania and expect
dying people to talk to me about the most intimate aspects of their lives
despite my increasing belief that such methods would fail to produce any new
insights on the pandemic was a contradiction I was never able to resolve.
The more time I spent conducting Aids related research, the less inclined I
became to try to resolve this contradiction. Dying people deserve to be treated with dignity and respect and, unless an invasion of their and their family's
privacy can be justified by the reasonable belief that it will prevent further suffering and death, such an invasion must be avoided. I could rationalize my
own research by arguing that, if nothing else, it served to train me as an
ethnographer, but I wonder how many of those who spoke with me would have
done so had they believed this to be the primary objective of my research,
had they realized that despite my white skin, my relative position of wealth
and power, and my genuine desire to improve their situation, their participation in my research project would bring about little if any insight into new or
better ways to prevent HIV/AIDS. I might also be inclined to rationalize such
research methodologies by waving signed consent forms: if people agree to
participate then my ethical responsibility is fulfilled. But did my forms, or my
words ever acknowledge my limited power? Aside from the solace of deathbed company and the occasional small personal favors I could perform, the
need for my presence was not justifiable and, for that reason, at least in my
mind, unethical. Although not medical practitioners per se, surely those
engaged medical anthropology must observe the most basic of medical
tenets: first, do no harm. Perhaps I would not consider this an issue of such
great importance if it were not for the large numbers of researchers current

ly attempting to undertake such studies in Africa (and throughout the developing world as a whole). In many African countries there is minimal, if any,
legislation in place to protect patients' rights. Additionally, it is often quite
easy to bend and/or break the rules that are in place (some money here, a
small favor there), but this does not mean that they should be broken. It is
precisely because of a lack of official measures for patient protection in many
countries that researchers, medical and non-medical alike, must make
efforts to observe the prescribed (if not practiced) ethical standards of international health agencies. These standards may not in fact be the best guidepost for ethical practices, but for the time being, it is the only one available.
What follows in this chapter is a description of methodologies I employed
than it is an attempt to explicate the connections between methodological
choices and the thinking behind them. I believe that the methodologies
employed should reflect a researcher's beliefs regarding how knowledge is
constructed and meaning made. Believing in the power of stories to situate
knowledge in the everyday narratives of people's lives, and rather dis-believing in the power of numbers and statistics to do so, I have chosen to conduct
my research in a way that tries to open up and complicate discussions
regarding the connections between poor health and people's lived experience, rather than in a manner that is geared toward finding specific answers
to specific questions.

Figure 1.3 Mourners
line streets during
Nyerere's funeral
procession. Dar es
Salaam. (1999)
Figure 1.4 Police
escort Nyerere's
body from Dar es
Salaam
International Airport
to his home on the
opposite side of the
city. (1999)
Figure 1.5
Thousands gather
outside of Nyerere's
Dar es Salaam residence to await the
arrival of the funeral
procession. (1999)

There are many who would argue that we need greater demographic and statistical understanding of AIDS in Africa if we wish to bring about changes in
policy. While I am not opposed to the continued compilation of such data for
epidemiological purposes and for the strengthening of economic arguments
for combating AIDS, I find it unlikely that mere numbers will ever instigate
meaningful changes in the way those who control the planning and funding of
HIV/AIDS prevention and treatment programs think about AIDS. It would
seem that the numbers we do have, despite their shortcomings, should be
enough to instigate action. If numbers had the power to bring about change
in this case, then one would think that a statistic such as 8500 people dying
of AIDS every day would be enough to turn people's heads.
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My attempts to impart a more situated understanding of how AIDS and AIDS
discourses have become woven into the everyday narratives of people's lives
is, in part, motivated by my view that such narratives have a greater chance
than do numbers of challenging what we think we already know about AIDS,
of planting seeds of discontent regarding the status quo, of haunting those
who read and hear them —in effect, of bringing about a change in perspective that will be greater than the effects of changing any individual policy. I
am less interested in bringing about changes in the way local, national, and
international agencies approach AIDS, than I am in coming to a better understanding of what could help to bring about structural changes. This is not an
attempt to "put a face on AIDS," an unfortunate euphemism all too often
implied in media and by politicians, but rather an attempt to face AIDS, to
face its everyday-ness, its banality, and, eventually, our failures in regards to
it. For if there is a "face" to AIDS, we all share in its construction. The question now is whether we can all share in its deconstruction.2
"Young Urban People at Risk"
Not surprisingly perhaps, I chose to change my focus before returning to conduct research for my dissertation. I had not, however, given up on trying to
formulate an ethnographic study that might provide new insights for understanding HIV/AIDS, nor had I given up on trying to discover a more ethical
path for doing so. Rather than working with those who were sick and dying
in clinics and hospitals, or with those who were engaged in treating such individuals, I decided to work with a population that many consider to be at the
greatest risk for contracting HIV/AIDS: disadvantaged, urban youth. Working
with young people (approximately age 15-25) would allow me to see how people are living today in the age of AIDS, to begin to comprehend how the first
generation of Tanzanians born in the age of AIDS experience and make sense
of the disease, and also permit a possible glimpse into the future of the pandemic in urban Africa. I chose to work with this population in part because
I expected to learn how they viewed HIV/AIDS. Many prevention programs on
the continent expressly focus their attention on helping what has euphemistically become known as "young urban people at risk," but very little in-depth
qualitative (or for that matter, quantitative) research has been done regarding their lives.
This is, no doubt, partially explainable by the perceived difficulties of working with urban youth. They are young, marginal, and constantly on the move,
hard to pin down for any length of time, often difficult to communicate with
(as the researcher must become familiar with local vernaculars that are often
heavily inflected with slang), and considered by many as annoying hustlers or
dangerous predators in the extreme. Add these elements to the fact that
young people, in general, are rarely consulted regarding their views on the
best ways to keep them safe and healthy, especially in many places in Africa
where the opinions and views of elders are routinely sought out at the

expense of the views of young people. This bias is a result, in part, of past
and current power structures geared toward controlling intergenerational conflict, which all but require that outsiders holding positions of power consult
with local leaders before receiving permission to interact with members of
the local community. I provide the following example to illustrate my point.
I traveled with my comparatively young research assistant, Derrick Mbelwa,
to conduct an ancillary research project on the small coastal island of
SongoSongo. Upon our arrival we were required to check into the local headquarters of Chama cha Mapinduzi (CCM), the ruling political party, where we
were required to present the reasons for our visit to village elders. After
begrudgingly granting us permission to conduct interviews with specific elders whom they would select for us, we were told to retire to our hotel.
Although we were not in SongoSongo to conduct research on youth, they were
the people we were most comfortable with socially. On our way back to the
hotel we decided to stop and chat with a group of young men hanging out on
the steps of a small restaurant. They were naturally curious about the reason for our visit to SongoSongo, as well as about our larger research project.
After talking for about fifteen minutes many people began coming out of their
houses in response to the evening call for prayer and we were publicly confronted by an old man who had already heard the details of our research and
knew that we did not have explicit permission to talk to people on the streets,
specifically not to young people. Having spent too much time in Dar es
Salaam and having forgotten the rules of gerontocracies and patriarchies that
all Africanists are taught, I actually began arguing with him on the street.
Thankfully, Mbelwa, despite having been born in Dar es Salaam, was aware
that I was overstepping certain boundaries and endangering our entire visit.
He quickly stepped in front of me, apologized for my ignorance and begged
forgiveness. Eventually the man was appeased, but following this exchange
no one would talk to us in public again. Several people did seek us out,
though never where we would be seen by elders.
One of the advantages of working in a city as large as Dar es Salaam is that
it is often possible to forgo the need to clear one's activities with local elders once permission from the national government to conduct one's research
is granted.3 Having worked in both rural villages and less cosmopolitan
urban centers in Tanzania during previous research trips, it is clear to me that
the size and diversity of Dar es Salaam permits a certain anonymity that
would be impossible to achieve in other places in the country. Such anonymity translates to fewer people being interested in your research and fewer
community leaders/elders attempting to control it. Simply put, aside from
the occasional police officer ostensibly concerned with my safety, no one really cared that I chose to spend my days sitting on street corners in the city
talking to young folks. Stranger things have surely been seen in Dar es
Salaam, and no doubt those wishing to align themselves with foreigners in
positions of power knew from experience that there were bigger fish to fry
than me.
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The Relevance of Language: It's not what you ask, but how you ask it
Among the issues that make research among disadvantaged urban youth difficult to undertake, I found the transience of those I worked with, and the limits of my own language skills most challenging. Although my Swahili has
become increasingly passable over time, Kiswahili cha mtaani, or street
Kiswahili, changes rapidly and constantly, providing endless entertainment
for those who employ it daily, and endless frustration for me. Initially, I was
also concerned both for my safety and the safety of those who agreed to work
with me. Although I do not discuss this at length here, such fear and the limitations resulting from it should not be underestimated. Having chosen to
work with the more suspicious characters of the city, I was constantly warned
to be careful by Tanzanians and expatriates alike. In fact, my safety was
never threatened in Dar es Salaam and, as time and my local and linguistic
knowledge progressed, I became increasingly comfortable going just about
anywhere in the city. The importance of the "local and linguistic" knowledge
to which I refer will resurface later in this text and, in fact, forms the basis of
many of my arguments.
Perhaps the most important framing premise of the research is the assumption that one of the least effective techniques for understanding how people
live with HIV/AIDS is to ask direct questions about it in a fashion out of context with their daily lives. As mentioned earlier, I no longer wanted to document AIDS deaths, or to focus my work on the way people who have the disease experience it. Much research has already been conducted in this
arena, which I believe was especially important in the early stages of the pandemic when so little was known about modes of HIV transmission in Africa,
or about people's views regarding the disease. The sort of knowledge gained
from focusing attention primarily on those suffering from a disease and those
working in the health care professions, however, tells us little about the lives
of the general population. Given that the great majority of those infected with
HIV on the African continent will eventually die from opportunistic infections
associated with it, it seems to me that a great deal of effort should be
focused on preventing people from becoming infected with HIV in the first
place. In turn, it would seem impossible to develop effective prevention
measures without taking into account the views of those at whom such
efforts are directed. This may at first seem a fairly straightforward assumption, but many well-meaning prevention programs fail to do just this.
Those who are in the position to develop and implement prevention programs rarely take the time to conduct in-depth qualitative research, despite
recognizing how much more powerful their efforts would be if they made
sense to the people they were set up to help. We see more and more lipservice paid to the importance of ethnographic research in the social, as well
as the biological sciences; but in reality the time constraints that define most
health related projects help to guarantee that ethnographic efforts are normally limited to rapid assessment techniques and/or knowledge, attitude,

and belief surveys. In-depth ethnographic research takes a great deal of
time, as does the writing-up of such research, and some may feel that such
methods have limited value in the face of life-threatening situations. As a
result, and I believe partially in relation to the rise of the AIDS pandemic,
those who may or may not be trained in ethnographic methods are increasingly condensing the actual research portion of their work, and in many cases
putting forth recommendations for change before research is completed, as
well as advocating implementation of ideas based on findings that may or
may not be accurate. In the end, there are many HIV/AIDS prevention programs that wave the flag of cultural sensitivity, all the while failing to ensure
that the research results employed to back such claims are in fact valid.
At this point, I would like to stress that I position myself as a strong proponent of applied anthropological aims that are engaged in trying to establish
meaningful applications of our knowledge in order to bring about social
change. Despite all the modernist entanglements such endeavors must by
definition find themselves, I am convinced that the work we undertake should
attempt to make the world a better place. This view is hardly counter to
those held by most practitioners of anthropology —applied and non-applied
alike. I do not believe, however, that having such views will automatically
allow me, or anyone else, to have particular insight on how to accomplish
this. The pitfall described above —making recommendations before completing a research project without the benefit of perspectives that may be
gained from taking time and distance from the project —is one of the easiest ones to fall into as an applied anthropologist. Therefore, I have made a
conscious effort to separate my own research from implementation procedures whenever possible. In the end I decided to refrain from making recommendations or from championing the implementation of interventions until
completing the ethnographic research portion of my project. I know there are
many who will disagree with this perspective and see my refusal to offer
clear-cut recommendations at this stage as ethically irresponsible in itself,
but I hope that these views will not end the discussion on the subject, nor
close the reader's mind to the rest of this book. Many governmental and
developmental agencies responsible for the implementation of prevention
and treatment regimes have too little time and money available for undertaking research that attempts to understand the "big picture" of AIDS, that is,
how social and economic, as well as political and personal factors can synergistically contribute to higher HIV rates.4 It is this vein that I hope this book
will offer the most insight. Of course, it would be absurd to suggest that the
research I conducted did not influence and affect the lives of the people who
agreed to take part in it. In addition to the obvious ways an outside
researcher's presence can affect local social and power relations, I also
believed it my responsibility as a researcher to provide information to individuals who seemed unaware how their actions might be increasing their
chances of becoming infected with HIV or any other disease.
The most basic premise of my research was that the way to find out about
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AIDS was not to ask about it. I realized that I knew very little about what people did think about AIDS (given that most of what I did know was gained from
employing the very research techniques I had grown to be suspicious of) and,
that I was not even sure how to find out about it. As a result I attempted to
develop an open and fluid methodology, expecting that it would change as my
research progressed. In an effort to elevate the status of those I worked with
from the position that is traditionally called "informant" in ethnographic
research to a position of enhanced inter-subjectivity, I welcomed the opinions
of those with whom I was working regarding continued methodological developments.5 I encouraged people to tell me when they thought I was doing
something wrong, or if they thought I could do it better. I did not always agree
with such critiques, nor did I always incorporate them into my work, but I
always considered them. Simply put, I had to take the time in the beginning
of my research to allow those with whom I was working to teach me how to
ask questions; I had to learn how to frame both my observations and questions within local ways of knowing, sometimes at the expense of Western
modes of inquiry that characteristically mark scientific research. In hopes of
achieving a deeper understanding of AIDS among urban youth, I sometimes
found it necessary to forgo scientific attempts to order and classify information, and trust that a kind of mimetic understanding would ensue. My trust
was in part inspired by the Taussig's (1993) writings on the subject of mimesis, but also by phenomenological perspectives on the ways we acquire knowledge (Casey 1987; Jackson 1989, 1996; Roberts and Roberts 1996;
Seremetakis 1994; Stoller 1997).
Working Together
Although there was never a question that this was my research project, it
should be clear by now that the methods I employed were often dialectical to
the extreme, informed as they were by ongoing discussions between myself
and those who participated in the research. Besides my own, perhaps the
loudest voice contributing to the evolution of the methods employed was that
of my colleague, assistant, and friend, Derrick Mbelwa. I met Mbelwa rather
fortuitously during my 1998 trip to Tanzania, but I knew him by reputation
beforehand having read in local newspapers about his and a handful of other
students' efforts to organize medical students at the University of Dar es
Salaam's medical school (Muhimbili) around issues relating to low standards
of instruction. In the end, the strike and the movement were quashed by the
Tanzanian government, and Mbelwa was expelled from medical school with
the understanding that he would be readmitted only if he formally apologized
and signed a statement retracting his views. As far as I know, he has yet to
do so. Of course, I did not know all this when I met him; I only knew that he
was one of the student organizers, and that I was rather impressed by the
fact. Mbelwa was not then, or at any time since, particularly proud of his
efforts or his refusal to acquiesce. His quiet acceptance of his fate has led

me to believe that he could hardly have imagined doing otherwise. At the
time of our meeting he asked me to help him get into medical school abroad
—preferably South Africa, but anywhere would do. I confessed that I doubted that I could be of much help, but that I would keep my ears and eyes open
on his behalf. I told him about the project I was thinking about undertaking
and he told me about his own research on a similar subject. He was not particularly interested in AIDS, but more generally in documenting the lives of the
young men he had come to know who lived and worked in the streets of Dar
es Salaam. I was immediately drawn to Mbelwa and believed his unusual
combination of intelligence, seriousness, self-righteousness, and a sense of
humor would make him an ideal assistant. He was the right age (23 at the
start of the research period), spoke near perfect English, had a background
in medicine, and seemed to have a genuine concern for his fellow man.
Before leaving Dar es Salaam in 1998 I proposed that we might work together when I returned the following year, assuming the project received funding
and he did not find a better opportunity in the meantime. We shook hands,
went our separate ways and had only minimal contact in the interim before
my arrival in September 1999. The proposal I eventually wrote incorporated
many of the ideas we had talked about during our brief interchanges in 1998,
and was written with the underlying hope that Mbelwa would be able to work
with me in the end.
It was not until after my return when I formally interviewed Mbelwa for the
job of assistant and translator that I realized the degree to which I would be
forced to challenge many of the unwritten rules of fieldwork. He insisted from
the very beginning that his opinions regarding research methodology would
be heard, and would be heard often. In fact, on that first day, I often felt that
it was me who was being interviewed instead of him. Mbelwa, who was born
and raised in Dar es Salaam, has witnessed first-hand the rapid "NGO-ization" of his country since the introduction of economic liberalization policies
and nominal multi-party politics in the mid-1990s. He has also observed the
abuses of power enjoyed by many of those employed in the newly emergent
hierarchies that accompanied the changes. He was highly suspicious of
organizations and individuals who claimed to have the interest of the people
of Tanzania at heart, and he never failed to note how they too benefited from
their positions. The rise in both status and power of non-governmentals in
Tanzania has been no more remarkable than in many other underdeveloped
countries in the world, the only difference is that it has occurred so rapidly
and so recently. It is difficult for anyone to ignore either the ways in which
local and national power structures have been transformed as a result, or the
increasing differences between rich and poor that are reinforced by a system
that compensates its employees rather generously. Development is big business in Tanzania, and projects related to AIDS are no exception. So Mbelwa
questioned the system, and he also questioned my (and eventually his own)
position in it. I would not have had it any other way as I was not interested
in working with someone who was going to agree with me without asking
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questions. I wanted to be challenged in my norms and in my beliefs about
Tanzania, about AIDS, and about science, and it was clear from the outset
that Mbelwa would rarely fail to do so. He was as committed to my research
as I was, and on some occasions when I grew tired and disillusioned, it
seemed he was even more so.
Mbelwa is not an anthropologist, and prior to our working together had never
read an ethnography. After reading Philip Bourgeois' Searching for Respect:
Selling crack in El Barrio (1996) and Paul Farmer's AIDS and Accusation:
Haiti and the geography of blame (1992), at my suggestion, Mbelwa stopped
by my home to let me know that he could not see how the research I was
doing was going to shape up into a "classic" ethnography like those he had
just read. Apart from being amused by his anxiety and excitement, which in
many ways seemed to be mirroring my own fears, I was impressed by the
carefully thought-out suggestions that he made regarding ways to change my
research methods to improve the quality and depth of the information gathered. This incident occurred about a month after our agreeing to work together, but in many ways was characteristic of the manner in which we worked
together throughout. I do not want to suggest, however, that there were never
any problems between us, or that the resulting tensions did not effect the
research. Quite often, we found ourselves disagreeing. At times, it was only
with extreme effort that I was able to prevent myself from invoking my position of power, from reminding him that this was my research, and that I was
paying the bills. Of course, our mutual awareness of these facts did to some
extent structure our relationship, but I am pretty sure that had I not been
committed to promoting a relationship based on equality and respect,
Mbelwa would have refused to work with me, and he certainly would not have
engaged in the project with as much commitment and integrity as he did.
Networks in the Streets of Dar es Salaam
We agreed that the best way to begin would be to take advantage of networks
that we had already established in Dar es Salaam, those that I had identified
on previous trips to Tanzania, and those that he had built and participated in
throughout his life in the city. Between the two of us, we had more than
enough to keep us busy. Most of my contacts were with those officially
involved with AIDS research: NGO and medical personnel, government officials, as well as some artists and musicians who had been employed by such
organizations to assist in efforts to embed prevention messages in culturally appropriate forms. Mbelwa had many formal contacts as well, but his preference was to talk to his friends, to young men with middle class backgrounds similar to his own, as well as those living and working in the streets
of Dar es Salaam whom he had come to know over the years. For the first
three months of the research —this can be called the preliminary phase —
we tried to balance our efforts by working with persons formally involved in
projects geared toward assisting disadvantaged youth and instituting

HIV/AIDS prevention and treatment programs, and individuals who such projects were trying to help. It became increasingly clear, however, that we would
have to focus our efforts if we wanted to reach the sort of in-depth understanding we hoped to gain in the year we had set aside for the project. For
a variety of reasons we gradually decreased the amount of time spent on
working with persons producing and promoting official AIDS discourses and
turned our attention to the streets and the popular discourses emerging
there.
The "streets of Dar es Salaam" is a fairly vague reference. In urban settings it is always difficult to define communities. For the purposes of this
study, I found this particularly to be the case when working with groups of
young men and women who, for the most part, had no permanent dwellings
that they could call home. Rather than using home life and domesticity as
parameters of study, I employed notions of work and leisure. Rather than
focusing on family or neighborhood networks, I began my study by "hanging
out" 6 on one particular street corner in the city center that serves as a locus
of business activity —legitimate and otherwise — during the daytime and as
a make-shift campsite in the evening for several of the young men who work
there. This corner was not randomly chosen; in fact it was a corner where
Mbelwa himself had been hanging out off and on for years. It was the place
where I first met him, and the place where I first met many of the people who
were to serve as the core of my study group. In effect, I benefited from the
relationships of familiarity and trust that Mbelwa had built up over a number
of years among those who frequented this corner. And, of course, I was also
incorporated into a well-established social hierarchy as Mbelwa's mzungu
(white person), a position that was far from neutral.
Mbelwa had begun his own research documenting the lives and experiences
of members of this population a couple of years before I began mine, but by
the time I returned in 1999 he had abandoned that project. The main reason, he explained to me, was that as he got closer to the young men who
agreed to help him and as their relationships evolved from one of
researcher/informant to one of friendship, he found it more and more difficult to listen to and record their stories. For as he became more familiar with
the circumstances that brought many of them to the streets in the first place,
he developed a more acute awareness that, regardless of his desires to
improve their lives, he was not in a position to bring about structural changes
to the system that helped to produce an environment where young, undereducated men born in the rural areas of the country have little opportunity to
succeed economically. While I did not ask for, or gain direct access to the
tapes that Mbelwa recorded during his own preliminary research, he did
share much of what he had learned with me during our conversations in an
effort to fill in some of the gaps in my own understanding of the lives we had
begun documenting together.
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Maskani
In Chapters Three and Four, I provide a more detailed description of the street
corner that remained the primary locus of our research and will, therefore,
limit my discussion to a brief overview here. The corner itself, as might be
expected from the title of this book, was situated in the immediate vicinity of
the Sheraton Hotel in downtown Dar es Salaam. The young people I worked
with there all knew one another to varying degrees. Some of them worked or
hung out together, while others lived together, and some only knew each
other another in passing. Many came from the same regions of the country,
and a great proportion of them from either Arusha or the southeastern coast.
The street corner where I met them was like many other loci of activity in the
city where young men gather for both work and pleasure, where female food
vendors serve up hot meals, and where any number of people may pass on
a given day to hang out for a while, eat lunch, read the newspaper, and hear
the news that may not be fit to print. But, this corner also exhibited a certain degree of specificity celebrated by those who called it their own as a civilized oasis in an otherwise chaotic city, as a place where peace reigned.
Swahili speakers might call it a "kashesrie-free zone," an ideal place for a
young woman on her own to conduct research. 7 In Chapter Three I further
elucidate why this particular characteristic, which made this street corner
appealing to me, also made it appealing to those who worked and lived there.
In Dar es Salaam, these corners are known as either maskani or kijiweni
depending on whether an individual recognizes them as a place of leisure or
work. Although for me this corner was a place of both leisure and work, I
always referred to it as my maskani and will continue to do so. In order to
reduce confusion for the reader, whenever referring to the Sheraton street
corner I will capitalize and refrain from italicizing the term (Maskani). All references to other maskani will not be capitalized and will remain in italics. At
times I will also employ the neologism "Wamaskani," meaning the people of
maskani, to refer to the many different people with whom I worked who made
their living in and around the Sheraton Maskani. This is done in an effort to
reduce wordiness and to limit the degree to which I have to make use of cumbersome expressions like the one offered in the previous sentence.
Although people throughout Tanzania gather together in certain places for
both social and economic motives, the term maskani is not used everywhere.
In rural areas, the term kijiweni is more popular. Kijiweni, literally, the place
of a small stone, originally referred to the stones that were piled between
fields in the countryside where farm laborers gathered at the beginning and
end of the day to discuss work and life (see Weiss 2000 for further discussion). Before the term was co-opted by young people in Dar es Salaam,
maskani was employed by CCM, the ruling political party of the country since
independence, to refer to local party headquarters —a practice that still
exists in some parts of the country. In Dar es Salaam, however, CCM now
prefers to call its offices tawi, or branch. Originally, I had thought that there

might be some connection between the words maskani and maskini (poverty), both of them being derived from Arabic, but my attempts to demonstrate
a connection beyond evocative alliteration have so far proved unfruitful (Fig.
1.6). The word maskani comes from the Arabic maskaan, house or residence, while maskini is related to the Arabic maskiin, which is an adjective
meaning pitiable. Whereas the ma- prefix in maskan is placed there to
denote the place where one lives (sakan), the ma- in maskiin is part of the
original root. Thus maskan has one root, skn, while maskiin has another,
mskn.8
As stated above, the Sheraton Maskani was Mbelwa's maskani before it
became a locus of our research and at the start it was not even clear that it
would become so. In the beginning, I usually only visited it in the company
of Mbelwa but as time passed I became more and more comfortable with the
young men and women who worked there during the day. I began dropping
by more often on my own and gradually I came to see that it was on these
people and on this place that I should be focusing my attention.
Phases One and Two: Getting started and getting to know
After approximately three months of conducting preliminary interviews with
people formally involved in programs geared toward assisting so-called street
children and providing information on HIV/AIDS, we gradually shifted our
attention in a more focused way toward
the Sheraton Maskani. There I came
into contact with many different types of
people working in the informal economy,
including street and food vendors, both
male and female, car washers, small
business operators, duka (store) owners, guards, and street artists. Many
who worked in the more formalized business establishments in the neighborhood often visited as well. Some of
those who frequented the corner viewed
it primarily as a place of business and
thus as their kijiweni.
In most such
cases, they would also have another
place where they would gather for social
reasons, most likely closer to their
homes.
For some, the Sheraton
Maskani was only a maskani, and for
others, it was both maskani and kijiweni.
A large portion of the second phase of
our research period, which lasted about

Figure 1.6
"Maskani, Maskini"
Zanzibari door.
Stone Town,
Zanzibar. (2000)
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three months, involved getting to know many of these people on a more intimate level. On average, I would pass by Maskani four or five days a week,
some days just to greet people and exchange news on my way to other business in the city. On other days I would sit and talk for a while, eat some
lunch, or share the newspapers I usually brought with me. In this way, people there slowly got used to my presence while I grew to understand some of
the important issues in their lives, and the language used to frame them.
During this second phase of our research we expanded the focus of our
interviews to include individual artists and performers contributing to the production of urban popular culture. To this end, we talked with musicians,
painters, radio disc jockeys, comic strip artists, and numerous members of
the Dar es Salaam Rastafarian community who were involved in businesses
selling paraphernalia loosely described as "culture," including music, handbeaded jewelry and other handicrafts. I had intended to include popular culture, and its producers as subjects of my study from the beginning, but it took
several months to identify, how to build sufficient contacts to undertake this
portion of the research.
The last twenty years in Tanzania have been marked by rapid political and
economic changes that have also helped to bring about large-scale social
and cultural changes. This is particularly so in regards to the production of
popular arts and music, which in the past had relied almost exclusively on
the socialist government for patronage. In recent years patronage has been
sought out in other arenas, most notably from NGOs and international donor
agencies. At the same time, however, artists have become more concerned
with the tastes and desires of local audiences, especially as their role as paying consumers of art and music becomes more evident. Along with the economic liberalization policies that had come to Tanzania in the late 1980s,
there was also a relaxation of state-sponsored policies that controlled artistic and media production. Since the mid-1990s, there has been an explosive
rise in the production of music, television, theater, and graphic arts, along
with the emergence of several independent television and FM radio stations,
and a free and vibrant press. When conducting my research I found that the
information gained from interviews conducted in relation to the emergence
and production of new and changing forms of popular culture helped to shed
light on many of key ideas that arose from our work with the young people
who are the primary consumers of it. With various sections focusing on language, music, painting, street art, and fashion, nearly every chapter of this
book reflects the fruitfulness of this avenue of exploration. In Chapter Three
I discuss both practical and theoretical issues related to the role played by
popular culture in this research.
Phase Three: "Life stories" from five groups
With five months remaining in my research schedule I began to think about
the best way to conduct more formalized interviews among the young men

and women who were supposed to be
the subjects of my study. Until this
time, our conversations, while enlightening, had been very informal. I had
not recorded and/or transcribed any of
our discussions, and aside from the
occasional scribbled note on language
use and the journal I was keeping in
the evenings, I had very few notes.
After careful thought and much discussion with Mbelwa and some of the
people with whom we hoped to work
more closely, we finally settled on a
plan. Among the many and varied people who passed through the Sheraton
Maskani everyday I began to identify
certain core groups of people who
were engaged in the same types of work, specifically car washing, street
vending, and food preparation/vending. For the third phase of research, I
decided to try to form three different focus groups at Maskani, based on the
income-generating activities of the members of each group. Those who we
approached and invited to join one of these three groups had, for the most
part, already demonstrated interest in the research during the preceding
months. After discussing the format of the proposed interviews with members of each group, it was decided that each group would consist of four
members plus Mbelwa and myself (Fig. 1.7). We would meet once a week to
discuss a series of issues that we agreed were important for understanding
the primary concerns of urban youth. The discussions would last approximately two hours and be recorded and it was agreed that, during the research
period, Mbelwa and I would keep the contents of each group's discussion
confidential. Of course, there was no guarantee that the other members of
the group would observe this confidentiality and it is my belief that there was
rarely anything discussed that could be considered private.

Figure 1.7 Car
washers from
Maskani gathered
for interview. Dar
es Salaam. (2000)

I have given a great deal of thought regarding confidentiality in the writing
of this book. With the exception of public figures and those who have
expressly requested otherwise, I have chosen to use only first names or nicknames of the individuals who took part in this research in order to offer them
some degree of protection. One of the main reasons I do not use pseudonyms is out of respect for those with whom I worked. All of those who agreed
to take part in the third phase of the research expressed the desire to be recognized. Pseudonyms, I believe, serve to efface identity, and a significant
part of this project involves the recuperation of identity for individuals who
are routinely marginalized in their own societies, as well as in academic literature. Not wanting to further ossify the identity of the individuals involved in
this research as "street children," or "AIDS victims," I attempt to unite with
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them in their struggle against anonymity and name them in this text. As a
result of this choice, there are many things that I decided not to write about
because I believed they would either serve to put those involved in the
research at risk or contribute to the further exoticization of their lives. So,
while many of them were honest enough to share intimate details about their
sexuality, their forays into the illegal, and their drug addictions, I will not reproduce these details in this text. This sometimes results in writing that may
seem too general and lacking in detail. I have struggled to find a balance
between the general and the specific that will satisfy the academic desires
of the reader while still paying respect to those whose stories figure so prominently in this work. When I was in doubt I tried to err on the side of respect
for the people without whom this book would have been impossible.
The reader may also be surprised by the limited number of direct quotes supplied in this text given how heavily its arguments claim to rely on exegetic
material. This results, in part, from the fact that many of the discussions
undertaken for this research were not recorded. Many of the stories I present in this text are summaries that result from the union of various fragments, which might have been told over a period of several months. At
times, different fragments of the same story would be provided from several
different speakers and it was only through transcription and Mbelwa's helping to fill in the gaps that I would begin to fathom the outlines of a larger narrative. In light of these constraints it seemed best not to attribute direct
quotes to people unless they had been recorded or written down at the time
of the interview.
In general, people told stories to illustrate their points and to further my
understanding of the issues being discussed. This narrative style, what
Tanzanians refer to as kupiga story, largely defined the format adhered to during most sessions.9 Many of these stories are about efforts to pursue a
meaningful life, kutafuta maisha in Kiswahili, meaning to search for life. In
certain respects, they are "life stories," but they were never elicited as such.
Although there is a great deal of anthropological literature available regarding
the gathering and use of life stories as a methodology, I must confess that I
was largely unfamiliar with it while conducting this research.10 The primary
reason I chose to structure interviews around personal narratives about the
pursuit of a meaningful life was that I had grown familiar with this particular
genre of storytelling during my time in Tanzania. I would not have known how
to elicit a "life story" per se from the people with whom I worked, that is a
narrative starting at birth and continuing into the present, but it made perfect
sense to ask them to tell stories (kupiga story) about their daily struggles
(kutafuta maisha).
In many ways, I considered all of those who eventually agreed to participate
in these group discussions as field assistants in their own right. For this reason, I had only to pause briefly when they asked me if they would be compensated for their time. Their argument, which was a sound one, was that they
would have to take time off from work in order to talk to me and would there-

fore be forfeiting a portion of their daily income. Whenever possible I tried
to schedule interviews during the times of day that were thought to be less
profitable for those I was interviewing but the fact remained that most considered themselves "on the clock" when they were at Maskani. In the end I
decided to pay each person who participated in the interviews a sum we had
come to know was equal to the amount one would have to earn to get off the
streets for a day and into a guesthouse. Not everyone who worked with us
had this objective in mind, but it seemed a fair sum to offer, and no one
turned it down. 11
As it became clear that Maskani would serve as the focus of our study, we
began visiting a second site where some young men from Maskani lived, and
where others visited when searching for things the street could not provide
for them. This area, known locally as Uwanja wa Fisi, or the field of hyenas,
is the primary subject of Chapter Seven. Departing from the focus on the
subject of work, which in many ways frames everyday life at Maskani, this
chapter, along with Chapters Eight and Nine, explores ideas related to leisure
and pleasure. It took several months of visiting Uwanja wa Fisi once a week
or so to feel comfortable selecting it as a site of focused research for the
third phase of our work. Our primary contacts were people living in the area
who largly involved in illegal income-generating activities including prostitution, drug dealing, gambling, and the sale of homemade alcohol. One of the
greatest difficulties of conducting research at Uwanja wa Fisi was the high
degree of transience among those with whom we worked there. After several failed attempts and a fair degree of frustration, though, we were able to
identify a core social group centering on the household of one young man.
Eventually, we settled into a pattern of conducting group interviews in his
back courtyard with his girlfriend, brothers, friends, and customers, some of
whom we met there and others who were invited to join us. These group
interviews were conducted along the same lines as those at Maskani, meeting once a week for two hours of recorded discussion for which those who
participated would be paid.
Along with the four groups already mentioned —three at Maskani, and one
at Uwanja wa Fisi — there was a fifth focus group that we also met with once
a week during the third phase of research. This group was only tenuously
connected to Maskani through a friendship between a few members of the
group and Mbelwa and, through him, to a few others at Maskani. A couple
of them, having been born in Dar es Salaam, had been to school with Mbelwa
when they were younger. Their primary link, aside from living in the same
neighborhood (Kijitonyama) and being friends with one another, was that they
were all addicted to heroin, something that is increasingly being experienced
by young people in African cities throughout the continent. The young men
in this group came from middle class families and had more schooling than
most from Maskani. Their parents were mainly civil servants and shop owners. In these respects, they were not unlike the majority of male heroin
addicts in Tanzania. In general, there seemed to be a greater degree of dis-
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illusionment among young middle class male Tanzanians - especially those
born in the city - than among those coming from less privileged backgrounds,
an issue which I will address at greater length in Chapters Four and Nine. Of
the young people, with whom I finally decided to work in Dar es Salaam, the
members of this group were the only ones to approach me (via Mbelwa) and
request that I meet with them, witness their lives, listen to their stories, and
in some small way try to improve their lives.
In the end, there were several reasons why I chose to work with the group
of young men from Kijitonyama, not least of which was my being flattered by
their request. Since I had arrived in Tanzania I had seen and heard a great
deal of evidence pointing to a rise in both heroin trafficking and use in Dar
es Salaam, including at both Maskani and Uwanja wa Fisi. One of my initial
justifications for deciding to include them in my study was my hope that perhaps they would provide middle class and more educated views on the topics we were discussing at the two other research sites.
I had tried to solicit middle class perspectives through the administration
of surveys to students at various advanced academic institutions in Dar es
Salaam, but found that the information gathered in this way was not very useful. One of the interesting things that did emerge from those surveys, however, was that when asked to list the top three problems faced by youth today
in Tanzania, drug use was almost always listed as number two, preceded by
unemployment and followed by AIDS. In itself, this was enough to convince
me of the need to try to discover more about heroin use in Dar es Salaam
and to decide to work with the young men at Kijitonyama despite any reservations I might have. I was confident that the focus groups from Maskani
and Uwanja wa Fisi would provide much insight into issues relating to unemployment and AIDS, the other two significant problems most often identified
by young people, but I suspected they would not be able to provide much
information about the growing heroin trade within Dar es Salaam.
On Translation and the Ways Meaning is Made
Following our interviews with each of the groups, Mbelwa and I would sit down
together and listen to the tapes again during which time he would translate
things that were unclear to me while I frantically took notes in English. Often
words or phrases would come up that would be difficult to translate. In these
instances Mbelwa would tell me, "I can't translate this, you'll just have to
learn what it means in context." Insisting that the words had a meaning
deeper than was possible to convey through translation, he would instead go
to great lengths to explain how people used such words, the contexts in
which they came up, and how and when they had become popular in the first
place. I would be lying if I said that I did not often find his refusal to translate frustrating. More importantly, however, I found it didactic. It certainly did
not stem from an ignorance of English on his part or a lack of ability, but
rather from his deep respect for language in general and Kiswahili in partic-

ular. His profound insight into the difficulties of translation combined with my
somewhat awed reading of Walter Benjamin's (1968) essay on the subject
served as a constant reminder that translation is more often a poetic and
political matter than a scientific one. Problems of translation, of course,
extend beyond semantics to semiotics. Understanding how meaning is made
remains central to any ethnographic undertaking, and I am forever indebted
to Mbelwa (and Benjamin) for an idealism that reinforced my own belief that
one should always try to get it right, even when knowledge of the impossibility of such an undertaking is staring you in the face.
Representation: Not your average AIDS ethnography
When I left Tanzania in late August 2000 to begin writing my dissertation, I
was plagued by doubts regarding representation. In part this stemmed from
a series of rather traumatic insights I gained preceding my departure from
Dar es Salaam, and more generally from the trauma of conducting research
and forging relationships with people living in difficult circumstances.
In the weeks before I left Tanzania, I was forced to recognize some of the
very real difficulties faced every day by the people with whom I worked. This
particular period of enlightenment was initiated by the death of a young
woman named Rehema whom I had never met, but with whom I had become
acquainted through some of the stories I had heard. In short, she took her
own life when it became impossible to conceal the fact that she was dying
from AIDS. She had formerly engaged in sexual relations with some of the
young men I knew from both Maskani and Uwanja wa Fisi and her death
caused many of them to pause for reflection, as it did me. I return to her
story and the specifics of what it meant for me and my research in Chapter
Eight, but mention it here in order to draw attention to the time when I first
became concerned with the difficulties of representation.
Following the interview in which Rehema's death was first discussed, I
began to feel increasingly depressed by the very stories I was collecting, in
many ways mirroring the feelings that Mbelwa had encountered when he had
attempted to conduct his own research among the young men. No doubt, my
feelings of demoralization and sadness were heightened by the fact that the
end of my research was drawing near, and the futures of relationships I had
developed in Tanzania, which were already unclear, were made increasingly so
when I was made to realize how likely it was that many of those I came to
know were already, or would soon be infected with HIV.
According to official statistics, their chances of becoming infected hovered
around 40 percent, but according to my research, infection was almost certain. How was I going to take their stories, which formed the heart of my
research, and "represent" AIDS in Africa? How was I going to reconcile the
numbers with the stories? I began to realize that those who entrusted me
with their stories had also handed me the mantle of witness, and I was not
sure I would be able to convey the connections between everyday struggle

(Re)searching for Maisha

and a global pandemic. How was I ever going to do justice to either the stories or the people? I began to wonder if I would be able to impart to the readers of this text the same sort of mimetic understanding I had come to trust.
I kept asking myself, would the stories, after all, be enough?
It is estimated that there are 25.3 million active cases of AIDS in Africa
today, and already 15 million deaths in Africa alone.12 How can we even
begin to imagine 15 million deaths? And, more importantly, how can we
imagine each and every one of those deaths as that of an individual human
being with a name, face, and most significantly, a story? To a shocking
degree, AIDS and AIDS deaths have become commonplace, even banal. How
to re-ignite interest in a topic that everyone professes is important, but which
also induces feelings of hopelessness? During my time in Tanzania people
agreed to share some of the most intimate aspects of their lives with me.
The stories they told and the supporting materials I gathered were richer than
anything I had imagined possible, and yet I wondered if it would be enough
to counter the feelings of helplessness and hopelessness that work together to produce what is commonly referred to as AIDS fatigue or boredom.
From this position of hopelessness, I set out to write an AIDS ethnography
I thought was destined to fail. Although I had discarded many of the methods employed by those who had written AIDS ethnographies in the past, I
somehow still expected my writing to resemble theirs, at the very least to the
extent that AIDS remained the focus of the book. Over several months of
writing and presenting chapters at workshops, it gradually became clear to
me that if I wanted this book to reflect the research I had conducted, I would
have to abandon the notion that AIDS would be the central topic. I kept
returning to the stories. In fact they haunted me and, while AIDS was a topic
often broached in the stories, it rarely stood on its own. This does not mean
that AIDS is not a primary focus in the book, but rather that it is not the
organizing theme around which it is built. This should hardly be surprising
given that I had not centered my research on the topic of AIDS and that it was
not the most important issue for those with whom I was working. Yet it took
quite some time for me to realize and accept that this book would primarily
be about the lives of young people living and working in the streets of Dar es
Salaam for whom AIDS was just one of several important aspects of their
lives. I have tried to fit AIDS into this book in ways similar to the ways which
those who I came to know in Tanzania fit AIDS into their lives. It is always
there in the background; knowledge of its existence informs and affects decisions made in daily life, but it is not an omnipotent force around which lives
are centered. As a result, there are some chapters in which AIDS is discussed at length, and others where it is hardly mentioned at all. And yet, it
seems to me that the entire project and in many aspects this book, as well,
are haunted by AIDS. It is a spectre looming. Poverty is caused by and is a
cause for it, as is a whole host of related social ills. In the end, I may not be
able to disentangle its possible meanings any better than do the people with
whom I worked. Yet I hope that what I do offer will help to shed light on the

predicaments faced by disadvantaged urban youth in Dar es Salaam and
throughout the world.
Phase Four: A space for place and a quick return to Dar es Salaam
If there is one theme that runs throughout this book it is that of place, a
theme whose importance I hardly realized until I returned from Tanzania and
began examining my research materials and thinking about how it all fit
together. As stated above, my research was specifically em-placed at a particular street corner in Dar es Salaam. Almost all of the work I undertook
occurred there at the Sheraton Maskani or at another gathering place like it
in the city. The transformation of public spaces into private places of work
and leisure, and what such transformations might signify to those undertaking the transforming, was easily the most common theme in both the informal discussions in which I engaged and in the more formal interviews. If anything is important to young people living and working in the streets of Dar es
Salaam, it is the contestation of public space, a contest that is played out
against both local and national governments, other citizens of the city, and
even others who are trying to survive in the ever-narrowing spaces where
informal economic activities are permitted.
It was only after several months of intensive research and several failed
attempts at collecting data that were more quantitative in nature that I began
to realize that people were most likely to talk about difference, especially in
terms of economic and political power, through reference to place.
Sometimes these references were clear-cut: poor people live in Uswahilini,
literally "the place of the Swahili," while wealthy people live in Uzunguni, literally "the place of the foreigners (Europeans/Whites)." But, even such a
seemingly straightforward dichotomy may evoke all sorts of complex economic, political, social, moral, and historical implications. Places do not come
into existence naturally, they are actively imagined and constructed by their
inhabitants and the people who govern them, entities that may or may not be
at odds with one another.
I was unprepared for these insights. Particularly in the sense that I had
read little of the rich literature on the anthropology of place and urban geography. This limited the degree to which I could question and test the theoretical points laid out in those works while in the field. At the same time, I think
it also forced me to make the effort to understand the ways notions of place
come into play in Dar es Salaam on their own terms. Whenever possible, I
prefer to try out my theories in the field, giving people the chance to respond,
and if so desired, offer countering views. With this in mind I embarked on
the fourth phase of my research and returned to Tanzania for a brief research
visit in January and February of 2 0 0 2 to solicit what I had begun calling "popular cartographies."
The general idea was to ask people to draw maps, or pictures, of the places
they were so good at telling stories about. The task itself was easy enough
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to arrange, as most of the people with whom I had worked were still living in
Dar es Salaam (despite my fear that many of them would be sick or dead)
and willing to help out in any way they could. In just a few weeks I managed
to gather thirty maps, most of which failed to meet my expectations. It was
not that people did not try, only that were better at articulating their views
about space and place linguistically than graphically. I must admit I was
rather surprised, as I knew of at least two other examples where a similar
method had been used among young people in Africa (one in Tanzania and
one in South Africa). 13 In both instances the mapping projects were considered a success. In those cases, however, the purpose of soliciting the maps
was to initiate dialogue on sensitive subjects among people otherwise disinclined to talk while, in my case, I was hoping to shed new light on subjects
people were already quite willing to talk about. Regardless of the outcome
of the mapping project, I consider the time spent on it well worth the effort,
as the stories people told prior to, during and after making their drawings
reinforced my notions about the importance of place in the way they make
meaning in their lives.
For the mapping project, I decided to work with a different assistant since
Mbelwa was engaged in another project. Athumani Amiri, the young man who
helped me, was a good friend who had figured rather prominently in my prior
research and, although he did not speak English nor have the experience
Mbelwa did, he dove wholeheartedly into the work. One of the first problems
we encountered was in regards to terminology. We found that when we used
ramani, the Kiswahili word for map, we would almost inevitably get maps that
looked suspiciously similar to those given out by the Dar es Salaam tourist
center. People seemed surprised to learn that I had been hoping for something more imaginative. I soon realized, however, that if I used the word
picha, for picture, rather than ramani, I would get renderings that were more
graphically rich, containing the sort of details missing from more formalized
ramani, such as fences, individual houses, people, and, most significantly,
trees. I initiated this phase of the research to determine the extent to which
I might have misaligned Western theoretical notions with the perspectives
offered among those with whom I had worked most closely. Despite the
degree to which my theorizing on place remains dominated by Western social
theory on the subject, I believe it also remains reflective of the ideas put forth
by those who worked with me on this project.
What This Book Is About
In the end, this book is about the lives of the young people in Dar es Salaam
who guided me during my stay. More specifically, it is about the ways they
attempt to make meaningful lives for themselves in an environment that
seems to be becoming increasingly uncertain as a result of economic and
political changes in Tanzania, HIV/AIDS, and heroin, among other problems.
It seems that perhaps more than ever, the pursuit of life in urban Africa leads
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to the direction of early death. I opened this chapter with a reference to a
song from Remmy Ongala, a musician born in what was then Zaire who has
for many years made his home in Dar es Salaam. Ongala sings about life.
maisha, suggesting that life is a nice house, nice clothes and good food, the
very basics of survival that characterize the aspirations of so many young
people longing to make their way in the world. These seemingly banal observations were constantly echoed by those with whom I worked, forcing me to
recognize that as obvious as such statements might initially seem, it is
important to examine them closely if one hopes to come to a better understanding of how people make meaning in their lives.
This book is organized in a series of chapters that are roughly paired.
Chapters Two and Three grapple with the historical data and theoretical concepts that frame this book, with Chapter Two focusing on issues related to
the emergence of contemporary (post-1985) class structures in Dar es
Salaam, and Chapter Three focusing on a theoretical discussion on space,
globalization, and popular culture. Chapters Four and Five respectively look
at peace and violence as social constructs. Both rely heavily on data collected at Maskani but are also informed by material gathered throughout the city.
Although these chapters are specifically concerned with understanding how
discourses of peace and violence shape the social space of Maskani, they
are more generally concerned with elucidating the dialectical relationship
between these discourses. Chapters Six and Seven are concerned with
issues of transience and locality. Chapter Six relies mostly on data gathered
from the street vendors who worked at Maskani and Chapter Seven on data
gathered at Uwanja wa Fisi. Chapter Seven also departs from the previous
chapters in that it introduces a discussion on leisure and play. Most of the
earlier chapters are shaped by discussions on work. Chapter Eight continues in this vein while focusing on the connections between popular language
and culture, and between desire and sexuality. This chapter also attempts
to provide a space for female viewpoints in this text, which is otherwise
marked by its male bias. In many ways, Chapter Nine can be paired with the
third chapter in that it returns to questions concerning the relationship
between the local and the global. This chapter, which focuses on the growing use and trade of heroin in Dar es Salaam, is primarily shaped by the interviews undertaken at Kijitonyama. Some overall remarks and a return to the
question of AIDS are provided in a brief Afterword.
Through an examination of specific spaces and/or places, I hope to illustrate how ideas related to modernity, globalization, violence, and desire are
enacted locally. The choice of these four factors is not arbitrary. I focus on
them mainly because they are the underlying issues that tie together the central concerns of young Tanzanians today: lack of employment opportunities,
increasing drug use/abuse, and AIDS.
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notes
1

In making this distinction, I refer the reader to Veena Das' (1999) and Arthur
Kleinman's (1999) Daedaelus articles on the subject.
2
Mary Poovey (1998) has eloquently drawn a connection between the birth of statistics and the birth of the post-modem fact. By this, she makes reference to the effacement of individuality that results from the production of statistics. It is against this
very effacement, specifically of the millions infected with HIV, that I put forth this call
to "face" AIDS.
3

This project was reviewed by the National AIDS Control Program and the sociology
department at the University of Dar es Salaam before research clearance was granted
for it by the national authorities at the commission for science and technology
(COSTECH). With this clearance I was able to undertake my research with very few difficulties. I was never asked to present documentation of such clearance when working on the streets of Dar es Salaam, but was required to show it before being granted
interviews in certain governmental agencies.
4
See Singer (1994a; 1994b) for discussion of what he calls the AIDS Syndemic.
5
Theoretical views for this approach have been influenced by my interpretation of
Antonio Gramsci's ideas regarding organic intellectuals, and continually inspired by
Zora Neale Hurston's Mules and Men, in which she masterfully succeeds in simultaneously elevating her informants while effacing her own role as a producer of knowledge.
6
This "mode of inquiry" was, of course, inspired by James Clifford's recounting of
Renato Rosaldo's statement that "deep hanging out" was what made anthropological
ethnography distinctive (1997:56).
7
Kasheshe is a difficult term to translate. I have been told that it is a term borrowed
from Kihaya and that it generally refers to the sort of hassle and hustle that is sometimes associated with urban life. The city is not, however, considered to be continually in this state. Kasheshe is most often used in association with individual incidences
and outbursts.
8
I thank Anouk de Koning and Mustapha Mohammed for helping me to understand
the "non-relationship" between these two terms.
9
The types of informal conversations to which I refer bear striking similarities to those
outlined by Dipesh Chakrabarty (1999) in regards to adda in Calcutta, specifically so
in relation to links between informal discussions and place (i.e., maskani) and to the
degree that such discussions are considered essential to a specific culture.
10
See, for example, Linde (1993).
11
Most of those we worked with reported earning on average between 2000 and 5000
shillings a day (about 3 to 8 USD at the time of research), so we decided to offer each
"assistant" 3000 shillings for a weekly 2 hour interview. Along with this amount, which
was paid at the end of each discussion, I would, of course, be expected to stand a
round or two of drinks.
12
UNAIDS Surveillance Report (2000a). A 2002 UNAIDS update for Tanzania suggests that AIDS rates continue to rise in that country. It should be noted, however, that
the numbers provided are estimates based on sentinal studies mainly carried out
among pregnant women, sex workers and tuberculosis patients. See Setel (1999) for

discussion on the reliability of AIDS statistics in Tanzania specifically and UNAIDS
(2000b) for a more general discussion.
13
Research relating to these projects has not been published to my knowledge. The
one in Tanzania was undertaken by TANERA (Tanzania Netherlands Research) in Mbeya
(see web site for further information) and the one in South African among gay men in
Johannesburg (Leap 1999: paper given at University of Iowa anthropology colloquium).
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Contemporary Class Differences in
a City "United by Poverty"

Naaka naangalia Wenzangu
Wanaishi maisha mazuri
Wanahama majumba mazuri, magari mazuri
Mi, sina cho chote, sina kazi
Kila siku, ni deiwaka tu.
Ah, lakini no sweat.

I sit looking at my friends
They are living a good live
They are moving to nice, big house, nice big cars
Me, I don't have anything, I have no work
Everyday I am only a "day worker".
Ah, but "no sweat."

(chorus,)
Deiwaka, Deiwaka, Deiwaka, Deiwaka (4x)

Day worker, Day worker, Day worker, Day worker

Wananita deiwaka napiga deiwaka kila siku
Yesi, mchana na usiku.
Sometime nakula kuku kama offisa,
Sometime napiga mdomo kama mwanasiasa
Deiwaka anabeba zege, napiga debe,
Nasukafna kokoteni

They call me day worker, and day work every day
Yes, afternoon and night
Sometimes I eat chicken like an officer
Sometimes I talk like a politician
A day worker carries packages, and works as a bus tout
And pushes carts of firewood

Deiwaka, Mr. II (Nje ya Bongo: 1999)
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Introduction
It's 7:30 in the morning and the city has been awake for hours. To street and
food vendors the "market" opens when potential customers begin arriving,
and in Dares Salaam, that means when people start making their way to jobs
in the city center. Most are awake shortly before sunrise, which, so near the
equator, occurs around 6:00 AM year round. By seven, or saa moja —the
first hour of the day in accordance with the Swahili clock — the entire city is
bustling with activity. Visitors to the coast are often surprised to find that
most of the day's business is conducted before noon and that despite continued and various efforts to discipline local workers to perform in accordance with a nine-to-five workday, people quietly but assuredly tend to resist.
Entering Dar es Salaam by motor vehicle from the northern, relatively
wealthy suburbs one arrives at the junction where AN Hassan Mwinyi turns
into Bibi Titi Mohammed Road, intersecting with both Ohio Street and Upunga
Road. Every day thousands of Toyota Land Cruisers, Pajeros and Jeeps carrying well-off Tanzanians and expatriates to work vie for space with the smaller vehicles of the less affluent, local buses known as daladalas, taxis, and
the hundreds of pedestrians who crowd the streets on their way to work. The
last several years have witnessed an unprecedented and exponential growth
in automobile ownership in Dar es Salaam, and not surprisingly, traffic jams.
Here at the edge of the city, where Maskani can be found, one can sense the
chaos beginning to encroach, effortlessly penetrating the tinted glass and air
conditioning of luxury automobiles, reminding the occupants that the city is
alive.
These captive customers represent possibilities to the thousands of young
men known as Wamachinga1 who line the streets of the intersection selling
merchandise ranging from prayer mats, peanuts, and kitchen knives, to newspapers, soap, and children's toys (Fig. 2.1). They peer into every car hoping
to entice drivers and passengers alike with their wares before the light turns
green, the cars accelerate, and the sale is lost. Most people stare straight
ahead ignoring the young men who sometimes go so far as to thrust their
goods through a car's open window. Others languidly appraise the merchandise on display possibly contemplating a purchase for the home, an afternoon snack, or even a new pair of socks. Occasionally, having seen the merchandise previously and possibly even begun the bargaining process, a customer knows exactly what she wants and knows from whom she wants to buy
it. As her vehicle approaches the intersection, she somehow manages to
catch the eye of her preferred salesman, who, in most cases, takes off in a
dead run to reach his customer. He remembers her despite the thousands
of eyes that fall on his merchandise daily. He shuffles through his goods
while running toward her car in order to display the pair of shoes she admired
two days ago. They quickly agree on a price just below the one they had previously discussed, the shoes disappear in the window and the money is
exchanged and counted as the car begins to pull away. With luck he will not

have to chase after the car for more money, and she will have a pair of shoes
that are both pleasing to the eye and comfortable.
Although it seems an improbably high estimate, one official at the ministry
of youth and labor with whom I spoke in 2000 suggested that at that time
there were about 8 0 0 , 0 0 0 young men and women making their daily living in
the streets of this city of approximately three million. This estimate is of informal laborers, while approximations for "street children," are usually much
lower (3500 in 1995, according to Bamurange 1998:230). It is, however,
often difficult to discern exactly how the category "street children" differs
from that of informal laborers and, in many circumstances, young people who
are successfully earning their keep in the streets through marginally legitimate endeavors are categorized as street children by everyone from city officials and NGO personnel trying to get funding for pet projects, to middle class
Tanzanians looking for a scapegoat on which to blame the city's problems. In
this study I had set out to understand the daily lives of so-called street children. Yet my early experiences at Maskani quickly revealed the problem with
this category. So few of the young men and women who make their living in
the streets of Dar es Salaam today self-identify as street children. Those
who do are, not surprisingly, most likely to be found sleeping at one of the
local shelters for young urban migrants with nowhere else to go (Fig. 2.2).
Shelters like the Dogodogo Center and Youth Cultural and Information Center
(YCIC) do provide a semi-permanent base for a handful of young people, but
most who enter their doors see them as a transitory stop on their way to
establishing more permanent residence in the city. 2 Young people arriving in
the city without sufficient funds to pay for a room seek out shelter at these
centers while they work to re-establish contacts with friends and relatives in

Figure 2.1
"Mactiinga" street
vendor selling
cashews near
Sheraton. Most
cashew vendors
are from rural areas
near Lindi on the
southern coast of
Tanzania, which is
known for cashew
production and high
levels of poverty.
Dar es Salaam.
(2002)
Figure 2.2 "Street
Children" between
the age of nine and
eleven selling postcards from the
Kigamboni
Orphanage near the
Sheraton. Dar es
Salaam. (2002)
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the city and to find a regular means of income. Often, as in the case of
Dixon, whose story is told below, the search for employment entails becoming associated with a particular kijiweni or maskani.
Dixon arrived in Dar es Salaam from Arusha in the early 1990s after
escaping from a remand center in Arusha. He had just been released following an eight-month stint in one remand center when he was arrested
with a friend on suspicion of thievery. At the time he was still pretty ill
from his first time in jail and thought he would not survive incarceration
again. Though he maintained a rented room in Arusha he was afraid to
return to it knowing the police would be looking for him. He knew he had
to raise enough money to get out of town before they caught up with him.
Following his escape from the remand center he went to an Arusha based
NGO run by Europeans because they were known to give out money to
street children, but the money they gave him was not enough to get to Dar
es Salaam. To get the rest of the money he would need to pay for his bus
ticket to the city he decided to pick the pockets of an acquaintance of his
who was a beggar who usually got drunk at the end of the day. Dixon waited until the beggar fell asleep before relieving him of a rather large sum
of money. He left Arusha with two other friends who were also anxious to
get out of town. During the first week following their arrival in Dar es
Salaam they paid a night guard at a local business to allow them to sleep
on the front steps (baraza) under his protection. From there they made
their way to the Dogodogo Center, an NGO offering a place to sleep and
simple food for young men in the city. He reported "following the red lights
on top of the building next to the Dogodogo Center to find it," and said
friends in Arusha told him about the lights before he had left there. Even
with this information it still took him an entire night to find it. He spent a
month at Dogodogo where he met up with his brother who had come to
Dar es Salaam a couple of months earlier. He and his brother started
washing cars at Maskani as a way to make money. They arranged this
through Rashidi, one of the night guards at Tanganyika Motors, who was
himself hired to wash cars by the drivers who worked for the many businesses in the area. Dixon and his brother helped out by washing the cars
that Rashidi could not wash himself. In time each built up relationships
with individual drivers who would come to them when their cars needed
washing. Gradually they moved from the Dogodogo Center and began
sleeping at Maskani under Rashidi's watchful protection. He reported that
at that time there were many new cars in Dar es Salaam and few people
around to wash them. In no time at all they had more business than they
could handle. They made friends with Masha, another young man from
Arusha who operated a music stand at Maskani. He allowed them to keep
a few things in his stand and began acting as their banker, holding their
savings for them and, in exchange, using it as capital for the daily running
of his business. Just as things were starting to look up for Dixon and his

brother, however, tragedy struck. His brother contracted cerebral malaria,
most likely from sleeping outside at night at Maskani. Dixon took him to
nearby Muhimbili Medical Center for treatment but he died shortly thereafter. Dixon returned to the Dogodogo Center to get help contacting his
father to inform him of his brother's death. His uncle came down to
retrieve the body and take it back to Arusha. Since that time Dixon has
been working off and on at Maskani washing cars and doing other odd
jobs. Though he still resorts to stealing when the opportunity presents
itself and gambles regularly like he did in Arusha he is happy to be
involved in legitimate work, feeling it keeps him safe from the police. He
says, "in Arusha I was known as a thief; so it was a surprise to my friends
when they came here and found me working at Maskani."
Dixon's story is not unlike many of the others I heard at Maskani. Though not
mentioned, Dixon's life was marked by parental abuse when he was a child
and he ended up fending for himself on the streets of Arusha after his parents' divorce in 1986. Though he continued to pay for his own schooling
while living in Arusha (through Form 3), he also began hanging out with the
wrong crowds. He began stealing to support his growing gambling habit and
it was this that landed him in jail the first time. What struck me about the
way he told me this story was that he portrayed himself as being in control
the entire time. In both Arusha and Dar es Salaam he consciously capitalized on his otherwise contested identity of "street child" to make use of the
NGO system and it was difficult for me to identify the "victim" generally
thought to visit such organizations. That he met up with his brother at
Dogodogo and initially found his way there relying on very specific instructions suggests that there was a fair degree of planning involved in his relocating to Dar es Salaam despite his claim to have needed to get out of town
quickly. Many, like Dixon, who are working and sleeping on the streets, find
themselves in this paradoxical situation. They can only hope to receive the
assistance of NGOs and the state if they are willing to embrace the identity
of the helpless victim. Yet, very few of those interviewed would resort to
employing discourses of victimization unless they believed it would lead to
some economic gain. Over time I came to know that many of them had been
victims of abuse in their homes, others had been abandoned following
divorces, while still other found themselves on the streets after losing one or
both parents to death. Yet, like Dixon, they offered this information as if it
were incidental. In the stories they told they were much more inclined to
focus on the choices they had made to make a meaningful lives for themselves (kutafuta maisha). In fact, for many of them, the only time they spoke
of being victimized was when they felt state sponsored actions interfered with
this particular pursuit.
In time, first Dixon and his brother, and later Dixon alone, managed to bring
several other young men whom they had known from their maskani near the
main market in Arusha to the Sheraton Maskani in Dar es Salaam. They ran
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Figure 2.3 Author
"helps" Mnigga and
Dixon to wash cars
at Maskani. Dar es
Salaam.
Photo by Dana
Rush. (2002)

into most of them by chance in Dar es Salaam and, happy to be united with
old friends, offered them a safe place to sleep at Maskani until they got on
their feet. Some stayed on to wash cars, while others simply used Maskani
as a home base in the city. The fact that many of the young men at Maskani
were formerly associated with the same Arusha maskani is remarkable for
several reasons. Most significantly, it demonstrates the importance of social
networks that extend well beyond the city of Dar es Salaam. That the Arusha
maskani was one characterized by gambling, thieving, and violence is also
important and may partially help to explain why so much emphasis is placed
on maintaining a peaceful environment at the Sheraton Maskani. Many of
those working at Maskani are, in effect, fugitives from the law and have good
reason to want to keep a low profile. Chapter Four of this book is devoted to
illustrating how this peaceful environment is achieved and maintained at
Maskani.
The other thing that is significant about Dixon's story is his observation that
there were a great many new cars in Dar es Salaam in the early 1990s and
that there was no one to wash them (Fig. 2.3). This observation demonstrates two points that I want to focus on in this chapter. One, that in the
late 1980s and early 1990s, following economic and political liberalization,
things did change significantly in Dar es Salaam. Evidence of new wealth
abounded. For those working at Maskani this was most noticeable in the
form of all the new vehicles needing washing. Second, these new forms of
wealth were not evenly distributed. There was a class of people who owned
cars, a class of people who were the drivers for those cars, a class of people who washed cars, and a class of people who approached cars looking for
charity. Prior to the mid-1980s such extreme class-based differences hardly
existed in Dar es Salaam, and those that did would not have been as readily noticeable.
In this chapter I attempt, through what are sometimes quite broad strokes,
to provide a broader context for understanding the ways class has been
reconfigured in recent years in relation to larger national and international
economic changes.3 In order to situate the observations made at Maskani
into larger moral discourses on street youth and urban migrant labor in
Tanzania, it is important first to examine the history of these emergent social
stratifications, which are most often attributed to recent economic liberalization. By historicizing and contextualizing the changes that have indeed taken
place in Tanzania since the mid1980s I want to illustrate that these
changes have as much to do with
continuity as they have to do with
radical change, suggesting that contemporary class differences are
reflective of power structures that
have been at work in Tanzania since
at least the colonial period. Many

things have changed since the mid-1980s, but these changes have resulted
as much from the exacerbation of existing differences as from new configurations of power.
They Call Me "Deiwaka"
Those who regularly engage in informal labor often refer to themselves as
"deiwaka" (from the English "day worker") with a certain sense of entrepreneurial pride. The term is consciously employed in place of kibarua, the closest Kiswahili equivalent, and a word that carries negative connotations associated with ways in which casual labor was formalized in the past by both
colonial and post-colonial regimes. Kibarua labor developed during the latter
years of coastal slavery when an enslaved person would be contracted out to
work for someone else and then required to share his wages with his
"owner." Upon completion of a contract he would be given a card, or kibarua,
listing the hours worked, as well as the money earned, half of which would
be turned over. In the twentieth century, "kaziya kibarua" became a general
Kiswahili term for casual labor that required a formal accounting of hours
(Cooper 1987:26). 4 Despite the various forms it took throughout British East
Africa and independent post-colonial states, kibarua labor was basically an
attempt to formalize and account for casual labor. The kibarua labor system
was generally thought to be exploitative among those with whom I worked
and the word kibarua was sometimes used in a pejorative manner.
Conversely, many deiwakas saw themselves as having greater control over
their labor power, without official forms, cards, or taxes, and the possibility to
demand payment for work as each individual job was completed.5 Along with
a sense of the pride, however, was an awareness of how uncertain the circumstances of their employment were and how flexible they would have to be
if they wanted to continue competing in the market. The term deiwaka, which
can mean both day worker and day work, captures the instability of contemporary urban labor in Tanzania where one must be able to hustle from day to
day to get by and be willing to take on any task when the opportunity arises.
The return to informality as the dominant and preferred urban labor system
in contemporary Dar es Salaam signals an important shift in the way people
think about work, mobility, time, and space. The reasons for this shift are too
complex to be fully explained in this text and attempting to understand them
in the present without the benefit of hindsight makes the likelihood for oversimplification even greater. Despite this, I think it is worth trying to highlight
some of the reasons why such a shift might be occurring at this time. The
rise of informality in labor can be traced to the early 1980s when a series of
internal and external economic crises befell the state of Tanzania. Ordinary
Tanzanians were required to rely on informal income-generating activities to
survive, and the nation's decision makers realized they would have to accept
this informalization process or be faced with potentially unruly urban populations.
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Aili Mari Tripp (1997) argues that by the mid-1980s the Tanzanian state had
little choice but to embrace liberalized economic policies and to rethink laws
governing informal labor practices as a result of demands made on the state
by Dar es Salaam residents struggling to get by. She states,
(A)s real wages in Tanzania fell by 83 percent between 1974 and 1988,
urban dwellers and their kin expanded their pursuit of a variety of survival
strategies, including reliance on farming and increasing involvement in
small income-generating projects, such as making pastries, carpentry, or
tailoring ... (A)s Tanzania fell deeper into economic crisis in the late 1970s
and early 1980s, the state increasingly lost its capacity to regulate social
relationships and to extract and appropriate resources (1997:3).
This period, between the mid-1970s and 1980s marked the beginning of a
gradual change in Tanzania's economic and political policies that is still
underway in the country today. Most people, when speaking of these
changes, point to 1985 as the breaking point for Tanzania's centrally controlled socialist state. That was the year that Julius Nyerere, the first
President of the country, stepped down from office and a year before
Tanzania, under the guidance of newly elected President Ali Hassan Mwinyi,
signed its first agreement with the IMF. It is often argued that the reforms
that came about in 1985 were largely the result of the international pressures put on Tanzania at that time. Tripp argues, and I concur, that such an
analysis fails to recognize the very important role played by the citizenry of
Tanzania in bringing about these changes (1997:11). She sees participation
in the informal economy as an example of non-compliance and as a mode of
resistance (following Scott 1985) directed against the state. Further, she
argues these tactics encouraged the state to undertake efforts to liberalize
the Tanzanian economy as early as 1980 when efforts had initially been
made to reach an agreement with the IMF.
Despite Tripp's well-argued thesis that the move toward liberalization began
much earlier than 1985 and that it was largely motivated by internal pressures, most of the Tanzanians I interviewed continued to recognize 1985 as
the benchmark year for change. Furthermore, none of them claimed to have
encouraged or influenced the liberalization process through his or her everyday efforts to survive.6 Few people mentioned international pressure as the
cause for these changes either. Rather, they most often spoke as if the state
happened to them. This may have been because the young men and women
with whom I worked were for the most part more socially marginalized than
those interviewed by Tripp ten years earlier. Unlike her respondents, many of
those who worked with me did not have permanent residences in Dar es
Salaam. Nor did they have extensive family and kin networks in the city on
which they could rely when they got into trouble. They did not have official or
unofficial identification cards (kitambilisho), which would have indicated to
police that they were legally permitted to stay in the city, and very few of them

had any connections to the formal economy.7 In fact, many of the changes
that, according to Tripp, were introduced in the 1980s for the benefit of struggling Dar es Salaam residents, have proven less beneficial for the hundreds
of thousands of urban immigrants who have made their way to the city since
that time. For example, since the mid-1980s it has become easier for residents of Dar es Salaam without formal employment to get identification cards
from neighborhood organizations (ten cell leaders, party representatives,
churches, etc.), but for those who sleep on the streets it remains difficult.
Throughout the late 1980s and early 1990s it became easier for rural youth
searching for employment to come to the city. Their presence was tolerated
at first but, as their numbers continue to swell unabatedly, permanent residents of the city, those who came earlier and those who were born there,
began to show signs of intolerance and anxiety, fearing that their city was
being transformed by outsiders with few ties to it other than economic. While
I do find Tripp's arguments illuminating in many respects, it remains that
many deiwakas, like those at Maskani, are perceived as a threat (economically, socially, and morally) to the Dar es Salaam status quo. While the people she interviewed seemed to be operating from within the established system in order to bring about changes, those with whom I worked, without
homes or ties to the formal economy, often imagined themselves operating
outside of the system. Perhaps it is for this reason that so many of them felt
that they had very little influence over state-sponsored changes that have
come about over the last 25 years.
Instead, those I interviewed would most often discuss the economic and
political changes that have taken place in Tanzania over the last 25 years in
terms of the three different presidential regimes that have served the country since independence. Things changed, people say, when Nyerere stepped
down and Mwinyi took over. Unable to initiate the types of reforms that even
he knew were necessary if Tanzania was to escape the downward spiral of its
economy, Nyerere gave up his presidential office. For ten years Mwinyi
brought economic and political liberalization to Tanzania, as well as heretofore unknown levels of corruption. Then, in 1995, things changed again when
Benjamin Mkapa took over the presidency and it became harder for the average Tanzanian to make a living off of graft and corruption.
Post-Nyerere History
In 1985, Julius Nyerere, the founding father of African socialism, stepped
down from office permitting the popular reformist AN Hassan Mwinyi to take
over. Mwinyi, still fondly referred to as Mzee Ruksa, or "the old man who
granted permission" or "allowed," has in many ways come to stand for the
period between 1985 and 1995 (kipindi cha ruksa) when Nyerere's long-ailing socialist program was finally put to rest and when Tanzania made a turn
toward a more liberalized economy and a more democratized state and society.8 Among the young men and women who played a central role in this
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research, many of whom where just entering primary school when Mwinyi
came to office, the days of ruksa are fondly remembered. Once when I
remarked to a group of young men I was interviewing that I thought that they
were perhaps too young to really remember what it was like during Nyerere's
reign, I was quickly rebuked. "Who do you think had to stand in line all day
hoping to be permitted to buy a bar of soap?" I was asked. Of all the indignities and shortages people were forced to endure under socialism, not having soap for bathing often topped the list. It quickly became clear to me that
it was these sort of experiential, embodied memories that many young people retained from the socialist years that framed their childhoods. The political reforms that came about in the 1980s were welcomed, not for any ideological reasons that I could ascertain, but for ways they changed people's
everyday lives. Soap became available. Today, it is one of the most common
items sold at intersections throughout the city and people buy up to ten bars
at a time as if they are unsure how long it will be so easy to get.
Since 1995, when the current president Benjamin Mkapa came to office,
Tanzanians have increasingly felt the pinch of IMF and World Bank instigated
structural adjustment programs (Fig. 2.4). The days of ruksa were over, and
the days of ukapa had begun. Ukapa, the word used to refer to the "belt-tightening" rhetoric of recent years, also expresses the incongruity of a rhetoric
that seems simultaneously to stand for policies that produce greater hardship among the poor and opportunities for economic growth among the burgeoning nouveaux riches. Following a 2002 speech when Mkapa suggested
that Tanzanians tighten their belts, the joke on the street pointed out the
irony of such a sentiment from a president who was eternally loosening his
belt to make room for his growing belly.
What is interesting, and perhaps not entirely coincidental, about Tanzanian
electoral history is that presidential terms have in many ways coincided with
global trends regarding views towards governance and development. Nyerere
reigned supreme from independence (December 1961) to the mid 1980s, a
time period during which modernizing and modernist views toward development went relatively unchallenged. His top-down approach to development
and modernization, though at times heavy-handed, made sense in a world
where grand narratives regarding progress and development were rarely
questioned. The period of Nyerere, known as kipindi cha Umbo, in reference
to the stick, or fimbo, Nyerere always carried, was characterized by a strong
centralized government attempting to lead the way on the road to development and modernity. When the road became difficult, or was blocked by noncompliant citizens, the state, like Nyerere, carried a stick with which it could
intimidate people to clear the way in the name of national progress. The mid1980s saw both a gradual decline in the power of progress narratives worldwide, as well as the somewhat cataclysmic decline of socialist power with the
fall of the Soviet Empire.9 There is no doubt that trends in global politics
would have made the continuation of Nyerere's heavy-handed socialist regime
difficult. It is also quite probable that these trends, along with resulting IMF

and World Bank pressure, encouraged the Tanzanian state to embrace more
far-reaching reforms at a much quicker pace than it might have done otherwise. This is not to underestimate the importance of local pressures for
change that were put on the Tanzanian state. Despite international pressures to reform, Nyerere still had strong support from many liberal democracies in Europe and from China as well. History has shown that many dictators who refused to relinquish their powers in the 1980s are still struggling
along today and still resisting international pressure to reform. If anything,
Nyerere's willingness to accede to both local and international pressure and
relinquish his presidency when he did adds weight to the popular belief that
if you had to have a dictator, it might as well have been Nyerere, whose intelligence and benevolence were recognized among even his most serious
detractors.
It should not be assumed, however, that Nyerere gave up politics along with
the presidency. He remained Party Chairman of CCM, the ruling political
party, and surrounded himself with like-minded politicians who challenged
many of the economic and political reforms that were instituted under
Mwinyi's rule (Tripp 1997:79). For the first time in Tanzanian history the
views of the party and the views of the state were not necessarily in line with
one another and Nyerere was largely responsible for this development. From
his influential position he continued to do his best to block legislative reform.
He finally resigned from the post of Party Chairman in 1990 when he lost control of the Central Committee to Mwinyi, the leader of the reformers. But
even this move did little to decrease his influential power over the Tanzanian
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political system. Mwinyi's rule is remembered for its permissiveness, but it
is also remembered for being incredibly corrupt. In an effort to increase party
accountability and to challenge the corruption, which by that time had
become endemic in the party, Nyerere surprisingly arose as a champion of
multiparty politics in the early 1990s, a move that was initially resisted by
Mwinyi and his cronies who no doubt saw the move for what it was: a direct
challenge to their own power (Tripp 1997:83-4).
Mwinyi, who has gone down in recent history as the herald of hitherto
unknown freedoms was, like Nyerere, also a child of his time. He served his
presidential terms of office at a time when Apartheid was brought to an end,
the Berlin wall came crashing down, and the Soviet Empire was dismantled.
During the late 1980s, freedom, tolerance, and permissiveness were touted
as democratic ideals throughout the world, but they were delivered to
Tanzania by AN Hassan Mwinyi, Mzee Ruksa himself. Money rolled in from
donors around the world. There was so much of it and so few measures of
accountability established at the time that it should come as no surprise that
much of it ended up in the pockets of private individuals rather than in the
coffers of the state.
When people talk of the ruksa years (1985-1995), they do so with a gleam
in their eyes and a smile on their faces. People I interviewed in Dar es
Salaam remembered how everything seemed possible then, how they were
finally able to get all the luxuries (like soap) they had been unable to get while
Nyerere was in power, how there seemed to be so much freedom. When
asked about corruption during this time period, people freely admit that it
existed, but they say that during the ruksa years there was enough for everybody. The market was flooded with cash and merchandise from Western
investors as part of Tanzania's reward for making the turn toward democracy,
nominal though it may have been. There was so much, that if something
went missing, or got skimmed off the top, no one would really notice. People
laugh as they tell stories about individuals with particular audacity, and shake
their heads at missed opportunities when talking about people who managed
to build houses and buy cars with the profits made from skimming and allout theft. Fortunately for Mwinyi he got out of office just in time. By the mid1990s international policies directed toward so-called developing countries
like Tanzania changed dramatically. Mkapa found himself in office just in
time to feel the effects of structural adjustment and demands for economic
accountability. No one argues that the period could have lasted forever, but
that does not stop them from blaming Mkapa for being in charge when it was
brought to an end.
Many of the young men I interviewed expressed a certain degree of bitterness toward the current regime, feeling that they had missed the chance to
make it big during the ruksa years. What made this more difficult was the
commonly held view that there continued to be as much corruption under
Mkapa as there had been under Mwinyi, the only difference being that profits now tended to stay in the pockets of those who were already wealthy

rather than 'trickling down' to the masses as it had done between 1990 and
1995. As Michael, an astute young man of 23, explained to me:
Under Mwinyi there was a lot of money in circulation; fees and taxes were
not collected so people could make greater profits. There was a lot of illegal smuggling. Containers that were marked for transit or for other countries were off-loaded at the port in Dar es Salaam. By selling these goods
in Tanzania people would increase their profit because they wouldn't have
to pay taxes. They made "super" profits. This meant that goods had to
be moved through the system and that bribes had to be paid to officials
on many different levels. There were also a lot of other opportunities to
make money. My father had a truck and my friends and I used to borrow
it and go down to the port. People would hire us to move their goods for
them and they would pay us to do it. We made a lot of money in those
days just because we had a truck. I also had a friend whose father operated a clearing agency at the port. He would hire us to drive cars that were
coming into the country, I would make 10,000 Tsh. a car and some days
I could make as much as 30,000 Tsh. (at that time 1500 Tsh. was the
official monthly wage meaning that Michael, as a teenager, could make 20
times the monthly minimum wage in one good day). I would be lucky to
make that in a month now. The market was flooded with goods and people believed there was a lot of wealth in the country and that the economy was strong. At that time it was easier for everyone. Even the thieves
had it easy because there were so many things to steal. When Mkapa
took office it became more difficult to avoid paying taxes and the smuggling decreased. This meant there were fewer goods available at higher
prices. The result was that there was less extra capital in the economy.
This makes a big difference in the lives of people who do not have much
money. Those in power (wakubwa)10 have just found new ways around the
laws that do not result in the filtering down of money. During Mwinyi's time
the entire system was corrupt, so everybody benefited, but since Mkapa
came to power the wakubwa have just started stealing directly from the
government or from big businesses. They don't have to pay any bribes and
they don't have to hire anyone to move their goods for them. The problem
was that during Mwinyi's time the government was poor. People had
money, but the government didn't. It was because of this that things had
to change. It couldn't go on that way. For example, in 1995 the Japanese
decided to build a new road through our neighborhood. All the government
had to do was add to the money that the Japanese supplied. But they didn't have it. Instead they said that every house should pay 20,000
shillings. People didn't pay because they didn't trust the collectors. With
so much corruption around who would trust anybody? Now after five years
with Mkapa in office the government is finally able to make a contribution
and the road is nearing completion.
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What is clear from Michael's statement is that when people say that Mkapa
is putting the squeeze {kubana)11 on the people of Tanzania what they mean
is that it is not as easy for the average person to benefit from theft, bribery
and illegal work. Since 1995 it has become much more difficult to get
around trade regulations and there are fewer imports because business people do not want to pay taxes. The business people I interviewed routinely
complained about taxes being too high (a 20% VAT was introduced in 1996)
but, as Michael suggested, perhaps they were mainly upset because they
were no longer able to secure "super" profits like those made prior to 1995.
Even though many young people may feel they missed their opportunity to
make it big, many also agree that Mkapa's policies are better for the nation
as a whole. According to Michael, "one should not really be able to become
a millionaire in a month" (in Tanzanian shillings). In short, it was only a matter of time before the bubble burst.
By 1995, when Mkapa came into office and began "putting the squeeze on,"
the average citizen of Dar es Salaam was forced to come face to face with
the stark realities of unequal accumulation. The wakubwa who had made big
money during the Mwinyi years continued to do so under the new regime. As
import regulations were tightened up and taxes increased, the opportunities
for skimming became fewer and it became increasingly difficult for people to
enter into the leagues of the wealthy. It should be pointed out, however, that
there was no lessening of a desire to do so. These desires for wealth (and
the consumer goods that accompany and signify it) coupled with the reduced
opportunities for making money under Mkapa is one of the lead causes of
discontent among youth in Dar es Salaam today.
Some may find it surprising, however, that despite desires for wealth,
dreams of overnight success and get-rich-schemes did not hold particular
sway in the minds or words of those I worked with at Maskani. Instead most
would talk about working hard over time and slowly building wealth. They consistently expressed an uncanny degree of distrust toward money made too
quickly since rapid accumulation was most often attributed to criminal activity, witchcraft or both (Fig. 2.5). 12 I believe this is one of the reasons I rarely
saw money that was gained though criminal means used for start-up capital
for a new business venture. There were several instances during my time at
Maskani when someone came into an unusually large sum of money. This
money, which in most cases resulted from the sale of merchandise stolen out
of a car parked in the area, would almost always be spent quickly and shared
among friends. Money that was earned through work or through an honest
loan or gift would be more likely to be used to start a business, or to be reinvested in an established one. 13 "Dishonest" money is certainly appreciated and fully enjoyed, but to build one's future on it would be considered both
immoral and stupid. Yet, this is precisely what many Tanzanian wakubwa did
throughout Mwinyi's reign and continue to do under Mkapa. I believe it is for
this reason that most of the young men from Maskani spoke with such disregard about the lifestyles of those with newly acquired wealth. Though they

would often form friendships with individual
customers who brought their cars to be
washed at Maskani, generally speaking, they
tended to look down on most wakubwa,
regarding them as thieves who made their
living pilfering the state. The young men and
women who worked at Maskani were certainly concerned with "moving up" and bettering
their positions in Dar es Salaam society, but
they were also critical of those, like the
wakubwa, who they believed relied on criminal or occult means to do so.
Along with the rapid changes that have
recently taken place in Tanzania have come
the emergence of new degrees of inequality,
and a consequent rise in jealousy. In addition to falling subject to accusations of corruption, those who make money too quickly
may also find themselves becoming the subject of witchcraft accusations.
Many of
those I interviewed suggested that people might resort to witchcraft, or what
Tanzanians refer to as uchawi, both as a means to acquire new wealth and
as a means to level inequalities within social networks. Peter Geschiere
(1997:9-10) argues that such ambiguity regarding explanations of the occult,
what he refers to as its "polyinterpretability," is characteristic of witchcraft
discourses, and is part of what makes them so powerful. 14

Figure 2.5 Sign in
back window of
local bus. "It is not
only old people who
are witches! Even
young people are."
Dar es Salaam.
(2000)

In Dar es Salaam, it is not unusual to hear that successful politicians or
athletes have strong dawa, or medicine acquired from a mganga, or healer. A
more common word for healer is fundi, the Kiswahili equivalent to "specialist
who fixes something," 1 5 which is precisely what dawa is intended to do. It
has the simultaneous goal of protecting its user from jealous persons and
improving its user's chance of success, whether in politics, athletics, business, health, or love. In general, people consider the use of dawa for protective purposes an innocuous endeavor; it is, in fact, fairly routine. Many people at Maskani would even make fun of those who used dawa, contesting its
effectiveness and the intelligence of its users. It was only the accumulation
of otherwise unexplainable wealth that was attributed to witchcraft. There
was general agreement that one of the food vendors who used to work at the
corner had made use of uchawi to help her business. I was told that she
always had more customers than anyone else, and that when eating at her
establishment one would feel satisfied after eating only a small amount. One
would always feel hungry soon after leaving, however, having been tricked into
believing you were eating when, in fact, you were not. 1 6 When I asked how
they could be sure she was a witch, I was told that certain people had the
power to see witches, that they were discernable to the knowing eye that rec-
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ognized their nakedness while appearing to be fully dressed to the casual
observer.
During another conversation at Maskani the subject of msakula came up.
In response to my inquiries regarding the meaning of this term, which I had
never heard before, I was told that a msakula was a person whose soul had
been enslaved by a close relative to work for them. I was told this practice
was most common among Indo-Tanzanian storeowners who would kill one of
their children so that he or she might be transformed into msakula.17 It was
suggested that in rural areas msakula were put to work for witches as nighttime labor, but in the city they were made to perch on the roofs of businesses where they smile and wave to entice customers. Several people at
Maskani reported having seen msakula sitting on top of businesses throughout the city, while others seemed to doubt their existence entirely. What
seems to be important, however is the relationship between uchawi, enslavement for purposes of labor, and economic success. The examples of the
female food vendor and the retail storeowner are both illustrative of particularly urban forms of accumulation. They both employ idioms of the occult to
explain unusual economic success. It should also be pointed out, however,
that such idioms may also work as leveling mechanisms. Once it becomes
known that a food vendor is a witch, or uses dawa to fool her customers, or
that a msakula sits atop the roof of a certain establishment, it is only a matter of time before business begins to suffer and competitors benefit.
It is most often those who are perceived as competitors, both economic and
social, who are likely to be accused of jealousy. As such, they are often victims of witchcraft accusations. 'Wachawi wapo wengi." "There a lot of witches there" was a sentiment I routinely heard in reference to Uswahilinl,18 the
areas of town where most poor people live. These parts of the city are characterized by an unplanned, almost willy-nilly arrangement of houses, limited
access to electricity and clean water, and incredibly dense populations. Many
believed that living so close to one's neighbors produced an environment
where jealously was inevitable and opportunities abounded for the employment of witchcraft. Those from Maskani who lived in these areas of town
explained to me how difficult it was to get ahead in such an environment.
Many of them claimed the main reason they chose to undertake income-generating activities at Maskani rather than in their local neighborhoods was to
avoid the prying eyes of jealous neighbors whose actions might reduce their
chances of success.
United by Poverty?
The differences between deiwakas and wakubwa, whether manifested in discourse on corruption or witchcraft, are reflective of larger class differences at
work in contemporary Dar es Salaam society and the unease which accompanies them. Though these differences have roots in Tanzanian colonial and
early post-colonial history (pre-1985), they have undoubtedly become more

pronounced and visible over the last 15-20 years. I use the concept "class"
in my analysis to make discussion of the economic and social differences
that exist within Tanzanian society easier to manage, less wordy and less
cumbersome. I would not like to suggest, however, that the model of class
structure I employ could not be broken down in other ways, nor that those
classes to which I refer are mutually exclusive of one another. In fact, it was
not uncommon to find members of the same family belonging to different
classes depending on their job, level of education, the number of children
they had, their gender and their marital status. Rather than imagining classes in Tanzania as existing in discrete bounded categories, I employ them as
fluid categories to facilitate a greater understanding of the economic and
social differences that exist in Dar es Salaam. When possible I try to employ
local terms like deiwaka and wakubwa when appropriate.
From the beginning of my research in Tanzania I found that people most
often articulated class differences in terms of what one might call the "superpoor," people with almost nothing, and "everybody else," who were for the
most part also considered relatively poor. "We are united by our poverty,"
was a phrase I would often hear repeated by officials in positions of power,
politicians, mid-to-upper level civil servants, businesspeople, doctors,
lawyers, and university professors. Such sentiment, which was surely in part
the result of being exposed to years of socialist ideology, seemed to belie
what I was witnessing every day on the streets and at Maskani. When I
would point this out to my privileged interlocutors (privileged due to their positions in society), they would defend their views, arguing that the stark stratification of Tanzanian society was a relatively recent phenomenon (post1985). According to many of them, these noticeable differences would have
never been permitted if Nyerere were still in power. Along with the emergence
of a newly rich class in urban Tanzania, and greater stratification within classes since the mid-1980s, there has also been an increase in the degree to
which class differences are visible. It would be absurd to argue, however, as
so many middle and upper class Tanzanians tend to do, that class differences simply did not exist prior to then. As arguments put forth by Burton
(n.d.), Lugalla (1995), Leslie (1963), Mamdani (1996), and Shivji (1992) convincingly illustrate, class differences in Tanzania, specifically among urban
dwellers, were produced and shaped during the colonial period. Perhaps
what members of the educated bourgeoisie mean to imply with their statements regarding the absence of social stratification prior to 1985, however,
is that class differences that might have been produced during colonialism
were for the most part eradicated following independence. Viewing 1985 as
a dividing line seems to allow those who have managed to do comparatively
well for themselves as the economy has become more liberalized to explain
not only their current wealth, but also the poverty they are forced to confront
every time they enter the city. People seem to long for a more egalitarian
society even as they embrace economic measures to assure their own success and the success of their families at the expense of the great majority
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of Tanzanians. This nostalgic longing for a more egalitarian society is
notable, as it was one of two liberal ideological premises (along with modernization) on which Tanzanian socialism was built (Shivji 1992:45).
Nyerere, leading the nation toward socialism following independence, always
argued that prior to colonialism and foreign rule, there were no class differences in Tanzania. Rather than highlighting class, and calling it into question
as one might expect of a socialist ideology, Ujamaa policies tended to reify
an African past devoid of class-based difference, a mythical past when "life
was easy, (and) no one used wealth for the purpose of dominating others"
(Nyerere 1968:137). The trick was to ask people to return to past traditions,
which were in many ways as "invented" as those invented by foreign regimes,
while at the same time encouraging the development of a nation based very
much on modern notions (Shivji 1992; Askew 2002).
Our Africa was a poor country (sic) before it was invaded and ruled by foreigners. There were no rich people in Africa. There was no person or
group of persons who had exclusive claim to the ownership of the land.
Land was the property of all the people . . . (I)ife was easy. It was possible for a man to live with his wife, his children, and other close relatives.
Wealth belonged to the family as a whole; and every member of a family
had the right to the use of family property. No one used wealth for the
purpose of dominating others. This is how we want to live as a nation.
We want the whole nation to live as one family. This is the basis of socialism (Nyerere 1968:137).
Under Ujamaa, all land was nationalized in 1967. This too was undertaken
with the argument that, "in the past," Africans did not own land individually
but rather communally. But owning land on the communal level of family, or
clan, is not the same as communally owning land on the national level, something that was, no doubt, obvious to those living in the rural areas. Within
every family and clan in Tanzania there is always a leader or leaders.
Sometimes the leader is the father or grandfather, sometimes it is the maternal uncle, but it is almost always a man. Nyerere, himself the son of a chief,
must certainly have been aware of these gendered- and class-based power
structures at work in rural communities. Was this not, in part, what allowed
him to become one of only three college graduates in all of Tanzania at the
moment of independence? Of course, Nyerere was a child and product of
colonialism and not of the mythical African past on which he based his
appeals and, given his obvious intelligence, it makes sense that he would
have been critical of the very colonial system that served to benefit him. My
point, however, is not to deconstruct the foundations of Ujamaa policies, nor
to suggest that Africa was not an ideal unified Utopian continent before the
advent of colonialism (which it most certainly was not). These tasks have
been undertaken by many scholars more qualified than myself and critics of
Tanzanian socialism abound. Rather, my purpose is to illustrate how contem-

porary reticence toward discussing class and class differences among urban
elite is rooted in Ujamaa philosophies. Despite the presence of a rhetoric
that represents Tanzania as a country "united by its poverty," there are very
real class differences at work in Dar es Salaam that help to produce an economic environment where young urban migrants are forced to rely solely on
their informal economic endeavors to make a living.19
Policing Labor: From colonial to contemporary
Whatever the causes . . . the high level of spatial mobility of Africans has
often confronted modern colonial and post-colonial apparatuses of knowledge, bound as they generally have been to modern Western assumptions
about the use and political control of space (Ferguson 1999:38-9).
The liberal promises of egalitarianism that marked Tanzanian socialist doctrines and continue to mark contemporary liberal discourses were formed in
response to a British colonial regime that tended to capitalize on power differences that did exist in communities where it wished to institute its rule. It
is important to note, that in most cases, the British encouraged the articulation and development of local power structures in rural areas, while instituting entirely different class-based power structures in urban centers where
local authority would have been in question due to the diversity of urban populations and shallow historical precedence. Nyerere was responding to colonial efforts to propagate and exploit class differences in urban areas when
he made claims of a pre-colonial, classless Utopia. In the above quote,
James Ferguson draws attention to the ways that both colonial and post-colonial projects have struggled to control the mobility of Africans through the
control of spaces. These efforts were most importantly connected with the
control of labor power. In this section, I attempt to illustrate the ways in
which Tanzanian efforts to control the mobility of poor urban youth are in
many ways a continuation of strategies and philosophies employed during
colonial rule to discipline the urban labor force.20
Most of the young informal laborers I interviewed in Dar es Salaam were
first generation migrants who came to the city looking for employment. Many
participated in various informal economies because labor and residency laws
made it impossible for them to enter the formal economy and because there
simply were not enough jobs available to them in the formal economy.
Perhaps more importantly, the jobs that did exist rarely paid as much as they
were able to make working on the streets. Michael, whose analysis of contemporary economic change was provided above, is a case in point, sometimes earning 20 times the monthly minimum wage in a single day of informal activities. Tripp reports that in the late 1980s those working in the informal economy were able to make between 4 and 23 times the monthly minimum wage (1997:41). My research at Maskani confirms this trend. Even
the car washers, who occupied one of the bottom rungs on the earnings lad-
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der, made on average 60,000 Tsh. a month, more than twice the minimum
wage.
Since the early 1980s more and more young people and adult women have
begun engaging in informal income-generating activities as a preferred alternative to formal labor (Bagachwa and Naho 1995; Kerner 1988; Tripp 1997).
In the face of these changes the state has responded in two primary ways:
they have tried to formalize the informal economy, requiring people to register their businesses and to pay fees, and they have implemented various legislation in an effort to make participation in the informal economy more trouble than it is worth (Kerner 1988; Tripp 1997). Those working in the informal economy engage in income generating activities to support themselves
and sometimes their families, yet their status as members of the urban labor
force remains contested. They refuse to be counted, refuse to punch a clock,
refuse to pay taxes, and refuse to limit their economic endeavors to legitimate places of business. In short, they circumvent the methods usually
employed to discipline labor and, as a result, are routinely subject to harassment by the police during work hours and sometimes forbidden to continue
their work.
In Citizen and Subject: Contemporary Africa and the legacy of late colonialism Mahmood Mamdani argues that, following independence in most African
countries, individual states followed one of two basic trajectories which he
refers to as "conservative" and "radical" (1996:25-26). While he at times
simplifies his analysis for the sake of streamlining his general argument, I
believe his line of reasoning can help to shed light on the "radical" trajectory embraced by the post-colonial Tanzanian state. According to Mamdani,
conservative post-colonial regimes more or less upheld the colonial status
quo established through "indirect rule" in British colonies, and "association"
in French colonies. "The hierarchy of the local state apparatus, from chiefs
to headmen, continued after independence," in essence, maintaining decentralized governance, or what Mamdani calls "decentralized despotism {ibid.)."
Decentralized regimes "tended to bridge the urban-rural divide through a
clientelism whose effect was to exacerbate ethnic divisions," giving rise to
increased regionalism and "tribalism" through systemic corruption (ibid.).
Generally speaking, local rulers in rural areas were given power, money and
opportunity to enforce the wishes of the state. Radical regimes, like
Tanzania, embraced more centralized power ("despotism"), "de-emphasizing
the customary and ethnic difference between rural areas while deepening the
chasm between town and country in the pursuit of administratively driven
development" (ibid.). While Tanzania was largely able to overcome many of
the problems associated with "tribalism" in neighboring countries like Kenya,
Rwanda, Burundi, and the Democratic Republic of Congo, economic differences between urban elites and rural farmers seemed to grow wider. Aware
of the social unrest to which such differences might eventually lead, Nyerere
fought against this trend heartily, pressing to keep the wages of urban workers low and minimizing the importation of luxuries that might work to lure

rural dwellers into the city.21
Despite his efforts, however, the great divide in Tanzania has been, at least
since independence, the divide between the urban and rural population. I
would like to tentatively argue that since the late 1980s this divide has been
reduced as a result of the greater degree of mobility permitted to citizens of
Tanzania. As it has become increasingly easier for young people (and others)
to move to Dar es Salaam and other urban centers in Tanzania in search of
employment, ties between rural and urban centers have only become
stronger. Remittances sent home by young people working in the city alleviate economic difficulties in rural areas, while also providing alternative
futures for young men and women from the rural areas who have little hope
of finding gainful employment there. Remittances also allow for the maintenance of rural power structures (gendered and generational) and ways of life
that might not otherwise be possible.22
At the same time there has been an increase in the divide between the
classes within urban centers. I argue the reconfiguration of class that was
initiated by liberalization in the 1980s continues to reflect increased stratification in the present, specifically in regards to the relationship between deiwakas and more long-term residents of the city. Keeping in mind the limits
of class delineation I outlined earlier, I would like to suggest that there are
four primary classes in Dar es Salaam today. First, there are the so-called
"super poor." Lugalla (1995) includes mentally and physically handicapped
people who have no way of supporting themselves, beggars and their families, and street children in this category. Although I had little interaction with
people from this class during my research, I was often surprised to learn that
people from more upper class backgrounds tended to imagine that those
working at Maskani were among the poorest of the poor. It seemed impossible for them to conceive that these young men and women were actually
earning enough to support themselves and, in some instances, entire families. That many of them slept at Maskani led others to classify them as
"street children," a uniformly despised moniker. Those at Maskani would
have considered themselves working class. They were deiwakas, or walalahoi, "those who sleep very heavily as a result of their hard labor." These informal, or casual laborers make their living through modes of employment that
are not regulated or controlled by state apparatuses. In most cases, such
workers would be classified as "unemployed" by the state. 23 Though less
educated laborers in the formal economy could also be included in this category, I maintain that there is an important distinction between those with
connections to the formal economy and those without, just as there is an
important distinction between those who have a formal residency and those
who sleep in the streets. Next, there are the petty bourgeoisie, made up
mainly of educated civil servants, professionals, intellectuals and their children, who have not made significant economic gains over the last 20 years.
For the most part, these are the same people who would have been legally
permitted to live and work in Dar es Salaam prior to the loosening of labor
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laws that has gradually occurred since the mid-1980s. Following Cooper
(1987), they would have been considered the "respectable working class."
Members of this liberal elite are among those still inclined to embrace the
ideological claims that made Ujamaa so persuasive to begin with. They are
apt to speak of equality and the absence of conflict as the most important
social ideals. They often express disgust toward those who have been so
quick to embrace consumerism, including both wakubwa and deiwakas. The
wakubwa, those who have accumulated great wealth in recent years, largely
through corruption, tax evasion, and other illegal means, are usually either
well-placed government officials who have used their positions to the benefit
of their families, or big businesspeople who have made huge profits through
the smuggling and trade of both legal and illegal goods (see Lugalla
1995:35-37; also Shivji (1992) and Tripp (1997) especially on the historical
roots of the divisions in the wakubwa class between government workers and
businesspeople).24
Although casual labor has always been present in Dar es Salaam,25 it has
come to be increasingly tolerated and legitimized in recent years as both the
Tanzanian state and international funding agencies have begun to recognize
the value of the informal economy.26 Since the start of the colonial period,
sporadic attempts have been made by the state in eastern Africa to formalize labor policies by drawing a distinction between formal and informal laborers. This has been achieved primarily in ways that present the former as a
"respectable working class" and the latter as the "dangerous classes"
(Cooper 1987:13; Burton 2000, 2001).
Cooper (1987:17) argues that the making of the East African working class
during the colonial period resulted from British views regarding the need to
differentiate between a "civilized" and an "uncivilized" working class in order
to prevent infection of the "respectable" former by the "dangerous" and criminalized latter. During the late 19 and early 20 century, the notion of a
functional informal economy was foreign to policymakers, who generally maintained that urban residents not engaged in formal labor practices would be
left with no recourse but to engage in illegal activities to support themselves.
Through a steady stream of measures instituted in the late colonial period
and since then carried through by post-colonial regimes, informal labor
became increasingly criminalized. This was especially so in socialist
Tanzania where the urban "unemployed," the term normally applied to unregistered laborers, were lumped together with economic saboteurs plotting to
overthrow the socialist state (Shivji 1992:51; Kerner 1988). To live in the city
without state-recognized gainful employment was largely forbidden.
Cooper (1987) points out, however, that residency and labor laws were laxly
enforced during most of the colonial period, because it was too difficult to
carry them out effectively in East Africa and because colonial officials showed
little interest do so. 27 It was not until the period following the Second World
War that efforts to "decasualize" labor in Mombassa increased in response
to fears in the metropole that urban dock workers would fail to facilitate the
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delivery of raw materials into the world market just when the British economy needed them most (Ibid.). These fears led administrators of the East
African colonies (and throughout the British Empire - see Cooper and Stoler
1997) to step up efforts to make labor more reliable. Similarly, it was not
until after the Second World War that serious efforts were made to develop
a stable and reliable working class in Dar es Salaam. Although these actions
were undoubtedly motivated by British interests in maintaining a steady flow
of commodities out of African ports as Britain and Europe struggled to rebuild
their economies, they were also facilitated by an emergent class of educated
Africans. While Cooper's work under-emphasizes the role of the latter (which
may have been less important in Mombassa than in Dar es Salaam), Andrew
Burton (n.d.) suggests that considerable African pressure was put on British
colonial agents in Dar es Salaam to rid the city of so-called undesirables during the late colonial period. To make his argument, he relies mainly on letters written by educated Africans to the editors of English language newspapers that encouraged the removal of unemployed urban migrants by the colonial regime. From the 1930s until shortly after independence there was a
strong tradition of organized labor unions in Dar es Salaam consisting partly
of Asian laborers, but also African laborers (lliffe 1979; Coulson 1982).
These unions, no doubt, had much invested in encouraging the enforcement
of residency laws that would help to ensure their jobs. 28
The late colonial split between formal and informal labor in Dar es Salaam
mirrors a similar division observable today between delwakas and those petty
bourgeoisie who are engaged in more respectable forms of labor. This division was fostered by colonial labor strategies, but it was also shaped and
continues to be shaped by educated Africans. Efforts to reduce these divisions were undertaken as part of the socialist regime, but in recent years
these efforts have become largely undone as fissures reappear between the
classes.29 In addition, the moralistic logic employed by the respectable
classes to bolster their status during colonial times proves equally effective
in post-socialist discourses, giving them a basis for maintaining their moral
superiority over the newly rich wakubwa, whose accumulation strategies are
often viewed as immoral, as well as illegal. Although the newly rich have economic and educational capital and, in many cases, more than the respectable
petty bourgeoisie, their moral and social capital is on par with, if not below,
that of the deiwaka. The respectable petty bourgeoisie are as quick to denigrate wakubwa for having so quickly adapted to post-socialist modes of production and consumption as are deiwakas. At the same time, many of them
seem to be engaged in trying to find ways to transform their own forms of
social, educational and symbolic capital, which had been so highly valued in
the past, into economic profitability today.30
Emergent Discourses of Difference in Contemporary Dar es Salaam
Gone are the days when oppressive vagrancy laws were strictly enforced in
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Tanzania's urban centers, otherwise hanging around on a street corner like
Maskani would in itself be considered not only suspect, but criminal as well.
Throughout the socialist years and well into the mid-1980s people were not
permitted to move freely around the country, and movement from rural to
urban areas was particularly discouraged. Burton (n.d.) demonstrates that
by 1958 colonial policies made the apprehension and repatriation of "undesirables" a more or less daily occurrence in Dar es Salaam, and, further, that
Nyerere's TANU31 party exploited the resentment caused by such raids to
rally political support from those operating in the economic margins of society. The fact that TANU was able to garner this support, combined with the
corresponding urban unrest that it fostered, helped to eventually encourage
colonial administrators to relinquish power to Nyerere and grant Tanganyika
its independence. Almost immediately after independence, however, the postcolonial regime began the development and deployment of their own disciplinary methods for preventing dissatisfied rural youth from emigrating to the
city in search of employment opportunities. The rhetorics of modernization
and development were as strong in post-independence Tanzania as they were
prior to independence and, like their colonial predecessors, the TANU government believed living in the city would have a corrupting influence on rural
youth. Given the fact that there were not enough jobs for them in the formal
economy, the leadership argued it was inevitable that such youth would have
no choice but to turn to illegal means to support themselves. Of course,
there was always the threat of urban unrest, as well, and TANU was as concerned as the colonialist regime had been that this unruly labor force might
challenge state authority. Since it was politically problematic to be seen
repeating the sins of colonialism, however, TANU transformed the rhetoric of
"undesirables," which dominated colonialist thinking regarding urban policy,
into a rhetoric of "unproductivity" (Burton n.d:9; also see Kerner 1988 and
Shivji 1992). Those who came to the city looking for jobs rather than participating in the rural production of crops that could be sold to raise foreign capital and further the goals of the nation were deemed unproductive parasites
responsible for undermining national development. From the early 1960s
through the mid-1980s, and reaching an apex with the Human Resources
Deployment Act, or Nguvu Kazi, in 1983, the state employed the rhetoric of
unproductivity to justify various methods for keeping rural migrants out of the
city. People were routinely rounded up and returned to their home villages, if
not relocated to Ujamaa villages or other government-sponsored rural development projects. In recent years, the rhetoric of unproductivity has been
replaced with arguments centering on urban sanitation. Densely populated
areas of the city are described as dirty and disease-causing, while those
working and sleeping in the streets are accused of blocking sidewalks and
access to legitimate businesses, forcing pedestrians into traffic, and generally making the streets unsafe.
Since the mid- to late-1990s the Dar es Salaam city council has led the
drive to "Weka Mji Safi," or keep the city clean. These efforts have resulted

in the repeated destruction of informal businesses, the confiscation of merchandise for sale, as well as the arrest and forced removal of informal laborers who fail to produce legitimate identification. 3 2 I would suggest that this
change in rhetorics reflects an expansion of anxieties in regards to the rapid
influx of labor that has occurred in Dar es Salaam since the early 1990s.
Again, I would maintain that is not only the number of young laborers flooding the city that is causing anxiety, it is also the manner in which they are willing to labor. Operating almost entirely outside of the bounds of the formal
economy, they present a threat to the status quo and their lack of domicile
(sleeping on the streets) is often offered as evidence of their lack of commitment to the development of Dar es Salaam as a modern city.
That efforts to control and limit informal labor in the city have been more or
less continuous since colonial times suggests that they have also been fairly ineffective in regards to discouraging people from migrating to the cities.
People who are removed from the city quickly return, regardless of the consequences. So why do efforts to do continue into the present? What is
gained?
Following Foucault (1979) writing on the prison system, and
Ferguson (1994) on international development, it becomes necessary to
examine what is produced, even if unintentionally, by a discourse that focuses on a class defined variously as "dangerous," "undesirable," "unproductive," and "dirty" by successive regimes of power. 33 The answer would
appear to be rather simple: the production and maintenance of a definable
and manageable [I.e., taxable) labor force that would adhere to the status
quo to avoid being associated with so-called undesirables. For all of its
efforts to distance itself from the oppressive urban policing policies of the
colonialist regime, the TANU government ended up merely reproducing them,
changing only the rhetoric to serve nationalist purposes. As late as 1984,
those who found themselves in Dar es Salaam without proper reason could
expect to be heavily fined, forcefully returned home, jailed, or in extreme
cases, forcefully resettled (Kerner 1988; Tripp 1997). At the very least, they
could be expected to be harassed by the police or the city militia. Since the
mid-1980s the enforcement of vagrancy laws in Dar es Salaam has gradually declined, but most still exist and may on occasion be resurrected to serve
political objectives, as when long-term city residents pressure city politicians
to "keep the city clean."
The sanitation rhetoric that has been employed since the mid-to late-1990s
to justify efforts to control those who rely exclusively on the informal economy has recently taken an interesting turn that I believe reinforces my arguments regarding emergent differences between recent urban migrants and
long-term residents of the city. An example from the Kariokoo section of Dar
es Salaam makes the point. Toward the end of 2 0 0 1 it was announced that
efforts would be undertaken by the police to clear sidewalk vendors from this
area that serves as the largest planned market 3 4 in the city. The reason
given was not that the vendors were undesirable (although they were
described as being loud, dirty, and disrespectful), but that they were migrants
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to the city. The residents living in Kariakoo, a more or less lower-middle class
neighborhood, had begun to demand that the sidewalks in front of their houses be made available for their own family businesses.35 They do not want to
disrupt the informal economic practices developed by young men from the
rural areas, they merely want to take them over for themselves and their own
children. Just two years before, in December 1999, the same "respectable"
people were calling for a complete end to unregulated economic endeavors. 36 What this example illustrates is how attempts to occupy and control
urban space are being constantly deployed to make and re-make class in the
city.
I would suggest that this shift signals a rise in tensions of the sort Mamdani
predicts when governments make the move from centralized to decentralized
power. At first glance, this may seem contradictory, because it looks like the
primary discourse of difference at work in this example is predicated on an
urban-rural divide, something we would expect under centralized despotism.
On closer inspection, however, it is possible to see that the urban status of
Kariakoo residents is incidental in this case. Instead, they are invoking their
rights to urban space based on an argument of locality, which resonates
strongly with Mamdani's suggestion that one should expect a rise in regional/ethnic tensions as regimes become less centralized. In this case, the
region in question is Kariakoo and informal laborers are increasingly liable to
be subjected to secondary regionalist/tribalist discourses, as is implied by
the very term wamachinga (literally, people from Mchinga) that is reserved for
those who sell merchandise on the road side, whether they come from that
region or not. So, while Dar es Salaam may be safe from tribalist discourses as I argued earlier, this does not mean that other discourses of difference
are not arising based on class, length of time living in the city, and regional
origins.
Keeping Up Appearances
In addition to the political motivations that may encourage the invocation of
dormant vagrancy laws, police also routinely resurrect the same laws in order
to detain someone they suspect of committing a crime. Although police
harassment is still somewhat arbitrary, those at Maskani believed it was possible to reduce one's chances of attracting the attention of the police through
tactics of assimilation. By appearing "respectable," they could be taken as
such. In our discussions they would often stress that the way a person carries him or herself is important. If one seems busy with some sort of
income-generating activity and keeps a clean, neat appearance this can go a
long way toward encouraging the police to move on in search of a less lucky
target. Athumani, a Maskani car washer, explained the importance of good
grooming to me, pointing out that most of those who worked at Maskani
bathed regularly, wore clean clothes, and kept their hair short or wore it
tucked under a hat if they had dreadlocks.37 By taking these precautions, he

said, they could look like anyone else in the city. No one would be able to
pick them out if they were walking down the street as people who slept outside (i.e., without official residence or the identification card that would come
with official residency). He said they were lucky because they were car washers. This gave them almost unlimited access to water, making it easy for
them to wash themselves every day and for them to do their laundry regularly.38 As he told me this he drew my attention to the clothes spread out over
the fence behind us, making me realize that this was actually laundry hung
out to dry in the middle of the city's business district. Police, along with many
other Tanzanians, continue to consider any young man wandering the streets
as suspicious and any young woman doing the same as a potential prostitute. This is especially so if an individual is unkempt. It is with this in mind
that many young people making their living in the streets adopt a clean-cut,
even fashionable, appearance that can serve to protect them from unwanted
harassment.
My friends at Maskani were quick to point out that it was usually the very
same wakubwa, liberal elites, and foreigners who brought their cars to them
to be washed who would condemn deiwakas for wasting the little money they
had on new clothes and shoes. These were also the same people, however,
who were likely to portray them as troublemakers when they failed to master
this particular form of symbolic capital.39 Barthes imagines fashion, or the
wearing of clothes, as a system of signs that can be understood and interpreted much like any other mode of speech (1994 [1964]:25-6). That people living and working in the streets, people without homes, showers, or a
closet to keep their clothes in, should acquire a wardrobe sufficient to give
them the appearance of being middle class to the casual observer, attests
not only to their ability to "speak" the language of fashion, but also to their
ability to appropriate it in order to prevent attacks on their personal space.40
Further, I would suggest that the unease experienced by various elites in
response to this appropriation results precisely because of the effective use
of this weapon, and not from any real concern about how lower class youth
spend their money.
In City of Walls: Crime, segregation, and citizenship in Sao Paulo. Teresa
Caldeira (2000:64-68) makes a compelling argument regarding similar
unease as expressed by members of the Sao Paulo middle classes. She
suggests that it is most likely a result of the breaking down of class barriers
that occurs when people who formerly defined themselves as middle class
experience a decline in income and correspondingly feel their status threatened. Caldeira's argument also carries weight in post-socialist Dar es
Salaam where members of the urban petty bourgeoisie who formerly imagined themselves as members of a classless society despite their relative
wealth and social advantage, are being forced to come to grips with the
degree to which they valued their symbolic capital in the past, while simultaneously realizing how little buying power such status gives them in an
increasingly capitalist economy. That so called "street children" can afford

A City "United by Poverty"

to buy the same clothing that middle class parents are barely managing to
buy for their own children directly confronts their notion of social order and
the way things "should be." Despite my very materialist reading of the situation in Dar es Salaam, I would not like to suggest, as Bourdieu (1984) does,
that poor people are limited to functional choices when it comes to fashion
and aesthetic consumption. Although, poor urban street youth do embrace
a sense of fashion that very "functionally" limits the degree to which they are
harassed by the police, and treated with disrespect by middle class
Tanzanians, they also manage to maintain a very strong sense of style that
draws on everything from American hip-hop culture, to Jamaican Rastafarian
philosophies —a topic to which I will return in Chapter Four.41
Maintaining the Moral Status Quo
The changing economy in Tanzania has indeed increased many people's
access to goods and services, and it has also provided fertile ground for the
emergence of wakubwa, among whom status is based more on money and
success in business, than on education and position within society. Along
with a certain alienation of the former liberal elites who have not managed to
take equal advantage of the new economic opportunities, there is also an
increasing distance between classes. In essence, the rich are getting richer,
the poor are getting poorer despite their increased access to certain consumer goods and media, and many former elites see their fortunes dwindling.
It should be said however, that many members of this bourgeoisie do not
even want to compete in the game of conspicuous consumption; rhetorically
at least, most claim they would prefer a return to the logic of the old system,
a system in which, not coincidentally I think, they were on top. Regardless of
the degree to which their economic status is slipping, however, many still hold
positions of authority within the civil service, and still see themselves, and
are seen by others, as keepers of the moral status quo. It is not that individual members of the petty bourgeoisie are respectable, but rather it is the
way they make their money that is.
Various kinds of illegality are commonly involved in the accumulation of new
forms of wealth, ranging from outright thievery in the form of robberies and
petty theft, grand larceny and the diversion of government funds, to the smuggling and selling (and subsequent tax evasion) of legal substances such as
coffee, cloves and clothes, and of illegal substances such as marijuana and
heroin. That these opportunities for making money have recently become
more available has been largely attributed to increasing corruption among
government officials from the President on down to the police.
Most young people making their living in the street equate "the state" with
the police and their power to invoke dormant laws to enact social control or
simply to get enough money to eat for the day. For urban youth, police
harassment and corruption are facts of daily life that have in many ways
come to constitute the state in their eyes. From their vantage point, every-

one is on the take, laws hold little power over those with money and a crime
is a crime only when one is caught. However, when involved in the act of disciplining urban street youth, the state and the police are almost always acting with the complicit, if not explicit, support of the "respectable" citizens of
the city, as well as the less respectable wakubwa. That there is little public
outrage at the humiliations to which urban poor are routinely subjected
should not be surprising given that most established residents of the city see
this legion of informal laborers as a direct threat to their self-respecting, middle class way of life and, in addition, as an emergent working class whose
flexibility and mobility threaten to transform Tanzanian work space in ways for
which they and their own children are unprepared. The irony, however, is that,
given the chance, most of the deiwakas I came to know would gladly embrace
the bourgeois morals in question, rather than attempt to challenge the institutions that support them. Because of their overwhelming desire to one day
enter into the realm of the respectable classes they willingly partake in a system whose injustices they are otherwise quite capable of articulating.
The rapid and radical transformation of the Tanzanian urban economy since
the mid-1980s has resulted in a great deal of social unease. On one level,
more people in the cities have access, through both legal and illegal means,
to a great many more resources. It has been possible to witness a growth
in city infrastructure, and an increase in new housing construction, both of
huge mansions in the wealthy suburbs located mainly along the coast to the
north of the city, and of unregulated Swahili-style housing in the river valleys
where most urban poor live. There are many more cars on the roads, and
people have unprecedented access to various forms of media, mobile telephones, television and computers. Many also have greater choice in newspapers and radio stations. Consumption of these products and services has
brought a greater feeling of freedom among many who would most likely have
had very little access to them in the past. At the same time, these new
forms of consumption have led to the transformation and upending of symbolic capital. This has created feelings of uncertainty among those who were
among the liberal elites in the past and occasional feelings of potential and
freedom among those who were not. In this sense, the problem of class-consciousness in Tanzania is a problem of the liberal elites who fail to see how
Tanzania's post-socialist economy helps to create spaces of hope for young
men from the rural areas that would never have been available under the
socialist regime. While they nostalgically long for the lost days of egalitarianism what they often fail to recognize is that they were largely exempt from the
union of poverty that supposedly bound all Tanzanians together. It was this
central hypocrisy that offended so many of the young people I interviewed.
Those who have been able to transform their flexibility and mobility as workers over the last several years into increased access to capital - in both symbolic terms and in terms of cold, hard cash - are acutely aware of were they
come from, but also of where they want to go. Rather than speaking of a
nation "united by its poverty," paraphrasing Mr. II, the Kiswahili rap star
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whose lyrics opened this chapter, deiwakas are more likely to look around
them, see people they know living in big houses and driving big cars, see the
police eating nice food and getting fat(ter), and lament that they "have nothing."
Notes
1

The term wamachinga is the plural form of machinga, the word most often
used to refer to the mobile street vendors who walk the city. The term itself
is a reference to a small region in the southeastern part of the country that
is the home area of many of the young men. Regardless of where they come
from, however, all those who pursue this profession are referred to as
wamachinga. Although the great majority of wamachinga are young men,
there has been a steady increase in the number of women. See Chapter Five
for a longer discussion on wamachinga in Dar es Salaam. Also see Ann
May's (2001) dissertation on the subject.
2
The services provided by these two organizations differ greatly. The former
offers emergency shelter and food to young men who have nowhere else to
go and, to a select few, further schooling and eventually job placement. At
one time, several young men who had been trained at Dogodogo were
employed at the Sheraton across from Maskani. Though I was never able to
interview these young men, it is my understanding that they rather quickly left
these jobs in favor of going into business for themselves on the streets.
YCIC offers cultural activities for young people as a way to get them off the
streets and keep them out of trouble. They also provide identification cards
to youth who remain on good terms with their organization and bail them out
of jail when picked up on vagrancy charges. In addition, they sponsor a youth
performance group that in 2000 seemed to be the darling of the NGO circuit.
In recent years both organizations have begun meeting would-be urban
migrants at the train stations and bus stands in an attempt to encourage
them to turn around and return to their families. According to the director of
YCIC street life is like a drug and once someone becomes addicted to it, it
is almost impossible to get him or her to leave it. For this reason, it is important to get them to return home before getting a taste of street life.
3
I provide a definition of class below, but suffice it to say here that my understanding of class in Tanzania is quite flexible.
4
See Hanan Sabea's (2000; 2001) work on sisal laborers.
5
It has been suggested that one of the reasons so many young men may
have expressed distaste at the notion of kibarua labor is because of its close
association with slavery, an institution that continued along the Swahili coast
until late in the 19 t h century (see Alpers 1975 for more). While Dar es
Salaam was never a center of the slave trade, Bagamoyo to the north and
Zanzibar off the coast were among the largest slave entrepots in eastern
Africa.
6
I return to a discussion on agency in the next chapter.

7
Tripp (1997) has shown how connections to the formal economy often help
to provide stability for those who predominantly rely on the informal economy
for their income.
8

Mwinyi earned the nickname Mzee Ruksa following a speech he gave early
in his tenure as president. In the speech, which was given in response to
the burning of food stalls that served pork, he declared "Government has no
religion," and that "he who wants to eat pork, it is permitted," or "anayetaka
kula gguruwe . . . ruksa."
9

Mamdani (1996:14) points out that South Africans were already setting a
continental example in the mid-1970s by engaging in unarmed civil struggle
to demand changes from the state. Events occurring in South Africa are
often of great interest in Tanzania. This is especially so given the central role
played by Tanzania in so many of the nationalist movements throughout
southern Africa. At various times Dar es Salaam has been home to many
continental dissidents, as well as numerous others from throughout the
world, and I was always struck by how much those working at Maskani
seemed to know about world events. If their knowledge is any indicator of
the average Tanzanian's knowledge, then it would be quite reasonable to
argue that Tanzanians learned much about the way to deal with an undemocratic state by observing the events that occurred in South Africa.
10

Wakubwa, literally the "big people," are those who have exceptional economic and political power in Tanzania. They comprise the newly rich class
that has emerged in Dar es Salaam since the 1980s.
11
The use of this particular verb {kubana, to squeeze) in reference to the
economic policies instituted by Mkapa is interesting because it was the same
term used by those at Maskani when they talked about have to forgo leisure
activities as a result of limited finances. There seemed to be a general consensus among many of those with whom I spoke all over Dar es Salaam that
Mkapa's policies had led to people having less money for the pleasures that
made life worth living (sterehe).
12

See Geschiere's (1997) work on witchcraft and modernity in Cameroon.
See McKim (2001) for relationship between honest money and Islamic
belief in Zanzibar.
14
Geschiere also discusses the "entwinement of democratic tendencies and
notions of witchcraft," suggesting that these insecurities and uncertainties,
which arise as a result of the emergence of multiparty politics, can lead to a
rise in witchcraft accusations, as well as an actual increase in people's use
of the occult (1997:7). Although I find his argument compelling I do not feel
I have sufficient data to suggest that witchcraft accusations are on the
increase in Tanzania. It certainly merits further exploration, however.
13

15
Fundi is not used exclusively to refer to healers; any craftsman may be
called fundi as well.
16
This example may also be tied to larger anxieties about eating in public,
an act rarely undertaken in rural areas for fear of eliciting jealousy or of bringing shame on one's family. For more on the connections between food, eat-
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ing and witchcraft see Weiss' The Making and Unmaking of the Hava Lived
World (1996, especially Chapters Four and five). Beidelman states that
among Kaguru peoples food should always be eaten publicly (shared so as
to assuage witchcraft accusations). It should, however always be stored privately so that the amount of food an individual family has will remain a secret
to jealous eyes (1997:82-3).
17
This example may be tied to larger social tensions between African and
Asian Tanzanians who owned and/or managed several of the businesses at
Maskani. Having said this, however, most of the exchanges that I observed
between African and Asian Tanzanians at Maskani were marked by respect.
18
Chapter 7 focuses more closely on life in Uswahilini.
19
Although many middle and upper class people are also engaged in informal economic activities, many recent migrants rely on the informal economy
as their sole source of support. As was suggested above, those who have
ties to the formal economy as well are often in a much better position in
terms of maintaining economic stability.
20
Such efforts were obviously also interested in controlling rural labor as
well. See Kerner (1988) for a discussion of the relationship between the
need for agricultural labor and efforts to relocate the urban unemployed to
rural areas where they would be expected to farm.
21
In accordance with Mamdani's argument, one might expect to observe a
contemporary emergence of tribalist discourses in Tanzania, as well as a
lessening of tensions between urban and rural areas in light of the recent
moves toward a less centralized state. While it was not uncommon during
the time of my research to hear people suggest that members of particular
ethnic groups might have greater access to money, or to better jobs than
members of other ethnic groups, I think there is reason to hope that tribalist
discourses, like those found in neighboring countries, have been rendered
relatively powerless in regards to their ability to shape contemporary
Tanzanian society. To take Maskani as an example, although it was true that
the majority of the car washers had connections to Arusha and that many of
those selling auto parts had connections to the southeastern part of the
country, there were many exceptions as well. Those working at Maskani
traced their origins to nearly every region of the country and in the time I
spent at there I never heard anyone disparage anyone else based on ethnic
identity or religion.
22
White (1990) makes a similar argument for the commodification of female
bodies in colonial Nairobi, suggesting that the remittances female prostitutes
sent home (especially to Tanzania) helped to fund the continuation of precolonial patriarchal power structures in rural areas. Pels suggests, however,
that with the increasing globalization of some rural areas (in his case the
Luguru mountains), outside influences have contributed to a breakdown of
generational power structures (2000:141; see also van Donge 1993).
Recent preliminary research by Josien de Klerk seems to suggest a recent
break down in rural urban links among Haya peoples (personnal communica-

tion). Though the reasons for this are not yet clear, early evidence suggests
that it may be tied to recent changes in migration strategies, which I believe
may be tied to larger changes taking place in Tanzania as a whole. It may
also be that recent migrants maintain strong ties to the rural areas, while
those who have been in Dar es Salaam longer do not. Many who are born in
Dar es Salaam do not even speak the language of their region, making it
harder for them to maintain ties even when they desire to do so.
23
For various reasons, the Tanzanian state still seems to be invested in
painting a statistical picture of the nation that suggests very little urban
unemployment. Several people told me that when they registered to vote for
the 2000 elections they would be asked what they did for a living. If they
stated they were a housewife (mama mwenye nyumba), or unemployed, those
registering them would check the box for mkulima, or farmer. I believe this
to be a continuation of socialist policies that maintained that no one in
Tanzania was unemployed.
24
While wakubwa and deiwaka (or walalahoi, mnyonge) are words one is likely to hear in daily exchanges when social and economic difference is discussed there do not seem to be any colloquial terms that refer to the petty
bourgeoisie class, which I believe is connected to their being seen as
unmarked carriers of the moral status quo. Dwyer makes similar assertions
about the middle classes in Bombay (2000, especially chapter 3).
25
For more on the history of informal labor in Dar es Salaam see Burton
(2000, 2001), Beidelman (1967), Leslie (1963), and Tripp (1997).
26
This understanding has largely been facilitated by academic studies of
informal economies that exponentially grew throughout Africa in the 1980s.
Most notable among these studies are Clark (1988), King (1996), MacGaffey
(1987), MacGaffey and Bazenguissa-Ganga (2000), Tripp (1997).
27
Cooper (1987) offers, as a case in point, colonial South Africa, where a
pass system was instituted illustrating that a great deal of manpower and
commitment by local officials was needed if a system to limit and control the
movement of informal laborers was to be effective.
28
My guess is that part of the reason why the "respectable" working classes of Dar es Salaam may have developed a greater degree of opposition to
the "dangerous" classes earlier than they did in Mombassa may be that the
port of Mombassa had a much longer history than did the port of Dar es
Salaam. Many of those in Mombassa who resisted colonialist attempts at
labor formalization were people who had long-term historical connections to
the port, while in Dar es Salaam there were very few "locals" committed to
Swahili modes of labor.
29
These efforts were not always as well intentioned as they might at first
appear. Following independence organized labor lost much of its power as
the Tanzanian government limited the right to strike, prevented civil servants
from joining unions, and dissolved all but the National Union of Tanganyika
Workers, which was affiliated with TANU, the ruling political party at the time.
For more see Coulson (1982), lliffe (1979) and Tripp (1997).
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Tripp (1997) has successfully illustrated the many ways in which middle
class Tanzanians are able to capitalize on their positions to make greater
profits through their own informal economic endeavors. They use the contacts they make through their formal, "respectable" jobs to find customers
for their informal services. Through these activities they are often able to
make greater profits than those who are forced to conduct their business in
the street and, since they are rarely seen panhandling their merchandise or
services in public spaces, they are able to maintain a certain degree of
respect that is withheld from ordinary deiwakas.
31
Tanganyika African National Union was the sole mainland political party at
independence. TANU united with Zanzibari Afro-Shirazi Party (ASP) to form
CCM on 5 February 1977.
32
The use of hygiene and medically motivated discourses to criminalize both
urban space and informal labor was also commonly employed during colonial
times (see White 1990:67-8).
33
Cooper's (1987) study of Mombassa dock labor, and Luise White's (1990)
study of prostitution in colonial Nairobi may help to shed light here as well.
Both illustrate how the production of a discourse of difference helped to
assure the growth of a working class that was both controllable and manageable - a valuable asset regardless of who is in power.
34
Established by the city council in 1975 in order to better regulate trade.
35
Guardian, 7 February 2002.
36
Sunday Observer, 5 December 1999.
37
For a longer commentary on the importance of being respectfully coiffed
see Weiss' discussion on men's hair in Arusha barbershops. Though his
arguments are not based on the experiences of young men living and working in the streets, he suggests that the young men he with whom he worked
also feared police harassment for wearing their hair too long (2002:115116).
38
At the Sheraton Maskani water was bought from a local business. It is
not uncommon for employees of businesses or private households to sell
water to make a little extra money. Although I am fairly certain that the person who owned the business at Maskani where the water was bought knew
about the transactions, I did not feel comfortable asking him about it fearing
that it might jeopardize any arrangements that had been made behind his
back. Regardless, water did not seem to be a scarce commodity at the
Sheraton Maskani, though it did seem to be more difficult to procure at other
car washing centers in the city.
39
Bourdieu (1977; 1984, especially Chapter Seven) defines symbolic capital as a "collection of luxury goods attesting the taste and distinction of the
owner," while suggesting that class and identity are both defined and, in
some senses, determined by an individual's employment of various forms of
symbolic capital. Of course, most foreigners are inclined to condemn urban
youth for conspicuous spending/consumption whether they have sufficient
resources to do so or not. Perhaps, in this case (in line with the argument

that follows), Europeans visiting or living in Tanzania are made uncomfortable
by Africans' abilities to master symbolic capital normally considered to be the
domain of Europeans.
40
Second-hand clothing, or mitumba, was essential for maintaining a cleancut and fashionable appearance for those who lived and worked at Maskani.
See Hansen (1999) for a discussion of second-hand clothing in Zambia,
specifically regarding connections to Western fashions and modernity.
41
Stambach, speaking of young male school-goers in Arusha suggests that
"progress from youth to adulthood (is) signaled by accumulation . . . (the)
ability to consume luxury items in general is an expression of their full social
integrity" (2000:149-157). These arguments together with Weiss' (see note
36 above) may suggest that the desire to accumulate and master certain
forms of symbolic capital may have as much to do with becoming an adult as
they do with class struggle.
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In the shadow of the Sheraton:
Imagining Localities in Global Spaces

Hakuna heshima ni vurugu mechi kwenye jamii
Hakuna utii wala mafunzo ya manabii
Na wizi wa mfukoni wanachomwa moto kinyama
Mwingine hajaiba kapewa kesi kwa uhasama
Nani atajua na sheria ipo mikononi
Watu wabongo mbona hamna utii moyoni
Vijana wanajibana Hi wapate mtaji wa biashara
Mnawalita wamachinga ingawa si watu kutoka Mtwara
Mbaya kuliko vyote pale mnapovunja vibanda vyao
Wengine walikuwa wezi, je wanaiezama zao?
Ni mstukestuke sometime vita na mapolisi
Wao wa sisi rungu na pingu kama ibilisi
Huku kwetu uswahilini ni mambo ya kila siku
Na ni kama kuibiwa cheni kwenye ngoma ya Mchiriku

There is no respect, just trouble in society
Neither obedience nor teachings of the prophets
And pickpockets are being burnt like animals
Others who haven't yet stolen are prosecuted based on jealousy
Who will know and the law is in their hands
People of Bongo have no generosity in their hearts
Young people must tighten their budgets to get start-up capital
You call them Wamachinga though they're not from Mtwara
The worst is when you destroy their kiosks
Some were thieves; do you want them to return to their old ways?
It's trouble, sometime war with the police
Them and us, batons and cuffs like the devil
Here in our home of Uswahilini, it's an everyday occurrence
And is like having one's necklace stolen at an Mchiriku performance

-Bongo Dar es Salaam
-Professor Jay, Machozi, Jasho na Damu, 2001
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Athumani: Dada Eileen, do you have your camera today?
Eileen: Of course, I always have my camera. Why?
Athumani: Take my picture over there with the fence behind me.
Eileen: Okay, wait a minute while I get my camera.
Athumani: Make sure you get the fence and the golfers on the other side.
Mbelwa: Why do you want to have your picture taken with the golfers?
Athumani: It's not for me, it's for Eileen. It's what her research is all
about, isn't it?
Dennis: What do you mean?
Athumani: This fence, it's like the dividing line between the Wakubwa and
us. We come here every day to smoke, to get a nice breeze from the
ocean and to talk but we're not allowed to go past this fence. The
Gymkhana is off limits, just like the Sheraton. We're on this side and
they're on that side. It's what your research is about, isn't it?
Eileen: Wow, he's right.
Mbelwa: Yeah, he is.
Dennis: So take his picture.
Eileen: Okay, but I don't think I can get both you and the golfers in it.
Athumani: It's okay, it's the fence that's important.
(See Fig. 3.1)
Introduction
One afternoon early in my research I visited another maskani located on the
far side of the Sheraton in the company of the three young men who most
often helped me with my research. That day Mbelwa, Athumani, Dennis, and
myself walked from Maskani to "Kwa Sheby," or "Sheby's place," named, like
so many maskani, after the man who kept a watchful eye over those who regularly visited the area. Sheby, a man in his late thirties, routinely offered
shelter to young men and women with nowhere else to sleep, watched over
a neighboring construction site, sold cannabis, and provided a relatively safe
place to smoke. This last was largely possible because of his begrudging
cooperation with local police. His maskani was located directly opposite the
beach on Ocean Road, a place where tourists were regularly relieved of their
valuables by thieves. In exchange for turning over the names of offenders to
the police Sheby was able to operate his business with very little hassle. 1
We would often visit his maskani in the late afternoon to relax and talk. In
the paltry shade of the lone banana tree that became our spot we would revel
in the breezes coming off the nearby ocean (Fig. 3.2). 2
That Athumani was able to offer such insight into my research was impressive but hardly surprising to me since he seemed to do it regularly. There
was also something about Sheby's that made even the most unobserving person appreciate the ironies of spatial politics at work in Dar es Salaam (Fig.
3.3). 3 In the course of a typical day hundreds of young deiwakas might pass
by this oasis that was sandwiched between the beach and Dar es Salaam's
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only golf club to get some respite from the city's heat. Here they could meet
friends working in other parts of the city center, exchange news, and even
make new contacts. They could watch the golfers, a football game on the
nearby pitch, or enjoy the site of young bridegrooms struggling to heft their
well-endowed brides in a traditional beachside photo session. Police sirens
would routinely sound as the vehicles of dignitaries, both foreign and local,
were escorted along Ocean Road to the nearby State House. Walking to
Sheby's, circling the perimeter of the Sheraton and the golf club, which we
could not cut across, it was not unusual for me to observe one of the young
men from Maskani stopping to greet one of his mabasi (from the English
"boss") in the midst of an outing on the links.4 Most of the borders that
divided their worlds from the worlds of their bosses were not as palpable as
the fence that ran between the golfers and us, but they were just as real.

Figure 3.1 Fence
divides Kwa Sheby
from a caddy awaiting a goifer on the
Gymkhana grounds.
Dar es Salaam.
(1999)

Kwa Sheby was, like the Sheraton Maskani, a maskani where social worlds
intersected and collided, where wealth and poverty stood shoulder to shoulder. The ability to recognize and negotiate these borders was essential for
the survival of young men like Athumani. This ability, which I could so easily
observe at Sheby's, was also easily observed at the Sheraton Maskani where
most business transactions depended on exchanges between deiwakas and
their more privileged customers.
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The changes that have taken past over the last fifteen years in Tanzania are
not only economic and political; they are also social and moral. Often it is
changes related to the latter that cause the most uncertainty and unease.
While discontent in regards to the breakdown of social and moral norms are
often blamed on the economy, political and economic problems are in turn
attributed to a breakdown in moral and social values. This spiraling circle of
judgement leads to much finger pointing, yet those who most often feel the
brunt of the blaming are young men and women making their living in the
streets. They lack economic and political capital to be sure, but they also
lack the moral and social capital one might possess as members of
respectable households.

Figure 3.2 Mbelwa,
Athumani and the
author at Sheby's,
Dar es Salaam.
Photo by Dennis
Maryogo. (1999)
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If one hopes to succeed at street life, knowledge of one's place is invaluable, both figuratively and quite literally. Comprehending, and capitalizing on,
localized geographical knowledge, what I refer to as 'popular cartographies,'
proved essential in furthering my understanding of Dar es Salaam street life,
particularly in relation to class differences, perceived failures of the
Tanzanian state, and imaginations of the local and global. During my fieldwork I found that these three sets of issues were most likely to be articulated in the context of spatial metaphors.
In this chapter I outline some of the everyday understandings of those who
worked at Maskani as they related to modernity, development and globalization. I undertake this to illustrate some of the specific ways that processes
of globalization are related to the daily struggle to survive at Maskani. I want
to suggest that the relationship between the global and local, rather than
being binary, is one marked by imbrication and overlap. In many cases those
working at Maskani embraced processes of globalization because of the
money-making opportunities they presented. At the same time, they would
counter and contest globalization on the basis that processes relating to it
were thought to be inextricably tied to growing differences in wealth and
inequality. Maskani and other corners like it in the city exist as examples of
the local within the context of
globalization.
What I want to
argue in this chapter, however, is
that although they are local, they
are not yet localized. They have
not been accepted as part of the
status quo order of things.
Through their very existence such
corners impose their own order on
the city and, consequently, on the
state as well.
The first half of this chapter
examines certain manifestations
of the local at Maskani. I begin
with a short section of the history

of Maskani to provide the reader with
some basic background. Much more
space could be devoted to this subject in this text and, no doubt, such
an effort would further illustrate how
fragmentary and contested much of
my data is. Though I have no doubt
that it is lacking on numerous levels,
I have chosen to keep this section
brief in order to allow for a broader
discussion on the relationship
between the global and the local.
This chapter does not attempt to illustrate the way those working at
Maskani make their way in the city,
though it does introduce some important concepts that will facilitate this
in later
chapters, specifically
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Chapters Six and Seven. To this end I will turn to a discussion of agency and
resistance, particularly in relation to popular culture, then to a broad discussion on popular mapping strategies. As the example that opened this chapter indicates, many of the tactics employed by those who must negotiate the
various spheres of globalization at Maskani are spatial in nature. I want to
suggest that it is primarily through popular cultural forms including mapping,
language and other artistic endeavors that people at Maskani are best able
to resist and transform processes of globalization to meet their own ends.
Again these are themes that will resurface in the remaining chapters of this
book. This chapter, then, serves the double function of providing some basic
theoretical concepts that will help to shape the remainder of the text and of
illustrating the ways that the global touches down in people's everyday lives.
The second half of this chapter takes a closer look at the relationship
between globalization, modernity and development discourses. For many of
those working at Maskani, globalization was most readily observable and
articulated in terms of international development strategies, which were
themselves inextricably tied to modernity and modernization discourses. In
fact, I find it impossible to talk about the global at Maskani without first discussing modernity, modernization and development. As the sketch below will
illustrate, Maskani was situated near various NGOs and international aid
headquarters. Workers from these organizations, both Tanzanian and foreign, passed by Maskani regularly and formed one of the most important customer bases for those working at Maskani. Since Wamaskani were considered by some as ideal representatives of the sort of people development
aims to help, some were also regularly invited to join focus group interviews
relating to the "plight of urban youth." From the position provided from these
two intersecting vantage points, many working at Maskani were able to offer
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Figure 3.3 Mzee
Sheby's Map.
(2002)
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insightful observations and critiques of the world of development. I have chosen to devote attention to their popular critiques of development and globalization in this chapter because I think they may shed important light on certain scholarly critiques of the same subjects. I make no claims to be exhaustive in this chapter, however, and offer neither a review of the literature as it
relates to these subjects nor any specific claims about the truth value of
these views, which are, I must admit, sometimes quite challenging. Instead,
I offer these views so that readers either working in development or engaged
in the study of development or globalization might benefit from the competing perspectives of some of the people development organizations claim to
be interested in helping. Most importantly, though, I sketch these interpretations of the local and the global, as well as the relationship between the two,
because I think they are illustrative of a specific form of cultural critique that
might be seen as an example of agency in itself. In recognizing, interacting
with, and critiquing various processes of globalization, Wamaskani attempt to
transform them in meaningful ways.
Popular Cartographies: Karibu Maskani
Maskanis are places throughout the city where young men gather for social
and economic reasons. In truth, the street corner that served as the central
site of my research was not, as the title of this chapter and the book would
suggest, in the "Shadow of the Sheraton" —at least not literally. Although
easily viewed from the corner, the height of the luxury hotel, the position of
the sun, and local zoning laws prevent the young men and women who capitalize on the Sheraton's existence in other respects from enjoying the cool
shadows the building provides. As a Tanzanian colleague remarked when he
heard my t i t l e , " . . . in the hot sun of the Sheraton, is more like it."5 Keeping
in mind that most of the young men and women with whom I worked were
required to spend long hot hours working in the sun, I invoke the trope of the
shadow in a more figurative sense. The obvious association to be made, and
one that makes good sense in terms of this study, is that of a shadow economy. Kerner has defined the shadow economy in Tanzania as "interstitial
between legally-regulated channels of trade and the black market sphere"
(1988:48). And, of those working in the shadows, she has stated "(t)hey are
tolerated during times of prosperity and harassed and restricted when the
economy is depressed" (ibid.). In general, shadows are thought of as dark
places where it is difficult to determine what is going on with any degree of
precision. Vision is impaired and insight is lost. They are sites of illegality,
the unknown, and in some ways the unknowable, often resisting description
except in the negative. Yet, shadows can also be shady, protective places,
offering refuge from the heat of the mid-day sun or, to return to the economic metaphor, the disciplinary gaze of those regulating the formal economy.
In the shade it is possible to find those who are uniquely adapted to surviving and thriving there. The sun's rays are unforgiving near the equator and

the shadows call out, beckoning those who search for a little relief, for a
moment of respite. Centrally located at Maskani was an enormous tree that
gave the corner its identity. This tree and the shade it provided regularly drew
passersby hoping to escape the city's heat, and offered daily respite to those
working in the area. Those who gather there have undoubtedly hatched innumerable deals and dreams under its protection in the years since Maskani's
emergence.
In addition to these shadows are the ones cast by places like the Sheraton,
which also help to shape daily life at Maskani. As the most luxurious hotel
in Dar es Salaam at the time of my research, and the accommodation of
choice for visiting dignitaries, development personnel, well-heeled travelers,
and business people alike, the Sheraton serves as a stand-in for globalization in the context of this study, simultaneously representing multi-national
corporations, development organizations, and the ever-increasing accessibility of travel destinations formerly thought of as exotic. At the same time, in
its shadows it is possible to find the workings of vibrant informal, or shadow
economies, which have evolved in relation to the Sheraton and the other formal businesses in the area. The informal laborers who work in the surrounds
have developed their businesses in order to capitalize on the existence of the
formal economy that the Sheraton represents, offering alternative services to
visitors of the area, as well as to those employed in nearby formal sector
establishments (Figs. 3.4, 3.5).
Within sight of the Sheraton one can find the offices of Citibank, American
Express, DHL, KLM, USAID, UNICEF, as well as numerous consulates,
embassies, and NGO headquarters. One could easily argue that many of
these buildings, businesses, and organizations are casting shadows at least
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as long as those of the Sheraton. This fact was underscored every time a
new building or business was opened. In 2000, when Subway, an American
sandwich franchise, opened on the corner, there was a marked increase in
both foot and auto traffic to the area, as well as an increase in the number
of tourists passing though. The Subway manager did his best to discourage
hangers on from trying to hustle his customers but eventually had to settle
for preventing them from entering the establishment (Fig. 3.6). Subway
employees, not earning nearly enough to eat there (nor particularly wanting
to) regularly ate at Maskani, joining in conversations, and generally becoming
marginal participants in social life there.
During the year I spent hanging out at Maskani I had numerous opportunities to ask about its inception as a center of informal labor and its connections with the Sheraton. I was able to gather pieces of the story from several individuals but there was no one person capable of delivering a cohesive
and coherent description. The brief description that follows was pieced
together from the various fragments.
In 1996 when construction of the Sheraton first began, informal economy
developers began transforming this particular street corner and surrounding
environs into a locus of business.6 Along with the construction crews that
came to build the Sheraton came female food vendors and a chips seller to
feed them. Those who had been washing cars at Tanganyika Motors since
the early 1990s were delighted with the dust caused by the Sheraton's construction since it meant cars would get dirty faster.7 In addition, they were
asked to guard and wash the cars and trucks belonging to construction foremen. Around this time, too, the street vendors who eternally walk the city in
search of customers began adding this corner to their routes.8 A few even
began building makeshift shops along the roadside to house their stores.
These industrious workers began occupying otherwise public space and gradually testing and expanding the limits of city zoning laws. In addition to the
car washers, street vendors and food vendors with whom I worked, many others also made their living at Maskani. The corner served as a taxi stand for
about ten drivers, art objects ranging from Makonde carvings to Bob Marley
paintings were sold by artists, as well as informal art brokers, and individual
entrepreneurs sold newspapers, shined and repaired shoes, and offered to
change money at black market rates. This last was considered a particularly dubious endeavor since the only way Tanzanian money changers can make
a profit is to steal from unsuspecting clients. Although the money changers
were seen as parasitic in their practices, it remains that no one working in
the Sheraton's shadows did so legally. Yet, everyone did so with the implicit acceptance of the state and their street-level representatives, the police.
It should also be said that many of the police who included the centrally located and popular Maskani on their beat also managed to turn a profit through
their own informal economic endeavors, which often took the form of bribery
solicitation. Brief though it is, I hope the above section illustrates the degree
to which those living and working at Maskani are actively engaged in the

transformation of public spaces into spaces of work and leisure.
Agency, Resistance and Transformation
In this text I intentionally use words like "occupy," "transform," and "develop" to suggest a certain degree of agency among those who work in the informal economy. But, I do not want to overemphasize this point, given the very
real conditions that limit deiwakas' ability to influence or change the policies
aimed at disciplining them, or the political and economic realities that structure the policies to begin with. Significantly, it is also possible to point to
many instances where deiwakas actively participate in reproducing the structural status quo one might expect them to challenge. As the above example
from Kwa Sheby suggests, this is specifically true in examples involving complicity with policing strategies that rely on illegality as a means of justifying
continued corruption. I would argue that informal modes of resistance do
operate at Maskani, some of which are transformative in small ways, but I
think such arguments should be made cautiously in order to avoid the pitfalls
of what Abu-Lughod (1990) has aptly called the "romance of resistance."

Figure 3.5 Tumbo
and Mnigga pose in
front of Sheraton
across the street
from Maskani. Dar
es Salaam. (2002)
Figure 3.6 Car
washers and Wesley
McMahon, one of
their best Kiswahili
students, capitalize
on the shade provided by the Subway
delivery vehicle in
the lot where they
wash cars. Dar es
Salaam. (2000)

Regardless of the many ways that deiwakas regularly reproduce the hegemonic principles of the state, I do want to recognize the degree to which
Maskani can also be seen as a site of resistance. Tripp has suggested that
working in the informal economy is in itself a form of resistance that has
resulted in the transformation of the Tanzanian state (1997). Previously I
suggested that her arguments may fall short in regards to those working at
Maskani, as their disconnection from the formal economy and their lack of
official domicile complicated their interactions with both the state and other
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laborers in the city. As a result, they rarely articulated their daily efforts to
get by as a struggle against the state. While I concur that it is important to
take "everyday acts of resistance" into account if one hopes to appreciate all
the inventive ways people manage to get by from day to day, I am also hesitant to echo arguments suggesting such acts are intentionally transformative
(Scott 1985, 1990). Studies of resistance have come under increasing criticism for romanticizing the degree to which "everyday acts of resistance" can
really make a difference in people's lived experience (Ortner 1996, Nagar
1998). In our attempts to understand how state-based oppression is played
out on a local level it is important to resist the temptation to simplify analyses of resistance strategies. As Nagar (1998) points out, many contemporary resistance studies assume that there is either class- or race-based unity
among economically subordinate groups, when in fact this is rarely true.9 Few
of those with whom I worked were actively resisting an imagined hegemonic
order, they were just trying to live their daily lives. While I would concur that
those I interviewed were engaged in the daily struggle to survive were resisting the forces that led to their economic marginality, I would hesitate to suggest that they were doing so in a conscious effort to bring about changes in
society. This distinction may seem unimportant to some, but it does illustrates one of the ways that hegemony works. Most of those working at
Maskani were doing so to better their own chances for success in life, or the
chances of their family members. They were invested in maintaining the status quo precisely because they had so expertly worked out how to profit from
its margins.
We must ask ourselves how useful theories of resistance are if they do not
take into account local ideas about power and resistance. Does resistance
have to be aimed at transforming the state and capitalist modes of production in order to be considered effective, and does it have to be effective in
order to justify studying it? How are we to make sense of the differences
between local, community-based transformations and institutional transformation? When it comes right down to it, most local resistance strategies are
neutralized by institutional structures, but the site of local resistance is also
often the site where meaning is made, the site where transformation, if it is
to take place, must take place.
In order to escape what I see as a materialist trap in regards to resistance
studies —that is studies that seem to focus solely on the importance of economic transformation— I rely on examinations of popular cultural forms in
this text to illustrate that there is often more than economics at stake. I do
not want to pit materialist and material analysis against one another, however, as I think there is something to be gained by uniting the two. Canclini recognizes that power relations within a society are mirrored in popular culture
forms when members of subordinate ethnic or economic groups seize upon
economic and cultural property, appropriate it and transform it, resulting in a
restructuring of power in both symbolic and real ways (1995:22-26).10 In the
previous chapter I illustrated how young deiwakas may do precisely this

through their appropriation of clothing and hair styles. They symbolically
embrace the identities of the respectable classes and, in so doing, transform
their day-to-day relations with both police and other citizens. Yet, it would be
difficult to argue that they were somehow able to transform the larger hegemonic apparatus through the simple act of wearing clean clothes.
I draw on examples like this in the course of this text because I think it is
specifically in the moments when people upend social mores through the
appropriation and transformation of cultural forms that meaning is made and
re-made in everyday life. Herzfeld, borrowing from a Jakobsonian linguistic
model, suggests that it is the shock that occurs when "brilliant metaphor"
unsettles the "semiotic illusion" of a stable and unchanging society that
meaning is reconfigured (1997:22). The status quo is achieved and maintained through "the semiotic illusion of invariance" whereby "constant signifiers mask shifting signifiers" (1997:20). Those invested in furthering the
status quo, whether wealthy or poor, perpetuate this illusion of invariance and
"use the appearance of rigidity to get what they want" (ibid.). Those who recognize and comment on the myth of cultural rigidity, like artists and other producers of popular culture, are engaged in a project of social commentary that
challenges the status quo. Herzfeld argues that those engaged in the
manipulation of meaning are taking part in what he terms as a form of "social
poetics" and suggest that its study be reinserted in material analyses. He
is writing in response to the recent surge in anthropological studies concerned with nationalism and the state that, in his opinion, tend to focus too
exclusively on super structures and economics, rather than on how people
negotiate local identities within the intimate spaces of so-called "imagined
communities."
The binarism between politics and poetics that he detects and challenges
in studies of nationalism is indicative of what I hope to avoid by incorporating an examination of popular culture forms including music, language, fashion, painting, and comic strip art in this study. It was only through paying
close attention to these forms that I was able to begin to understand the
complex relationship between resistance, agency and the production of localities in spaces like Maskani directly resulting from processes of globalization.
And, it was only by focusing on the "intimate spaces" of cultural production
that I was able to get beyond binarisms like local/global, wealthy/poor,
male/female and peace/violence and instead to begin to recognize how
these so-called opposites inform one another dialectically.
Popular Culture as Social Poetics
For some researchers the construction of the category "popular" is inherently problematic while for others the word "popular" invokes so many cultural
and political connotations that they have opted not to use it all. 1 1
Throwing away the word fails to solve the problem, however, and also risks
failing to recognize the historical lines of inquiry that have led to the emer-
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gence of the term. In her seminal article on popular arts in Africa, Karin
Barber discussed the problems with the word popular, and finally resolved to
offer what she termed a "definition by default" (1987:5):
Popular arts have usually been defined in terms of what they are not. In
this model, they are not traditional arts transmitted more or less intact,
though slowly changing, from a pre-colonial past. Nor are they elite or high
arts produced by the educated few who have assimilated European languages, forms, and conventions more or less thoroughly. Popular is usually left as a shapeless residual category, its borders defined only by juxtaposition with the clearly demarcated traditional and elite categories
(Barber 1987:9).
Popular art, existing in this in-between state, is continually left open for reinterpretation. This characteristic, while frustrating for those operating from
an empiricist perspective, is exactly what makes it such an interesting and
challenging area of study. 12 The empiricist roots of anthropology suggest
that cultures can be defined, demarcated and confined, while the presence
of popular culture belies this very concept. Those who produce popular art
seem to have a certain aesthetic toward syncretism. The new, novel, modern, and urban are afforded status and quickly assimilated into popular art
forms.
Rush (1997, 1999) argues that this "syncretic sensibility" is deeply rooted
in the philosophical systems of West African Vodun, and further, that this sensibility has carried over into syncretist African religions found in the Americas,
such as Brazilian Candomblé, Cuban Santeria, and Haitian Vodou. This is a
subtle but important departure from those who argue that popular art forms
have emerged in Africa as a result of recent urban expansion and Western
influences. According to Rush, Vodun continually changes and adapts to outside influences today as it has been doing for centuries, and which is precisely how it manages to survive and thrive in the face of a continual onslaught
from outside influences. Viewing cultural changes in other contexts from this
perspective is useful because it allows for the possibility that individuals can
reinvent their culture and keep it alive by continuing to transform outside
influences through their own creative and aesthetic choices. Further, it brings
to question whether change is in fact happening more quickly as a result of
so-called globalization, or if it is that appropriated Western material culture is
just easier for Western researchers to see than would be material culture
that is incorporated from neighboring ethnic groups. We are seemingly willing to begin engaging in a dialogue about ethnic groups in Africa being imagined and borders being porous (Ranger 1983), but are we ready to imagine
the same thing about the borders between the West and the Rest, as well as
Africa's imagination of the West? I agree with Jewsiewicki, who writes, "We
have obscured the invention of a West in the African imagination," and have
failed to acknowledge "Africa's cultural and intellectual cannibalization of the
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West" (Jewsiewicki 1991:13).
Barber recognizes this aesthetic too, noting that the "syncretism of the popular arts is actively and selectively sought; the effect of newness positively
embraced" (1987:12). It is the selectivity that is important, because it
awards a degree of agency, even if only minimal, to popular artists. They
choose what they want to incorporate into their art, what they want to borrow,
appropriate, and diffuse from the outside. Most scholars who conduct
research related to popular art and culture agree that it is this selectivity,
ingenuity, creativity, and even agency to which we must pay attention. Fabian
insists that "popular culture theory asserts the existence of spaces of freedom and creativity in situations of oppression and supposedly passive mass
consumption" (1998:2) and that "[p]opular culture . . . did not come about
merely as a response to questions and conditions; it asks questions and creates conditions" (1978:316). Jewsiewicki states:
[W]e must transfer the focus of our analysis from the unique work of art
to the relationship between the artist and society, particularly noting the
sociopolitical dynamics of power. We need not abandon aesthetics —
quite the contrary. But it is essential to realize that aesthetics and taste
are not only social but political phenomena, with a history of their own"
(1991:135).
Barber, Fabian, and Jewsiewicki all stress the presence of a political phenomenon in popular art, but at the same time insist that aesthetics should
not be forsaken; for the very act of instituting African artistic sensibilities in
the appropriation of outside influences is, in itself, political. The degree to
which such political acts are intentional varies, as does the degree to which
such acts are perceived from the consumer's perspective as being political.
Artists can, to a certain extent, determine the intended message of their
products, but the power to interpret eternally belongs to the audience.
As Barber points out, the very word popular is "slippery," attached to ideological constructs that contribute to the meaning of the word as it is used in
individual contexts. Popular often connotes "by the people" and "for the people." Occasionally, this Marxist-inspired understanding goes one step further,
insisting that popular art should open the eyes of "the people," bringing to
their attention the mechanisms of the hegemonic systems that oppress
them. Art that is not part of this political project is not "popular" but, rather,
"people's" art. Many of the contemporary expressive arts in Tanzania fit into
this extreme definition of popular art. Following independence, Nyerere
(inspired by the project of conscientiation first employed in Latin America),
instituted many government-sponsored artistic endeavors, including theater,
dance, and music that were designed to highlight parallels between so-called
traditional Tanzanian society and proto-socialist political ideals (Nyerere
1968; Mlama 1991; Askew 1997, 2002). Although Ujamaa has ended in
Tanzania, the tradition of using theater, dance, and music to educate about
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social ills has been successfully instituted as "Tanzanian."
The problem with limiting analysis of popular arts to only those arts that are
inspired by socialist sentiments toward political consciousness is two-fold.
First, it assumes that the only kind of political consciousness worth pursuing
is Marxist, and second it assumes that one is either fully conscious of
oppression, or that one is fully ignorant of it when, in fact, most people are
situated somewhere in between. This idea, explored by the Jean and John
Comaroff in the Introduction to Of Revelation and Revolution: Christianity,
colonialism and consciousness in South Africa, suggests:
It is in the realm of partial recognition, of inchoate awareness, of ambiguous perception, and, sometimes, of creative tension: that liminal space
of human experience in which people discern acts and facts but cannot or
do not order them into narrative descriptions or even into articulate conceptions of the world; in which signs and events are observed, but in hazy,
translucent light; in which individuals or groups know that something is
happening to them but find it difficult to put their fingers on quite what it
is. It is from this realm, we suggest, that silent signifiers and unmarked
practices may rise to the level of explicit consciousness, of ideological
assertion, and become the subject of overt political and social contestation — or from which they may recede into the hegemonic, to languish
there unremarked for the time being (1991:29).
During my research I found that it was most often in the realm of "inchoate
awareness" that young people regularly performed "unmarked practices" that
had the capacity to be transformed into "overt political and social contestation." It was in the context of such "socially poetic" practices where it was
possible to imagine possibility for social change, where young deiwakas
might have managed to keep their dreams and desires alive for another day
even if failing to consider overthrowing the entire system.
It will become evident in the course of this text that it is primarily through
the expression of popular language and culture that young people are best
able to transform public spaces into places where the social and economic
endeavors of small groups take precedence over state-sanctioned ideals
regarding the modern city. This is not to suggest that their actions are not
sometimes severely constrained by the state but rather that, despite these
constraints, young entrepreneurs in Dar es Salaam continue to expand the
scope of their enterprises with amazing speed and business acumen, transforming public spaces and their daily lives in the process. Such undertakings, however, are always approached with the hesitancy that comes from the
experience of trying to carve out a living in ways that counter both national
and international stances on progress, development, and modernization, topics to which I will soon turn my attention.

Spaces, Places and Non-Places
It is through the occupation of the streets for economic purposes that young
men and women become visible as subjects who counter middle and upper
class expectations of modernity while pursuing the very same forms of
modernity themselves. The popular forms these occupations take, whether
spatial or linguistic, and the meanings accorded to them are a theme that
runs through this book. Following de Certeau (1984), I attempt to illustrate
how the "spatial tactics" of street laborers challenge the "spatial strategies"
employed by the state and the members of the so-called "respectable" classes who promote the status quo. Whether it is walking the streets to sell merchandise, transforming street corners and sidewalks into sites of personal
commerce, making the decision to relax and smoke marijuana in places that
are considered safe, or simply choosing certain routes when walking through
the city in order to avoid police harassment, those living and working in the
streets of the city are constantly engaged in a series of spatial tactics to
improve the quality of both their work and leisure lives.
De Certeau, responding to Foucauldian ideas about the absolute and panoptic control of space, provides the following in regards to the spatial tactics of
urban dwellers:
one can follow the swarming activity of these procedures that, far from
being regulated or eliminated by panoptic administration, have reinforced
themselves in a proliferating illegitimacy, developed and insinuated themselves into the networks of surveillance, and combined in accord with
unreadable but stable tactics to the point of constituting everyday regulation and surreptitious creativities that are merely concealed by the frantic
mechanisms and discourses of the observational organization (1984:96).
Despite state strategies to control, to order space, every day people continually cause disruptions through movement. In Chapter Six I will take a much
closer look at the ways that movement serves as primary mode of disruption
among Dar es Salaam's street laborers and, therefore, do not explore this
avenue further at this point. There are other insights to be gained by de
Certeau's arguments, however. Through the lens he provides it is possible to
imagine that street laborers who pay bribes to the police so that they may
continue to operate businesses in spaces not zoned for such purposes are
employing spatial tactics that disrupt national and municipal efforts of control. Similarly marijuana dealers like Mzee Sheby who trade information for
assurances from the police that his clients will not be unduly harassed challenge spatial strategies of control. True, such actions do serve to perpetuate a corrupt system to a certain extent, but instantaneous maneuvering also
allows for the production of what Fabian (1998) has termed "moments of
freedom," and Harvey (2000) has called "spaces of hope." It was in these
"moments" and "spaces" that it was possible for me, as well as for those
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who shared their own spatial stories with me, to imagine "freedom" and
"hope" for a better life for themselves, their families and the people they
loved and cared about. Such forms of disruption are identical in many ways
to what Herzfeld (1997; see above) refers to when he writes about the unsettling of the semiotic illusion of cultural rigidity. The spatial tactics employed
by street laborers are by definition disruptive and it is my argument that they
serve as the primary site of resistance. Space is occupied bodily but also
visually through fashion and art, particularly mural and sign painting (see
Chapters Four and Five), and sonically through language and music (see
Chapter Eight).
Central to de Certeau's thesis is a notion of geographical poetics, which, he
suggests, unfolds in spaces devoid of particular meanings and histories. Of
particular interest to him are the transitory spaces that serve as boundaries
at the edges of, and in-between, official places. The transitoriness of these
places allows them to "become liberated spaces that can be occupied. A
rich indetermination gives them, by means of semantic refraction, the function of articulating a second, poetic geography on top of the geography of the
literal, forbidden or permitted meaning" (1984:105). 13 What makes de
Certeau's approach to understanding the significance of spatialities so compelling is his attention to the relationship between physical and linguistic
occupation of space. Because conversation and listening to stories were the
primary modes of gathering the information contained in this study, I want to
draw attention to the importance of narrative in imagining alternative spatial
possibilities. People occupy spaces physically, but also, and always, linguistically. When I attempted to elicit hand-drawn maps of "popular cartographies" from young habitués of several different maskani, I found they were
not nearly as interested in articulating their ideas about space graphically as
they were in doing so through narrative explications. When showing me the
maps they had drawn they would direct my attention to particular points and
say things like, "you see, this is what I said," or "this is the place I told you
about." Most completed the task of drawing the maps as a favor to me.
Though they already knew the stories were a richer source of material, they
chose to share the maps first, and were kind enough to let me figure out on
my own what was more important. During a discussion that followed a mapping exercise at Kwa Sheby I pointed out that only two of the five participants
had drawn the fence that surrounded the golf club on their maps and noted
that theirs were also among the few maps I had collected that portrayed
women hanging out at a maskani. Those who had not drawn the fence in
explained to me the rather obvious point that the fence was irrelevant to their
experiences at this maskani, while those who had drawn the fence acknowledged that they were sometimes forced to negotiate the boundary it delineated in order to gain access to the water source that lay on the other side. The
reasons given for the portrayal of women on the maps were similarly straightforward. Kwa Sheby was one of the few maskani in the city center where
young women could come to smoke and sleep without fear of being sexually

harassed. Mzee Sheby insisted that his male customers show a certain
degree of respect for his female customers. In the instance of Sheby's
maskani the mapping exercise did help to bring my attention to new insights
about the articulation of power and the negotiation of space at that particular maskani. This was mostly so, however, because until the time of the mapping exercise I had made very little effort to interview those who worked and
slept there, choosing instead to spend my time among those who only
passed by to smoke. But, as in all instances related to the mapping exercises, it was only during the discussions that followed them that I was able to
understand the ways that people conceptualized the relationship between the
spatial strategies of the state and formal business owners, and the spatial
tactics employed by street laborers to counter them.
Examples like the one provided at the opening of this chapter illustrate the
acute awareness that deiwakas like Athumani had of the types of transitory
or in-between places that de Certeau tells us can be occupied "by means of
semantic rarefaction," spaces that marked boundaries such as streets, intersections, fences, sidewalks, beaches, paths, trees, and rivers. Maskani
itself was bounded by such places. It has already been stated that one particular tree dominantly figured into conversations and descriptions of
Maskani as a place that was blessedly in the shade (kivulini), but the nearby
intersection that served to link those who lived in the wealthy northern suburbs to Maskani's workers was just as important. Some of the car washers
would transform the street itself by sitting in the middle of it on chairs they
placed there for that purpose. They used this strategy along with exaggerated hand and towel waving to detour and direct potential customers into parking spots considered car washer territory. Once so emplaced the cars would
be watched/washed and the owner of the vehicle would be expected to pay
the young man (as well as the city parking attendant who was officially in
charge of overseeing parking around Maskani). Entering into the parking
space cum place, the driver also entered into an unwritten contract. De
Certeau very specifically refers to these transitory boundary areas as spaces
rather than places. They are emplaced, in his argument, by the people who
occupy them through acts of walking and narration (or parking). Space is a
"frequented place" that is transformed through movement. But, still they are
not places, really. They are "passages," "a nowhere in places" (1984:104).
Space becomes place and vice versa, but according to de Certeau, a particular location can never be both a space and a place simultaneously.
Similarly, Marc Augé (1995:77-78) refers to a non-place, as a "space which
cannot be defined as relational, or historical, or concerned with identity" in
juxtaposition with a place which is "relational, historical and concerned with
identity." Augé argues that non-places are a product of "supermodernity."
Like de Certeau's spaces they are also marked by their transitory nature.14
Specifically, he mentions air, rail and motor routes, as well as all the spaces
inside vehicles, airports, railway stations, hotels, shopping centers, leisure
parks, and even the "complex skein of cable and wireless networks that
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mobilize extraterrestrial space for the purposes of communication"
(1995:79). On his list are also "refugee camps and shantytowns threatened
with demolition or doomed to festering longevity" (1995:77). For these too
are the products of supermodernity. As sites of transport, transit, commerce
and leisure, they work to produce simplified, relatively anonymous, temporary
identities such as passengers, customers, drivers. According to Augé, nonplaces have the capacity to deliver a certain sense of liberation to their users
but, he reminds us, "the user of a non-place is in contractual relation with it
(or with the powers that govern it) . . . [T]he passenger accedes to his
anonymity only when he has given proof of his identity; when he has countersigned (so to speak) the contract . . . In a way, the user of a non-place is
required to prove his innocence . . . [non-places] can only be entered by the
innocent" (1995:101-102). 15
The difference between Augé and de Certeau is clear. While the former
sees non-places as sites produced by, one might even say symptomatic of,
supermodernity, de Certeau sees similar places as sites of possibility and
potential that can serve as ruptures with the master narratives of modernity.
It is possible to unite both views, of course; such sites could be produced by
(super)modernity and simultaneously rupture it. In the many in-between
spaces where I conducted my research, there were many people who experienced them as places, and others who experienced them as non-places . . .
all at the same time.
The roads that border Maskani are surely transitory sites to all those customer-passengers making their way to work, but to the vendors, the young
men who live, work and sleep in the streets, the road signifies much more.
Their occupation and use of the street transforms it from a non-place to a
place, capitalizing on and countering the effects of supermodernity instantaneously. This process can be seen in the following example taken from an
exchange between myself and one of the several beggars who make their living in the intersections that border Maskani. After we greeted one another
the young man stepped off the curb we were sharing into the street, saying
to me with a knowing smile, " . . . aya dada, mi naenda kazi" (okay sister, I'm
going to work). Through this simple action this young man, who pretends he
is a Rwandan refugee to enlist people's sympathies, is both physically and
linguistically (as well as ironically) transforming a non-place into a place, artfully articulating his awareness of boundaries and what it takes to negotiate
and break through them. As I walked away I watched him extend his hand to
the driver of an expensive Land Cruiser and adopt a truly pathetic pose. I
could not help but smile at this brilliant demonstration of spatial awareness.
The street becomes his place of employment, while his invocation of Rwanda
as a failed place provides him with justification for transforming it thus. 16
Despite his brilliance, however, his life remains difficult. He still begs for
food, sleeps in the streets, and is routinely subjected to innumerable humiliations as a result. But, it does not make him less human nor does it make
his identity either simplified or "temporary" (Auge 1995). It is his intelli-

gence, his sense of humor, and his creative and poetic use of "tactics" that
forces us to recognize this. Augé tells us that a "non-place is the opposite
of Utopia: it exists, and it does not contain any organic society" (1995:111112). The paradox of the street corners, sidewalks, "shantytowns," and
other non-places where I conducted research in Dar es Salaam is that they
do contain organic society. Any argument to the contrary would fail to recognize the humanity that continues to survive and thrive in the many shadowy
spaces in-between state or privately controlled places.
The example provided above together with the example that opened this
chapter are representative of some of the ways people negotiate space in
and around Maskani and within the larger city as a whole. The subtlety of
their negotiations demonstrates a clear awareness of the structures that otherwise govern their space. One might argue that the spaces they inhabit are
produced by processes related to hypermodernity and that they do have certain non-place qualities that must be reckoned with (Augé 1995). Though I
think it is important to recognize the humanity that exists in such places, I
am not particularly interested in challenging these notions here. Maskani
was not an ideal example of social space and no one I met there would have
argued to the contrary. The point I would like to make, however, is that those
who make their living in the streets of Dar es Salaam, at Maskani and
beyond, must forever be aware of the ways the city is mapped, both officially
and unofficially. Such knowledge requires them to have an intimate knowledge of the types of spaces and relationships produced by locality but also
of the spaces and relationships produced by processes of globalization.
They navigate these spaces, local and global alike, through a combination of
social poetics and poetic geography that emerges precisely because they are
aware of the policies and forces in place that work to restrict and control
them. Careful attention to the poetic tactics routinely employed by street
laborers provides a glimpse into the social and moral structures that govern
society, as well as into the myths that have contributed to their construction.
The Articulation of the Global
The potential that in-between spaces like Maskani have to serve simultaneously as places and non-places creates the possibility for poetically ambiguous readings of structured power. Additionally created are possibilities for
the examining and imagining of contemporary modernity, whether one calls it
supermodernity (Augé 1995), hypermodernity (Appadurai 2001 (2000)), or
post-modernity (Harvey 1990; 2000a). All three of these authors, though in
decidedly different ways and with great individual subtlety, write about similar
phenomena related to the ways in which modernity has been transformed in
recent decades through processes that have come to be known as globalization. I think all three authors would agree (assuming they could first agree
on terminology of course) that the production and occurrence of non-places
increases as a result of globalization. In many ways non-places are local
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manifestations of globalization. Although local, they are not yet localized.
This only occurs when such non-places are transformed into places, and it is
this process that is of most interest to me and that to which I most directly
refer in the subtitle as "imagining localities in global spaces."
In order to understand the ways that the global touches down in people's
everyday lives it is important to understand the forms globalization is most
likely to take in specific locations. In this chapter I argue that people's understanding of globalization, at least among street laborers, is closely tied to the
massive influx of developmental aid, personnel and organizations that have
been flowing into Dar es Salaam since the late 1980s at a steadily increasing rate. In later chapters I focus on other manifestations of globalization
including increasingly global popular art and music and, in Chapter Nine, the
global drug trade. The emergent wealthy class of laborers who work in the
world of development represent the possibilities that globalization in the form
of development promises. Whereas in the past young people studied with
hopes of entering the civil service, they now do so in hopes of getting a job
with an NGO or other development organization. This is true among the
upper and middle classes but also among those from lower class backgrounds. Some of those at Maskani regularly participated in developmental
projects as ideal informants. I am sure that many of those with whom I came
into contact in the course of my research were motivated to speak with me
because they imagined I had connections to larger organizations and the
sources of money they represent. Most of those who worked at Maskani
expressed an interest in learning English to me at one time or another so that
they would be able to communicate with those foreigners who visited
Maskani. Some of them argued that knowing English would increase the tips
they received from car owners, while others suggested that knowing English
would open new opportunities. Some suggested that they might eventually
work as research assistants for foreigners wishing to know about "street children" or act as informants for development personnel unable to communicate in Kiswahili. No doubt, some of these imaginings were inspired by
observations of the work Mbelwa was doing with me, but there were plenty
of other examples available of possibilities that might accompany English fluency for them to observe. Several Wamaskani spoke halting English but, I
noted, never to me. They would greet other foreigners in English hoping to
entice them into conversations that might eventually lead to a money-making
opportunity. Some Wamaskani, especially the street artists who hung out
there, worked more directly with several different NGOs in the production of
educational materials. Some, like the example of Dixon given in the previous
chapter, capitalized on the existence of NGOs established to help "street children" by embracing this otherwise despised identity. Many of the cars that
were brought to Maskani to be washed belonged to those working in nearby
developmental offices. Sometimes the cars were brought by their owners
and sometimes by their drivers and more than a few of the former came for
the explicit purpose of hanging out and practicing their Kiswahili.

It was primarily through these informal discussions and discussions with
Tanzanian-born development workers that people at Maskani came to know
about the workings of the development world and came to recognize the economic opportunities associated with it. In many ways, such opportunities
and development more generally have come to represent one of the most
viable legal avenues for gaining access to the wealth and material goods that
have come to be increasingly associated with contemporary visions of modernity in Dar es Salaam. Yet development is also tied to modernization discourses and it remains difficult to distinguish notions of the modern from
those of modernization. As I suggest below, this is not surprising given how
closely entangled modernity and modernization discourses tend to be among
everyday citizens and those who work in development.
Modernization and Modernity
The street corners and pavements where most of my research was conducted had potential to disrupt notions of both modernity and modernization
through their very existence. They served to rupture the city's modernist
myths while, at the same time to reaffirm the stark realities of capitalist
urban modernity experienced by the city's laborers. These ruptures and reaffirmations where spatially visible in countless locations in the city but the
proximity of Maskani to the development district of Dar es Salaam made
them seem particularly salient. While the city itself can be seen as the site
of the modern, especially in the context of the multi-storied buildings that
housed the NGOs near Maskani, the types of informal economic endeavors
undertaken by those involved in such activities as street vending, food vending, and automobile watching/washing illustrate the paradoxes of modernity's promises. In other words, the burgeoning informalization of the economy is a product and a process of modernity, as well as evidence of its failures. How modernity is defined in Dar es Salaam depends on many factors,
not least of which is class background. The so-called "respectable" classes
choose to define their notions about modernity in relation to the sorts of
activities engaged in by those visibly laboring in the streets of the city. Street
laborers' visibility becomes a trope of the non-modern, eliding notions of "tradition." Since most street laborers are recent immigrants to the city, their
very presence reveals the failure of modernity projects to bridge the ruralurban divide. Many members of the middle and upper classes also engage
in income-generating activities that are both informal and illegal but the very
invisibility of these activities is a privilege that allows them to maintain a
degree of respectability that remains out of reach for those who must put
their body, mind, and soul on the city streets to make a living.
Conceptions of the modern in Dar es Salaam are complex and diverse, and
what is recognized as modern by one social group may be perceived as the
antithesis by another. Modernity itself is viewed with deep ambivalence. On
one hand, there has been a great deal of so-called progress since the 1980s.
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There are more things available, more money in circulation, increased access
to improved services, as well as improvements in communication and transportation. On the other hand, there is increasing poverty and a widening gap
between the wealthy and the poor. It is fairly easy to figure out that the
changes, both good and bad, go hand-in-hand.
Despite scholarly efforts to separate out discourses on modernity from
those on modernization over the last couple of decades, they are still heavily intertwined in practice.17 It may not be possible to uncover a clear
"genealogy of modernity"18 in Tanzania but by starting with a sort of linguistic genealogy of the terms related to modernity and modernization I hope to
improve the chance of coming to a workable understanding of the concepts
and their possible meaning(s). To begin with, kisasa, the word most often
translated as modern(ity), is formed by attaching a prefix to the adverb form
-sasa. In this sense, it is perhaps best be taken as an indicator of contemporaneity. The ki- prefix indicates concrete-ness, making kisasa best translated as "the ways of the present," or "the things of now." I have never heard
kisasa opposed to as/7/, or tradition. It would be difficult to argue for such a
dichotomous association in Tanzania, despite it being a central point in much
Western scholarship regarding conceptions of modernity in Africa (see especially Comaroff and Comaroff 1991, 1993, 1997). It is generally assumed
that modernity is relationally defined with notions of tradition and the past,
but I believe such an analysis would be too simplistic in this case. For a
start, the word kisasa is rarely used in daily language, and despite my incessant efforts to introduce the term into conversations, people would routinely
resist when I employed it to define them, their lifestyles, their generation, or
anything associated with their efforts to survive in the city. Its usage became
more popular from 1996 through 1998 when the term was used in a Salama
condoms advertising campaign that referred to Salama condoms as "chaguo
la kisasa," or "the modern choice." In the posters accompanying the campaign, young, fashionably clad, upper-class urbanites, ostensibly embodying
the modern, were pictured in clean, ordered settings such as restaurants and
universities, implying that the "modern choice" entailed more than just condom usage (Figs. 3.7, 3.8). Such posters, however, hardly signify Tanzanian
notions of modernity. Views toward modernity are much more ambivalent, a
fact which should be made apparent from an example of one of the occasions when kisasa is routinely employed in daily language. The phrase
ugonjwa wa kisasa, or the modern sickness, is one of many euphemisms
employed to refer to AIDS, the very disease that the folks at Salama condoms were trying to counter with their campaign. The tragic irony of this obvious difference between Western notions of the modern and Tanzanian
notions of the modern formed the basis of my Master's Thesis, though I am
only now coming to understand the mechanisms that allowed and continue
to allow for the reproduction of such misunderstandings (Moyer 1997a).
Part of the problem is that organizations such as Population Services
International (PSI), the NGO behind Salama condoms, are more specifically
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engaged in projects of modernization than projects of modernity.
Yet all the appropriate
Kiswahili words associated with
modernization and progress in
Tanzania were commandeered by
Nyerere for usage by the
Tanzanian state. Although NGOs
are supposed to be working with
the state to meet their aims, it
should come as no surprise that
they want to introduce notions of
modernization that are, in fact,
opposed to the nationalist project. 1 9

Bi la Salama?
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Maendeleo, jitegemea, mradi,
progress, self-help,
project:
these are all words associated with the national development discourse.
Even their everyday usage signifies a degree of continuity between past
nationalist (i.e. socialist) development discourses, current state-sponsored
discourses, and street-level discourses on development. Among street-level
progress discourses, such as those overheard at Maskani, I could readily distinguish two general categories: those that reproduced socialist rhetoric, and
those that were more individualistic and more directly concerned with the
effort to better one's own economic position. 2 0 The former were most often
employed when approaching government sponsors or Tanzanian nationals
associated with NGOs for financial support of a project {mradi) ostensibly
aimed at helping people to help themselves (Jitegemea) to deliver national
progress (maendeleo). More individualistic discourses were employed (often
by the same people) when approaching expatriates or Western donors
(though the truly savvy knew that it was not always a bad idea to invoke
socialist discourses when dealing with Westerners hailing from socialist
democracies; the Finns and the Swedes were thought to be most susceptible). Despite the cynical implications of this analysis, what I hope to illustrate is that discourses related to modernity and modernization are just that,
discourses, and that it is possible to become a master of several at once.

Figure 3.7 "Make
him Understand!"
Salama Condom
poster. (1996)
Figure 3.8 "Make
sure he gets it!"
Salama Condom
Poster. (1996)

The " G l o b a l " in Dar es Salaam
Following Appadurai's (1996, 2001) imagining of "imagination" as a faculty
that provides emancipatory possibilities in the context of contemporary globalization, I employ the term imagination as one infused with power.
Imagination and the ability to create an alternative vision in the face of
oppression go hand-in-hand, whether the oppressors are the local police, the
national government, or predatory global capital. While Appadurai seems to
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be more interested in exploring how alternative globalizations might be imagined, I am trying to come to a better understanding of how alternative localizations are imagined in the context of global spaces, that is, how the global
touches down locally. "Global spaces" refers to the sort of in-between nonplaces that are seemingly proliferating in Dar es Salaam today in conjunction
with increasing globalization and the transformations of the Tanzanian state,
which themselves are, at least in part, a result of global political and economic pressure. The local and the global are imbricated in one another and must
be understood to be shaped and re-shaped in response to issues relating to
factors as diverse as family, religion, class, gender, and nation among others.
The increasingly uneven distribution of wealth that has become so common
in contemporary Dar es Salaam is, in fact, typical of globalization processes
worldwide. In order to comprehend the radical changes that have occurred
in Tanzania since the 1980s it is necessary to examine them in relation to
local and national factors to be sure, but also in relation to global factors as
well.
Globalization itself is a broad topic and not one that I am prepared to discuss at length here. There is one factor that weighs heavily in our understandings of globalization, however, on which I would like to focus. Most
scholarly accounts of the topic seem to agree that the run-away quality of
finance is among globalization's most salient characteristics. How money
moves, what it means, and how it is valued has become unmoored in recent
times, leading many to argue that the sovereignty of nation-states is being
challenged as a result of increasing deregulation and transnational flows of
capital. I would like to push this argument in a particular direction, calling
into question the similarities between global finance and the flow of development dollars to global cities of the South. As suggested above, development
organizations were recognized as one of the primary manifestations of the
global in Dar es Salaam. This is true because the world of development represents an opportunity to gain access to the material wealth and goods associated with the world beyond Dar es Salaam, but also because the world of
development represents power, particularly power to influence and shape the
nation state. Chapter Five attempts to provide an illustration of this through
a discussion of state-based oppression and popular views relating to the
belief that international aid organizations are in a position to challenge the
state's power. Just as multi-national corporations use their power to influence national laws to their benefit, some international aid organizations,
especially those concerned with human rights issues, use their power to
lobby individual nation-states on behalf of the state's citizens. A primary difference between the two, however, is that international aid organizations
claim to use their power to attempt to influence the nation-state for primarily altruistic reasons, while multinationals tend to do so with economic profit
in mind. Regardless of this difference, what is apparent is that international
aid organizations, many of which are shaped by Western development and
modernization theories, do attempt to challenge the sovereignty of nation-
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states in many so-called developing countries, as does the dispersal and
movement of development dollars. I would suggest, furthermore, that this
process leads to a particular form of globalization in global cities of the South
that significantly differs from forms of globalization that have been observed
at the centers of global finance in global cities of the North. Though this
study is not directly concerned with trying to understand these differing
processes of globalization, attempts to do so would do well to begin their
studies with an examination of the flows of development aid, as well as the
structures that govern those flows.
One of the issues with which this study is concerned is the degree to which
transnational subjectivities have emerged in global cities of the South like
Dar es Salaam where processes of globalization are largely shaped by international development organizations and aid. Saskia Sassen (1998:XXI), in
Globalization and its Discontents, discusses how disadvantaged workers in
the service sector such as women, immigrants, and people of color "occupy"
global cities through the simplicity of their very presence. Through this occupation, she argues, they develop new types of politicized transnational subjectivities. Even though individuals may not gain direct access to power
through their work in the service sector in global cities, disadvantaged workers can emerge as subjects precisely because of their presence in the
transnational spaces of global cities. 21 The question is whether individuals
with transnational subjectivities exist mainly in global cities of the developed
North, or if they can also be found in cities of the South? I would argue that
emergent transnational subjectivities do exist in the South but that the economic changes that have initiated their emergence are quite different from
those, like de-industrialization, that have led to their emergence in the North.
The particularities of what constitutes the global in Dar es Salaam are primarily determined in relation to international developmental aid and the recent
and rapid NGO-ization of the city rather than to the mechanisms of de-industrialization that have marked global cities in the North.
Few people would argue that Dar es Salaam is a "global city," despite it
being a major Indian Ocean seaport and the despite great ethnic diversity of
its citizens. According to AbdulMaliq Simone:
[l]t is clear that African cities, with the possible exception of
Johannesburg, are nowhere near close to being world cities. Rather, they
are largely sites of intensifying and broadening impoverishment and rampant informality operating on highly insubstantial economic platforms
through which it is difficult to discern any sense of long-term viability.
African cities have also been subject to substantial restructuring over the
past decade. In line with normative orientations of governance, these
changes have emphasized decentralization of formal political authority
and responsibility, if not necessarily capacity and real decision-making
power (2001:16).
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Simone points to many of the factors that characterize contemporary Dar es
Salaam when he argues that despite rapid political change, increasing informalization and flexibility within the economy, and an increase in differential
poverty statistics, such cities are not "global."
The changes that have occurred in most African cities over the last several
decades can certainly be tied to worldwide processes of globalization, however. So while Dar es Salaam may not be a "global city" in line with those
described by Sassen I think it is reasonable to argue that there are "global
spaces" within the city that are easily recognizable to those living and working in the city. Like the Sheraton and many of the other businesses and
organizations that occupy buildings in the area surrounding the street corner
where I worked, global spaces are often marked physically by their gated and
guarded entrances, immaculately kept shrubs, and a neat and ordered
appearance, while the ever-present flag or flags flapping in the ocean breeze
remind passersby of international affiliations. But global spaces are also
found in the shadows of these places, on the sides of the roads, or sometimes right in the middle of them, on the sidewalks, and in a myriad of unexpected and often in-between crevices that are produced and re-produced by
globalization. According to Harvey, "we can better understand globalization
as a process of production of uneven ...geographical development"
(2000a:61). It is those spaces where that unevenness, and occasionally the
traces of its production can be conceptualized and articulated, that I am calling global. This is not to suggest that such unevenness is a requirement for
something to be considered global, only that in the context of Dar es Salaam,
it is one of the most salient characteristics of the way that the global is manifested.
Perhaps I am making too great of a distinction between global cities and
global spaces within cities, and perhaps the real difference lies between global cities of the North, and global cities of the South. The global cities Sassen
and the majority of scholars engaged in globalization studies speak of are primarily located in the North, where they are defined more by the internationalization of capital and global finance than by debt restructuring and development projects, the markers of increasing globalization in the South. There
are, of course, also uncontested global cities of the South defined in accordance with terms otherwise reserved for the likes of New York, Los Angeles,
London, Paris and Tokyo. Johannesburg, Rio de Janeiro, Bombay come immediately to mind but, I would argue, these cities are in most cases being doubly globalized by processes characteristic of both the North and South.
As in the northern cities described by Sassen, there are also hundreds of
thousands of disadvantaged workers living in cities of the South like Dar es
Salaam. Yet, unlike their northern counterparts, very few of them are
employed by businesses and organizations engaged in global enterprises. In
fact, most of those who are employed by such organizations, even those
employed in the service sector as guards, cooks, cleaning personnel and drivers, are considered to be among the privileged by those making a living in the

streets. It is generally argued that development in the name of modernization brings jobs. The reality in most global cities of the South is that very few
people actually have access to those jobs. Even service sector jobs demand
a reasonable command of English and quite often employment references
from respected members of the community. Such references are difficult if
not impossible to obtain for those without membership or connection to the
"respectable" classes. In short, to be officially employed by international
businesses and organizations or by their well-off employees demands a certain degree of educational and cultural capital that most poor and working
class Tanzanians simply do not have.
One could argue that like in the global cities of the North, those working in
the informal economies of global cities of the South benefit indirectly from
the presence of international businesses, development organizations and
their personnel. Taking the example of the Sheraton, it is notable that a section of the city previously thought of as unprofitable has been transformed
both by the building of the hotel and by the growth of the international community in Dar es Salaam that has accompanied the economic liberalization
of the last ten years. Many of the young men at Maskani make their daily living by washing and guarding the automobiles of people working for or visiting
international organizations in the area. Others sell merchandise to them
through their car windows.22 Female food vendors who have occupied the
street corner serve nutritious and inexpensive meals to local people who
work for the businesses and organizations in the area. Other women, the
ones who primarily emerge around sunset to begin their nightly walks up and
down Ohio Street, the street the Sheraton is built on, sell their company and
bodies to men driving home from work. Those who speak reasonable English
and can afford nice clothing and the necessary tip to the doorman work the
bar of the hotel itself. In one sense, all of these people are benefiting from
development, are being employed as a result of this particular modernist
endeavor. There is little doubt, however, that these are not the type of jobs
imagined by organizations and individuals who set out to engage in this
endeavor, be they the IMF, World Bank, development planners, or the
Tanzanian state. If development does indeed bring about modernization and
modernity, then it brings about a modernity that looks quite different from the
Western Euro-American modernities that many of those engaged in the development process expect.
Regardless of their expectations, however, most are pretty well aware of
what has resulted in the name of development in Africa. During prior trips to
Tanzania and during the preliminary phases of research for this project I had
the opportunity to discuss the effectiveness of developmental aid with well
over fifty employees of at least twenty different HIV/AIDS and youth related
NGOs. Although, in the end, I decided to conduct my research outside of the
realms of the development world, I continued to follow the workings of several of the organizations most engaged in projects aimed at preventing
HIV/AIDS and at helping marginalized urban youth. Among those working in
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development who I interviewed, very few believed that development had really brought about any significant structural change and many thought that they
often did more harm than good. Discussions regarding the fostering of
dependency relations and personal disillusionment were rampant among the
development personnel I came to know in Tanzania, especially after hours,
outside of the context of the office. I expected to find idealistic innocents
out to save the world. What I found instead were mostly seasoned professionals, many of whom were as aware as their harshest critics of the limits
of development.
My understanding of the situation leads me to suggest that most of the disillusionment I encountered arose from their continued belief in and commitment to unitary views on development and modernization. It seemed that the
failure to recognize and accept the possibility of different trajectories of the
modern prevented many of those engaged in development work from envisioning their African counterparts as equals. The underlying assumption of
development after all is that African countries are not developed, not modern, certainly not Western. If we are to believe Achille Mbembe, in many contexts Africans themselves are not even imagined as human. Speaking on the
blindness that has resulted from the failure of those involved in policy making, including policy makers associated with international aid organization, to
engage in serious research, Mbembe observes:
African politics and economics have been condemned to appear in social
theory only as the sign of the lack, while the discourse of political science
and development economics has become that of a quest for the causes
of that lack. On the basis of a grotesque dramatization, what political
imagination is in Africa is held incomprehensible, pathological, and abnormal. War is seen as all pervasive. The continent, a great, soft, fantastic
body, is seen as powerless, engaged in rampant self-destruction. Human
action there is seen as stupid and mad, always proceeding from anything
but rational calculations (2001:8).
Mbembe's assertions, while perhaps a bitter pill to swallow, take the form of
medicine much needed and, whether they stem from the beliefs he outlines
or others perhaps equally troubling, it remains that many engaged in development work treat neither African states nor African individuals as equals.
I have suggested that such inequality results, in part, because those working in development, confined in their thinking by the very definition of development, are largely unable to imagine trajectories of the modern that might
differ from those informed by Western modernization theories. From this perspective, it could be argued that the practice of development could be much
improved if those engaged in it would be willing to radically rethink what it
means to be developed, to be modern. Organizations that remain committed
to Western views of the modern are, as in Mbembe's estimation, often perceived by those who are ostensibly being "helped" as unable to or, worse,

unwilling to, recognize what does work in Africa, what is reasonable, and what
is rational.
International Double Talk

Figure 3.9 Flexibles
comic strip by D.
Chikoko. First published in The
Guardian. Dar es
Salaam. (16 March
2000)

In offering the above critique I do not want to give the impression that it is
only Western views on modernization that limit the capacity of developmental organizations to bring about real change, nor that it is only Western development workers who embrace such views. Though I think such critiques are
important they are not particularly reflective of the views offered by the young
Tanzanians with whom I worked, nor are they reflective of the types of experiences and interactions they had with the development world. In fact, few of
them challenged the overall objectives of development, Western-inspired or
not, and several of them even championed the aims of development. Further,
most of those I interviewed on the subject suggested that they preferred to
deal directly with Westerners working for development organizations rather
than with Tanzanian-born employees. This was most often justified by commonly held views that Tanzanians working in development were doing so primarily to make money, that they were not particularly interested in the humanitarian aims advertised by their organizations and, also, that they were often
corrupt, demanding that recipients of development funds, no matter how
small, pay them a percentage.
In this final section I want to look more closely at such accusations. To
begin, it is important to recognize which Tanzanians are likely to work in development. Only those with specific cultural capital, including the right references and connections, land such jobs. Many people at Maskani readily
expressed the belief that development work could only be attained with the
political, economic, and social contacts, people who were well educated,
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spoke English, and knew how to fool foreigners. Those who passed by
Maskani who worked with and for foreign organizations, of whom there where
quite a few, were both derided and admired by Wamaskani. They were sometimes portrayed as sell-out approval stamps for foreign organizations but
their superior socio-economic positions were often coveted by Wamaskani.
There is no doubt that many Tanzanians working with development organizations serve as more than approval stamps for Western designed projects.
Yet, many of those working at Maskani expressed the relatively uniform belief
that no one who worked in development did so solely to bring about positive
social change in Tanzania. On some level or another everyone, Tanzanians
and Westerners alike, were seen to be in it for the money (Fig. 3.9). 23
This point was made clear to me when a local NGO conducted a series of
interviews about condom use with some of the young men at Maskani. When
I arrived at Maskani one day I noticed Athumani was wearing a Salama
Condoms tee-shirt. When I asked him where he got it he explained that
someone from Salama had come by Maskani a few days before and
approached him to be in a focus group, asking him to come to their offices
with a few of his friends. He reported that he had, in fact, just come back
from there. Interested in his perception of the largest condom supplier in the
country, I asked him how it went. "Mbaya," he said. "Bad." When I asked
why, he explained that he showed up at the Salama offices with two of his
friends around lunchtime. They were invited into a conference room and
questioned for about an hour. Athumani maintained that the other young
men only gave yes or no answers while he worked hard to give the man who
was interviewing them a true view of what it was like for young men like him.
After the interview they were given "two sambusas and a soda" for their
time. 24 When Athumani protested, pointing out that they had been pulled
away from their work for over two hours in the middle of the busiest part of
the day, the person who interviewed them pulled him aside and gave him the
tee-shirt. Athumani explained to me that this was typical. He said he knew
for a fact that the organization set aside money to pay informants for their
time but that middlemen, like the person who conducted the interview, liked
to pocket the proceeds. He said he was not angry with the organization
because he thought the people running it were trying to do a good thing. He
was angry because he felt he had been abused by the Salama employee. He
told me he had been asked to return the next week for a follow-up interview
but that there was no way he was going to show up.
This story was not unlike several others I heard that blamed development
personnel, specifically Tanzanian citizens, for pocketing money earmarked for
informants. Several musicians and artists also reported being required to
pay a "commission" to Tanzanian NGO personnel before receiving their
wages for performances sponsored by the organization. Because the events
where they perform are usually associated with development agendas like
AIDS prevention, NGO workers, who were themselves receiving quite handsome salaries (plus their "commissions"), would even suggest that perform-

ers should volunteer their time to a good cause and be thankful for the exposure. Not surprisingly, such arguments held little sway among people who
were just getting by economically.25
In order to understand better the role played by some Tanzanians working
in development I turn to Bayart's (2000) African Affairs article concerning the
relationship between international development and the African state, most
specifically African leaders. With copious examples, Bayart argues against
dependency theorists (and, indirectly development projects engaged in
changing Africa's relationship to modernity) who maintain that the legitimacy
of African states falters mainly because they lack a proper social and cultural foundation (2000:237). Instead, he suggests that individual African leaders consciously and consistently engage with the world economy in line with
what he terms "historic practices of extraversion"(/b/'d.J In contemporary postliberalized Africa this translates to African leaders bamboozling international
aid organizations and foreign governments while operating under the guise of
being democratically elected. Though Bayart's arguments were very much in
line with views expressed by young Tanzanians. African political leaders who
transform the power that results from their dealings with international donors
and foreign capital into greater power over their constituency do so through
mastery of a sort of international double-talk, or in Bayart's translated words,
"a form of pidgin language that various native princes use in their communication with Western sovereigns and financiers" (Bayart 2000:226). 2 6
Many Tanzanians currently working for international development organizations do the same, if only to a lesser degree. This is not the result of their
failure to recognize the workings of Western theories of development, but
rather their mastery of them. Such practices are directly in line with the "historical processes of extraversion" that Bayart discusses. Capitalizing on
their relative power and cultural capital within Tanzania, certain privileged
members of society gain access to jobs in the foreign sector. With the
incomes received from these positions, some of which are extraordinarily out
of proportion with the local economy, they are able accrue wealth without
resorting to illegality and, thus, to achieve and maintain respectability. The
choice to work for a humanitarian organization for primarily economic motives
would not have been interpreted as unethical or immoral among those working at Maskani. When Tanzanians use their positions in the foreign sector to
profit from the poor, however, as in the example of Athumani and the Salama
Condoms employee, they are despised.27
What I want to suggest with this line of argument is that critiques of Western
development must also examine the complicity of African leaders, both politicians and those employed in development, in perpetuating a system that
benefits them enormously. In Tanzania, international development policies
and discourses are most often delivered to local populations by either politicians or other Tanzanians working in development. In contemporary postsocialist Tanzania there is a high degree of street-level disillusionment, one
might even say cynicism, toward the positivistic development discourses put
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forth by international developmental organizations that is similar to the disillusionment expressed by many regarding the state's capacity and desire to
bring about meaningful social change. This disillusionment seemed to stem
from the many painful personal and familial memories people associated
with failed socialist-inspired modernization projects from the 1970s and
1980s that had demanded participation. That people were skeptical regarding development projects sponsored by the state during my research made
sense given the recent failures of the state to deliver development but it was
only when I realized the social and economic ties between those who held
public office and those who worked in development that I was able to understand people's skeptical attitudes toward development projects not sponsored by the state. Current developmental regimes, characterized by promises of liberalization, democracy, and greater social freedom, are not recognized as particularly new in any way but, rather, as the same old modernization projects in new clothes. The main difference is that international and
non-governmental aid organizations now provide the state with a new ideological veneer for their old tricks. Sometimes the state even benefits directly by
insisting that all new development projects go through a national review
board. In this way a state body determines which local projects and NGOs
get funding from international aid organizations. Though statistics are not
available regarding the relationship between successfully funded projects
and personal connections that might exist between well-placed government
officials and NGO workers, many of those with whom I worked assumed the
worst, that only those with the right connections could hope to see their projects funded.
I have suggested that there are clear connections between recent trends in
globalization and the rapid increase of developmental organizations working
in Tanzania over the last ten or so years. I have also suggested that it is possible to compare flows in developmental aid with flows in global capital and
queried whether there might also be similarities between the types of international subjectivities developing in global cities of the North as defined by
Sassen (1998) and the types of subjectivities emerging in global cities of the
South where globalization is sometimes manifested quite differently. Those
who work for development organizations and other businesses that have
recently emerged as part of the process of globalization in Dar es Salaam do
exhibit a politicized international presence, but it is as a result of their access
to power within Tanzania rather than as of their marginalization within the system. Unlike the service sector employees described by Sassen, the international subjectivities of Tanzania's global employees are centered on privilege.
Some of them may, in fact, believe in the development ethos of the organizations they for which they work but one cannot ignore the possibility that they
are least partially motivated to do so by the increased possibilities for economic gain and increased power within Tanzania.
The international subjectivities of the Tanzanian middle classes that have
arisen from increasing globalization have little in common with international

subjectivities of the disadvantaged workers of Sassen's arguments. In many
ways they have more in common with highly paid business executives in the
North who have disproportionately benefited from the transformation of the
global economy. Such comparisons may be simplistic but they are also fair
in many ways. Those making their living in the streets of Dar es Salaam, in
the other global spaces, have more in common with service sector employees in the North than do Tanzanians working for development organizations.
And while, it is unlikely that they will organize around any common principles
anytime soon (except perhaps for the right to pursue individual wealth), I do
think one could make a reasonable argument that they have also developed
international subjectivities that result in their having more in common with
deiwakas from Cairo to Cape Town than with rural laborers in their own country.
If globalization has brought about one thing to both the North and the South
it is a heightened awareness of difference and the emergence of geographically divided global cities. Excessive wealth juxtaposed with the everydayness of poverty seems to occur with greater frequency and intensity as the
gulf of economic difference grows wider, and this juxtaposition is nowhere
more easily observed than in the occupation and contestation of urban
space. Occupation and contestation are enacted in global cities of the
North, just as they are in global cities of the South. Of course, in the North
there is more established control by the state over space resulting in the normalization of inner city slums, re-gentrification, and suburbia. In short, there
is less contestation in the North, but I would argue this exposes hegemonic
views toward class and space rather than greater equality. The history of
industrial labor in the world is forever embedded in its cities both old and
new. You just have to dig a bit deeper through centuries of power and polish
to find it in many northern locales. In Dar es Salaam, like in most global
cities of the South, inequality confronts. Poverty knocks on your car window
and tries to sell you luxuries it could never afford. It sits on the sidewalk waiting to stand face to face with you as you leave work. It washes and guards
the luxury Land Cruiser you just bought to ensure you arrive safely home,
where poverty will open the gate for you and guard you where you sleep. Your
sense of safety and security are guaranteed by it. And threatened as well.
notes
1

Of course, he saw his arrangement with the police as a form of harassment
in itself.
2
As I will discuss in the next chapter, maskanis like Sheby's are integral to
the operation of vijiweni where informal economic activities take place
throughout the city. Few people would smoke cannabis at their own kijiweni/maskani for fear of attracting the attention of the police to their place
of business.
3
Fig. 3.3 shows Mzee Sheby's map of his maskani. Note the fence dividing
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the "jymkana" from the "masikani," (sic) and the well (Bombani) located on
the gymkhana side of the fence, which those who slept at Kwa Sheby used
for clean water. Negotiations for water often presented as many problems for
Mzee Sheby as did his negotiations with the police. At the time of my 2 0 0 1
visit to Dar es Salaam Kwa Sheby had begun doubling as a Masaai maskani
as well, and the young Masaai were less circumspect than they could have
been regarding water access. These young men who had been hired by a
local construction firm to guard their site had no qualms about hopping over
the fence in plain view of the golfers. That they normally dressed in typical
Masaai garb (from red-checked toga to knife and club) usually guaranteed
they would not go unnoticed.
4

Mabasi was the name given to individuals who brought their cars to
Maskani to be washed. Each car washer worked to develop a personal relationship with the owner of a car over time. For the car washers this meant
they could rely on steady customers who might be inclined to help them out
in times of trouble and for the car owners it translated to extra security as
they would know exactly who to blame if something was stolen from their
automobiles.
5
I thank Dennis Maryogo for this and many other poignant observations.
6
In 2 0 0 1 , the Sheraton was bought out by a South African firm and re-named
the Royal Palm. I half-heartedly considering changing my title to "in the
shade of the palm" since it would be more or less metaphorically equivalent
but have chosen to maintain the original title. During the time of my research,
and for the five years preceding it, peoples' imaginings were shaped on the
possibilities promised and threatened by the Sheraton's existence. When I
returned to Dar es Salaam in 2 0 0 2 , I found that people still referred to the
Royal Palm as the Sheraton, and the joke among the young men working the
corner was that the only thing that had changed were the name and the fact
that employees' salaries had gone down. This is a critique one increasingly
hears in reference to South African management that behaves in Tanzania as
if Apartheid were part of its legacy.
7
More detailed information on Maskani based car washing activities is provided by Dixon in Chapter Two.
8
Chapter Six focuses more explicitly on the activities of these other vendors.
9
Trouillot (1995:103) similarly suggests that most studies of the Haitian
Revolution romanticize the unity and objectives of the revolutionaries, assuming they were fighting for "freedom" and other abstract ideals, when in fact,
what they actually wanted was three days a week to work their own garden
plots. Trouillot argues that the reasons for such abbreviated analysis go
beyond ignorant romanticism to include the assumption by most researchers
that it was not possible for Haitians to organically develop locally meaningful
reasons for revolution and resistance, and that they therefore must have borrowed such ideas from the recently fought French Revolution.
10
Several authors have followed Canclini's lead, some more effectively than
even he has. See Cosentino (1992,1995) for examples.
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These arguments have been perhaps best articulated by Appadurai and
Breckenridge in early volumes of the journal Public Culture. Also see Pinney's
(2000) discussion, "Popular, Public and Other Cultures."
12
Fabian suggests that one of the primary reasons that studies of popular
culture have been more or less unnoticed in the field of cultural anthropology is that these studies, by necessity, must focus on what is unstable in cultures, while the discipline itself is more often interested in stable social
structures (1998:11).
13
Ndjio's (n.d.) examination of challenges to state control of public space in
Cameroon provides a compelling comparison to the arguments I make here.
Of particular interest are the author's ideas regarding the role sites of pleasure, or "carrefour de la joie," play in disrupting dominant spatial narratives.
I, too, explore sites of pleasure in Chapters 7-9 of this study.
14
A connection could be made between de Certeau's and Auge's interests
in transitory spaces and the works of authors such as Clifford (1997),
Canclini (1995), Bhaba (1994), Ghosh (1993), Appadurai (1996), and
Roberts (2000), all of whom have made strong arguments for the need for
social scientists to examine the interstitial spaces between cultures in order
to understand better processes of globalization, both historical and contemporary.
15
In fact, one the primary struggles faced by Wamaskani was obtaining the
legitimate identification {kitambulisho) necessary for them to live and work in
the city. Without it they were constantly subject to police harassment and
threatened with imprisonment and/or forced removal from the city.
16
It is impossible to say whether this young man was really a Rwandan
refugee, though the other young men working near him told me he was not.
Refugee identities were often contested among people at Maskani who
believed it was just a way for people to make money. Sommer's (2001) work
with Burundian refugees in Dar es Salaam suggests that refugees, who are
required to live in settlement camps, are unlikely to undertake practices that
would draw the attention of the authorities when living clandestinely in Dar
es Salaam. For this reason alone, I find it improbable that this young man
was indeed a refugee.
17
The need to make the distinction between modernity and modernization
has become increasingly important for scholars in anthropology in recent
years. See Appadurai (1996) and Mitchell (2000) for further reading.
18
This term was introduced by Peter Geschiere and Peter Pels who organized
an intensive week-long seminar at the Amsterdam School for Social Science
in August 2001 to further develop their lines of thinking on the topic. The
phrase "genealogies of modernity" suggests, as does Asad's "genealogy of
religion," the need to examine the relational aspects between different
aspects of modernity that exist from place to place. This is a departure from
recent scholarly arguments devoted to the examination of multiple modernities.
19
All HIV/AIDS related programs and research must be approved by the
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state organization established specifically for this purpose. During the period of my research this umbrella organization was the National AIDS Control
Program (NACP). The NACP was restructured in 2001 and a new organization, TACAIDS, was formed in hopes of streamlining the various research,
education, prevention, and treatment efforts of the many individuals, states
and NGOs currently engaged in HIV/AIDS work in Tanzania. Although my own
research theoretically fell under the rubric of the NACP there seemed to be
little organization interest in directing or controlling it in any way. The reorganization of NACP into TACAIDS was partially undertaken to ensure that the
actions of individuals and organizations could be more closely monitored by
the state. I am unable to say to what extent these efforts have been successful.
20
Most of the people with whom I worked had some project in mind for bettering their situation economically and it was not unusual for them to
approach individuals perceived to have access to funding with their plans
when they passed by Maskani. Several people did manage to secure financing in this way, while others were able to find patrons to pay for skills training programs.
21
See Sassen (2003) for an expanded discussion of emergent subjectivities.
22
Even my research assistant, Mbelwa, who has been hanging out on the
corner socially for years, made extra cash translating for special events in the
Sheraton's conference rooms. The job he was most proud of was a translation into Swahili of a speech given by Charles Stith, the former (1999-2001)
US ambassador to Tanzania, for a local newspaper.
23
One should not assume that this stance was perceived as being immoral
or problematic in any serious way; by most it is simply considered human
nature.
24
Meat filled pastry usually eaten as a light snack.
25
During a panel discussion among Kelly Askew, Hanan Sabea and me at
the 2001 African Studies Association meetings it was suggested that development organizations have begun to fill the role of the artistic patron left
vacant by the socialist state. Though I do not pursue this avenue of inquiry
in this study, I think it is well worth doing so. Many of the behaviors and
responses of those working for development organizations and those being
subjected to their services may, in fact, be following rules of performance and
patronage that were primarily established during the socialist years.
26
Pels (2002) demonstrates the ways similar international pidgins were
employed by Waluguru leaders in central Tanzania during the late colonial
period.
27
In the next chapter I explore the Swahili notion of roho mbaya, a term used
to describe selfish people who heartlessly take from those who are less fortunate than themselves. Athumani specifically used this term to describe
the man from Salama Condoms who failed to sufficiently compensate him for
his time.
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A Place of Peace:
Street Corner Justice in the name of Jah

Every man got a right to decide his own destiny,
And in this judgement there is no partiality.
So arm in arms, with arms, we'll fight this little struggle,
Cause that's the only way we can overcome our little trouble.
No more internal power struggle;
We come together to overcome the little trouble.
Soon we'll find out who is the real revolutionary,
'Cause I don't want my people to be contrary.
To divide and rule could only tear us apart,
In every man chest, mm - there beats a heart.
So soon we'll find out who is the real revolutionaries;
And I don't want my people to be tricked by mercenaries.

- Bob Marley, Zimbabwe
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Mapping Zion
Among the young men from Maskani with whom I worked there was a general (though not exclusive) form of verbal demarcation employed to map out
social space as either safe or unsafe. This process, which I call "mapping
Zion," allows young people to obtain and exchange information about the city
through a vocabulary inflected and influenced by Rastafari beliefs. Most of
those at Maskani learned about Rasta ideas through numerous sources,
including recorded music, live performances by local and visiting musicians,
radio talk shows and commentary, television specials, and conversations
with other people, both locals and foreigners, interested in the subject. The
young men at Maskani would readily employ the phrase "peace and love" to
describe a place that they considered safe. They would say, "we have peace
and love here, but over there, there is none. There it is Babylon."1
Differences between places, especially in reference to notions of security,
were almost always expressed in the extreme. Places, and occasionally people, were either good or bad, Zion or Babylon. Although, in fact, the line
between good and bad was rarely clearly defined and moral boundaries were
continually being challenged and renegotiated, most of those with whom I
worked generally spoke as if it were otherwise. Peace, a word that comes to
stand for all that is good in society will be the primary focus of this chapter.
What is peace? How is it conceived? And, perhaps most importantly, how is
it maintained? As the title of the chapter might suggest, this last question
will be answered in relation to the ways in which peace is achieved and maintained among those living and working in the streets, while the following
chapter will shift its attention to examine manifestations of "Babylon," the
word most often used to define places, people and actions that contribute to
the breakdown of peace.
My first official day of working with Mbelwa started out like most days we
worked together. Sometime around mid-morning, after rush hour traffic, we
met at the Sheraton Maskani. I had been there before to extend greetings
or to leave a message, but this was the first time I visited in a formal capacity. On this day, I was there to work. The first thing Mbelwa did was to introduce me to a young man named Athumani, insisting that if I ever had a problem I was to go to him (Fig. 4.1). Once introductions were over, it was agreed
that we would go for a walk to talk some more. We were headed for "the
beach," I was informed, where we could get a nice breeze. Somewhere along
the line, jokes were made about the softness of my skin and me, as a mzungu, being unable to cope with the climate. We headed through the city, down
Ohio Street, past the Sheraton, toward the seafront. Dar es Salaam's streets
are amazing in that traffic seems, for some reason, to become only congested on certain streets. While the cars and minibuses on Maktaba Street are
at a virtual standstill on Ohio, one parallel street away there is only the occasional taxi or Land Rover. There is an ordinance against busses using this
road, and except during the busiest times of the day when the occasional
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driver feels that it is worth the risk
to jump to the head of the queue,
most comply. The road is wide
and lined with trees that must be
nearly as old as the city itself;
they provide shade for most of the
walk. We make our way quickly,
though we are careful never to
walk so fast as to break into a
sweat. Having always been a slow
walker, I delight when walking in
Tanzania where no one ever tells
me to pick up the pace. As we get
closer to the waterfront the sidewalks slowly become more crowded with merchandise. In this area
of the city where most of the big
international businesses and organizations are housed, the streets are lined
with vendors selling shoes, suits, ties, and suitable business attire for
women. There is a shoeshine/repair stand every 100 meters or so, the occasional newspaper stand and a few middle-aged men here and there repairing
watches. In short, one is able to find all the merchandise and services necessary to look the part of clean-cut businessperson. As we come upon the
recently opened Steer's (a South African fast food chain opened in Dar es
Salaam in 2000) and the British Council, the merchandise abruptly changes
to accommodate the tourists and expatriates who frequent the area.
Makonde sculptures, beaded jewelry, second-hand books, and Hakuna
Matata T-shirts are the norm.

Figure 4.1 Mbelwa,
Athumani and
Hamedi relax at
Maskani on a
Sunday afternoon.
Dar es Salaam.
(1999)

We keep moving, greeting others on the go. Mambo? Vipi? Poa. Hamna
noma. Peace. Mi nipo. What's up? Everything's cool. No hassle. I'm here.
We raise our right hands to our hearts and almost imperceptibly bow our
heads as we exchange greetings. Everyone wants to say hi to the mzungu,
to sell her something, to test her Kiswahili, to say karibu. "Welcome."
Mbelwa looks at me and smiles, raises his eyebrows and says, "welcome to
Tanzania" in English, making sure my sense of humor and irony are intact.
Without it, he seems to know this simple walk can quickly begin to feel like
running a gauntlet of hassles and hustles. "Nipo fresh," I say. I'm cool. This
is my first day, I'm loving every minute of it . . . the red wazungu wearing
shorts and sitting on the terrace of Steer's, spending more on lunch than
most of these guys make in a week (the Africans sit inside in the air conditioning), the smiles, the laughs, the heat, the noise, pedestrians being
squeezed between vendors and impossibly big Land Cruisers. Like wellendowed women, these vehicles are called shangingi, and both are signs of
status. To see a fat politician and his fat wife (or girlfriend) pull up outside
of Steers in a car as big as a house (gari kubwa kama nyumba) is to witness
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the irony of African development first hand. Why wouldn't I be smiling? This
is why I am here.
Finally, we reach Kivokoni Front, the road running along the waterfront. We
cross the road, pass through an open space where vendors sit on cloths on
the ground surrounded by their goods -mostly fruit, toothpaste, soap and
small bags of water. Although I am sure the merchandise on sale here has
been specifically selected for its profitability at this site, the logic of this particular combination, like so many other things, eludes me. On the other side
of the this makeshift market is the beach, and as we near it I see a huge and
improbable makeshift structure, which I soon realize houses tens of mama
lishe eating establishments. Like a soft wave the word mzungu ripples
through the area. People stop what they are doing and look up. Most smile
a smile similar to the one that was on my face in front of Steer's, perhaps
shaking their heads a little. Karibu dada, karibu sana. Asante, asante sana.
I smile back; mentally checking off a list in my head of all the places I had
been warned about, warnings that I have so quickly disregarded on this walk.
And, it is only just beginning. While I stand on display, Mbelwa and Athumani
ask around for someone. I take in the view of the port and pretend I know
what is going on, even though I have no idea. Breathtakingly blue waters
envelop five or six rusted-out ships. On the shore people seem to be milling
about, sitting under trees, passing the time. The air is thick with the odors
of food being cooked and fish rotting. Underneath it, and occasionally overpowering it, are the odors of gongo, a locally brewed gin, marijuana, and a
smell I will eventually come to know as heroin. Most of the people along this
stretch of the beach come here every day to work, either operating small businesses, or searching for day work at the port; but there are some who live
here, who eat, sleep, shit, and bathe here. Understandably, there are quite
a few other smells to contend with as well. When Mbelwa and Athumani
return they escort me to one of the rusting ships. We climb aboard and make
our way below deck, out of sight, where the ritual of transforming a small
packet of marijuana, or kete, as it is known, into a perfectly fashioned joint
begins. I am told that I should not smoke here, that it is not safe, and I
vaguely begin to realize that the guys are uncomfortable. They smoke quickly and we leave. We walk along the beach toward the ferry, past the fish market, and along Ocean Drive. They warn me that it is probably better for me if
I do not come to these places alone. There are thieves everywhere, I am
told. Just as it says in the Lonely Planet tourist guide I brought with me. But,
why did they feel unsafe earlier at the beach? Would thieves have attacked
us there? I get the answer a few days later when we hear that the police had
shown up immediately after our departure and that they were particularly
interested in the mzungu smoking marijuana. Apparently, we had been set
up but my ever vigilant hosts saw the trouble coming and helped me to avoid
what would have no doubt been an embarrassing, as well, as rather expensive, first day out.2 This lesson was the first among many to teach me that
in most cases it was best to trust the street knowledge of my friends in deter-

mining whether or not I should consider an area or a situation to be safe or
unsafe.
Unwritten Rules of Maskani
The places we visited that day were places that many of the young men from
Maskani visited every day, either in the morning or the evening, and sometimes at both times. They would go there primarily to smoke, not wanting to
be caught smoking near the places where they conducted business, nor wanting to be stopped by the police with cannabis in their pockets, which would
most certainly result in paying a higher fee to avoid incarceration. Over the
course of time, I gradually came to realize how important these places of
leisure were for maintaining a peaceful working/living environment at
Maskani. During the daylight hours, no one ever smoked at Maskani, nor did
anyone sell cannabis or any other illegal substance. On one occasion, when
a young man began selling at Maskani, he was almost immediately reprimanded by the other young men working on the corner. I was surprised at
the time because it was the first time I realized that there were many unwritten rules for keeping order at Maskani, and that everyone wishing to work
there was subject to them. The man who had begun selling at Maskani had
set up a makeshift stand on the edge of Ohio Street, just opposite the
Sheraton. He wore his dreadlocked hair tucked up under a red, green and
yellow Rastafari style hat and was, at least publicly, busy selling small beaded trinkets, known colloquially (to the anthropologist's delight) as "culture,"
but there were rumors flying about that he had been selling marijuana to
white tourists as well. When we walked by his stand one day, I was surprised
to hear the generally soft-spoken Mbelwa raise his voice to reprimand him.
"What are you trying to do," he asked him. "Don't you know that you can't
do that sort of thing around here, across the street from the Sheraton?
There are white people here and if you cause trouble, the police will start
coming around and asking questions. There will be trouble. We want peace
here." Several other young men echoed Mbelwa's sentiments, and within a
few days this particular "culture" broker had closed shop and moved away.
Although this is a somewhat extreme example, efforts are routinely made
among the people who make their living at Maskani to maintain a certain
degree of peace and general civil accord. This is immediately observable
whenever an argument or fight breaks out. Before the fight can get out of
hand, someone else almost always stops it. In most cases someone a little
bit older does this, or someone outside of the immediate circle of those
engaged in the fight. If there is one person, in particular, who routinely gets
out of line, the others may gang him up on, or they may refuse to help him
when he is in need. It is almost impossible to be financially successful at
Maskani if one insists on constantly causing fights and disagreements.
Having said this, however, it must also be stated that arguments are an
almost daily occurrence. Most often they are about issues of money.
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At Maskani, there are generally three spheres of informal economic activity: food preparation and vending, the selling of new and reclaimed auto parts,
and car parking/washing. Among these, the greatest attention is given to the
last in this chapter, while Chapters Eight and Six respectively focus on the
first two activities. Most of those who washed cars (kuosha magari) for a living also slept at Maskani and for this reason they made up the main social
grouping of the corner. Those who slept at Maskani had the most to gain by
instituting a peaceful environment there, as many of them would have
nowhere else to go if the police began cracking down on their activities.
Since they lived out a significant part of their lives at Maskani, disruptions
could be extremely problematic. Maskani served as a center of both economic and social life for them, making their lives extremely precarious. Even
though they were able to earn enough to survive at Maskani, they were acutely aware of how quickly their circumstances could change.
Despite constant insecurity, some had been successfully engaged in the
task of washing cars for several years. There were others who had either
returned home, had saved up enough capital to start businesses of their
own, or were in jail. While there were particular individuals who served as
core group members in each of the three economic activities, people were
also constantly attempting to infiltrate and earn an opportunity to work at
Maskani. In most cases, a great deal of social capital was required if one
hoped to enter a particular enterprise. Specifically, it was important to know
someone already working at the corner quite well because preference was
given to those who were either related through kin networks or through social
networks connected to one's home region.
No one just shows up at Maskani and starts working. Social connections
do not always guarantee success, however. People are given access to work
gradually and are tested. If they prove too argumentative, or are unwilling to
follow the unwritten rules of the corner, they are told to leave. In one particular case, Haji, a young man living in the Tandale section of the city who was
a social acquaintance of several of the other young men, as well as of myself,
began hanging out at Maskani in hopes of picking up work washing cars.
From the start, it was clear that Haji was seen as an outsider and not particularly welcomed; this, despite the fact that almost everyone at Maskani knew
him in some capacity. The ultimate reasons given for rejecting him were economic. There simply was not enough work or money to go around to permit
a new person to start working at the corner, regardless of his social connections. There were, however, numerous other reasons for excluding him as
well. It was generally known that Haji was a petty drug dealer, and that he
had been in and out of jail for this activity, as well as for stealing over the last
few years. In addition, most believed that he had recently become addicted
to heroin, a condition that is assumed to lead to people becoming thieves
and generally untrustworthy. When I spoke with Haji about these accusations
he did not try to deny them, but told me that he was trying to make a change
in his life. His new girlfriend had just become pregnant with his child and he

believed it was time to try and make a more honest living. The other car
washers did not match my sympathies for Haji's predicament. Haji was a
member of the small group of people I worked with in Uwanja wa Fisi. I had
visited him there often, had met his current girlfriend, and understood the difficulties of starting fresh in that environment. This was not enough to win
him acceptance at Maskani however, and it was only a couple of days before
he was accused of stealing. There was a big fight between him and two other
car washers that eventually led to his leaving.
To a certain degree, social hierarchies are based on the length of time individuals have worked at Maskani, though age, physical size, and social connections to those with seniority certainly play a part as well. The person with
the greatest policing power is the one with the greatest investment in keeping the peace, and in this case it was the owner/operator of the one permanent establishment at Maskani, Ras Masha. He owns two music stands in
the city and has built a permanent structure at Maskani from bricks, cement,
and timber and, therefore, cannot easily move his business away if there is
trouble with the police, or with local (formal) business owners (Fig. 4.2). Next
to his stand, he has also built a sheltered seating area where most of those
who live at Maskani sleep at night. The safest place to secure one's valuables is within his stand, and many young men keep packages of clothes and
other personal belongings there, as well as merchandise for sale. In addition, Ras Masha serves as a banker to many of the men, who ask him to hold
money for them that they wish to save. In return for the service, Masha is
free to use this money as investment capital.

Figure 4.2 Ras
Masha poses with
the author inside of
his music stand at
Maskani.
Photo by Derrick
Mbelwa. (1996)
Figure 4.3
Mustapha enjoys
some music while
working at Maskani.
Dar es Salaam.
(2002)

As Masha cannot be at both of his stands at once he must employ someone to help him. When I first met Mbelwa, he was engaged in this task but
by the time I returned to begin my research, he had moved on to other
employment. In his place, Masha had hired Mustapha to assist him (Fig.
4.3). One might have expected his main role to be selling music, "culture,"
and cold drinks (assuming the electricity is working), but it seemed that he
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was more often engaged in maintaining peace among those who wash cars
immediately in front of the stand. In fact, regardless of who was in charge
of the music stand, whether it was Masha, Mustapha, Mbelwa, or Rashidi, a
night guard hired by Masha to protect the stand, he could be certain that his
duties would also include policing those who chose to work and sleep in the
immediate vicinity. When the fight between Haji and the two car washers
broke out, it was Mustapha who stepped in to calm the situation before it got
out hand. It was also in this capacity that Mbelwa was acting when he reprimanded the young man for attempting to sell cannabis on the corner. The
night guard, Rashidi, who was hired and paid by Masha to guard the area
around his stand, also played an important role in maintaining peace at
Maskani at night. He was in charge when it came to deciding who would be
permitted to sleep at Maskani and also made sure that none of the young
men who slept there stole anything from others who would store their merchandise with Rashidi in the evening in exchange for a small fee. Rashidi's
authority at the corner was respected more than anyone else's. This was
most likely the case because the car washers always remembered that it was
because of him that they were working there since he had been the first car
washer at the corner (see Chapter Two).
When someone who was connected with the music stand would become
involved in policing the corner, he would most often be granted the respect
this position accorded him, though at times, this was done rather begrudgingly. In short, hierarchies of power are acknowledged, but rarely are they
unquestionably accepted. Those who occupy positions of power, regardless
of how marginal, are expected to perform their roles with a certain degree of
fairness in mind. When they fail to act justly they are almost immediately
taken to task with reminders of the equality of all humans, the equality of
access to public space, and the connections between morality and social justice.
Although it is difficult to prove, I would like to suggest that there is a connection between contemporary discourses regarding equal access to public
space and the socialist rhetorics that characterized Tanzanian nationalist discourses from independence through the mid-1980s. However, I would also
contend that discursive practices surrounding Tanzanian socialism have been
recently transformed to accommodate the introduction of capitalist rhetorics,
which have become increasingly dominant in Tanzania over the last twenty
years. In most cases, demands for equal access to public space are marked
with various invocations of the nation. It is common to hear people proclaim
their right to conduct business in the streets based solely on their Tanzanian
citizenship, and this was no less so among the young men at Maskani. From
this perspective, all Tanzanians have an equal right to use public space for
their own personal economic advantage. This argument, especially well heralded among those who come to Dar es Salaam in search of economic opportunities, contradicts Ujamaa visions of public city life, which were more in line
with modernist ideals of urban space that held that city streets were to be

kept open for the common assembling and enjoyment of the masses, not for
the economic advancement of individuals. In this sense, places like Maskani
are themselves a contradiction to modern urban ideals; yet those who conduct business in such locales find little irony in invoking socialist visions of
the city to demand space for their individual capitalist endeavors.
One could argue that for those who make their living in the streets, public
space is most readily defined by the degree to which it is accessible for economic development. Every inch of public space, whether in the streets, on
the sidewalks, or in public parks can serve as a potential market. The most
important factor for guaranteeing steady and uninterrupted business and
trade is a peaceful environment, which simultaneously serves to make potential customers feel safe, to keep police at bay, and to produce a relaxing
atmosphere in which to work and live. While all the areas of the city that
have been converted into public markets strive to achieve this balance, they
differ in the ways this is carried out.
To the degree to which it served as a place of work and leisure, Maskani
was like countless others found throughout the city. To those who worked,
lived, and hung out there, however, it was preferred specifically because it
was thought to embody a spirit of peace and love, a preference that was
expressly mentioned whenever and by whomever I would ask the simple
question, "Why choose to hang out at this corner instead of another corner
in the city?" In part, I would ask this question because I was trying to locate
a good scientific reason for focusing my research at Maskani, trying to identify the degree to which it could be considered representative of other
maskani in the city. Familial and social networks do prove important when
attempting to establish an informal business in a new area, yet I knew that
most of the young men working at Maskani had extensive networks throughout the city and had they chosen to do so could have probably worked somewhere else. Income at Maskani was fairly stable. Usually one could make
enough honestly to eat three meals a day and often there were opportunities
to make much larger sums of money, some legal, and some not so legal.3
The spirit of peace that set Maskani apart was partially maintained through
social pressures like those described above. Additionally, attempts were
made by many of the young men working in the area to demarcate the space
as a zone of peace. Almost all would do this through speech, peppering their
greetings and vocabulary with various Rasta-fied expressions exchanged
among each other, but in particular with potential customers. This allowed
them to overcome possible language barriers with customers who did not
speak Swahili — everyone knows "peace and love" — and it also gave them
a way to reassure people who might otherwise be wary of engaging in business with street hustlers. Others would undertake to accomplish this by
wearing Rasta-inspired clothing. It should be noted, however, that although
these efforts may have worked to reassure tourists and expatriates who
might equate Rasta symbolism with peace, many upper and middle class
Tanzanians looked down on Rastafari culture, particularly the practice of
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smoking marijuana. There seemed to be a strong belief among many
Tanzanians that smoking marijuana caused insanity and irresponsible social
behavior, a belief that was echoed by the Tanzanian scientific community.4
So while the decision to demarcate Maskani as a peaceful zone may have
been good for business on certain levels, it also had the capacity to attract
unwanted attention from the police. Since the police were mostly concerned
that people should not smoke marijuana in public, however, much of this
attention could be deflected by not smoking at Maskani.
The Art of Peace: The work of Ras Swedi and Haruna

Figure 4.4 Ras
Swedi's painting on
display at Nyumba
ya Sanaa. Dar es
Salaam. (2000)
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Next to the Sheraton and across from Maskani stands the Nyumba ya Sanaa,
or House of Art, a national art gallery and cultural center established by
Nyerere to foster the development of Tanzanian art and artists. There are
several artists and musicians who work in residence at the center, most of
whom are graduates from the Bagamoyo School of Arts, the only art school
in the country. At the time of the research, the art produced in connection
with the Nyumba ya Sanaa was primarily tourist art, mainly crafts such as
baskets, pottery and dyed cloths, and paintings depicting Tanzanian pastoral
scenes, landscapes of Kilimanjaro,
Maasai warriors, wild animals and
the like, the majority of which were
copies
of
postcard
images.
Throughout the year there would
also be numerous performances
held at the center, attended almost
exclusively by expatriates and
tourists and occasionally by members of the Tanzanian elite and public officials. When I returned briefly
to Dar es Salaam in early 2002, the
Nyumba ya Sanaa's name had been
changed to Nyerere Cultural Center
to honor him posthumously. In addition, very little art was on sale at the
time. The gallery had closed and
the performances had for the most part stopped. The former director of the
gallery informed me that this was because so few tourists were making their
way to Dar es Salaam in the wake of the September 11, 2001 attacks on the
United States, making it impossible to sell enough art to make a profit.
Given that other art centers and markets in Dar es Salaam have continued
to thrive and even grown in size during the same time period, however, I suspect that there are other reasons for the recent economic failures of the
Cultural Center.
During the main period of research for this project, however, the center,

although rapidly degenerating, was still fairly active. As it was across the
street from Maskani, it was a convenient place to meet and talk with people
who were not particularly interested in hanging out on a street corner and
eventually the café staff even agreed to allow me to hold interviews on the
premises, an opportunity most appreciated given the difficulties of recording
conversations held on the street. Whenever I found myself there, I would
take the time to stop by the gallery to note what was being marketed as
"Tanzanian" art. Although there were, on occasion, some quite accomplished
pieces for sale, most fell into the category of tourist paintings described
above.5 Although the subject matter of these works was unimaginative, the
skills of some of the artists were quite impressive. One of the best painters
of this genre was a young man who goes by the name of Ras Swedi.
Examples of his work are given in Figures 4.4 & 4.5 and, while they certainly do demonstrate his steady hand and talent, they certainly do not work to
demarcate spaces of peace in any way. Given that Swedi regularly referred
to both the gallery and its manager as "Babylon" this should perhaps not be
too surprising. He believed the commission the gallery charged for selling
his work was too high and eventually he began selling his drawings and paintings at another gallery where the consignment fees were much lower. Ras
Swedi's working space, however, which was situated at Maskani, a stone's
throw from the Nyumba ya Sanaa, was an entirely different matter.
Ras Swedi (Fig. 4.6), himself a follower of the philosophies of Rastafari, is
truly inspired by Bob Marley, by both his music and his countenance. Among
those who were familiar with Swedi's work outside of the context of the
Nyumba ya Sanaa, he was best known for his meticulous pencil drawings of

Figure 4.5 Ras
Swedi's Maasai
paintings on sale at
Nyumba ya Sanaa.
Dar es Salaam.
(2000)
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Marley. He also occasionally painted Marley on larger canvases. On the canvas paintings he usually worked together with Haruna, who would apply paint
to the canvases after Swedi had sketched the image of Marley on it (Fig. 4.7).
Although they would share the profits made from the sale of the paintings,
they were readily recognized as Swedi's work because everyone knew that
Haruna was learning from Swedi, but also because of the subject matter.
Simply put, if you wanted a picture of Bob Marley in Dar es Salaam, you would
do business with Ras Swedi, the recognized master of the genre. Generally
speaking, people who saw him working were amazed by his talent. His
superbly detailed pencil drawings, possessing an uncanny degree of verisimilitude reminiscent of photography or photocopy art, would take about a day to
complete and were most often done on commission or as gifts for friends.
Only occasionally would Swedi put his Marley drawings up for sale. When he
did, however, they were always quickly snatched up (Figs. 4.8, 4.9). The large
Marley canvases, like the paintings of Maasai, were primarily produced for
the tourist market, as their prices put them out of the range of affordability
for most of the Tanzanians who might desire them. My informal observations
suggested that the Marley canvases sold much more quickly than did the
Maasai paintings. Despite this, the Marley pictures and paintings were never
accepted on consignment at the Nyumba ya Sanaa. Though they no doubt
would have sold quite well, it would have been difficult to market images of
a Rastafari saint as a representative of Tanzanian national art.
The place where Swedi and Haruna painted was sandwiched between several food vendors' stalls, a couple of small dukas selling sodas and cigarettes, and various other informal economy emporiums. Swedi's choice to
set up his studio on this corner was hardly accidental. He chose it specifically because it gave him access to the several markets for which he painted. First, as already mentioned, he sold some of his works at the Nyumba
ya Sanaa, which was situated directly across the road. Second, UNICEF occasionally employed him to design posters for various public education campaigns, and as UNICEF headquarters were housed just around the corner
from Maskani it made for a convenient location. Many international development organizations employ local artists in an attempt to effect more culturally appropriate campaigns, but when they do, they often work with the artists
who are most easily contacted. For this reason alone, setting up his workshop around the corner from UNICEF, as well as in the shadow of numerous
other development organizations, guaranteed Swedi greater access to the
markets they provided, as well as to the occasional artist training workshops
they offered, several of which he attended during the time he was situated at
Maskani.
A third group of his customers was made up of the tourists and expatriates
who passed by his workshop as they went about their business in the city.
Although there was a steady stream of foreigners passing by Maskani, it
should be noted that very few ever purchased any of Haruna's or Swedi's
works directly from them. Although they rarely sold for more than 50 USD,

Figure 4.6 Ras
Haruna painting at
Maskani. Dar es
Salaam. (2000)
Figure 4.7 Ras
Swedi working at
Maskani. Dares
Salaam. (2000)
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Figure 4.8. Bob
Marley pencil drawing by Ras Swedi.
Displayed by Wesley
McMahon and
Derrick Mbelwa at
Dar es Salaam Bob
Marley Day 2000.
Dennis Maryogo is
in the foreground.
(2000)
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they were for the most part out of the range of low budget tourists looking for
inexpensive souvenirs and neither original nor "naive" enough to be of any
great interest to expatriates in search of an investment. The fourth, and final
group of customers interested in Swedi's work was made up of young
Tanzanians, mostly male and middle class, though even those with very little
money might commission a drawing of Marley from Swedi to hang on the wall
of their room. From this category Swedi had a few patrons, a couple of whom
promised to try to market his work abroad (Fig. 4.10). I suppose, despite my
gender and nationality, I would have fit into this latter category in Swedi's
mind. When I did find him a potential foreign market, he did not show any
great interest in it. There is no doubt in my mind that this ambivalence was
tied to a certain resistance on his part to market pictures of Marley to audiences that he considered unworthy, specifically White people, non-Rastafari,
and foreigners. We did become acquaintances, and there was a fair modicum of friendship between us. I also commissioned some of this works for
both myself and for others, though he always kept me at a certain distance.
Swedi's choice to set up his workshop at Maskani was certainly an economic one, but it also expressed his desire to work in a place relatively free from
hassle. In this respect, both he and Haruna were not unlike the other young
men working at Maskani. To a
large extent the presence of his
workshop at xhe corner helped
to demarcate it physically as a
place of peace. This was especially the case when his larger
than life-size canvases of Bob
were on display (Figs. 4.11,
4.12). When Swedi and Haruna
were working their very presence transformed the space of
Maskani. Their drawings and
paintings provided visual evidence of the corner's peacefulness, marking the area as a
swathe of Zion in the midst of
Babylon. In many ways their
work — both their labor and the
products of it — was the proud possession of the other young men nearby.
When the two artists were working, small groups of people often gathered
around to watch, and when a painting or drawing was nearing completion
word would spread quickly so everyone could stop in to have a look. If there
was a willing anthropologist in the area, they might even have asked to have
their picture taken with a larger than life Bob (Figs. 4.13, 4.14).

Beatific Bob and the Search for the
"Real" Followers of Rastafari
When people gathered to watch
Swedi work there was no doubt that
they were amazed by both his and
Haruna's talent, but more often than
not they would marvel at the beauty
and spirit of the man who was
Swedi's most popular subject.
Swedi's visible reverence for Bob
Marley served as an inspiration for
many young men who were searching
for a role model who could provide an
example for living righteously in a
morally ambiguous world. When I
asked Swedi why he drew the same
pictures of Bob over and over again,
he told me that it was a way of training, that he believed that if he could
draw Bob's face perfectly, he would
become a better artist. Watching
him meditatively produce these drawings day in and day out for almost a
year made me wonder what it was
about the image of Marley that was
so intoxicating, for him and for those
who gathered to watch him work,
and, I must confess, for me as well.
I could figure out why rhetorics and imagery associated with peace and
Rastafari philosophies were so appealing, but I had difficulty answering the
question: "Why Bob Marley?" Why not Peter Tosh for instance? When discussions on music were held someone would offer the rarely challenged
observation that Tosh was the better musician (Fig. 4.15). When I would ask,
"why Marley," most had no trouble answering. They almost uniformly agreed
that it was simply a matter of aesthetics. "Bob is a beautiful man you see,
and Peter Tosh is not." The ambiguity and in-betweeness he embodies as a
result, in part, of his mixed parentage makes him exceptionally appealing.
The lightness of his skin influences this aesthetic judgment. More significant
are his long, beautiful dreads —dreads, I was often told, which would be difficult to grow for someone of purely African descent. I am aware of many eloquent arguments questioning the relationship between a preference for light
skin, good hair and internalized oppression that can result from living in
racist societies; yet I contend there is more at work here. Tanzania is part
of the world, and the world is a racist place. There is no doubt that racism

Figure 4.9 Bob
Marley pencil drawings by Ras Swedi
(approx. 70 x 50
cm). Private collection. The
Netherlands.
(2000)
Figure 4.10 Bob
Marley pencil drawing by Ras Swedi
(approx. 70 cm x
50 cm). Private
collection. Dar es
Salaam. (2000)
Figure 4.11 Bob
Marley Canvas by
Ras Swedi and Ras
Haruna. Dar es
Salaam. (2000)
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Figure 4.12
Athumani greets
Hans Vermaak in
front of a Bob
Marley canvas by
Ras Swedi and Ras
Haruna on display
at Maskani (approx.
200 cm x 100 cm).
(2000)
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leaves scars on the psyches of many in Tanzania, but there is also a centuries-long tradition along coastal Tanzania of marriage between Africans and
more light-skinned Arabs and occasionally Indians that would make it inaccurate to interpret the aesthetic preference many young Tanzanians show for
Bob Marley as internalized racism. It is a commonly held belief among
coastal Tanzanians that people with mixed ancestry are physically more
attractive and Bob Marley fits perfectly into this aesthetic. There is more to
people's love and admiration for Bob Marley than just his looks though.
People speak of him as a prophet or a saint of the Rastafari faith, while his
lyrics serve as no less than a hymnal for the oppressed.
It is often said that Bob Marley is the third world's first superstar, a true
man of the people speaking on behalf of poor folks everywhere, whether in
Kingston, Harare, London, or New York. His music and the philosophies it
embodies are known worldwide. Images bearing his beatific countenance
seem to smile down on us from every corner of the globe. He is truly a global phenomenon and no doubt much could be learned about processes of
globalization by following the trails blazed by his music. Not since sugar has
a commodity so highly valued, so powerful and sweet come out of the
Caribbean. In his classic work on that topic, Sidney Mintz (1985) masterfully laid the groundwork for contemporary studies on globalization. The worldwide popularity of Bob Marley's music and Rastafaribased philosophy signifies globalization of a sort on
many levels, a topic that is itself worthy of a booklength study. But rather than examining the phenomenon that is Bob Marley from a global perspective, I
attempt to do so from a much more localized one.
Dar es Salaam, in translation the "Harbor of Peace,"
seems the ideal place to discuss Marleyan dialectics
of peace and love, or "amani na upendo" in local parlance. Amani na Upendo, Peace and Love, Jah Guide,
Jah Bless —these are routine greetings exchanged
among urban youth in Dar es Salaam, greetings that
carry currency throughout the world.
From
Johannesburg to Jakarta and from Athens to
Amsterdam, people of all ages associate Bob Marley,
dreadlocks, and the manifestations of Rastafari art
with an atmosphere of peace and openness. In the
seven years I have been working in the concrete jungle of Dar es Salaam, the number of people wearing
Rasta-style dreadlocks and fashions seems to have
grown exponentially. Rasta representations include
both visual and sonic manifestations, and this is particularly true in regards to the imagery and music of
Bob Marley. This chapter then, asks not only, "why
Bob Marley?" and "why Rastafari?" but also and "why

now in Dar es Salaam?"
Surely,
Mariey's popularity is indicative of very
specific global forces. By focusing on
the local, however, I hope to illustrate
further how manifestations of globalization are readily co-opted into the
production of localities. Much has
been made in recent years of the
dialectics between the global and the
local. By now, I think, most cultural
critics have recovered from the initial
shock of what has become known as
the McDonald-ization of the world, and
most of us have managed to reassure
ourselves that local cultures will not
disappear in the face of such large-scale corporate onslaughts. Local cultures may transform and change as a result, but then, they always have.6
When I arrived in Dar es Salaam to begin research for this project, I had
already planned to study local Rastafari communities as they related to my
larger interests in the relationships between urban youth and popular culture.
I had noticed the steady increase in the number of dreadlock-sporting Rastas
in recent years, particularly among those young urban men whose efforts to
earn a living brought them into close contact with foreign tourists. I was interested in exploring this interstitial space between locals and foreigners, insiders and outsiders. As far as I could tell, the young dreadlocked men with
knowing smiles who called out greetings in Disneyfied Kiswahili — habari s/'stah, hakuna matata — from street corners throughout the downtown section
of the city were the most likely ambassadors of this space. Such young men

Figure 4.13 Ras
Swedi painting
stage backdrop for
rap group Chemsha
Bongo at Maskani
with mama lishe in
foreground. (2000)
Figure 4.14 Group
Photo at Maskani.
Photographer
unknown. (2000)
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Figure 4.15 Peter
Tosh "Bush Doctor"
poster on display
inside of artist
Papii's Mwembe
Chai workshop
along with his own
painting of Dr.
Martin Luther King.
Jr. Dar es Salaam.
(2000)
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are often, and with some derision, referred to as Beach or Cabana Boys by
foreigners and locals alike, and it is generally believed that their kind can be
found anywhere in the world where there are sun and wealthy female tourists.
Many of those who work in Dar es Salaam have in fact found their way there
from the Kenyan coast where they made an art of seducing foreign women,
or from Zanzibar where they are only just beginning to perfect that art of
seduction. The accessibility of these young men made them appealing to foreign tourists and, as I quickly learned, to foreign scholars. In less than a
year's time I met at least five different foreigners conducting research on the
"Dar es Salaam Rastafari community," although in most cases the studies
were precursory and made the same mistakes I had made initially by assuming that the Rastafari "community" existed in some sort of cohesive way and
that its members could be identified on site. Most of my initial conversations
with those Rastas who worked the tourists of the city were spent discussing
their foreign contacts, their foreign women, and whether or not I would be willing to help them get to the United States. In other words, I was being subjected to the same hustle to which foreign tourists were routinely subjected.
As time progressed, I made friends with a few and even learned some things
about their lifestyles, the ways they
made money, and about their views
of the West, particularly of Western
women, but I was never really able
to get past the hustle. They were
good at their jobs, they were professionals, and they were hustlers —
arranging all sorts of local forays for
foreign tourists, whether it was a
visit to the local markets, a trip to
Zanzibar, a Safari, black market
money exchanges, drugs, or sex. I
found that their initial greetings of
peace and love soon dissipated
when they realized I was not going
to be taken in by their good looks,
and at the end of the day, their
dreadlocks, Bob Marley T-shirts, and
shallow rhetoric were more indicative of their commitment to capitalism than any commitment to Jah that I
could discern.
Many of the predominantly non-dreadlocked young men at Maskani, who
were themselves involved in other, sometimes competing, informal economy
hustles had told me from the beginning that these young men were not "real"
Rastas. They were merely "fashion dreads" with roho mbaya; meaning that
their spirit was more focused on their own success than in treating people
with respect. "Hamna peace and love," no peace, no love, Babylon. Fashion

dreads, locks that are grown for reasons of style rather than for spiritual reasons, are as common in Dar es Salaam as they are throughout the world. In
Dar es Salaam, however, as is sometimes the case in other parts of the
world, this style choice can result in routine harassment by local police.
Young men with dreads, many of whom are directly involved in the tourist
industry, are often targeted by corrupt police and pigeonholed as troublemakers, drug addicts, and thieves by the general public. Usually a small bribe is
enough to escape the grip of the police, but when local officials decide to
clean up the streets many young "fashion dreads" find themselves thrown
into jail where their locks are sometimes unceremoniously shorn off. 7 This
act almost always guarantees a downturn in their economic status when they
are released from custody. One gets the sense, however, that police rarely
target dreadlocked individuals randomly. Conversations with other Rastas
who are not involved in tourist hustles indicate that they are not often subject to police harassment. There are also numerous Rastafari in Dar es
Salaam who hold fairly prominent public positions. Nevertheless, the choice
to grow locks is in many cases an economic rather than a spiritual or political one. Even though it is often impossible to determine when exactly this
is the case, the point I am trying to make through this distinction is that
"fashion dreads" are rarely committed to the sort of revolutionary overthrow
of Babylon power structures that is supposedly typical of the political agenda championed by many Rastafari. Growing dreads is
certainly a fashion statement that does increase one's
social cachet among tourists, if not one's social capital,
and choosing to wear one's hair in this style goes
against the norm of Dar es Salaam street culture, which
posits that the best way to succeed on the streets is to
limit police attention to oneself.

A Brief History of Dar es Salaam Rastafari
Although I did eventually find "real" Rastafari and real
Rastafari communities in Dar es Salaam — those who
follow a Rastafari belief system and adhere to its tenets
— I also found that they had very little connection to the
popular rhetorics of peace and love that echoed through
the streets. There was quite a lot of in-fighting and disagreement both within and among the various communities and there was an almost universal distrust of outsiders. 8 The philosophies of the Rastafari faith have
come to Tanzania in many and complex ways. Most are
in one way or another tied to the increasing availability
of reggae music in the region and its consequent rise in
popularity. Until 1998 the only radio station available on
mainland Tanzania was state-sponsored and very close-

Figure 4.16 Young
revelers dancing at
Bob Marley Day
2000 celebration,
sponsored by East
Africa FM at the
New Silent Inn. Dar
es Salaam. (2000)
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ly controlled. Reggae was rarely if ever played. Cassettes were, of course,
smuggled into the country, and those living in Zanzibar or near the borders
with Kenya or Zambia were able to listen to reggae that was broadcast from
those countries.9 Many older reggae fans I spoke with reported having heard
reggae music and specifically Bob Marley in the early 1980s while also
acknowledging how tightly the state controlled the music market at that
time. 10 The recent growth in popularity of Bob Marley, Rastafari rhetorics,
and dreadlocks must be due to the fact that mass productions of sounds and
images associated with Rastafari culture have only become available over the
last several years.
Shortly after the airwaves were opened up, several FM stations began playing popular music —Clouds and East Africa FM being the most successful
stations. In recent years, East Africa FM has demonstrated steady support
for reggae music, both foreign and locally produced (Fig. 4.16). In 2000, the
station counted three Rastafari among their selectors: Jamaican-born and
repatriated11 Ras (or Baba)-T, Seychelles-born Emp'ress Gypsy, and locally
born Gotta Irre, who is was a member of the politically important Warioba
family. His father, a judge, faithfully served under Nyerere. Like many up-andcoming young middle class Tanzanians who are currently taking over the production and marketing of Tanzanian music, Gotta Irre spent a great deal of
his youth outside of Tanzania nurturing a nationalist pride typical of exile
elites. As such, many are at least rhetorically committed to promoting the
development of Tanzanian music and musicians. In an interview with "Chris,"
a selector from Clouds FM, he proudly proclaimed both his and the station's
power in regards to shaping the musical future of Tanzania, stating that he
and his colleagues were responsible for "telling Tanzanians what to listen to,
what to like, and what to dislike." Though Chris may have been overstating
his power, he may not have been too far from the mark. The music scene in
Tanzania has been growing in leaps and bounds since the late 1990s, and
emergent styles have more than a little to do with the opening of the airwaves.12
Although transformations in national policies regarding the control of musical production and broadcasting have made reggae and other foreign music
styles more readily accessible in Tanzania only in recent years, it has been
possible to hear live performances for quite some time. As early as 1983,
the band Roots & Culture, headed by Jah Kimbute, had registered with the
National Arts Council. It would be difficult to classify Kimbute's music as reggae, however, though it has certainly been influenced by it. Many Rastafari
musicians in Tanzania feel that their music should display solidarity with
those struggling in the streets of Tanzania, and that a reggae beat is not
always necessary for such solidarity. When I spoke with Kimbute, for
instance, he was quick to point out that he was the first Tanzanian musician
to sing about the dangers of AIDS and the government's failure to focus on
the burgeoning epidemic in the late 1980s. According to him this was quite
revolutionary given how tightly politicians controlled the production of
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Tanzanian music at that time. By many other musicians, however, Kimbute is
seen as someone who worked for the state. He had official support from the
Nyumba ya Sanaa and he traveled with his band throughout Africa and to
Europe as performers of Tanzanian culture. Kimbute does not deny that he
benefited from state support but points out that his music, which often called
on the government to assist the poor, was usually better received outside of
Tanzania than within. His songs about AIDS, for instance, received a great
deal of radio play in Uganda, yet were virtually ignored in Tanzania. By allowing and even funding certain musicians to travel as representatives of
Tanzania, the state was to a certain extent able to control the image outsiders had of Tanzania, making it appear as a much more tolerant place than
it actually was.
In addition to Kimbute, there are currently several dreadlocked Rastafari
musicians —both Tanzanian and foreign born— who perform in Dar es
Salaam. Justin Kalikawe is the only one who performs in what could be considered a reggae style. Kalikawe, who was born in Dar es Salaam, began performing publicly in the late 1980s and has released several locally produced
cassettes over the last decade. Since moving to his family homeland of
Bukoba several years ago he
rarely performs publicly, reportedly
in order to escape the corruption
of the Dar es Salaam music business. Now he produces his own
cassettes and while they are of
poor technical quality, his music is
among the most original in
Tanzania, and his lyrics, always in
Kiswahili or Kihaya, are among the
most poetic and poignant.
Following in the tradition of political reggae, he typically sings
about issues close to the hearts
of poorTanzanians and holds local
and national leaders accountable
for the nation's problems.
There were other Rastafari influences to be found in Dar es Salaam prior to
1998, of course, but they were not mass produced, and in many instances
were tied to emigre Rastafari individuals who had repatriated to Tanzania in
the mid-1980s. In 1986 or 1987, depending on who you talk to, the
Tanzanian government, acting under the direction of President Julius Nyerere
granted a parcel of farm land near Kigoma to a group of West Indian Rastafari
based in London. 13 With financial assistance from the Marcus Garvey
Foundation, this group aimed to repatriate to mother Africa — to Zion.
Repatriation is one of the supposed aims of all Rastafari, though there are
some schools of thought that believe that Babylon must be overthrown

Figure 4.17
"Repatriation is a
Must," fagade of
Kummuta NGO. Dar
es Salaam. (2000)
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before Zion can be achieved. The few Rastafari who eventually reached
Tanzania had very little knowledge of agriculture, and even less of Tanzanian
culture, and their utopie dreams of mother Africa soon faded. The land they
had been given was never developed and the original funding mysteriously
disappeared. Many of those who came returned to England, but a few of the
original settlers remained in Tanzania laying the groundwork for contemporary
Rastafari communities in which most continue to hold leadership positions.
The sermons they offered, and continue to offer, were always in English, however, and the majority of young Tanzanians who joined them in worship could
hardly understand their "speachifying," let alone "overstand" it. 14
The inherent irony of all of this did not escape the notice of most of the
young Tanzanian men I interviewed on the subject. Here was a group of relatively light skinned and comparatively better off people leaving London and
coming to Africa in search of Zion. What they found instead was poverty
unlike any they had previously known and Africans who were more proud of
their national and ethnic heritages than the mythical Kushitic15 one upheld
by Rastafari teachings. As one young Tanzanian who had been disillusioned
by so-called "real" Rastafari from the Atlantic world told me, "I'm not Mkushi
(a Kushite), I'm Bantu." According to the tenets of Rastafari, deliverance is
realized through repatriation to Zion, to Africa (Fig. 4.17). But this form of
deliverance is an infinitely less powerful motivator when you are already in
Zion. If poverty and daily struggle are very real characteristics of Zion then
is it wonder that many young Tanzanians would prefer to imagine salvation —
at least economic salvation — in Babylon, the land theoretically left behind
by those who repatriated? I say theoretically, because it was no secret that
most of them eventually returned to the West and all of them maintained
financial ties to London and the United States. The Zion of Rastafari signifies not only a place, but also a time not yet realized. After the revolution,
the overthrow of the Babylon system, Zion may be realized, but for now it
remains a plethora of lands and peoples struggling to find peace and stability. Those Atlantic Rastafari who view Africa as Zion are participating in a particularly Utopian vision, imagining the possibility of a spatial solution for their
problems -problems which, in this case, are intricately tied to capitalism.
What Atlantic Rastafari have failed to understand is that Africa has also been
made subject to global capitalism, and that the problems of poverty experienced in the Atlantic world pale in comparison with those suffered in Zion.
Additionally, those who have attempted to repatriate have been forced in
many cases to come face to face with the degree to which they themselves
are implicated in Babylon power structures - their relatively privileged positions providing them with the opportunity to emigrate in the first place.16
Reworking Marx, Harvey reminds us that those seeking a "spatial fix" through
emigration to a promised land are doomed to failure. They are "too infected
with the errors of their education and prejudices of today's society to be able
to get rid of them in a Utopia" (2000a:30).
What foreign-born Rastafari do provide, however, is a focal point around
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which Tanzanian-born Rastafari can gather. At the Saturday gatherings, which
leaders of the Rastafari communities organize, the faith is re-imagined and
recreated to reflect local interpretations underlying its tenets. It is here that
Tanzanians can learn the importance of His Imperial Majesty, Haille Selassie
I, (Figs. 4.18, 4.19), about Ital eating requirements, and Biblical justifications
for smoking cannabis. Informal discussions in Kiswahili among Tanzanians
prior to, and following, the sermons are common. It is during this time that
the sermons, which are often delivered in English by foreign-born or extremist leaders, are interpreted in accordance with more temperate local views.
Peace, acceptance, and social justice become the central ideals of local
Rastafari practices, while many of the racist and sexist elements of Atlanticbased Rastafari beliefs are discarded to a certain degree. 17
When the young men at Maskani spoke of a "real" Rastafari faith they were
not speaking of that which was most closely tied to Rastafari beliefs, but
rather of a philosophical and spiritual commitment to adhere to a particular
set of social norms, to approach life with justice in your heart and a generosity of spirit toward those who are down and out. This philosophy was often
summed up to me after extensive conversations in Kiswahili with lyrics quoted from Bob Marley's repertoire. Although some of the young men from
Maskani did sport dreads and adorn themselves daily in red, green, yellow
and black, this did not mean they were followers of the
Rastafari faith in any strict sense. Still, for many it did
indicate their strong belief in social justice and the
rights of the poor man (Figs. 4 . 2 0 , 4 . 2 1 ) . 1 8
Conversely, I found that wearing dreadlocks and following the tenets of the Rastafari faith were not enough to
make a person a "real" Rasta, as the church of
Rastafari, like all organized religions, is rife with
hypocrisy and the path of righteousness is always a difficult one to walk.

Inner Peace:
Achieving clarity through a gift from God
Maskani bila dawa ni kama kilabu bila pombe
A maskani without "medicine" is like a bar without
beer.
-Joke made in response to my questioning of the
popular belief that people only visit maskani to
smoke cannabis. Dawa, the Kiswahili word for medicine, is the word most commonly used to refer to
cannabis.
The smoking of Cannabis sativa, or ganja, is one of the

Figure 4.18 His
Imperial Majesty
Emperor Haille
Selassie I and
Mwalimu Julius
Nyerere photographed in late
1960s in Zanzibar
by Capital Art
Studios. (2000)
Figure 4.19 Haille
Selassie painting on
side of Ras
Masha's record
stand in Mwembe
Chai, Dares
Salaam. Painted by
Ras Papii. (2000)
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central practices of Rastafari. Followers of the faith consider it divinely
inspired, and on more than one occasion Dar es Salaam Rastafari offered to
illustrate this point to me through the quoting of holy scriptures from the
Bibles carried by many of them:
And the Earth brought forth grass, and herb yielding seed after his kind,
and the tree yielding fruit, whose seed was in itself, after his kind: and God
saw that it was good (Genesis 3:18).
Thou shall eat the herb of the field (Genesis 3:18)
Thou shall eat every herb of the land (Exodus 10:12)
He causes the grass to grow for the cattle, and the herb for the services
of man (Psalm 104:14).

Figure 4.20 Ras
Simba takes a break
from selling "culture,"
or beadwork, to take
some photographs.
Dar es Salaam.
(2002)

The Kiswahili word for cannabis is bangi (derived from Hindi), but Rastafari,
as well as most young people who smoke it refer to it simply as dawa, or medicine. The renaming of illegal substances to conceal their identity from the
police is a common enough practice and it was the reason most often given
to me for using the word dawa. When people talk about their reasons for
smoking, however, it becomes clear that cannabis is consumed primarily for
medicinal reasons related to the reduction of psychological stress associated with living on the streets. The young men I worked with smoked "kupunguza mawazo," roughly translated, this means to reduce confusion through a
process of cooling off, or " kupata mawazo," to get ideas. Several young men have
explained to me how living on the streets
brings about confusion. Every day one is
confronted with difficult decisions that
challenge their norms and morals. People
say, "nimechanganikiwa," a beautifully passive construction announcing, "I was
caused to be mixed up," a state that often
arises from struggling to survive day after
day in the hot sun. Mawazo are ideas related to abstract thought and it is believed
that when one is overwhelmed with them it
is difficult to make an intelligent decision.
In this sense, ideas themselves are neither
bad nor good, it is how one acts on them
that is important. In order to avoid acting
on impulse, or out of anger, people smoke
dawa to clear their heads, to give them
time to think through a problem or a situa-

tion, to examine all the
possibilities and to foresee obstacles when possible. It is following the
act of clearing the head,
or reducing confusion,
that one gets new, clearer
ideas. Mawazo is a noun
related to the verb
kuwaza, to imagine, ponder and reflect. Smoking
dawa then provides a
method for opening the
mind to new ways of solving complex social problems through imagination
and reflection. Most of the time people chose to smoke in small groups
among close friends and acquaintances and would use the occasion to discuss the difficulties that were confronting them, as well as to dream about
the future (in fact, mawazo can also mean dream). Many regular smokers
refer to these gatherings as "meditation," borrowing from the English, or
claim that smoking helps them, "kupata meditation," to enter into a meditative state. In these contexts meditation doubles as a synonym for mawazo
(or kuwaza depending on how it is used) while at the same time making a
connection to Rastafari belief systems that also refer to smoking cannabis
as meditation.19

Figure 4.21 Ras
Othman poses with
his nephew outside
of his brother's
Kigogo apartment.
Dar es Salaam.
(2002)

One could argue that smoking dawa actually helps to bring about peace on
the streets in Dar es Salaam, and that by providing an opportunity for thinking before acting, the consumption of cannabis actually decreases violent
outbursts and impulsive robberies.20 In addition to fostering this outward
peace, however, dawa also contributes to the development of a sort of inner
peace among those who smoke in Dar es Salaam, by reducing their confusion and easing the anxiety they feel about living an extremely precarious
existence. Much of this chapter, and indeed this book, focuses on the exterior worlds of those living and working in the streets as it is extremely difficult to examine the interiority of their worlds without resorting to an exploration of subjectivities bordering on the psychological, a skill that falls far outside of my domain. When I speak of suffering and struggling, economic or
physical tropes are most often invoked. But, much of the suffering experienced by those who do struggle in the streets is psychological. Routinely
subject to the humiliations of physical and verbal abuse, begging, rape, and
hunger, the scars inflicted on their psyches are often difficult to fathom, let
alone discuss or write about. For many young men, dawa provides relief from
these daily humiliations, and a space, albeit an inner one, to contemplate the
meaning of life and to find the strength to continue the struggle. In addition
to smoking for the purpose of clearing their minds most also report smoking
before going to sleep at night in order to ease their minds, to ease their
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hunger, and to help induce a state of (un)consciousness that allows them to
sleep through the night on the streets with little else to protect them from
the elements, the mosquitoes, and the rapists. In this regard, it is easy to
see why so many of them are quick to imagine dawa as a medicine sent from
above.
I found that in the context of my work, it was an important ritual to smoke
with those who agreed to participate in the research as a way of developing
trust between us. By smoking together I was illustrating my trust in them that
they would not set me up and they were able to recognize in me someone
who would not judge them as immoral and degenerate. Nearly every group
interview undertaken with young men began with the smoking of dawa. On
several occasions I was assured that this was necessary if only because it
would help people to tell better stories during our interviews. As one young
man told me at the beginning of a group interview, "Kila mtu anafikiri.
Tunavuta kupata mawazo." "Every person thinks. We smoke to get ideas." 21
Chant Down Babylon: Roho mbaya as the root of all evil
There is a tendency among those who study youth subcultures and popular
culture in general to gravitate toward politicized subjects of study, focusing on
revolutionary ideas and projects countering the status quo. I must confess
that one of my initial interest in studying the Rasta subcultures of Dar es
Salaam was to ferret out local discussions on inequality, African unity, and
social justice in order to inform my own scholarly views on these subjects.
Such discussions seldom emanated from the "real" Rastafari communities,
but rather from those who were struggling to make a life for themselves on
the streets. They were far from being ideologically uniform, though, they were
intensely critical of the various power structures —local, national, and international — that collaborate to keep the working man down.
We should not forget that Zion (i.e. Africa) was colonized and thus perhaps
forever tied to Babylonian systems of global capitalism. Many Africans, peoples of African descent, and others with peace and love in their hearts, had
great hopes for the continent as one African country after African country rapidly achieved independence throughout the 1960s and 1970s. As time
passed, however, and the general air of optimism started to fade, there was
one cautionary voice that could be heard above others; one voice aware that
neither the "real revolutionaries" nor the real revolution had yet been determined. That voice belonged to Bob Marley. In his 1980 song Zimbabwe —
a song composed and recorded out of solidarity with the freedom fighters of
that country— he cautioned against internal divisions and power struggles in
African countries. By 1980, the world had already witnessed the dire consequences of such struggles in many newly independent African states and, at
least to Marley, it was becoming apparent that many so-called revolutionaries
and independence leaders had been led astray following independence. At
the time, Marley insightfully suggested that fighting for the independence of
African nations did not necessarily make people revolutionaries. His song
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was, in essence, an appeal to Africans,
and especially African leaders, to
become "real revolutionaries" and visionaries. He was the only foreign musician
invited to perform at the national ceremony marking Zimbabwe's independence in
April of 1980, a performance that guaranteed his message would be directly delivered to the many African and
Commonwealth leaders (not to mention
Prince Charles himself) who had gathered to mark the last time the British
flag flew over the African continent. Given recent events in Zimbabwe, however, perhaps Robert Mugabe is in need of hearing the refrain repeated a few
times, as no doubt are many of the other leaders who had the privilege of
being in attendance that day. It is arguable that Marley's sustained interest
and commitment to African power structures helped to guarantee his continued popularity throughout the continent today. It is certainly true in Tanzania.
Marley's thinly veiled criticism of African leaders at a time when unity was
being almost uniformly and uncritically celebrated was truly revolutionary, and
it was for this that he was most often heralded among young men in Dar es
Salaam who are themselves highly critical of their own leaders.
Many of the young men with whom I worked felt that their parents' generation had failed in their assigned task of being "real revolutionaries" and that,
worse yet, they had through their corruption and greed colluded in the perpetuation of neo-colonialism. It was Marley's song, specifically the lines concerning the real revolutionaries, that was on more than one occasion offered
to me as an explanation for why Zion, in the form of modern day Africa, specifically the Tanzanian nation-state, has failed its people. This opinion was

Figure 4 . 2 2 Roho
Mbaya Ugonjwa - "a
bad spirit is a sickness."
Painted on wall in
Mburahati. D a r e s
Salaam. (2000)
Figure 4 . 2 3 Bob
Marley painting on
wall outside of a
failed recording center in Mburahati.
Dar es Salaam.
(2000)
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Figure 4.24 Comic
strip by Thabiti
"Kajanja" Maiga, a
Maskani regular.
Frame 1: "If you
want to progress in
this country it is
necessary to have
roho mbaya my
friend." Frame 2:
"Then why hasn't
Mzee Gulogoja's
wife progressed?"
From artist's personal collection. Dar
es Salaam. First
published in Dar
Leo. (14 April
2001)
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especially held among middle class youth whose parents had the benefit of
international education and a steady flow of development support from liberal democracies throughout Europe who wanted to see Tanzania, "the shining
example of Ujamaa, African socialism," survive. That first generation of leaders, for the most part, was guaranteed lifetime employment opportunities in
government jobs. The country, indeed the world, had invested in them and
according to most young and disillusioned people today in post-socialist
Tanzania, those leaders let the nation, and indeed the world, down.
The contemporary rhetorics of peace and love were, like the visions of
Atlantic Rastafari born out of the wreckage of a failed vision of Utopia, though
in this case a temporal Utopia associated with post-independence imaginations. In discussions filled with post-colonial wryness, I came to understand
that in accordance with local ways of knowing, neither Babylon nor Zion were
geographical places or mythical places, nor were they unrealized futuristic
Utopias. Rather they had become concepts, and identities. A person with
roho mbaya, or a bad spirit, is Babylon, the embodiment of everything wrong
with society and the opposite
of peace and love. Roho
mbaya ni ugonjwa, or "a bad
spirit is a sickness" (Fig.
4.22).
Roho mbaya is normally translated as either jealously or
envy, but these translations fall
short (Fig. 4.23). Both jealousy and envy are considered
normal human emotions; it is
only those with roho mbaya who act on such feelings. The degree to which
an individual is considered a good person is determined by the degree to
which he or she is able to refrain from acting on the feelings of jealousy and
envy, which are bound to be everywhere in a society where scarce resources
are so unevenly distributed. People with roho mbaya are described as if
something were inherently wrong with them, as if they have not been properly socialized. Many people I interviewed in Tanzania championed the belief
that an individual's character is formed in childhood and that once determined it is almost impossible to alter. Thus someone afflicted with roho
mbaya is doomed to a life of inflicting social and economic injustices against
those who are least able to defend themselves. There are also strong power
and class connotations at work here that should not be overlooked. People
generally consider it impossible for a wealthy person or a person in a position of power to be jealous or envious of the less powerful and feel, therefore, that ill will directed toward the have-nots by those with money and power
is a particular result of their roho mbaya. Although poor people may be
inclined toward roho mbaya, their lack of power makes it difficult to act on it.
Of course, even slight power differentials, whether based on economics, gen-

der, age, or size may be exploited by those who are truly afflicted, though it
is rare to hear references made to poor people's roho mbaya. Those I interviewed on the subject tended to base their analysis of another's roho on the
degree to which he or she might capitalize economic inequalities, on the
degree to which someone with money was willing to interfere with the earning potential of someone with less money (Figs. 4.24, 4.25).
It may be possible to argue that discourses surrounding roho mbaya at
Maskani are similar to witchcraft discourses more generally.22 Rather than
talking about witchcraft, however, or making witchcraft accusations, something most at Maskani were extremely hesitant to do, people chose to fortify
their accusations of roho mbaya with Rastafari rhetoric. Calling someone
"Babylon" was tantamount to saying they had roho mbaya and quite possibly
calling them a witch. However, no one from Maskani ever reported having
direct dealings with uchawi, or witchcraft. Surprisingly, no one reported having dealings with waganga, or healers, either, even though such a claim would
have been considered much more benign. None of them visibly wore amulets
to ward off the evil intentions of all
those with roho mbaya who surrounded
them (unless one were to count the
Rasta beads nearly all of them wore).
In fact, when my efforts to work with a
particular mganga who had prepared an
amulet for my protection were made
known to those at Maskani, several of
them made fun of my apparent lack of
sophistication and ignorance. Although
they did believe in the existence of both
uchawi and uganga, most of them
reported having very little first-hand
knowledge about either.

Figure 4.25 Kanga
cloth with proverb,
"nice bodies you
(plural) have, but
you will
waste away as a
result of your roho
mbaya." Private
Collection. The
Netherlands.
(2000)

After prompting from Mbelwa, I began
to explore the opposite of roho mbaya, and was surprised to learn that it was
not roho nzuri, or good spirit. Rather, it is roho ya kizungu, a phrase translatable as "white" or "European spirit" used to express extreme and to a certain extent inexplicable generosity toward poor people. I asked if it was possible that certain Tanzanians might also express the qualities associated
with roho ya kizungu and was told that while it would be possible, it would be
highly unusual since they would most likely be too embroiled in local power
politics to treat a poor street hustler with any respect. And anyway, very few
Tanzanians would strive toward the goal of having roho ya kizungu, a level of
generosity toward strangers that, as I have stated, does not really make
sense in local settings. I was provided with several examples of Tanzanians
with roho ya kizungu, and interestingly, all of them had spent considerable
time living outside of Tanzania, where it was likely that their character would
have been influenced. Sizing up character and generosity was an almost con-
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tinual preoccupation of those working at Maskani, which made perfect sense
given that most of them relied on tips to make their living. Wealthy people
who failed to tip well were considered to be behaving in a selfish and unjust
behavior. This standard that was even more strictly applied to Europeans
who were expected to express a certain tendency toward generosity. When
those who parked their cars at Maskani failed to interact with the young men
guarding their cars with sufficient respect or to pay them a sufficient tip they
were likely to find that their cars were not guarded as well as they might have
liked. Stealing from the cars of wealthy people with roho mbaya was not considered particularly problematic morally, the only trick was to do it in a way
that would not bring the police to Maskani and disrupt the peace.
Philosophical views related to roho, or the human spirit, are central to any
understanding of the way that young people in Dar es Salaam interpret, transform and co-opt Atlantic Rastafari beliefs. I have chosen to focus on an exploration of the foundations of some of these local philosophies because I think
one of the main reasons that Marley and his music have become so popular
in Tanzania today is that the messages layered into his lyrics are already
reflective of local ways of knowing. The primary reason he is particularly popular among poor urban youth, I think, is that his music captures the spirit of
struggle that so many of them know first hand from their daily efforts to get
by. In short, Bob Marley is a floating signifier with enormous potential for
interpretation. His lyrics, when taken out of context, could be construed as
enormously banal. When interpreted in the context of one's life experience,
however, they can seem quite profound. The struggle that Marley describes
is a difficult one. It is made worthwhile, however, because of the moments
of love, joyousness, and pleasure that are also part of it. Unlike many musicians who describe and condemn Babylon power structures, Marley offers
possibilities, not just for the future, but also the possibility that a certain
peacefulness can be had today if one chooses to live with love in one's heart.
Marley's music is revolutionary in political and economic terms, but also
because it insists on recognizing the power of "peace and love" central to
Rastafari notions of "spirit." Through experimentation with Rastafari philosophies young people making their way in the streets of Dar es Salaam are able
not only to survive but also to thrive with a degree of passion, compassion,
and style that might otherwise be denied them.
It is my belief that many of those at Maskani who promoted social ideals of
peaceful coexistance, cloaked in Rastafari philosophy, did so to promote a
better quality of life in the context of their daily negotiations with others who
worked at the corner, as well as between themselves and those officially
responsible for policing the corner. In limiting the number and degree of public altercations they were able to limit the attention they drew to themselves
and improve the likelihood that they would be able to go about their day to
day lives with a limited amount of hassle and harassment. Paradoxically,
however, the choice to demarcate the corner as a "zone of peace" with Bob
Marley and other Rastafari imagery and music, and the choice to wear Rasta
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hairstyles, clothing and jewelry, virtually guaranteed that they would be seen
as troublemakers by much of Dar es Salaam society. Though they rarely
smoked marijuana where they could be readily observed, it was generally
assumed by the public that Rastas of any kind were regular consumers of the
drug. Many middle class people with whom I casually spoke about my work
would condemn those who smoked marijuana, saying that it made them crazy
and irresponsible. Though there were a few young men at Maskani who
strictly adhered to the tenets of Rastafari belief {i.e. vegetarianism, not cutting hair, etc.), most observed the rules of the faith only nominally, giving
precedence to philosophies that reinforced their own ideals regarding social
justice and to fashions that resonated with their own aesthetics.
Writing about inner city African American expressive cultural forms in the
United States, historian Robin Kelley stresses the importance of examining
cultural forms that are normally referred to as popular, such as language,
music and style, in a way that allows for the possibility that they serve a purpose that is more than simply functional:
[Wjhen social scientists explore 'expressive' cultural forms or what has
been called 'popular culture' . . . most reduce it to expressions of pathology, compensatory behavior, or creative 'coping mechanisms' to deal with
racism and poverty. While some aspects of black expressive cultures certainly help inner city residents deal with and even resist ghetto conditions,
most of the literature ignores what these cultural forms mean for the practitioners. Few scholars acknowledge that what might also be at stake
here are aesthetics, style, and pleasure. Nor do they recognize black
urban culture's hybridity and internal differences (1997:17).
In this chapter, I have attempted to follow Kelley's lead and I have tried to
illustrate the ways in which an uncontested global phenomenon like Bob
Marley can be localized through a process that infuses both his life and what
he stood for with meanings that are often completely removed from who he
was. 23 At the same time, I find it important to focus on how choosing to
become a Rasta in Dar es Salaam, whether "real" or "fashion," is part of a
set of choices relating to "aesthetics, style, and, pleasure," as well as economics and politics. Reducing such choices in a way that would portray
those who honor Marley's philosophies through an embodiment of Rastafari
culture as either blind consumers of Western-marketed music, or as people
so subsumed by the daily struggle to survive that their lives have become
devoid of inventiveness and pleasure is too simplistic of an analysis. Such a
view would be a disservice not only to those dedicated to the task of trying
to understand and perhaps "help" those who have been economically marginalized by society, but also to those who have found in Marley someone
capable of representing the complexities, both banal and profound, of living
and working in the streets.
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notes
1

Sisi tupo na peace and love, lakini uko hamna. Uko Babylon.
I have first-hand information from two separate people of European descent
falling into this same trap. Each of them ended up paying over 200 dollars
directly to the police officer in order to avoid being charged with possession.
I was told that after this fairly routine transaction would be completed, the
police officer would give a portion of his proceeds to the dealers who had
sold the marijuana (at a much-inflated price) in the first place.
3
On a good day a car washer could earn 2000 - 3000 Tsh. just washing cars
and three square meals could be bought for under 1000. At other maskani
where people earned less it was not uncommon for people to pool their
resources to buy the necessary ingredients to prepare a meal. In this case,
1000 Tsh could feed four or five people quite well. Most car washers considered 500 Tsh. to be the minimum they could make and still survive. With
this they could eat one large afternoon meal and still have enough left over
to smoke a little marijuana to stave off hunger in the evening. Though most
of them did have savings with Masha, the store owner, I never saw them dig
into this money to meet daily expenses. Instead they would either borrow
money from someone else working at the corner who had done good business for the day, convince one of the food vendors to give them a meal on
credit, or try to beg money from passersby.
4
Dr. Sylvia Kahaya, personal communication with the author (2000). Dr.
Kahaya, a psychiatrist at Muhimbili Hospital in Dar es Salaam, reports unusually high numbers of patients being admitted to the psychiatric ward with
"cannabis induced psychosis" and over one third of all patients being admitted with high THC (the active ingredient in cannabis) in their blood stream.
She also reports that it is not uncommon for parents to commit children they
suspect of cannabis use to the psychiatric ward for treatment. She suggests
that it was possible that some forms of Tanzanian cannabis had exceptionally high levels of THC, making it more potent that cannabis in other parts of
the world. Clinical tests to verify this are currently underway.
5
For more on tourist art in Africa see Kasfir (1999) and Phillips and Steiner
(1999).
6
See Mintz for an especially succinct summary of these views (1998:117133).
7
The shaving of dreads is a practice much more common among police in
Zanzibar where the number of both tourists and "fashion dreads" is much
higher. See Weiss for a discussion on the relationship between hairstyles
and police harassment in Arusha (2002:116).
8
Special thanks to Ras Simba who valiantly attempted to convince the
Brethren of his church to accept my presence in their midst. I know this
caused a great deal of social discomfort for him and respect his decision to
maintain the moral high ground.
2
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9

I had several insightful discussions on the history of reggae in both
Zanzibar and on the mainland with the producer of Bongoland Recordings —
a label devoted to producing bootleg copies of hard to find reggae classics.
"Teacher," as he is fondly known at Maskani, now lives in Dar es Salaam, but
grew up in Zanzibar and worked as a music selector for reggae gatherings
that were commonly held there in the 1970s and 1980s. Clearly, it was people like him making copies of reggae music throughout the socialist period
who fueled underground interest in foreign music. Other notable sources of
foreign music that were reported by those I spoke with in the music world
were university professors and Tanzanian diplomats working abroad.
10
See Wamba for a discussion on the availability and popularity of "panAfrican" music in Dar es Salaam in the 1980s (2000, especially Chapter
Eight). Also see Graebner (1997).
11
Repatriation refers to the return of all Rastafari to Zion, Africa.
Repatriation is one of the primary tenets of the Rastafari faith.
12
Changes can be particularly noticed in regards to the growing popularity of
Kiswahili rap and the growing acceptance of Taarab, a music that was formerly considered immoral because of its association with homosexuals. In
Chapter Seven I discuss the recent emergence of "modern Taarab," which
has been heavily influenced by the increased radio play Taarab has received
over the last several years.
13
From independence, Tanzania, and specifically the University of Dar es
Salaam, served as a center for debates on pan-Africanism and possibilities
for repatriation, thus it is not surprising that Nyerere would have lent his support to this re-settlement scheme. Correspondingly, most of the repatriated
Rastafari who I interviewed demonstrated an almost unquestioning support
of Nyerere, despite knowing very little about the particularities of his policies.
14
Within the Rastafari traditions of Jamaica conscious efforts have been
made to purify the English language by transforming the existing lexicon, as
well as by introducing entirely new words. Thus "overstand" comes to
replace understand and "speechifying" to replace preaching. These linguistic variations have been spread throughout the Rastafari world primarily
through reggae music. See Campbell (1985:188-190) and Pollard (1994).
15
According to the Rastafari faith all peoples of African descent can trace
their ancestry to Ethiopia, therefore, making them all Kushites.
16
See Campbell's (1985) Rasta and Resistance: From Marcus Garvev to
Walter Rodney for an overview of problems between repatriated Rastafari
communities and Africans in Ethiopia.
17
See Lake (1998), Rastafari Women: Subordination in the Midst of
Liberation Theology, for a discussion of the subordinate and even slave-like
roles to which many women are subject in the name of a Rastafari belief system in Jamaica. In Tanzania, there are very few women who consider themselves Rastafari, though an increasing number of young women are dreading
their hair. Emp'ress Gypsy, a radio selector for East Africa FM, publicly proclaims herself a Rasta woman, but this identity is often challenged by her
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male counterparts for her refusal to submit to conservative doctrines that
would transform and limit her involvement in public life. Generally, those with
whom I worked seemed to express a great deal of acceptance toward White
Rastafari, while limiting simplistic generalizations connecting notions of
Babylon to "White" power structures. Oppression was recognized as resulting from differences in power, which may or may not be related to race, and
depictions of Babylon were often connected to power structures much closer
to home than those connected to the Atlantic slave trade.
18
Most Tanzanian Rastas think of Rastafari as a set of cultural norms rather
than a religion and neither Muslims or Christians reported finding the tenets
of Rastafari at odds with their own religious beliefs. Although I had initially
expected religion to play an important role in my research it was rarely a subject of discussion among any of the groups with which I worked. All of the
groups consisted of members who were Christian or Muslim, but most had
working knowledge of both faiths. The women I worked with were more likely to discuss how their faith figured into their lives than the men were, but
there were no discernable social tensions based on religion that I could discern.
19
There are striking linguistic similarities between Wamaskani discourses on
the relationship between thought and action and Fabian's (1974) discussion
of genres of Jamaa discourse. Both speak of being inspired by mawazo
(dreams/idea) and of the importance of exchanging these ideas through a
mode of counseling, or advice giving (mashaurii). Of course, few Wamaskani
viewed the smoking of marijuana as a religious experience, or of divinely
receiving mawazo. There were, however, undeniable tendencies to ritualize
cannabis use by associating it with Rastafari beliefs (see next note).
20
The idea that cannabis produces a calming influence is hardly new. Fabian
provides the following observations made by German explorer Hermann von
Wissman in 1881 when travelling trough central Tanzania: "I am convinced
that hemp has a domesticating effect on the negro, that the narcotic weed
mitigates their restless savagery . . . It makes the negro more approachable
and more useful for culture and civilization" (2000:171). If nothing else
Wissman's observations provide evidence of ritual use of cannabis in
Tanzania as early as 1881. Some of the young men at Maskani would talk
about older men (wazee) in their respective home regions smoking cannabis
when working in the fields or at the end of a long day of labor. None spoke
of the ritual use of cannabis in rural areas, though they did tend to ritualize
their own use of it and to place high value on Rastafari beliefs that regard
cannabis as holy. In an interview with the author (2000) Dr. Gad Paul Kilonzo,
a physiatrist at Muhimbili Hospital, suggested that cannabis is sometimes
used by rural laborers to relieve the boredom that agricultural work sometimes entails. Mbatia recognizes ritualistic use of cannabis in some rural
areas of Tanzania but stresses its consumption was regulated "traditionally,"
though it is not clear what he means by this (1996:25).
21
Fabian suggests that if we are to accept the notion that we, as Africanist

anthropologists, are participants in the struggle to carve a place for Africa
and Africans in the present then we must make present "our knowledge of
what people think that thinking is and accomplishes" (1998:105-6). It is to
this end that I enter into a discussion on mawazo and its relation to the consumption of cannabis.
22
Several early readers of this text pointed this out and I believe it is a comparison worth further comparison even though the data I have been able to
gather to date do not support it.
23
A similar argument is made by Savishinsky (1994) regarding the ways
Senegalese Baye Faal have both incorporated and transformed Atlantic
Rastafari cultural practices that already resonated with their own beliefs and
practices as followers of the teachings of Sheick Ibra Faal (1858-1930), who
quite independently of Rastafari influences also dreaded his hair and smoked
cannabis for religious purposes. See Roberts and Roberts (2003) for further
discussion of the popularity of Bob Marley among Mourides in Senegal today.

135

5

Signs of Discontent:
Whispers of Violence in the City of Peace

Don't you know, talk about a revolution sounds like a whisper?
• Tracy Chapman

Whispers of Violence in the City of Peace

Introduction
In the previous chapter I attempted to illustrate the ways in which global phenomena can become uniquely localized as reinforcements of ideas and
ideals already in place. Using similar approaches, I would now like to turn
my attention to an analysis of the ways in which violence was represented,
celebrated and perpetuated through popular forms of art and expression in
order to come to a better understanding of how violence was understood
among those with whom I worked most closely at Maskani.
In addition to the everyday stories about violence that I heard at Maskani,
this chapter provides examples of several forms of state-sponsored violence
that seemed to hold an important place in the popular imagination during the
time of my research. In order to provide what I believe can serve as a bridge
of understanding between everyday stories about violence and state-sponsored violence I explore one of the primary ways that violence is represented
among youth in Dar es Salaam: the display of imagery associated with international cultural heroes who could be seen as embodiments of violence.
This practice was at least as popular as the display of the sorts of peaceful
imagery discussed in the previous chapter.
Violent imagery, drawn from a global collection of rap artists, movie bad
guys, professional boxers, dictators, war villains, drug lords, and criminals
seemed to fuel the imaginations of the many of young men with whom I
worked. Nicknames like Tyson, Osama and Sadaam were de rigueur,
assigned to those with a fierce temper or a fierceness on the football pitch
that demanded respect. Like so many young men throughout the world,
those living and working at Maskani pumped iron and exercised to encourage
their bodies to conform to their expectations of masculinity. A set of weights
fashioned out of old iron bars and cement-filled paint cans served as the center of an evening ritual that strengthened both bodies and social bonds.
Strength was associated with power and brute force was considered a reality of their everyday lives. As a woman, I was generally surprised at how rarely
my gender isolated me from the lives of these young men. I was, however,
often forced to face the limits of my own understanding and acceptance when
confronted with the ways that violence shaped their worlds, especially in
regards to the ways they sometimes chose to celebrate and contribute to its
perpetuation. This chapter, then, is an attempt to come to grips with the
forms of everyday violence that framed my research, something that I am perhaps not entirely capable of doing.
Violence manifests itself in many and varied forms in contemporary Dar es
Salaam. For the purposes of this chapter it also serves as the rhetorical
opposite of peace as explored in the previous chapter. While in Tanzania, I
was often perplexed by all the talk of peace in the face of so much everyday
violence. How is it possible for people to proclaim they live in a peaceful
society while being routinely exposed to various forms of personal and political violence? What role does a nationalist rhetoric that declares Tanzania

as a "peaceful" nation play in perpetuating the denial of violence in
Tanzania? Many of the stories told to me by those working at Maskani centered on the ways that everyday violence, primarily perpetuated by the police
and the judicial system in Tanzania, disrupted their daily efforts to make a living. Though these stories were marked by a violence that I often found difficult to comprehend, I should point out that this was rarely the case for those
telling the stories. I was often made uncomfortable by their readiness to
share and even celebrate the violence of these stories with me. I was
shocked by the stories but more so, and perhaps more significantly, by the
way those at Maskani seemed to accept them as par for the course. Perhaps
this is why I was so confounded about all the talk of peace.
About mid-way through my research, I remember I noticed that I was beginning to nurture a growing feeling of disgust toward what I had begun to see
as a central hypocrisy in Tanzanian society. These feelings and the sweeping generalizations that inspired them worried me immensely, forcing me to
look more closely at relationships between peace and violence. Most of my
experiences at Maskani were comfortable, and even enjoyable, but there
were moments when it felt like I was seeing between the cracks into a much
darker world. It seemed that violent fights could erupt with little warning even
amidst all the talk of peace and love. Many of those working at Maskani
thought nothing of stealing from customers. They would say that they only
stole from people who "deserved it" but I know this was not always the case.
Though they often spoke of the bonds of trust between them, they often stole
from each other as well. And, while their behavior was generally peaceful at
Maskani, at least on the surface, their activities were clearly much more violent when they journeyed to other parts of the city. That some of them were
thieves was no secret, that others, in fact, most, routinely abused women
was often celebrated as a sign of manliness. And yet, the continual banter
about "One Love." In many ways, this chapter was born out of my perplexity
with this seeming paradox.
Over the last six months of my research I often found myself in heated,
sometimes quite unprofessional, discussions about the nature of peace and
violence in Dar es Salaam. I suppose I wanted to believe in the ideals put
forth in the previous chapter as much as many of those who worked at
Maskani did. But like them, I was forced to confront the violence of everyday
life, forced to face the realities of living on the street. This chapter attempts
to make sense of these seeming contradictions and is inspired by what
Achille Mbembe has called "the "aesthetics of vulgarity," (2001: especially
Chapter 3). Mbembe questions the "banality of power in the postcolony,"
paying special attention not only to the routine everydayness of bureaucratic
formalities and arbitrary rules instituted by the state, but also to "those elements of the extreme and grotesque that Mikhail Bakhtin (in Rabelais) claims
to have located in 'non-official' cultures but that, in fact, are intrinsic to all
systems of domination" (2001:102). What I am hoping to achieve, by drawing from both Mbembe and Bakhtin is a representation of the balance
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between the routine-ness of everyday abuses of power and the absurdity of
it. This is a precarious balance that allows for the perpetuation of violence,
which in itself serves as a marker of the banality of power that characterizes
so many post-colonial states in Africa and elsewhere.
The claims made in this chapter may be seen as both contentious and controversial. Much of what I present here has come to me by way of stories
told to me by everyday people in Tanzania. For reasons that may seem obvious to the reader these stories are not only rarely documented in public
records but they are also often challenged by official representations and histories of the state. Such popular stories or 'public secrets' are often difficult
if not impossible to confirm. Given that my objective here is a social rather
than historical one, however, I believe it is vital to present them as stories
that were truly told, allowing the reader to determine whether or not they are
true stories. This chapter opens by drawing on stories told to me by the car
washers at Maskani and takes a closer look at the ways that police brutality
and corruption, as well as other forms of violence, shaped their lives. It then
turns to what I call "signs of violence," that is, representations of violence in
popular culture. The final sections of this chapter examine state-sponsored
forms of violence.
Irony is central to many of the arguments put forth in this chapter. The
power of irony is not to be understated. Fernandez suggests that it can serve
as "the main covert weapon against oppressive authoritarian situations of
domination and subordination" (1986:268), while Roberts convincingly illustrates the ways irony can be employed by artists and other "technology brokers" from western Africa to successfully create meaningful lives in otherwise
fairly oppressive circumstances (1996:82-101). What I want to suggest in
this chapter is that while the state often cloaks violence in the language of
peace, Wamaskani respond to it primarily through irony and humor.
Organized protest was almost unheard of at Maskani but everyone routinely
employed irony, one of the most powerful weapons in their arsenal, to register their protests against the state's control over them.
Narrating Violence
While I was waiting for the bus to take me into the Dar es Salaam city center one day, a heavily laden cart that was carrying bananas and being pulled
by a bicycle stopped next to a nearby fruit stand to make a delivery. I knew
from previous experience that there are many young men who go to the central markets early in the morning to buy fruit and vegetables at the lowest
possible prices and then deliver them to suburban vendors. The only way one
can really make money in these sorts of endeavors is by relying on humanpowered transportation rather than on more expensive modes. This kind of
work is physically demanding as was evidenced by the sweat pouring from the
young businessman's face. Many carts like his are painted with amusing sayings on the back pertaining to the difficulties and expectations of capitalist

labor. This cart was painted with the phrase "Mkononi mwa Polisi," or "In the
Hands of the Police" (Fig. 5.1). No doubt, like so many other people whose
ways of earning a living involve working outside the confines of the formal
economy, this man's profit margin was often connected to the number and
amount of bribes he would inevitably be expected to pay corrupt police who
might imagine him an easy target. Most likely he was hoping his ironically
honest sign would earn him a smile and shake of the
head from the police rather than feigned anger and a
shake down. This example illustrates the way people
employ humor and irony as a mode of living with violence and routine abuses of power while also challenging and resisting them.
Narrating violence, making sense of violent events
through the telling of stories, takes many forms.
There are three that I would like to focus on here.
The first, what I call habari stories (habari is news in
Kiswahili), involve the telling of events that have transpired in the time between the meetings of two separate people or parties. The second takes the form
of reminiscences, which often characterized the stories I would hear when I would elicit them in-group
settings. The third form is more strictly narrative and
reflective, employed as an explanation for current life
circumstances. These last resemble life stories.
They often begin with tales of abuse inflicted in youth
and end with a summing up of events in the present.
Habari
When I returned to Tanzania in January of 2002 after an eighteen month
absence, I quickly began to notice similarities between the stories told to me
by most of my old friends when I went to greet them for the first time. After
inquiring after one another's families, friends, and acquaintances, we quickly
progressed beyond pleasantries. As things turned more serious I would
often say, "nipe habari yako," or give me your news. This would usually create an opportunity for them to fill me in on some of the more difficult things
they had undergone in the year and half since I had seen them last.
Sometimes this habari was shared in a group setting but, more often than
not, individuals would find a way to pull me aside to share these events in
private. I cannot be sure what motivated this behavior since most of what
was shared with me at these times was more or less common knowledge but
I know what effect it had on me. I felt singled out, selected to hear their stories one-on-one. I was suddenly given access to the interior worlds of several of the young men with whom I had worked so hard to establish bonds of
trust, some of whom had barely even acknowledged my presence during my

Figure 5.1 Unayo
Moyo? or "Do you
have what it
takes?" sign on
bycycle cart near
Magomeni. This
cart, though empty,
is similar to the one
I observed with "In
the hands of the
police" painted on
the back. Dar es
Salaam. (2000)

141

Whispers of Violence in the City of Peace

previous trip. The setting was also changed because at the time, I had not
gone to Maskani to conduct interviews or undertake new research. I went
there without an assistant or translator, relying on my own language skills; I
took neither notebook nor tape recorder. I went simply to greet my friends
and to get their news, which is exactly what I got. 1
Although I spoke with most of them separately, or in groups of two or three,
I noticed similarities between their stories in regards to form, to be sure, but
even more so in regards to content. With little prompting from me each of
them would deliver a litany of their experiences, most significantly listing their
encounters with police that had landed them in prison since I had last seen
them. In some cases this was not particularly surprising to me, especially
given that several of the young men who shared extensive greetings with me
had already been in prison when I had left Tanzania a year and a half ago. In
the intervening time, several others who had previously been free were now
incarcerated. It made sense that prison would feature in stories told to me
when I would inquire about those particular individuals. In the stories I heard
people usually focused on the experience of being in prison itself, especially
the physical hardships, the length of time spent there, how they finally managed to get out, and the amount of time it took to recover from the illnesses
and injuries sustained while in prison. They never broached subjects related
to why they had been imprisoned in the first place or why they had not managed to pay someone off to avoid imprisonment. Sometimes, the stories of
brutality, which where often quite detailed, had me shaking my head in disbelief —not in disbelief of their stories but, rather, a disbelief in humanity. So
quickly after my return I was once again being confronted with subjects that
while almost incomprehensible to me where commonplace in the lives of
those with whom I worked most closely.
One young man named Madole who had spent three months in Segerea
prison in Dar es Salaam the previous year showed me the scars on his arms
where the police had beaten him at the time of his arrest. Laughing uncomfortably in a way I had come to associate with stories about prison, he told
me how at first the police had started beating him on the legs, but when he
joked with them saying, "Sina gari nje. Gariyangu ni miguu yangu," or "I don't
have a car outside. My legs are my car," they started laughing and then
began beating him on the arms. He told me how he got very ill when he was
inside and that when he came out he was forced to return to his mother's
house in Arusha where it took her over two months to nurse him back to
health. In a retelling of the story a couple of days later in a completely different context, he told me how disappointed he had been in his friends from
Maskani, most of whom never visited him in Segerea. He told me how he
always made a point of taking money, cigarettes, clean clothes, food, and
sandals to his friends when they ended up in prison and that he had expected them to do the same for him in return. This was the reason he gave me
when I questioned why he seemed to be getting in so many fights around
Maskani in the preceding months. This young man, one of the first to begin

working at Maskani during the time of the Sheraton's construction and considered by most of those at the corner to be by far the toughest of them all,
had tears in his eyes as he told me of his disappointment and frustration with
the people he had helped out over the years. I knew from a previous experience, when another young man from Maskani ended up in prison, that it was
not uncommon for the others to let someone sit in jail as punishment for
causing trouble on the corner. Madole was certainly one of the top troublemakers at Maskani, so I was not particularly surprised that he ended up serving his time in prison with very little support from his corner comrades, but
this did not make it any easier to hear his story without feeling that their
abandonment was just another example of the injustices he was forced to
face.2
There is an important difference between jail and prison that should be considered: jail is the place where one is taken when one is picked up by the
police, while prison is where one is taken after being convicted of a crime.
Most of the young men who shared their stories with me about prison had
served their time in Segerea Prison, a state-run maximum security prison
located in the Dar es Salaam suburbs where the conditions and guards are
notoriously brutal. While it was fairly common for the young people with
whom I worked to end up in jail, it was pretty unusual for them to end up in
prison. The reasons for this are fairly simple. Unless one commits a major
crime or is absolutely destitute, it is usually pretty easy to get a case dropped
before it is brought to trial, or to make sure that it is dropped before sentencing. In most cases, police tend to target people for prosecution (persecution?) whom they believe will be able to pay a small bribe to get off. In the
best-case scenario, money is exchanged before anyone even makes it to jail.
If one is unfortunate enough to not be carrying sufficient funds at the time,
the chances of ending up in jail are much higher. Once in jail, the price one
will be expected to pay to make sure the case is "lost" increases exponentially. It is a commonly known fact that corrupt police collect bribes to supplement their own paltry incomes, as well as for their superiors who usually
take a cut. If a patrolling agent is able to procure payment before he gets to
the station he will not have to share his profit with his coworkers and, thus,
he will usually settle for a lower payment. Once in jail, it is not only officers
who must be paid off, but also the clerk responsible for processing the case.
This is the time when it is essential to have friends on the outside who are
willing to pool their resources to buy one's freedom. Without this support, it
is not impossible to get out, but it is definitely more difficult. In most
instances, when people tell stories about making payoffs at this stage they
refer to the clerk and some of the officers in specific terms (often even by
name), as each of those who participate in the perpetuation of the system is
usually well known on the streets, and most people know beforehand approximately how much they will be expected to pay depending on the individuals
involved. Certain police stations are also characterized as being particularly
corrupt and one expects that prices will be higher there. Once in prison, it is
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almost impossible to get out unless one has great sums of money and influence at one's disposal. The general belief on the streets is that it is the people who are able to buy their freedom from prison who are the real criminals
in society — those who engage in smuggling activities (illegal drugs, coffee,
cloves), large scale thievery, the sale of drugs, and even murder — and then
use their money and power to shield themselves from punishment.
It should be understood, however, that everyone I ever spoke with on this
topic was grateful for the opportunity to pay bribes. In their minds, corruption was not defined by the fact that police take payments in exchange for
dropping charges, but by the fact that they were picked up on trumped up
charges to begin with, or by the fact that they might be expected to pay an
excessively high amount to a specific police officer, clerk, or at a specific
police station. For this reason, people would sometimes go to exceptional
circumstances to avoid police confrontation in certain areas of the city for
fear of ending up in custody at a police station where they would not be able
to afford the get-out-of-jail fees.
The stories that people told about prison were different from those they told
about jail. Most significantly they were much more violent. While prison stories were filled with brutally descriptive details, stories about jail normally
centered around those who were involved in making the arrest and processing the case, how the amount of the bribe was negotiated, the degree of help
that was received from friends on the outside, and the final amount that was
paid. Stories about jail are so common and considered so much a part of
routine life that people often do not even talk about arrests unless there is
something humorous or particular about the incident. Unless I went out of
my way to solicit stories about jail they were almost never shared with me.
This was in contrast to prison stories like the one shared with me by Madole
when we exchanged news after being out of touch with one another. A few
days after Madole told me about his prison experience several young men
from Maskani were picked up by the police. I did not find out this for several days, however. This was not as a result of me being unobservant or
because they were hiding it from me. When I asked them why they had not
thought to mention it to me, Madole spoke up. With his typical bravado he
asked me what the point would have been in telling me and wondered what
I could have done to help them. The others who were looking on nodded in
agreement while laughing at Madole's efforts to tease me. One asked if I
would have come to the station to help them out. I joined in the laughter but
not without realizing how right he was. They had paid the funds requested of
them and were back on the streets in less that twelve hours. No big deal. If
I had gotten involved, no doubt the expected fees would have been much
higher. When I pressed for details of the arrest I was met with a bored resistance that had very little resemblance to the focused detail I received from
the same young men when they talked about their harrowing experiences in
prison.
No matter how much I would have liked to be told about daily police harass-

ment when exchanging news, or habari, it never became a common occurrence. I usually heard about harassment and arrests second hand, either
from Mbelwa or from someone else not directly associated with Maskani.
They seemed to be able to recognize the value of such knowledge for helping me to understand the everyday lives of Wamaskani, but Wamaskani rarely
thought it worth mentioning. Perhaps they were embarrassed, perhaps they
did want to present themselves as victims to me, or perhaps it was simply,
as Madole had pointed out, that they could not see how telling me would
help. I can only guess that they had their reasons for sharing the intimate
details of their prison forays with me, though, empathy was the only thing I
can imagine I was able to offer them. Perhaps in such contexts my disbelief,
my disgust, and my echoing of their sentiments of injustice were welcomed.
People's stories of prison were less commonplace than their stories of jail.
They were definitely more significant, if only because they were so much more
violent. Apparently news, or habari, involved the disclosure of such significant
details. If people had bothered to tell me about every time they were picked
up by the police or harassed on the streets for money we would have had very
little time to talk of anything else.
Reminiscing
Once I had gotten to know some of the car washers at Maskani I asked a
group of them to sit down with me and Mbelwa once a week for a couple of
hours in order to allow us to ask more focused questions and, more importantly, to be able to record some of the stories I had already heard them tell.
At these gatherings, stories about the police, experiences in prison, and
encounters with violence would often structure our conversations.
Sometimes I would ask questions to elicit these stories but they also
seemed to come up on their own. In these group settings such stories would
often be told and re-told amidst much laughter —laughter that seemed to create a sense of unity in the face of shared absurdities. This form of group
storytelling can perhaps best be described as a sort of reminiscing. In most
cases, the stories being told were already known to many of those gathered
and anticipatory giggling was not uncommon. I often found myself laughing
along while the stories were being told. Yet, when I later listened to the tapes
I sometimes became aware of how little there was that was actually amusing
in the stories, and also at how forced and uncomfortable the laughing sometimes sounded. The stories were absurd and ironic to be sure, but hardly
amusing. There was something about the group settings, however, that
encouraged laughter, leading me to wonder if a sense of belonging and community was not in some way tied to a shared appreciation of the ironic circumstances that shaped their lives. In such instances I was often reminded
that one must laugh in such circumstance if one hopes to avoid crying.
I had several different opportunities to hear the retelling of the same prison
story from a young man called Mdogo (meaning, "the small one"). Mdogo
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has been in jail on countless occasions, but only once in prison. Although
he was only imprisoned for two weeks, the experience was harrowing enough
to make him go out of his way to ensure that he does not go back. On several occasions, he assured me that he would do everything in his power never
to return again. When he told his prison story it often had the ring of a cautionary tale to which he added his own moral perspectives. Although I eventually heard him tell this story several times, it was only on the first occasion
that I had the opportunity to record it. As was the case with most stories like
these when told in a group setting, those who were present laughed throughout. Some added details that he left out, while others interjected with tales
of similar experiences when appropriate. As a result the story as he told it
that day was fragmented and not overly detailed. This was in sharp contrast
to stories about prison that were told to me in the context of habari. He told
this story the first time we gathered together as a group to record in the context of a larger discussion on the subject of men being raped by other men.
I only came to realize how significant this story was to Mdogo after hearing
him tell it again over a year later in less disruptive circumstances.
Mdogo begins his story with little warning and at first I am not sure of its
connection to the topic at hand. Juma had just completed a story about
being propositioned by another man at a video hall when Mdogo mentions
that life in Segerea (prison) is tough, that it is almost too hard to explain
to me. He says that his sentence there forced him to suffer (kusota) and
that he was persecuted {kuteseka).3 He tells us that when he and Dixon,
another young man from Maskani, were sent to prison his clothes were
destroyed in less than two weeks. They were new when he went in but
only rags were left by the time he got out. Not long after arriving there he
saw a man whom he had thought was a bully (mteme) being fucked
{kutombwa) by a guard. 4 He says you see that thing all the time in jail,
big, powerful people consenting to being fucked in exchange for food,
bathing water, and other privileges. He says he was beaten by guards, as
well as by other prisoners, without mentioning if the abuse was sexual in
nature. He says that one of the worst things was when he and Dixon were
forced to fight one another for the enjoyment of several prison guards.
Friendship was important in prison because you could not expect to eat
properly without it. With incredulity he told about the food distribution system known as "ugali mbele, mboga nyuma," which requires prisoners to
form partnerships in order to guarantee they get both ugali (a stiff fufu-like
porridge made from maize or cassava flour) and mboga (vegetable based
sauce for dipping) at a meal (Fig. 5.2). These two components are served
at opposite sides of the cafeteria and there is not enough time for an individual to get through both lines. This was the only official meal aside from
a breakfast of watered down meal (ujl). Those who had developed special
relationships with guards or powerful prisoners (usually sexual relationships) could expect to get a third meal in the evening too. He told us that

nighttime was the worst. Powerful prisoners and guards prey upon new
inmates, fighting among themselves as to who gets the honors. But consenting to being sexually molested will at least guarantee a descent
night's sleep. Most prisoners are forced to sleep on dirty mattresses in
the same bed with several people. Tuberculosis is endemic and most
inmates sleep with their shirts tied over their mouths to protect themselves. The prisoners are packed so tightly in their beds that they must
sleep lying on their sides, all facing in one direction.° He laughed in
amused amazement as he told that if one wanted to roll over, it was
required to get everyone on the bed to do so at the same time. He finished his story with a flourish of bravado. You have to be a real man to
survive in prison he says, directing his comments to me, you have to be
smart, to have a mastery over street Swahili if you want to avoid being
beaten by and raped by the guards and other prisoners. He tells me I
would never be able to survive in there and I believe him.
The prisons are extremely over crowded in Dar es Salaam. People say that
the prisons are never full though. Not because there are empty cells but,
because regardless of how crammed they are, there is always room for one
more. People are kept in close proximity to one another and diseases and
illness spread easily. Although he never told me so directly it was understood
among several of his friends that Mdogo was also sodomized while in prison.
Following a short pause at the end of his story he adds on that some men
who agree to being fucked make a point of pleasing their sex partners.
Sometimes they are in great demand he tells me, suggesting that there is
choice involved for some and perhaps even a degree of power.
Forced sex is not uncommon in the prison system and stories abound about
the abuses from both guards and other inmates. The aggressors, known on
the streets and in the prisons as mabasha (basha; sing.),6 usually single out
individual young men to whom they offer protection in exchange for sex. In
prison, such an arrangement might also result in better treatment, access to
better food and better sleeping conditions. On the streets, Wamaskani
reported being most susceptible to such demands when they first moved to
the city, particularly if they were young and inexperienced.7 In prison, being
small of stature increases the likelihood of being victimized by mabasha,
either guards or
other
inmates
and, if one does
not
acquiesce
quickly enough,
by both. Many
mabasha among
the inmates work
together with the
guards, serving
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as overseers of the other prisoners. These men, also called mipara, are usually men who have experience in prison and were particularly despised
among those who spoke to me. There are some who choose to become
lovers with particular mabasha, and others who acquiesce only out of fear.
Yet, all who assume the passive position in male-to-male intercourse, both in
and outside of jail, are known as wasengi (msengi, sing.).8 These men are
not considered homosexual, however, as long as they are being forced to
engage in male-to-male sex, are responsible for forcing themselves on someone else, or fulfill the role of basha with a consenting partner. Those who are
forced to submit to being sodomized when they are small, young, and inexperienced are expected to become mabasha as they get older and bigger. If
they fail to do so, it is likely that their manhood will eventually come into
question.9
One young man, who was held on remand for eight months at Keko prison
(also in Dar es Salaam), told of an infamous seven-foot tall beggar who was
granted special privileges in prison by the guards. In exchange for payment,
he was allowed to keep four adolescent boys whom he routinely sodomized
in his sleeping quarters, which was known among the other prisoners as
"kwa watoto," or the place of the children. The main way to gain special privileges in prison is by making payments to the guards. Some prisoners have
access to money through the outside, but others earn money on the inside
by sewing and embroidering Muslim prayer caps (kofia), which they then
smuggle out of the prison (with the help of the guards) to be sold. Access
to such moneymaking schemes is reserved for mabasha and their lovers.
The notorious seven-foot beggar, who had reportedly earned enough money
on the streets in a lifetime of begging to pay off the guards at Keko, eventually died in prison. Apparently, his spine was fractured when his friends, the
guards, dropped him while they were carrying him to the toilet. The young
man who told me this story suggested that everyone knew he had really died
of AIDS. He was so thin and sick that he could not walk on his own and it
was thought that the fall that eventually killed him was too minor to have
done any real damage to a healthy person.
The person who told this story spoke about it during a group discussion on
AIDS rather than on one that centered on prisons. It was told less to illustrate the injustices of the prison system than to illustrate how it was possible to be exposed to HIV/AIDS through means beyond an individual's control.
If this story, and the one above told by Mdogo, are examples to go by then it
is clear that prisons serve as centers of HIV transmission for urban youth in
Dar es Salaam and that the guards in charge of the prisons, as representatives of the state, are playing an instrumental role in furthering high rates of
infections. Worse yet, what is happening in the prisons in regards to rape
and brutal sodomy is just a microcosm of what is happening on the streets
where predatory male-to-male sex is an everyday threat for most of the young
men who sleep there.
Stories about male-to-male sex —consensual, forced, and transactional—

were among those most often told to me at Maskani. In many cases they
focused on incidents occurring on the streets rather than in the prisons. As
suggested above, those who engaged in consensual male-to-male sex once
they had begun to mature sexually were derided for their lack of manhood.
Since most young men who live on the streets have been forced to engage
in sex with other men, and many of them have returned the favor by forcing
themselves on other, younger boys as a mode of regaining their respect, it
was unusual for them to express critical views toward either practice.
Although in most cases people told stories about other people they knew who
either raped or were raped by other men, there were several occasions were
people admitted to having been victimized themselves, and others to having
forced themselves on younger boys. The latter incidents were among the
most difficult of my fieldwork experiences, as I was made to acknowledge
how the everyday ironies of street life had led to circumstances where the
individuals who were among my better friends in Dar es Salaam were also
responsible for committing acts that I considered among the most despicable possible.
Among the stories that gave rise to the greatest amount of laughter regarding male-to-male sex were those that centered on transactional sex. It was
not uncommon for individual men —locals, foreign expatriates, and visitors—
to proposition young men at Maskani. The stories that were told were always
about some wealthy man who would offer money in exchange for one or more
of the guys from Maskani to allow him to masturbate them, perform oral sex
on them, or for them to perform anal sex on him. Although they insisted they
only took advantage of these propositions when they were desperate for
money, several did admit to it. In these stories the man doing the propositioning was always portrayed as a msengi, which seemed to allow those
telling the stories to position themselves as mabasha who exploited weak
and submissive others. The reason most often given for rejecting a proposition was the belief that the person presenting himself as msengi was actually a basha in disguise who might then try to force himself on the young man
he hired. Therefore, it was agreed that it was better to accept propositions
only from men who were smaller in stature, and when someone would agree
to a proposition he would often bring a friend, or friends, along, or would
insist that they complete their business in a public place where others could
observe.
Inevitably, whenever I would bring up the topics of sex, HIV/AIDS, or homosexuality at Maskani, the first stories told would always be about white people who had made various sexual propositions to the young men who worked
there. I am sure that this was a way of not so subtly reminding me that the
sexual lives of Africans were no more perverse than those of Europeans.
One story I often heard repeated involved an expatriate who had lived in
Tanzania long enough to speak Kiswahili fluently. He went to Maskani one
day and picked up two young men who had previously agreed to his terms.
He then drove them in his Datsun10 to his house in the wealthy Mikocheni
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section of the city. At first, the man rolled a couple of big joints and proceeded to smoke with the young men. After a while they protested because it was
taking too long, prompting him to take them into a back room that had been
prepared for their visit. He gave them some oil and asked them to take turns
performing anal sex on him, insisting that they not use condoms. Each of
the young men received 5000 shillings (about $10 at the time) for their services, a little more than they could have earned in a good day of washing cars.
Another story was about a mzungu who always cruised by the beach at night
in his red Coronado looking for big men to sodomize him. One evening he
asked Mdogo to help him find "someone with a big enough penis to satisfy
him." The first guy Mdogo brought him was inspected and turned away for
being too small. The second, however, was deemed suitable and asked to
get into the car. Mdogo was given 3000 shillings for brokering the deal, while
the other man received 30,000 for "being able to satisfy the mzungu."
It was also understood at Maskani that the msengi of a powerful basha can
earn a great deal of money. There were two stories often told to make this
point. One involved a wealthy Arab who would come into the city on business
and stay at the Sheraton. He reportedly had a favorite taxi driver whom he
would pay to drive him around town in the daytime with the understanding
that he would also come to his room in the evening. In exchange, the driver
would receive 200,000 shilling (about $400 USD) for his services. During
the time I was in Dar es Salaam this same taxi driver got a new car, prompting many to speculate that it was either a gift from his Arab benefactor or at
least bought with the proceeds of their evenings together. Another story
involved an infamous night club owner known as Macheni, in reference to the
many gold macheni, or chains, that he always wore around his neck. Over
the years, Macheni, who is also a noted msengi, has acquired a great deal
wealth as a result of his exploits and many say that his identity as mtajiri
(wealthy person) supercedes his identity as msengi. In addition to providing
his own services to very special customers, he also acts as a pimp by arranging liaisons between young boys and wealthy European, Arab, and Indian
men. His nightclub was known as a safe place where reputable gay men
could go to freely explore their sexual desires without fear of violence. It was
also known that he paid the police quite well to stay clear of his establishment.
Regardless of how varied the stories were about male-to-male sex, one
theme remained constant. It was nearly impossible for the young men at
Maskani to imagine willingly allowing themselves to be sodomized. It was
understood that there were those who eventually came to like it and who
could no longer get erections, but such people — referred to as wasengi wa
ndevu (wasengi with beards) — were derided in stories told at Maskani.
Wasengi wa ndevu also take on gender roles normally considered to be
female; they cook and wash clothes for their mabasha, and some even dress
like women, wearing women's clothing, shoes and jewelry. In most cases
wasengi are younger than most mabasha, but there are some occasions,

especially when men choose to remain wasengi as they age, where they will
take on younger mabasha as lovers as a way of maintaining dominance in the
relationship despite what is perceived as their sexual passivity. Because of
the general disapproval of adult men acting as wasengi, many of them are
forced to hide their sexual preferences, making it no surprise that so many
of them resort to hiring young men living in the streets for sexual pleasure,
or that establishments like Macheni are able to thrive when wasengi have
enough money and power to buy a certain degree of tolerance, if not outright
acceptance, from society.
Although several of the stories about forced sex that I heard at Maskani did
take place there, there was general agreement in our discussions that one of
the things that made Maskani a preferred place to be —a space of peace,
following the terminology of the previous chapter— was that there was a relatively low chance of being sexually assaulted there. Since most of those
who slept at Maskani were of about the same age and size they seemed to
feel that there was less of a chance that any one of them would attack another while he slept, the time when they felt most vulnerable. This is not to say
that male-to-male sex never took place at Maskani, only that, when it did, it
was for the most part transactional, occasionally consensual, and only rarely
forced. Most of those I interviewed did have at least one story of being bothered (kusumbuwa) by someone else at Maskani in this capacity but most
reported being able to fend off the aggressor.
From the information I was able to gather, it was fairly apparent that condoms were almost never used during male-to-male sexual encounters, regardless of the surrounding circumstances. Many young men and women were
surprised to learn that one could even get AIDS from anal sex. This is an
easily understood misconception given that virtually no public information
has been made available on the subject in Tanzania, or for that matter, in
Africa as a whole (with the possible exception of South Africa). State and
international agencies alike have maintained virtual silence on the subject of
anal sex, whether taking place between men or between men and women.
Although homosexuality, or at least homosexual sex, has long been implicitly accepted along the Swahili coast as a fairly common occurrence, there has
been little if any explicit acceptance in public forums. If one were to rely on
official representation alone, one would be led to believe that there was very
little homosexuality in Tanzania and that it would be a waste of limited
resources to try to increase public awareness of the possibilities for contracting HIV through anal sex. In Chapter Seven, I will explore some popular
beliefs related to heterosexual anal sex in Dar es Salaam as made evident
in popular language and music, but suffice it to say here that many people
believe that engaging in anal sex is a reasonable way to avoid contracting HIV
from possibly infected individuals, and as a result of this notion, some people see anal sex as a preferred alternative to vaginal sex when the infection
status of a sexual partner seems questionable.
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Narration
Finally, I would like to turn to the mode of storytelling that I call narration.
People most often employ this mode when they are trying to make sense of
where they are in their lives. Such stories usually begin with early youth and
extend into the present. The story Madole told me about his encounter with
the police, which I presented in the above section on habari stories, stuck in
my mind, not because it was exceptional in its detail or brutality, but because
it was the first time he really opened up to me, given that he had refused to
become involved in my research during my previous trips to Tanzania. Once
he started talking, however, he did not waste any time bringing me up to date
on his life story. I found the several efforts he made to take me aside and
tell me his story intriguing, as it gave me a glimpse of what he must have
been led to believe were my research goals through conversations with others who had previously participated. Although I had not intended to collect
new data on my brief follow-up trip, I thought it was an interesting opportunity to find out how my research activities were viewed by those who had
helped me with it, and in the case of Madole, by those who did not. The stories he chose to tell me were very similar to those I had gathered during prior
research even though I gave him almost no direction. This may have been
because the other young men at Maskani told him these were the types of
stories I liked to hear, or because they were actually representative of the
types of stories they would normally tell. Madole was no stranger to the
streets. Over the years he had many opportunities both to take advantage
of and be taken advantage of by people in positions of power, and as a result
he was much more distrusting than many of the other young men as
Maskani. He made his distrust of me quite public right from the beginning,
I have a very clear memory of the first time this became apparent. It was
a Sunday afternoon and I had passed by Maskani by chance. A large group
of young men were playing football in the relatively deserted streets with a
ball made from plastic bags bound together by rubber bands and string.
Mbelwa and I were watching the game taking place with the Sheraton in the
background, which was at that time throwing long shadows across the area.
I remember it clearly, because it was the moment when I first came up with
the title for this book. Excited, I took my camera out without thinking and
began taking pictures of the guys playing with the Sheraton in the background
(Fig. 5.3). One of them, whom I later came to know as Madole, began waving his arms and yelling, forbidding me to take any more pictures. The commotion brought the game to stop and I was suddenly the center of attention.
I was embarrassed and felt terrible. What I had done was completely wrong,
so I put my camera away and apologized. What else could I do? The others
who were playing assured me there was no problem and that I should just
ignore Madole, but my camera stayed away until a future date when I was
explicitly asked to bring it out. When I returned to Maskani in 2002 I made
sure to bring the photos from that day along as well as a lot of others. As I

was giving people their photos as
gifts I made a joke to Madole, saying that I was sorry I had none for
him. As he had forbidden me to
take his picture, I had always been
afraid to do so. I also said it was a
pity, because I was sure that since
he was so handsome I could have sold it for a huge profit, reminding him of
the fear he had expressed a year and a half ago. Somehow this interchange
finally earned me his trust. He was ready to talk and not willing to take no
for an answer.
When I finally asked him why he had refused to work with me in the past, I
was stunned to hear that he had been afraid of me. He told me he thought
I must have been working for the police, or some other organization gathering information on "street children," and that he did not want to share anything with me that might eventually be used against him. He also implied,
however, that he felt I should have tried to convince him to work with me. The
fact that I did not made him feel that I had rejected him as well. Once our
mutual feelings of rejection were dealt with, it turned out we had a lot to talk
about.
Madole, who was only in his late teens at the time, had come to Maskani
from Arusha in the early 1990s. In the beginning he hung out with a rough
crowd in the Kariakoo section of Dar es Salaam. Unlike some of the other
young men at Maskani who have a weakness for women, alcohol, or drugs,
Madole's weakness was for kamari — a local card game — and various other
forms of gambling. He had already won and lost great sums of money in his
short lifetime. He came to Maskani around the time the Sheraton was being
built after being invited there by Dixon, a friend he knew from his Arusha
maskani. He began washing cars at Maskani under the supervision of
Rashidi, the night guard, with the intention of cleaning up his life. Previously,
he had relied exclusively on stealing and gambling to get by but in moving to
Maskani he hoped to be able to support himself legitimately through washing cars. Since then he has tried to save money, "banking" whatever extra
income he earned with Masha, the owner of the stand where music is sold
at Maskani (see Chapter Four). He told me that his efforts never paid off,
though, and that it seemed impossible to get ahead. As soon as he would
save some money there would be an emergency. Inevitably, he would either
get sick, have to pay off the police, or someone in his family would need
financial assistance. He told me how he had seen his life at Maskani as a
transitional phase when he had started working there, but now, after ten
years of fruitless labor, he was beginning to get fed up with it all. His last
stint in prison, which had eaten up all of his savings, had made him more bitter than he had been before. Perhaps he thought talking to me would provide him with an opportunity for escape, but he probably knew better than
most of the others just how unlikely it would be that I would be able to help

Figure 5.3 Young
men enjoy a game
of impromptu soccer in the Sunday
afternoon shadows
at Maskani. The
Sheraton hotel is
pictured in the background. Sundays
were seen as days
of relaxation at
Maskani since few
people came into
the city center for
business. Most visited relative or
friends on Sundays
or went to the
beach. Dar es
Salaam. (1999)
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Figure 5.4 Madole
(right) poses with
Tumbo, a fellow
Arushan, and
Mnigga in front of a
Mercedes they have
just finished washing. Dar es
Salaam. (2002)

him in any significant way. Like most of those I interviewed, Madole came to
the city from one of the up-country regions of Tanzania in search of a dream.
He also came to escape from a brutally oppressive home life, another factor
that was not uncommon among those trying to make a living on the streets.
Madole's father, who used to be in the army, beat him several times a day,
every day, as a matter of course.
Other interviews I had conducted on concepts of good parenting suggested
that corporal punishment was the norm in Tanzania, and that it was only bad
parents who failed to beat their children regularly.11 In response to my questioning on the reasoning behind this view I was often answered with a Swahili
proverb that says, "you cannot bend a dried fish," suggesting that it was necessary to use force to shape children while they were still young and their
minds were supple. The aim of such measures is to wipe out the natural
ujauri temperaments that some children are born with, that is, the tendency
many children have to disobey and question their parents. Many of those I
interviewed suggested that the failure to beat ujauri children would inevitably
result in them being improperly socialized adults who would shrug their
responsibilities. Among the female food vendors at Maskani it was suggested that perhaps the reason why so many of the young men working at the corner harassed them was because they had not been beaten enough as children. Regardless of the pervasiveness of these views, however, very few
would have agreed that it was acceptable for Madole's father to beat him as
often, or as severely, as he did.
A great majority of those who spoke to me about their reasons for coming
to Dar es Salaam in the first place reported a combination of looking for better opportunities to make a life and attempting to escape the physical violence they had routinely suffered in their childhood homes. Many were beaten and/or sexually abused by step-parents after one or both of their birth parents remarried, while others were abused and neglected by other family members who took them in following the death of a parent or parents, which are
sometimes caused by AIDS. Although there is a lot to be said for the way
people in Tanzania are willing to take care of the children of deceased relatives, a great many of the young people who do end up on the streets do so
as a result of the abuses inflicted upon them in their new homes. As the
number of young parents dying of AIDS and leaving children behind steadily
increases and already scarce family resources are stretched even further, it
is inevitable that more and more of those made orphans by the disease will
end up the streets of cities like
Dar es Salaam.
In a sense, Madole is lucky. He
still has a mother he can return to
when he gets sick and, as far as I
know, his father is now safely out
of the picture. Yet, when he tells
the story of his life one cannot

help but be struck by the violence in it. Beaten from an early age, he was
still a child when he began stealing and gambling in Arusha town. Once
there, it took no time at all for him to join a gang of thieves. When he eventually got into trouble with the police, which did not take very long, he hopped
on the back of a lorry and found his way to Dar es Salaam where his
escapades continued. In the weeks after his arrival, before he fell in with
another gang of thieves, he was taken advantage of and sexually abused.
Afraid of ending up in prison, he eventually attempted to lend some
respectability and stability to his life by settling into street life at Maskani.
Though, even there he is regularly harassed by the police, finds it difficult to
trust anyone, and sees little
hope for the future. As dismal
as it sounds, however, he is one
of the lucky ones. He has a fairly stable income, never goes
hungry and, in fact, gets fatter
every time I see him, which
hopefully is an indicator that he
still has his health. He still
struggles to get by and still
makes new friends. And, the
next time I see him, he will have
a whole stack of pictures of himself that he can hold onto to
remember his youth spent in the
shadow of the Sheraton (Fig.
5.4). The final reason Madole
gave me for not wanting to participate in my research was that
he did not want to be represented as a Dar es Salaam "street
child," an identity he considered
confining and static. Despite
everything that has happened to
him he still has dreams of a better future; I can only hope my
representation of him has not
done any further violence.

Signifying Violence
One of the more difficult tasks
of this chapter is to represent
violence in a way that does no
further damage. I struggled over

Figure 5.5 Bob
Marley and Mike
Tyson share pride of
place outside of a
corner barbershop.
Dar es Salaam.
(2000)
Figure 5.6 Bob
Marley and
President Benjamin
Mkapa ironically
paired outside of
artist's studio in
Manzese. Dar es
Salaam. (2000)
Figure 5.7 Bob
Marley and Osama
bin Laden bandannas prominently displayed for sale outside of main post
office in city center.
Dar es Salaam.
(2002)
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whether to include sections on rape because I felt I could never be sure how
the reader would perceive such information. This is true of all the material
in this book but I think it is fair to say that some subjects leave more room
for misinterpretation than others. Many of the above stories were difficult for
me to comprehend and I had the advantage of listening to them in context
and of being able to ask questions. For these reasons I focused a large portion of my research time looking not only at violence but also at the way those
with whom I worked most closely represented violence. In the above section
I tried to focus on some of the ways they did this through different modes of
storytelling, when exchanging news, when asked to "piga story" in a group
setting for the benefit of research, and when doing the same among
friends.12 In this section I want to turn my attention to an examination of
artistic representations of violence in Dar es Salaam.
As should be clear from the last chapter, the reasons for the growing popularity of Bob Marley and Rasta beliefs in Tanzania are numerous and fairly
complex. When people at Maskani discussed Marley they tended to focus
on his messages about peace and love rather than his messages about revolution and violent change. The fact that people did not normally discuss the
violent aspects of Marley's work was not surprising given the relationships
between discourses on peace and Tanzanian nationalist agendas. These are
issues I will examine more closely in the final section of this chapter. Despite
public and state silence on the topic of violence, however, I observed what
seemed to be a fair degree of popular respect demonstrated for harbingers
of violent change. This was especially so among young men and even more
so among young men working and socializing in public spaces. Images of
Marley were routinely juxtaposed with the likes of Mike Tyson, Tupac Shakur,
the Notorious B.I.G., and even Osama bin Laden (Figs. 5.5, 5.6, 5.7). On
some level there did seem to be awareness that Marley's revolutionary aims
would never be achieved without some recourse to violence. Popular figures
renowned for their public displays of violence have become culture heroes in
post-socialist Tanzania almost as quickly as Bob Marley has, as the growing
popularity of their images in sign art in Dar es Salaam surely attests. 13
In Tanzania, sign art is most often found near the entrances to small barbershops, music stalls, Internet cafés, and the studio-stalls of artists themselves. Most artists who paint signs work in a range of styles. They may be
employed to do hand lettering on businesses or buses (Fig. 5.8), to paint
images representing merchandise for sale in a particular establishment (Fig.
5.9), to paint public proclamations and information at the behest of a government or aid organization (Fig. 5.10), or to paint images of popular culture
heroes (Figs. 5.11, 5.12). It is this last that I am most interested in here.
In most cases artist paint portraits of popular figures when employed to do
so and, as such, they have little influence on the choice of subject. Sign
painters in Dar es Salaam see themselves as businessmen but also as
artists. They normally use the word msanii, or artist, to describe themselves.
As the case of Ras Swedi demonstrated in the previous chapter individual

Figure 5.8
"We need
Peace &
Bread"
delivery truck
at intersection in Magomeni. Dar
es Salaam.
(2000)
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kFigure 5.9 Painted
sign outside of
Mobitel mobile
phone service center on the Msasani
Penninsula. This
"typical" mobile
user sports a Gap tshirt, Kangol cap
and, along with his
Nokia, hold a Ruff
Ryders CD and a
copy of the
American hip-hop
magazine, the
source, with Snoop
Doggy Dog on the
cover. Dar es
Salaam. (2000)
Figure 5.10 "AIDS
Kills" public health
message posted
outside of the town
of Tanga at the
behest of the Tanga
AIDS Working
Group. Tanga.
(1996)

artists do make reputations for themselves based on their skill for painting
particular images. Sometimes choices made by individual artists to master
certain images may be a representation of their own personal and/or political views, views that can often be ascertained by observing what sort of
images they use to decorate their own studios. Signs displayed outside of a
business usually say more about the proprietor's views than about those of
the artist. In this sense, sign art can be a form of social and/or political commentary. Neither the representation nor the popularity of specific culture
heroes, whether Bob Marley or bin Laden, is arbitrary. Certain figures have
a greater likelihood of becoming popular. What Marley, bin Laden, Shakur
and Tyson all have in common is that they had already been made well-known
through international media and marketing prior to their rise in popularity in
Tanzania, and that their images were already available in the form of massproduced merchandise. There were some exceptions, of course, and I did
occasionally see images of less well-known public figures represented in sign
art. However, these were usually isolated examples that did not produce the
same effect as images of better-known public figures. When people commission specific images it is to represent something about themselves and their
businesses; the representation is only successful if potential customers and
passersby are able to "read" the meaning behind the image. The odds of
this occurring successfully obviously increase if the image is already
known.14 Business proprietors and artists both employ sign art to demarcate their commercial space in ways they hope will be meaningful to potential customers. Since most commercial establishments that display sign art
also serve as centers of social activity, business owners are able to simultaneously demarcate both physical and social space.15 This is particularly so
in places where young people gather.
Weiss (2002, n.d.), focusing on barbershop youth culture in Arusha town
(the town where many of the car washers originated) takes a close look at
the connection between local imagination and processes of globalization in
an effort to demonstrate the "ways imaginative acts are in fact materially
grounded in social activities" (2002:93). He is particularly interested in the
popularity of gangster rap music and imagery among young male proprietors
of barbershops, as well as among their customers and wonders to what
degree their consumption of these goods allows them to "inhabit the
processes of their own displacement" (2002:105). As is the case elsewhere
in Tanzanian, barbershops in Arusha can also often serve as both maskani
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and kijiweni for those who hang out and work there
and, like myself, Weiss seems to be interested in the
way such places of informality are occupied, demarcated and inhabited. His main argument regarding the
popularity of violent imagery in barbershops is that it
is reflective of the everyday violence, primarily economic, to which the young men who work in and frequent barbershops are subjected. Unlike the young
men at the Sheraton Maskani who occupy zones far
MS4LÜCN
more precarious than barbershops, the young men
who worked with Weiss were rarely subjected to physical violence or harassment from the police. While
they were by no means wealthy, it seems from his
description they did have a fairly reliable social networks on which they could rely on in times of trouble.
Though I am in full agreement with economic arguments put forth by Weiss, I wonder at his lack of attention to aesthetics. He recognizes that there is order
in the conscious juxtapositioning of global imagery but
fails to ask what motivates that order. In my mind much can be gained by
understanding such collages of images as intentionally ironic; the popularity
of violent imagery is not only reflective of larger violence within society, it is
also a commentary on it.
I find Weiss' work a valuable complement to my own primarily because of
the differences between the types of people with whom we each worked and
because he was able to conduct in-depth ethnographic research on the popularity of violent imagery. As I made clear in the previous chapter, Maskani
was a place primarily marked by peaceful imagery. Though violent imagery
was popular in Dar es Salaam as a whole, it was not among those with whom
I worked most closely. Like in Arusha, one was most likely to see the portraits of violent figures displayed at barbershops and on city buses. In retrospect I wonder if this was not a reflection of class differences between different types of maskani and/or of how precarious occupation of a particular
place was. Displays of globalized imagery express a degree of awareness of
global commonality, if not global solidarity. This sense of awareness is
echoed in other forms of expression including dress, language, and music.
All of these forms of expression are influenced by many factors, not least of
which include class background and accessibility to certain commodities.
There is likely a connection between the failed expectations of educated
urban youth belonging to respectable families with long-term connections to
the city and their preference for imagery associated with violence. Perhaps
they are able to imagine violence as a reasonable response precisely
because they feel they have had something taken away from them, while
young urban immigrants, like those living and working at Maskani feel that at
least they have been given a small chance of moving up in the world through

Figure 5.11
Bongoland Hair
Cutting Salon in
Kigogo. Dar es
Salaam. (2002)
Figure 5.12 Tupac
Shakur sign outside
of barbershop in
Mbagala. Dar es
Salaam. (1999)
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hard work. This belief can perhaps best be summed up in the phrase, "One
day yes!" which I heard many of them employ when engaged in the process
of imagining a better future. They chose to represent themselves as peaceful because they believed it would allow them access to a better world, while
others chose to celebrate violence as commentary on what they believed had
been taken away from them.
The information I do have regarding violent imagery was collected in interviews conducted with people whom I did not know as well. I contextualized
what I did learn about violent imagery in relation to what I had learned about
peaceful imagery associated with Bob Marley and the Rastafari faith and
through more generalized discussion about perceptions and experiences of
violence in Tanzania. In many ways this entire chapter and the research
behind it was part of a larger sense-making exercise undertaken to help me
resolve some of my own perplexities with the nature of violence in general
and, more specifically, in the context of Tanzanian society. From this position
of perplexity I focused on understanding what signs carrying images of violent public figures really represented for those who displayed them, as well
as for those who "read" them. Surely they were not demarcating "violent
spaces" in the same way that images of Marley worked to demarcate "peaceful spaces." Most people in Tanzania I interviewed about this subject suggested that certain figures were not popular because they represented violence per se, but rather because they represented a certain awareness of the
world among those who recognized the figures. Those who possessed this
awareness were perceived of as "cool." But then, why do most of the images
represent violent individuals? Why not Britney Spears, Madonna, or Mother
Theresa?
Wewe ni Mswahili: A nation of talkers
I would like to argue that the popularity of certain images can be explained
in part by the way those who they represent fight. For example, Marley is a
fighter, but he fights with words, expertly illustrating the power that language
has to transform both thought and action. A similar argument could be made
about the popularity of young rap artists, both American and Tanzanian. Mike
Tyson, while certainly no Mohammed Ali (physically or verbally), commanded
a certain respect because he was a champion, and even more so because
he was seen an underdog, always misunderstood by those in power. I have
also been told that Tyson best represents the brute force and absolute power
of the Unites States: big, strong, inarticulate, and guilty of rape (Fig. 5.13). 16
The trope of underdog is also important for explaining the popularity of many
rappers, as well as Marley. They are deemed "authentic" as a consequence
of their "ghetto" beginnings. Many of the young men with whom I worked saw
similarities between localities in their own concrete jungle and those situated in East Los Angeles and Trenchtown. Many even used the English term
"ghetto" to refer to their own rented rooms located in less affluent parts of

town. The popularity of Osama bin Laden's picture is
something that might be difficult for some Westerners to
understand. In the minds of many, however, bin Laden represents the ultimate underdog fighting against the greatest
of military powers, the United States. The more he is discredited in the press, the greater is his popularity (5.14).
As my good friend Dennis put it, "I think for us Tanzanians
bin Laden and Marley and even Nyerere himself are
respected because they stand up for the oppressed, they
fight on behalf of people who can't fight for themselves."
What Marley, bin Laden and Nyerere all have in common
is their rhetorical skills. They utilize language to proclaim
a space for themselves in the world, but also to fight for
what they believe in. Many Wamaskani employed language
in much the same way. Whenever a disagreement would arise at Maskani, a
long drawn-out discussion would ensue, in most cases continuing until consensus was reached or one of the parties would grow weary of the argument
and acquiesce (see Chapter Four). Discussion was the preferred way of disagreeing, and as stated in the previous chapter, this was the way in which
"peace" could best be maintained. This does not mean that the threat of
physical violence was not often lurking just beneath the surface or that language itself did not sometimes serve as a form of violence. What I want to
illustrate in this section is the way that language, even language about
peace, can be a form of violence. To understand how this works, however, it
is important to consider the connections between Kiswahili language and
identity —local, coastal, and national.
An individual's rhetorical skill was often held to be a measure of his or her
identity as a citizen of the streets of Dar es Salaam. Residents of the city
lovingly and amusedly refer to it as Bongo, Kiswahili for "brain" —the
advanced development of which is necessary if one hopes to be successful
in the city. Notions of Bongo were invoked to explain the absurd, ridiculous
and irrational realities that constituted the utterly banal problematics of
everyday life in a city where laws were easily gotten around, and where lawmakers were often among the worst offenders. Many, though certainly not
all, residents of Bongo speak "Kibongobongo," a dialect of Kiswahili heavily
inflected with slang and ironic neologisms that are often created on the
spot.17 Although many upper and middle class people seem to disdain
street Kiswahili in its various forms, I have
yet to meet one who is able to refrain from
smiling when in the presence of an individual capable of performing the linguistic virtuosities for which Kibongobongo is best
known, regardless of his or her class background. In fact, many middle class people
working in the vicinity of Maskani would stop

Figure 5.13 Mike
Tyson with American
flag background
freshly painted on
wall outside of a
hair cutting salon in
Magomeni. Dar es
Salaam. (2000)
Figure 5.14
American basketball
star, Dennis
Rodman, from the
US-based "got
milk?" advertising
campaign, and
Osama bin Laden
are prominently displayed outside of
artists' compound
on the Old
Bagamoyo Road in
1998. Bin Laden's
portrait was
removed following
the August 1998 al
Quaeda attack on
the US embassies
in Dar es Salaam
and Nairobi. Dar es
Salaam. (1998)
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by several times a week to partake with seeming joy in the ongoing debates
and discussions that were always unfolding there. Linguistic skill is a measure of one's intelligence, one's ability to think on one's feet, to talk oneself
out of trouble, and re-present the world in a way more in line with one's own
worldview. All of these skills are believed to be necessary to survive and
thrive in the streets. In this sense, the way that someone speaks can say a
lot about who he or she is. This is true not only in regards to one's street or
Bongo identity, but also in regards to one's Swahili and national identity.
Being aware of the ongoing scholarly debates on Swahili identity, and of the
opinion that such debates seem to be somewhat elitist to the extent that
they tend to focus their attentions on understanding Swahili identity as it pertains to those relatively wealthy coastal dwellers who have long lived along
the eastern coastline of Africa, I decided to center a series of interviews
around the question of "what is Swahili identity?"18 Anyone who has spent
anytime trying to get answers to this question will not be surprised to learn
that it was rare to find two people in agreement on the subject. The one
thread that did run through everyone's definitions, however, was a love for
talking and skilled verbiage. "Wewe ni mswahili," literally, "you are a Swahili
person," but more figuratively, "you're talking nonsense, but in a very convincing manner" was a phrase not uncommonly heard in the midst of heated
debates at Maskani. The reputation coastal people have for loving to talk,
debate, and argue is well known throughout Tanzania and eastern Africa in
general. Though they are admired for this, it also makes them the butt of
many jokes. Kenyan's often deride Tanzanians for their verbosity, joking that
the reason Tanzania is so underdeveloped economically in comparison with
Kenya is that Tanzanians would rather talk about development than partake
in it. Nyerere, himself, was considered a master-wordsmith. One of his nicknames, Chonga, which is a reference to his filed teeth, is also used as a verb
- anachonga sana - used to describe someone in the act of speaking overdramatically as a way of covering up lies (kuchonga also means to carve —
sculptures, teeth, and tall tales). As the leading force behind making
Kiswahili the national language of Tanzania, one might argue that he is partly responsible for helping to earn Tanzanians their reputation among their
neighbors as a nation of talkers.
As much as I would like to challenge this stereotype, my experiences in Dar
es Salaam have given me very little reason to do so. Tanzanians love to talk,
a fact that seems to increase exponentially as one nears the coast. Talking
is a way of passing the time. More importantly, it is easily the most effective
tactical weapon of the weak, allowing them to fight and win battles without
ever raising a fist. I do not want to suggest that people never resort to physical violence in Tanzania, only that it is highly frowned upon outside of certain
domains. Physical violence is usually portrayed as a last resort to which one
turns when one has already been verbally overpowered. It is obviously not
possible for me to speak of "Tanzania" and "Tanzanians" without making
sweeping generalizations, but the tendency for Tanzanians to employ Ian-

guage to avoid physical violence and to promote a peaceful
atmosphere — the stereotypes I reify here — does in fact exist,
if not always in terms of behavior, then at least in peoples' minds
and words. Figures such as Marley, Shakur, and bin Laden are
popular in Tanzania in part as a response to this love for language
and respect for skilled speakers.
In 1997, while conducting research in Port-au-Prince, Haiti, I
found myself confronted with a wholly different scenario where
recourse to violence characterized dominant discourses regarding change on both individual and state levels. The history of
Haiti has been presented as a history of violence. Cosentino
deftly illustrates the relationship between Haiti's violent past (and
present) and the popularity of heroes like Rambo and the
Terminator, as well as the relationship between these proponents
of violent change and the Vodou spirit Ogu/Sen Jak, the ultimate
warrior figure (1995:243-263). Initially, I assumed that I was witnessing a similar phenomenon in Tanzania with the popularity of
Tyson and the like, but the more I considered this possibility in
the context of Tanzanian history and society, the more difficult it
became to justify. Violent culture heroes in Tanzania are not
respected because of their brute strength as much as for the
strength of their words.
At first glance, Tanzania seems to be the extreme opposite of Haiti where
dictator, revolution, and coup d'éat are words in every child's vocabulary. And
yet, when I listened closely to the stories about survival in Tanzania, I also
heard people talk about state-sponsored oppression and routinely heard horrific tales about individual and group acts of violence involving rape, robbery,
and mob justice in the form of deadly beatings and burnings. Although it was
relatively easy for me to make the connections between the stories I heard
about state-sponsored violence and the acts of individual violence experienced by so many Haitians, I often struggled to understand how people could
face similar physical and structural violence in Tanzania while continuing to
proclaim they lived in a peaceful country.

Figure 5.15 "Wall
of African heroes."
Bob Marley, Hallie
Selassie and
Marcus Garvey join
the likes of Dr.
Martin Luther King,
Jr., Julius Nyerere
and Thabo Mbeki on
a wall inside of a
shoe repair stand
located on the
grounds of
Muhimbili Hospital.
Dar es Salaam.
(2000)

Discourses related to peace and violence are intricately interwoven in
Tanzania. This is perhaps most eloquently expressed through sign art and
the ways in which people are able to transform otherwise unruly public space
into "zones of peace," zones most often demarcated by images celebrating
the skill and audacity of those globalized word slingers who tend to direct
their anger against structural violence and oppression. In the following section, I want to illustrate connections between the popularity of these peaceful warriors in street iconography and nationalist discourses on peace and
violence, hopefully demonstrating that in some ways street discourses on
these subjects are merely a replication of the official party line.
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Tanzania as a Peaceful Oasis
The love Bob Marley sings about is a love that actively resists the negative
side of human nature. Like the love of Mahatma Gandhi, Martin Luther King,
Jr., Jesus Christ, and Nelson Mandela, it makes passive and peaceful resistance possible (Fig. 5.15). The option for peaceful resistance that Marley
advocates is extremely important in mainland Tanzania as it goes hand-inhand with a strong national identity that posits Tanzania as a peaceful, civilized country in what is construed as an otherwise violent region of the world.
Tanzania has been characterized by many outsiders as the most peaceful
country in Africa. With the Democratic Republic of Congo, Rwanda, Burundi,
Uganda and Kenya as bordering neighbors, it should come as no surprise
that many Tanzanians take great pride in claiming allegiance to a land where,
at least on the surface, peace routinely prevails. I say on the surface
because, as even a precursory examination of state-sanctioned violence that
has occurred in reaction to recent political events such as the 2000 elections would show, there is a great potential for violence boiling just below the
surface. One might even argue that one of the primary reasons that Tanzania
has been able to remain so peaceful for so long is a result of the thorough
effectiveness of state-sponsored tactics of violence and repression.
Through my daily conversations and interactions with people in Dar es
Salaam I gradually became aware of the existence of a sort of "rhetoric of
peace" that was employed to conceal common acts of violence and aggression, as well as more generalized acts of political oppression. The process
of rhetorically reconfiguring violence so that it can be represented and understood as peace occurs on two primary levels: on a government level largely
supported by international discourses on governance, and on an
individual/group level. While the state is most interested in diverting attention away from and concealing violence in Tanzania in order to please international funding agencies and to maintain a sense of public order, individuals rely on a rhetoric of peace as part of a complex coping mechanism that
allows them to experience violence while labeling it as peace. In the previous section, I attempted to illustrate that, on the whole, people are not
inclined to embrace physical violence as a reasonable recourse to action.
They prefer to fight with words rather than fists. I also suggested that
despite this inclination physical violence is a fairly routine occurrence. On an
individual level, a rhetoric of peace is resorted to as a way of evading violent
confrontation and as a way of condoning it. From this perspective, violence
is only embraced as a last resort and only if it is undertaken in the name of
restoring or promoting peace. This perspective, and the peaceful rhetoric
that accompanies it, characterize national discourses on peace and violence.
The reasons for the emergence and continued dominance of this rhetoric
are difficult to figure out, but I believe the following example will demonstrate
that they are at least in part tied to economic and political events that have

helped to shape Tanzanian post-colonial, and to some extent, pre-colonial,
history. When searching for explanations for the relative peacefulness of
Tanzania I would often be reminded of the commonly shared belief that
Tanzania has been spared ethnic conflicts similar to those seen in bordering
nations for the simple reason that no one ethnic group is able to claim a significant majority in the country. There are over 120 ethnic groups in Tanzania,
and no single group has been able to obtain sufficient power to create the
sort of ethnic tensions seen in many other countries. While this is true to an
extent, there are certainly large numbers of individuals concentrated in specific ethnic groups in Tanzania who have wielded a greater degree of political
and economic power since before independence was achieved in 1961.
Concerted and specific attempts that were made to level the playing field
among different regions of the country during the Nyerere regime continued
into the mid-1980s. Many areas of the country that benefited economically
under colonialist regimes (specifically the mountainous coffee growing
regions of the country including Kilimanjaro, Bukoba, Iringa and Mbeya) suffered under the Ujamaa regime. Instead of fostering continued growth in
these areas of the country after independence the Tanzanian government
instituted a number of policies aimed at stripping power from these regions.
Its policies were generally considered repressive among those who were
most greatly affected. Forty years after independence, however, those same
regions continue to boast the best secondary schools, many of which were
established by colonial era Christian missions.19 People from these regions
of the country form the heart of the emergent nouveau riche classes discussed in Chapter Two.20
During the time of my research, especially in the months following Nyerere's
death, it was not uncommon to hear middle-aged Tanzanians who had migrated to Dar es Salaam from these regions of the country freely criticizing both
Nyerere and socialism for the perceived economic injustices to which they
had been subjected. I did not consider such observations new or particularly enlightening, especially given how much scholarly work has been devoted
to critiquing both Nyerere and the policies he championed, but I was surprised at how vehemently people expressed their views at the time. It
seemed to me that many people experienced Nyerere's death as a cathartic
experience and the official mourning time that followed as a chance to voice
long-withheld criticisms.
This brief look into a set of policies that shaped Tanzanian economic and
political history illustrates how the subtleties of oppression work within the
country. Both official and popular views hold that there are no ethnic-based
tensions in Tanzania, an observation that is held up as both cause and proof
of the country's peacefulness. Yet, the supposed national unity celebrated
as innate to peace-loving Tanzanians misrepresents tensions that do exist,
while denying the brutality of post-colonial nationalist policies that were created to cancel out those tensions. Much of the political tension that does
exist in Tanzania today can be linked to historically grounded regional, ethnic,

Whispers of Violence in the City of Peace

and economic differences that were simultaneously denied and repressed by
the socialist government led by Nyerere. This simultaneous "denying and
repressing" is one of the main strategies employed by the state to promote
a "rhetoric of peace." Anyone or anything that threatens to challenge the
nation's stability or its reputation as a peaceful oasis will be quickly reigned
in. In accordance with the status quo, all such threats are denied verbally in
public speeches (another example of how language can be used as a
weapon) then repressed, violently if necessary.
The oft-quoted paradox that Tanzania held more political prisoners in its prisons wheb Julius Nyerere was in office than did South Africa at the height of
apartheid, whether true or not, does much to illustrate many Tanzanians'
awareness that the "peacefulness" of their country often comes at a heavy
price. That people can simultaneously criticize the state for perpetuating
policies of physical and structural violence, while maintaining that they live in
a peaceful society, can be partially accounted for by acknowledging the hegemonic success of a state that consistently proclaims Tanzania a peaceful
country. When there are outbreaks of violence, whether fostered by the state
or not, the state normally maintains that such occurrences are an exception
to the rule, and decidedly "un-Tanzanian." This situation provides a text-book
example of both Foucauldian governmentality and Gramcian hegemony at
work, with the former contributing to the success of the latter and vice versa.
The state continues to generate a discourse of peace. Most of its citizens
are happy to engage in the perpetuation of it, reproducing a generalized rhetoric of peace while freely acknowledging the occurrence of specific acts of
violence that are deemed exceptional. Violent acts are recognized as violent,
but by portraying them as exceptional their meaning is denied. In this way,
the Tanzanian state is able to mask violence and routine repression as the
necessary tools for maintaining the "peace." Tanzanian citizens, as well as
foreign investors, have come to expect and accept this as normal.
Sanctioning Violence
Throughout its post-colonial history, Tanzania's foreign supporters have downplayed the repressive nature of the state in the international arena while lauding the country's lack of political unrest, in effect sanctioning continued statebased violence for political and economic reasons. Money from the Soviet
Union and China poured into Tanzania during the socialist years. Repressive
social policies enacted in the name of furthering the aims of socialism were
not only accepted but also celebrated. When the Cold War came to an end
and new sources of foreign aid were needed, it did not take long for Tanzania
to change its political ideology, if not in practice then at least in name. Now
Tanzania is hailed as one of the fastest growing capitalist democracies in the
world and continues to be a recipient of a seemingly endless flow of foreign
aid. International pressures resulting from the agendas of donor agencies
such as the IMF and World Bank, NGOs, and pressures from individual
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As I stated in Chapter Two, when discussing
the economic successes and failures of
Tanzania, it is common for people in Tanzania
to credit or blame their own leaders. It is
routine for people to distinguish the three
successive presidential regimes that guided
the country through a socialist period, a period of liberalization, and a period of structural adjustment. What such discussions often
fail to recognize is the degree to which the
Tanzanian economy is affected by international economic policies. Despite the lack of
clarity that many people in Tanzania (and the
rest of the world) have on the relationship
between these issues, there does seem to
be a growing awareness in Dar es Salaam
and Zanzibar that appeals made to international bodies, particularly to those
Figure 5.16 Prothat serve as gatekeepers of foreign aid, could potentially lead to a change
CUF graffiti in
Zanzibar's stone
in repressive government policies.
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A story I heard from a former UN employee shortly after my 1999 arrival in
Tanzania illustrates the point. According to him, early in 1999, an opposition
political party took their protest against government policies to the steps of
the United Nations' offices in Dar es Salaam believing the state would never
authorize police action to break up the protest, despite the fact that they had
not received government permission to assemble publicly. Unofficial reports
claimed that the police barely hesitated before engaging in their typical
strong-arm tactics. The former UN employee stated that as he stood at the
window that day watching the violence unfold he overheard top agency officials proclaim loud enough for everyone to hear, "We didn't see anything." No
accounts of this event ever appeared in public documents, making it difficult
to verify this story and others like that I heard in Dar es Salaam.
Many people I knew had trouble reconciling how the UN and similar bodies
that claim to promote democracy could quite literally look the other way when
the principles of democracy were being violated on their very doorstep.
Gradually, I came to see a connection not only between people's passivity
and the rhetoric of peace generated by the state but also between the state's
activities and the international actors that offer both explicit and implicit support of the Tanzanian state. Once one recognizes this connection, it
becomes difficult to resist the temptation of cynicism. When the harbingers

town congratulating
CUFfor "bringing
peace to Zanzibar
and protecting its
citizens" (upper
right). Note the reference to Tuff Gong,
Marley's street
name in Jamaica,
which was itself a
reference to his
physical toughness
on the street, and
to "Fire" and
"Babylon" below.
Zanzibar. (2000)

Figure 5.17 "We
are prepared to fight
for peace" graffiti in
Stone Town.
Zanzibar. (2000)

167

Whispers of Violence in the City of Peace

to

of democracy are also engaged in the reproduction of repressive governance,
the promises they make for social change are difficult to believe in. As my
research continued, I began to see that any attempts to bring about largescale social change in the near future in Tanzania —the goal of most AIDS
prevention strategies— were likely to be frustrated as long as people continued to view repressive governance as inevitable and to believe that the
state's repressive tactics would be condoned by foreign democracies and
international governing bodies.
Zanzibar Yawa Kosovo - Kosovo in Zanzibar
Figure 5.18 Young
men seek out
shade in the shadow of CCM's "Tawi
la Nato" and TLP's
"Tawi la Kosovo"
political headquarters not far from
Uwanja wa Fisi in
Manzese. Dar es
Salaam. (2000)
Figure 5.19 Closeup of TLP's "Tawi la
Kosovo" signboard.
Note the political
slogan, Vijana Taifa
la Leo . . . or,
"Youth, the Nation's
Present." This is a
response to the
CCM slogan, Vijana
Taifa la Kesho" or,
"Youth,the Future
of the Nation" (see
Chapter Six). Dar
es Salaam. (2000)

I do not want to give the impression that international organizations and foreign donors never challenge oppressive actions taken by the Tanzanian state.
It was, after all, only after a great deal of international pressure and the promise of IMF, World Bank, and bilateral funding that multi-party democratic elections were introduced in Tanzania in 1992. Not surprisingly then, it was in
response to election irregularities and political violence surrounding the
1995 and 2000 general elections that aid was suspended to Zanzibar, the
region where most of the irregularities were concentrated. Although numerous opposition political parties have been formed since this first became
possible in the country, the only one to challenge seriously the dominance
and near absolute rule of CCM (Chama Cha Mapinduzi) has been the CUF
(Civic United Front). Support for CUF has come primarily from the Zanzibar
archipelago, which consists of the islands of Unguja (also known as Zanzibar
island) and Pemba, with the greatest support coming from Pemba. The leadership of CUF has protested and continues to contest the official results of
both the 1995 and 2000 elections (Figs. 5.16, 5.17). Following the 1995
elections, the CUF boycotted the government in response to alleged vote-rigging in favor of the ruling party, which managed to win a slim victory that
returned Salim Amour to the office of president for the islands with a margin
of less than 1 percent. After the boycott was
initiated, the Zanzibar government arrested
eighteen CUF officials, charging them with
conspiracy, and eventually treason. There
was a great deal of public outcry against
these actions within Tanzania, as well as from
international organizations, but the prisoners
were held until after the 2000 elections.21
The 2000 elections were similarly marred
but this time the CUF reacted by calling for,
and organizing, a large-scale, countrywide
political protest to take place 27 January
2001. The protests, which also demanded
constitutional reform, enjoyed broad support
from opposition parties and, though well

attended, were generally peaceful on the mainland. The
protests in Zanzibar, however, were met with brutal statesanctioned police action. According to a Human Rights
Watch report (2002), at least 35 people were killed, 600
injured, and approximately 2000 Zanzibaris were forced
to flee to mainland Kenya to escape further persecution.
The brunt of the attacks was felt on Pemba Island, which
has been considered a hotbed of political opposition
since independence was achieved in 1964. In 1964, following a bloody revolution in Zanzibar in which thousands
of people of mostly Arabic descent were killed, a political
union was quickly formed between the islands and mainland Tanganyika. In addition to the killings, thousands
were detained, while others were forced to flee the
islands. It is still quite easy to elicit stories that recount the horrors surrounding the revolution in both Zanzibar and on the mainland. Although the
union unites the islands and the mainland, Zanzibar remains semiautonomous, and retains certain powers and also the right to elect its own
president, legislature, and judiciary. Following the revolution, the Afro-Shirazi
Party (ASP), led by Abeid Karume, fulfilled the role of the sole political party.
Eventually, ASP joined with the mainland TANU (Tanganyika African National
Union) to form CCM, effectively uniting the leadership of the two constituencies. Mainland members of CCM have helped to assure that their comrades
remain in office in Zanzibar by aiding and supporting the perpetuation of election irregularities since 1995.
The revolution was socialist in nature but it was also injected with ethnic
and religious overtones. Most wealthy business and landowners were either
of Arabic or Asian descent, and the great majority were Muslim. Most of
those involved in orchestrating the revolution were Africans descended from
those who had previously been enslaved to work the islands' plantations.
Following the revolution and the establishment of the union, the Zanzibari
government actively meted out severe punishment to anyone who had been
against the revolution, and most of these retaliations were directed at
Pembans. Since the CUF has come into being, efforts have been made by
CCM to portray it as a "Muslim fundamentalist" organization, funded by terrorists, and even to link it
rhetorically to Osama bin
Laden. Although such portrayals were initiated before
the Unites States-led "war
on terror" began following
the 11 September 2001
attacks on the World Trade
Center and the Pentagon,
the rhetoric employed by

Figure 5.20 Kosovo
tow truck parked in
Gerazani. Dar es
Salaam. (2000)
Figure 5.21 Kosovo
pushcart parked in
the Mikocheni B
section of the city.
Dar es Salaam.
(2000)
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Figure 5.22 Ali
"Kipanya" Masoud's
response to police
brutality in Zanzibar.
Dar es Salaam.
First appeared in
Majira. (20 Jan.
2000)
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CCM has been hauntingly similar to that which has since emanated from the
Bush, Jr. administration. The majority of CUF members are indeed Muslims
but the party also has a great deal of support among non-Muslims, especially among mainland youth who are similarly dissatisfied with the government's
treatment of anyone it considers as a threat to national unity.
Electoral tensions were ironically illustrated on the signboards posted outside of the local headquarters for CCM and TLP in the Tandale section of Dar
es Salaam (Figs. 5.18, 5.19), with one branch being named "Tawi la Kosovo,"
or Kosovo Branch, and the other, "Tawi la NATO," or NATO branch.
Significantly, Kosovo itself became a Kiswahili verb signifying violent action in
the months following NATO intervention in Kosovo. Nitakukosovo, or "I'm
going to Kosovo you," became another way of saying "I'm going to beat you
up," while drivers began painting "Kosovo" on their vehicles as an ironic signifier of violent powerlessness in the face of absolute power (Figs. 5.20,
5.21). On 20 January 2000, the headlines of Majira, a Dar es Salaam newspaper, proclaimed, "Zanzibar Yawa Kosovo," and "Zanzibar Yageuka Kosovo,"
essentially declaring that Zanzibar had become Kosovo as a result of a battle that took place between police and CUF members who had gathered
around the Zanzibar High Court show their support for their fellow members
who were about to be tried for treason. On the same day, the paper carried
a political cartoon (Fig. 5.22) penned by Ali Masoud, otherwise known as
"Kipanya," which graphically and humorously portrayed the violence in
Zanzibar and Kipanya himself running away proclaiming "Hii sasa Kosovo," or
"this is now Kosovo." Masoud, who considers himself Tanzania's first and
preeminent political cartoonist, told me in an interview that he is neither for
CCM nor CUF, but that he considers it his duty to speak out against the abuses of power he feels would take place regardless of who was in office. For
the time being, however, some of his most critical work is directed at CCM
(Figs. 5.23, 5.24).
The "union," as it is generally known in Tanzania, simultaneously serves as
a symbol of national unity and peace and as the primary challenge to it. In
the time leading up to Nyerere's death and immediately following it, there was
a great deal of public dialogue concerning the fate of the union, which many
believed he had personally held together. Although splitting up the union has
never been part of CUF's official platform, many CCM supporters believe it
would be the inevitable outcome if one political party would come to represent the islands and another the mainland. Since the very beginning of the
union there has been a fair amount of resistance to it, the reasons for which
are beyond the scope of this chapter. The greatest resistance, however, continues to be centered on the
JAMA.
island of Pemba where CUF
support is greatest and
where the CUF leadership
resides. Since the union has
come into place, national

policies, both official and unofficial, have continued to work to "underdevelop" and isolate Pemba from the outside world. This causes much resentment among its residents, as was made clear to me during a brief visit to the
island prior to the 2 0 0 0 elections. The challenges that the CUF presents to
CCM and the ruling government are directly tied to the injustices that have
been aimed at Pemba, and to a lesser extent Unguja, since the formation of
the union. This has helped to earn CUF an underdog status in Tanzania and,
as a result, has also led to their increasing support among others who see
themselves as underdogs, including many youths in Dar es Salaam. 2 2
In response to the various atrocities committed by the Tanzanian state in
connection with the 1995 and 2 0 0 0 elections, most donor agencies and governments have suspended aid to Zanzibar. Most, however, are reluctant to
put similar pressures on the mainland government, even though it has consistently condoned, supported, and lauded the brutal actions taken by the
police surrounding the protests. This refusal led some at Maskani to conjecture that once again international organizations and foreign governments
claiming to be interested in promoting democracy were not really willing to
challenge the absolute authority of the Tanzanian state, President Mkapa, or
CCM.

Mwembe Chai Riots
The example of Zanzibar provides a particularly clear case of political violence being perpetrated by the Tanzanian state. I would like to explore one
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final example of state sponsored violence in connection with the police
shootings that occurred at the Mwembe Chai mosque in 1998 and, in particular, the follow-up violence that occurred on 13 February 2002, to which I was
an unfortunate witness. The mosque at Mwembe Chai, which is situated on
the main road in the Magomeni area of Dar es Salaam, has been the site of
periodic violence since 1998. At least two people were killed when riot police
used excessive force to break up a protest being held there. In 2002, local
Muslims who wanted to sponsor a hitma, a reading of Koranic scriptures in
memory of those who were killed, requested permission to gather at
Mwembe Chai mosque on the anniversary of the killings. They were summarily denied permission to assemble by the government. Local police forces,
as well as the Field Force Unit (riot police) were dispatched in advance to
guard the area surrounding the mosque and deter any would-be troublemakers.
As chance would have it, I had planned to conduct an interview in Magomeni
Kagera that day, about 500 meters away from the mosque. It was my first
time meeting with this group of young men and they were still in the process
of welcoming me to their maskani when we heard the first shots being fired.
Within a few minutes people started running in our direction, covering their
faces with pieces of cloth and the corners of their shirts. The people I was
with immediately read this as an indication that tear gas had been fired and
suggested I also cover my face. After a few minutes things began to settle
down and we began talk about my reasons for being there. Suddenly a shout
was heard declaring that the vendors at the nearby Kagera market were abandoning their stalls to escape the tear gas. To my surprise, several of the
young men in my company began running back in the direction of the
mosque. I was told they were intent on grabbing whatever they could from
the market before the vendors returned. It is my understanding that it was
in response to the looting in the market that the riot force began firing off
tear gas canisters one after another. In a matter of minutes, the air was thick
with gas. People were once again running and covering their faces. My newly
found friends returned empty-handed from the market, laughing all the while.
They suggested we all start walking down into the valley away from the main
street. They assured me that the gas would pass over our heads once we
were in the valley. In the meantime they brought out a container of water so
we could wash our hands and to reduce the stinging effects of the gas. What
struck me most about the whole incident at the time was the seeming normalcy of it all. Despite my confusion, everyone down to the smallest child
knew what tear gas was and what to do to protect oneself from it. Most people quickly locked themselves up in their homes and those who were not from
the area calmly began walking down into the valley. People seemed to be
used to this sort of thing. I remember thinking, this must be what is implied
by the phrase "everyday violence." This is not to imply that people were not
disturbed by the events at hand, only that they had become so used to such
brute displays of violence and their seeming inability to prevent them, that

they just reacted in the best way they could. As we walked down through the
valley, I could not help but note how helpful people were, not only toward me
as the incongruous mzungu, but to everyone in general. Water, news and
advice were freely shared as people shook their heads in frustration. One
man, waving an identification card from the Japanese Embassy where I
assume he worked, walked rapidly in our direction disgustedly saying,
"Mwonyeshe mzungu amani ya nchi yetu," "Show the mzungu our country's
peace." Throughout the entire time, from the firing of the first bullets until a
couple of hours later when I was safely seated on a local bus headed toward
my home, he was the only one to express visible anger at the events.
According to official reports, the police resorted to violence and excessive
force that day in order to dispel an unruly group of "Muslim fundamentalists"
intent on taking over the mosque. From my position, I saw absolutely no evidence to support this claim. I had passed by the mosque by bus only minutes before the first bullets were fired. One would think that I might have
observed a terrorist mob had there been one in the neighborhood. When all
the violence was over, two people were dead. One was a policeman beaten
to death on his way to work by a gang of youths, the other a carpenter who
worked in the area. Dozens of tear gas containers had been fired, as had
live bullets. Immediately following the incident, Venance Tossi, the head of
the Field Force Unit, Dar es Salaam, told a reporter for The Guardian (14
February 2002) newspaper that "it should be understood that the problem
was not religious at all. The government is battling with some unruly people.
These people are hooligans and bhang smokers." This statement, while certainly disparaging of my new friends, was, in my opinion, not far from the
truth. Yet, within a couple of days the incident was being painted as a primarily religious one by both the government and Islamic religious groups in the
city, plainly illustrating the power of discourse to refashion an event to meet
the political aims of the day.
At the heart of the ongoing disputes between the government and Islamic
representatives in Dar es Salaam is the accusation that the government is
prejudiced against Muslims who, despite making up about one-third of the
population, are continually underrepresented in the police and armed forces,
as well as in civil service positions and public office. One of the defining
characteristics of Dar es Salaam as a "city of peace" is religious tolerance.
In most cases, Muslims, Christians, Hindus and followers of African-based
religions all live together in a relatively unproblematic fashion. So when accusations are levied against the state of being prejudiced it is most often read
and portrayed by the state as a threat to national unity. In certain over-determined circumstances, like in Zanzibar, it can even be considered treason.
When the state represents the leaders of opposition political parties as
"Islamic fundamentalists," the aim is to convince the voters that any support
for such an opposition will lead to a breakdown of the rule of law and the
"peacefulness" that Tanzanians have come to expect in their country. In
essence, any challenge made to the authority of the state is interpreted as
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being divisive, and divisiveness is assumed to lead to chaos.
Everyday Acts of Irony
In the above account of the February 2002 Mwembe Chai riots I tried to
emphasize the "everydayness" of violence in Tanzania and the normalcy of
people's lives in the face of what can sometimes feel like surreal circumstances marked by hypocrisy and senselessness. As a result of my own personal appreciation of both the absurd and the ironic my writings may sometimes seem to focus too closely on examples that illustrate a similar appreciation that existed among some of the Tanzanians who worked with me. I
began this chapter by focusing on the ways people tell stories about how violence affects them in their everyday lives. Though the brutalities of the stories sometimes make them seem surreal, I think they also illustrate the
banality of living in a landscape marked by everyday violence. In the second
part of this chapter I purposefully juxtaposed images of figures like Osama
bin Laden and Bob Marley, in part to illustrate the ways that space can be
occupied and transformed through irony, a tool that Fernandez reminds us is
"the main covert weapon against oppressive authoritarian situations of domination and subordination" (1986:268). Similar tactics of irony can be
observed in the ingenuity of speakers who incorporate "Kosovo" as a word
and concept into Kiswahili in order to capture what Mbembe terms "the
banality of power in the post-colony" (2001:102).
Those who lived and worked at Maskani were constantly threatened by state
sanctioned police harassment and/or brutality. Street hawkers routinely had
their goods confiscated without compensation, female food vendors had their
make-shift eating establishments destroyed and their cooking implements
confiscated, and young men who hustled foreign tourists and local businessmen often found themselves incarcerated under one of the many loitering
laws originally established to curtail urban migration. Female sex workers
and food vendors alike experienced sexual harassment and the threat of violent rape, both from customers and police, to say nothing of the verbal abuse
they endured from other women. Many boys and young men living in the
streets experienced sexual intimidation and rape.
Alternatively frustrated and perplexed by the seeming passivity of many
Tanzanians in the face of such injustices, "peace" no longer made sense to
me. I sometimes found myself longing for the confrontational violence of
Haiti where people may have more easily engaged in physical violence but
rarely had trouble holding political leaders, whether local, national, or international, accountable for their dire economic predicaments. It was not that people in Tanzania were unable to see when and where the government was at
fault. In fact, this was a common subject of discussion. For many, however,
there seemed to be no recourse. The power of the state, especially power
directed at the poorest of the poor, was seemingly irrefutable. Violence
exists in Tanzania but it is rarely directed against the structural forces that

contribute to peoples' poverty and frustration. Instead it is most often meted
out in the form of individual violence, directed from one oppressed individual
toward another, weaker individual. As long as it is done in the name of maintaining peace it is rarely questioned and, astonishingly often, it is celebrated.
notes
1

Such a context makes it virtually impossible for me to provide direct quotes
from the stories that were shared with me during that time. As a result, most
of the material I offer in this and the following sections is presented as summaries. Though I sometimes regret not having better documentation of many
of the stories that were shared with me I cannot help but think that at times
the absence of a tape recorder or notebook helped to promote an atmosphere of mutual trust between myself and my interlocutors. This was especially the case when we were exchanging greetings and news (habari). It
would, no doubt, have been considered extremely insensitive and disingenuous to turn up at Maskani after an 18 month absence with a tape recorder
in hand and say, "please tell me how you've been because I really care about
you personally, but please remember to speak clearly into the tape recorder."
2

More details about Madole's experiences are given below.
Mdogo's choice of verbs here is interesting. Kusota literally refers to the
way a person without legs will shuffle along on his backside while begging,
while kuteseka is usually used when referring to a long-term period of persecution. Remember, he was only in prison for two weeks but to hear him tell
the story one would think he had endured a long period of persecution.
4
Kutombwa is the passive form of kutomba, a vulgar verb normally used to
describe the role played by a man in heterosexual sex. Kutombwa is used to
describe the female role. In the instance of anal intercourse it is used to
describe the role played by the man who receives.
5
The word commonly used to refer to this practice is mchongoma, which is
a thorny type of shrub used in hedgerows.
6
On the street, the term basha is used to describe anyone who forces sex
on another person, though in most cases it refers to a man forcing himself
on another man. Sometimes women jokingly and affectionately refer to their
lovers as basha, as well. According to the Oxford dictionary, basha is also
the name given for kings in a deck of playing cards. Basha was as an aristocratic title used in the Ottoman Empire to refer to powerful landowners
(sometimes the Pasha was used as well). The term continues to be used as
a title of respect today in some lands that were formerly under Ottoman control. There is likely a connection between the Kiswahili term basha and its
usage in these other lands, particularly in that it is used to refer to someone
in a position of power.
7
Findings reported by KULEANA, an NGO for street children located in
Mwanza, Tanzania, suggest that gang rape is often used as a way of initiating young men into street life (Rajani and Kudrati 1996; Lockhart 2002).
3
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When I asked those at Maskani about whether or not this occurred in Dar es
Salaam I was told that there was nothing as organized as what had been
described in the KULEANA article and none of them were familiar with the
term, kunyenga, used to describe it. They suggested that a new boy in town
would be more likely to be approached by one basha but that he might use
the threat of gang rape to encourage the boy to acquiesce.
8
Msengi is a slang word used to denote men who fulfill the passive role in
male-to-male intercourse, voluntarily or not. In most cases it is used in a
derogatory way and can also be employed more generally to deride individual
men regardless of their sexual preferences. I have so far been unable to link
it linguistically with other Kiswahili words.
9
For a longer discussion on homosexuality on the Swahili coast see
Shepard's (1987) work on Mombassa. It should be noted, however, that on
several occasion individual young men at Maskani mentioned they would
never travel to Mombassa because of what they believed was the high degree
of normalization regarding homosexual practices. See Reid (2001) for an
interesting comparison in South Africa.
10
Detailed descriptions of cars figured into many of the stories told at
Maskani. This was not too surprising given that most of them made their living either washing/guarding cars or selling parts to car owners. Sometimes
I wondered if they didn't know the owner and driver of every car in Dar es
Salaam. When they told these stories about being propositioned I am sure
that they were all aware of the perpetrators' identities based on the descriptions of their cars (sometimes even license plate numbers were given),
though I was mostly kept in the dark in this regard.
11
These issues were discussed in interviews with the food vendors who
worked at Maskani and the young men who sold car parts; several members
of both groups were already parents.
12
Had I made better recordings of these different modes a more in-depth
level of discourse analysis would no doubt prove enlightening. This is certainly an avenue I would be interested in exploring further in the future.
13
When I speak of sign art, I mean painted images posted outside of business establishments that serve as commercial signs. For a more detailed
discussion of urban sign art see Vogel (1990) and Jewsiewicki in the same
volume.
14
Rush, discussing why certain Hindu images are incorporated into Vodou
suggests that certain images are more easily incorporated into existing systems of belief because, although new, there is something about them that is
"already known" (1997, especially Chapter 4). A somewhat imprecise extension of her argument might suggest that, in Dar es Salaam, certain images
embody a representation of violence that is already known, already understood.
15
Though this chapter focuses on the way those who operate businesses
that are either on the street or open up directly onto the street employ sign
art to demarcate their business spaces, I have noted that those who operate

businesses from more private enclosed shops employ similar techniques.
Thus, many Asian shop owners display images of Lakshmi, the goddess of
wealth, in their shops, or alternatively keep active shrines to the saint Sai
Baba who is well known for his messages of religious tolerance. This last
practice resonates particularly strongly with ideas discussed in the previous
chapter regarding the demarcation of business spaces as peaceful, tolerant
spaces.
16

Though arguably inarticulate it is worth noting that Tyson is most often
observed in the context of press conferences where he must rely on his
rhetorical skills. I have no statistics but I would venture to guess that he has
spent more televised time being interviewed than fighting.
17

Also known as Kibongo, Kiswahili cha mtaani (street Swahili) Kiswahili cha
wahuni (troublemaker's Kiswahili), among others.
18
For more on Swahili history and identity see Allen (1981), FreemanGrenville (1966), Horton (1987), Mazrui and Shariff (1994), Nurse and Spear
(1989) and Prins (1961), among others.
19
Stambach's book on education in the Kilimanjaro examines assumptions
about the relationship between the quality of education in that region and
colonial-era schools. She acknowledges the stereotype held by many that
the best schools are found in Kilimanjaro but shows how local people see
this as a result of their hard work rather than as the result of colonial missions. Regardless of the reasons, however, she convincingly demonstrates
the way people connect the availability of quality schooling to success and
modernity (2000:39).
20

There are no statistics available regarding the birthplaces of Dar es
Salaam businessmen. The information provided here was gleaned from personal contacts with businessmen whom I met during the course of my
research in Dar es Salaam. While they were never the focus of my research
activities per se I had little difficulty meeting and talking to them in public
places. As a white woman moving about the city on my own or in the company of people they might have considered irrelevant I was often approached
out of curiosity. This was especially so in the bars and nightclubs many of
them frequented in search of female entertainment.
21

Much of the information discussed in these paragraphs was made known
to me during discussions that took place preceding the 2000 elections.
These subjects were also commonly reviewed in newspaper articles published at that time.
22

When asked who they were planning on supporting in the 2000 elections
most reported the CUF, though many also said that they had little hope that
CUF would ascend to power since CCM would surely rig the vote. Almost all
of the people I worked with reported that they and nearly everyone they knew
had voted for Mrema in the previous election, to no avail as CCM had rigged
the votes on the mainland to ensure their continued dominance.

Young, Mobile and on the Move:
The Search for a More Meaningful Life

Kasheshe ya Wamachinga, Wamachinga, Wamachlnga
Kuhangaika mitaani
Kasheshe ya Wamachinga, Wamachinga, Wamachinga
Polisi na Wamachinga
Kupambana mitaani
Laiti pembejeo zingepatikana kirahisi
Kuna maeneo mengi
Vijana tungefanya kilimo
Laiti michezo ingepewa kibao mbele
Wako vijana shupavu wangehimili vishindo
Nani apendae kuhangaika mchana kutwa
Kutembea maeneo yote ya mjini kutafuta riziki
Sababu ya msukuma wa maisha ya sasa
Maisha ya kijijini na mjini hayatofautiana sana tena

Violence surrounding the street vendors, the vendors, the vendors
Struggling to make a living in the streets
Violence surrounding the street vendors, the, vendors, the vendors
The police and the street vendors, the vendors, the vendors
Fighting in the streets
If only the promises could be easily had
There are many regions (in the country)
Young people we should practice agriculture.
If only the games could be played on a level field,
There are obstinate youth who could endure the contest
Who would like to struggle day after day?
To travel to every regional city in search of life's necessities?
As a result of the pressures of modern life
Village life and city life will never differ very much again.
-Justin Kalikawe, Wamachinga
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Introduction
Just as urban space is defined and transformed through the occupation of
specific locales by informal economic endeavors, so, too, is it transformed by
the movement of individual laborers into and through that space. The preceding chapters of this book have focused on examining how people are able
to renegotiate the ways public spaces such as street corners and sidewalks
are utilized by making use of various tactics. In some cases, spaces are
physically transformed when semi-permanent business structures are built
on them or sign art is displayed to mark areas as places where business can
be safely conducted. In other cases, spaces are transformed through language and a rhetoric of peace that works to set social norms and behavioral
expectations for those spaces. Through these mechanisms, spaces of
seeming disorder, chaos, and violence are turned into places where unwritten rules are established and peace becomes a possibility. In this chapter
and the one that follows, I turn my attention to the ways that the movement
of people from the rural areas of the country into the city has brought about
large-scale change to urban space. At the same time, I examine the ways
movement within the city, specifically the movement of street vendors, has
transformed the way they and the consumers of their goods imagine the city.
By focusing on movement, I hope to create a tension between the tropes of
transience and locality that will challenge commonly held beliefs about the
incompatibility of these two possibilities. Young people living and working in
the streets are often imagined as being adrift in the world without families or
a place to call home. Though migrant workers have always formed a significant portion of the population of Tanzanian cities, it has only been in recent
years that young adolescents have begun making their way to urban areas in
search of employment. This is partially so because of national-level legal and
structural changes related to the introduction of liberalization in the late
1980s, but it is also related to regional changes taking place throughout the
country connected to processes of de-agrarianisation and land shortages
(e.g. Bryceson 1997). These factors, when added to an increase in the number of children who have lost one or both of their parents to AIDS, have combined to produce a situation in which thousands of young people are flocking
to the cities with little hope of finding formal labor. In Dar es Salaam, it is
largely assumed by long-term urban residents, as well as by developmental
organizations, both state- and non-state based, that those who earn on the
streets have few permanent ties to the city. This is a result of their youth,
their seeming lack of responsibility toward anyone but themselves, the informality of their labor strategies and their lack of domicile.
Generally speaking, notions of stability, permanence and belonging are not
normally associated with migrants, hawkers, prostitutes, or street youth. And
yet, all of those I worked with had roots and relations within the city that they
considered important.1 Their social networks were accessible and fathomable to anyone who was willing to take the time to ask about them. It was

through working within these networks in Dar es Salaam that I was able to
conduct my research. While I primarily focused on the ways these networks
worked within the city, I also asked those who agreed to work with me to supply accounts of their reasons for coming to the city, as well as of the circumstances that made their migrations possible. It became apparent that their
networks extended well beyond the city limits to stretch across the entire
country and region, and in some cases, across the globe.
Destination Bongo2
Often, those who come to Dar es Salaam first pass through urban centers in
their own regions of the country. Many leave their villages in search of a way
to make a living and to create a future life for themselves only after completing some schooling. When discussing motivations for moving, people
inevitably speak of "kutafuta maisha," or looking for a life. Opportunities for
economic advancement in the rural areas of Tanzania are minimal. Given
that it is thought to be necessary for a young man to earn a decent income
and to have his own housing before he is able to marry, have children, and
fully enter adulthood, many see migration to urban areas as the only reasonable way of making a life for themselves. Having said this, however, it must
also be stated that young people who come to the city are usually much too
young to really be thinking about marriage. Most of the young men I worked
with left their natal homes between the ages of ten and twelve, and none
planned on getting married before reaching their mid- to late twenties. So,
while it is possible to point toward economic reasons when attempting to
explain rural urban migration, it must also be acknowledged that there are
other complex forces at work. Since most people who live in the rural areas
of Tanzania do not end up on the streets of Dar es Salaam, there must be
specific factors that encourage specific individuals to migrate.
In the previous chapter, I suggested that one of the main reasons people
gave for leaving home was the desire to escape physical violence. Nearly
everyone I worked with made their initial departure from their homes after
deciding that they could make a better life for themselves than the one being
offered to them by their abusive caretakers. As I stated, they usually headed for the closest town or city. Most of them came from the areas around
the town of Arusha and made their first stop there, others originated from the
areas surrounding the towns of Mwanza, Bukoba, Moshi, Tanga, Kigoma,
Dodoma, Iringa, Mbeya and Mtwara. For some, Dar es Salaam was the closest urban center to their homes. Few of those making a living on the streets
were born in the city itself. Most spent a couple of months or years working
in one of the regional capitals, making friends, building social networks and
making enough money for subsistence purposes. In most cases, their parents or other family members knew where they were, and sometimes small
remittances were even sent back to the village. More often, though, financial
help would be extended to other friends and family members also trying to
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establish themselves in town. As will be made clear in the examples I provide later in this chapter, most who chose to migrate to urban centers had
the names of people from their village or family who might be willing to help
them get started, and that the first thing they did when they arrived was to
search those individuals out. People who eventually decided to take the next
step and move to Dar es Salaam usually did so because they either felt limited by the economic opportunities available to them in the regional capitals,
or because they were in trouble with the local police; often it was a combination of both.
As they had when they first migrated to the cities in their respective regions,
those who decided to move to Dar es Salaam would often come with a general knowledge regarding the places they should go in order to locate friends,
family and other contacts who may have recently made the big journey to
Bongo. Their aim, of course, was to re-establish themselves in social networks as quickly as possible in order to ensure that they would not go hungry, but also to limit their chances of being physically abused. Most of those
who reported being sexually abused in Dar es Salaam stated that it had
occurred during their first few days in the city before they had made sufficient
contacts to protect themselves. A few reported they would sometimes wait
by the bus or train station for young men coming from their home regions
whom they would pretend to befriend in order to take advantage of them,
steal their money and sometimes even rape them. Most who came to the
city did so by bus, train, lorry or in the case of Mtwara and the southern
coast, by boat, paying fares when they had the money, and stowing away when
they did not. Factors such as the steady improvement of Tanzanian roads
and the increase in the number of vehicles on them help to explain why there
has been such an increase in the number of people recently making their way
to Dar es Salaam. The road and railways have long been the arteries connecting people to the cities in Tanzania.
It is not only young Tanzanians, however, who make their way to Dar es
Salaam. Over the years there has been an increasing number of youths coming from Rwanda, Burundi, and the Democratic Republic of Congo seeking
refuge from the wars in their respective homelands. Many Kenyans have also
made their way south to Bongo in search of a more hassle-free and less competitive business environment. Most of the young people I spoke with who
ended up in Dar es Salaam from other countries reported experiences similar to those reported by Tanzanian youth, but they also had the additional
problem of having to worry about being deported or removed to a refugee settlement if they were picked up by the police.
Although this is not the subject of this chapter, it should be noted that many
of those I spoke with did not consider Dar es Salaam their final destination.
They had dreams of eventually making it to South Africa and a few had
already attempted that. One man I knew had tried to get there on five different occasions and despite almost making it a few times, each time he was
caught by local police and returned to Tanzania. Despite these setbacks, he

still has his dream and hopes that six will be his lucky number. Some dream
of emigrating to Ulaya (the West), while others talk of going east to India or
Pakistan as drug runners. A further exploration of these dreams and imaginaries will be the subject of Chapter Nine.
The roads in Tanzania are not unidirectional and young people freely and
willingly move between localities. Returning home is quite common, for short
visits, for funerals, when ill, and when on the run from the police. For these
reasons, young people seem to strive to maintain trans-local identities rather
than multi-local identities. They embrace movement as the best way to
achieve this objective, making both the process and the possibility of movement centrally important for understanding the way they imagine their worlds.
One could argue that young migrants are bodily re-mapping the nation
through movement, and that individual maskanis in towns and cities throughout the country, by serving as loci for both social and labor activity, become
the most important points of reference on maps that every young person
struggling to get by carries around in his or her head.
Poetic Geography
Once in Dar es Salaam, a different sort of movement becomes important.
Simply put, the more willing one is to embrace mobility in the pursuit of labor
within the city, the better are one's chances of economic success. David
Harvey, summarizing and building on the work of Henri Lefebvre (1974), tells
us that "command over space is a fundamental and all-pervasive source of
social power in and over everyday life" (1990:226). Harvey's argument
stems from the idea that "the intersecting command of money, time, and
space forms a substantial nexus of social power," and that "command over
spaces and times is a crucial element in any search for profit" (Ibid.). In On
the African Waterfront: Urban disorder and the transformation of work in
Colonial Mombassa, Cooper (1987) deftly illustrates the way in which
Mombassa's working class was established precisely through the transformation of local notions of space and time into notions more in line with capitalist production needs. During the colonial period, workers were encouraged to settle permanently in Mombassa and to commit themselves to
steady employment. In Chapter Two, I suggested that Dar es Salaam working classes were formed in ways similar to those outlined by Cooper, and further, that current class differences, which disparage those who do not participate in the formal economy, are a contemporary manifestation of the class
structure introduced under British colonialism. People who engage in informal economy endeavors do so not only as a challenge to Tanzanian middle
class norms regarding what is considered the proper and preferred way to
labor but also as a challenge to capitalist ideals of time and space as formerly introduced by the British. This analysis, however, is further complicated by the fact that contemporary capital seems to encourage the development of flexibility among workers as a way of increasing profits. Harvey
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argues that this flexibility, which is often imagined as "post-modern," is merely the most recent manifestation of the eternal effort to compress both time
and space in the attempt to increase capitalist profits. Young people living
and working in the streets of Dar es Salaam exemplify these so-called postmodern ideals of flexibility and mobility, intuitively improving upon capitalist
modes of marketing. In so doing, they confront the modernist ideals of the
Tanzanian state and the Dar es Salaam middle classes, which seem to stubbornly cling to the belief that respectability is tied to settling down and working a nine-to-five job. Although such objectives are still desired by many
young marginalized workers as well, especially when it comes to eventually
establishing some sort of domestic permanency, most recognize that the
best way to make money is to create niches for themselves in the currently
expanding capitalist economy by remaining both flexible and mobile.
In The Practice of Everyday Life, Michel de Certeau (1984, especially chapters seven and nine) expounds on what he refers to as "spatial practices."
In an attempt to understand the city through the experiences of the "ordinary
practitioners of the city" who "live 'down below,' below the thresholds at
which visibility begins," he focuses his attention on the relationship between
the way they walk the city and the way they impose meaning on it (1984:93).
As a point of departure, he is writing against voyeurism —the act of looking
on the city from above, of subjecting it to a totalizing gaze. Rather than
searching for an ordered way of understanding the city, he is celebrating disorder, seeing in it the potential to disrupt. Challenging Foucauldian assumptions about the absolute "order of things," de Certeau advises those who
wish to grasp a fragmentary view from below to:
[fjollow the swarming activity of these procedures that, far from being regulated or eliminated by panoptic administration, have reinforced themselves in a proliferating illegitimacy, and combined in accord with unreadable but stable tactics to the point of constituting everyday regulations
and surreptitious creativities that are merely concealed by the frantic
mechanisms and discourses of the observational organization (1984:96).
He refers to the re-writing of the city's landscape through walking as a "poetic geography on top of the geography of the literal, forbidden or permitted
meaning" (1984:105). Following this line of thought, I would like to posit that
those who walk the city's streets in an effort to make a living, like the street
vendors called Wamachinga whose stories I explore in this chapter, are the
contemporary poets of Dar es Salaam. Through their movement —"their
pedestrian speech acts"— (1984:97) they re-inscribe city spaces with meanings that challenge modernist ideals of the city as put forth by both the state
and the "respectable" classes. As was made evident in the preceding chapters, young people wishing to enter into the formal economies of Dar es
Salaam must negotiate for spaces in which they can conduct their business
activities. For some this means negotiating with other entrepreneurs but for

most it means negotiating with the police as representatives of the state and
the status quo, a status quo that is further enforced by middle class notions
of space, labor and respectability. In efforts to re-map the city in ways that
are more conducive to the workings of such informal economic activities, official names are replaced with unofficial names, traffic is slowed or stopped
completely, and detours are established to benefit those on foot. Markets
are moved or become totally mobile, while sidewalks serve as the paper on
which these poetic cartographers draw and redraw their maps.
In this chapter I focus on the way that Dar es Salaam is being gradually
reshaped from a city of civil servants and formal laborers who are engaged
in respectable income-generating activities in support of the socialist state
to a city made much more complex by informal economic endeavors designed
to re-create the market economy in ways that are more reflective of capitalism. Through mobility and flexibility, young businessmen and women are redrawing the boundaries of the city, of labor and of respectability, whether they
are street vendors, prostitutes, beggars or bus touts.
Kutembea Kama Daladala, Or To Travel Around The City Like
a Commuter Bus
One evening, as quiet and calm were beginning to overtake the city, I sat at
Maskani with a group of young men waiting for the traffic toward the suburbs
to die down. As we sat talking, we were approached by a young mkahawa, or
coffee seller. These vendors, icons of Swahili culture, traverse the city by foot
in the morning and early evening selling small cups of freshly brewed Arabica
coffee along with kashata, a sesame sweet. In the course of a day they can
cover huge distances on foot. If they own their own coffee pots and coal braziers, they may make up to 5 0 0 0 shillings a day (± 10 USD), but many who
work for others are only provided with food and a place to sleep. When the
mkahawa approached us at Maskani we waved him over. For about 25 US
cents it was possible to buy everyone a round of coffee, and neither I nor anyone else found this expensive. He put his pot of coffee down and poured
espresso-size cups for each of us before offering us his tray of kashata. It
was more or less up to him to keep track of how much everyone ate and
drank, though at the end there would inevitably be an argument over exactly
how much was owed with each person announcing how many cups he or she
had drunk and how many pieces of kashata had been eaten. While he was
standing there waiting for us to finish drinking so he could retrieve his cups,
Athumani, one of the car washers, engaged him in a discussion asking him
where he had walked that day. In his response, the Mkahawa seemed to go
on and on, prompting Athumani to exclaim to us, "huyu anatembea kama daladala," or "this one, he travels around like a commuter bus," playing on the
double meaning of kutembea, which can mean both walking or driving o n . 3
We all laughed at the image this young man walking the city streets all day
long, but Athumani's comment also encouraged me to start thinking about
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how the mobility of workers within the city allows them to increase their profits. By employing their own physical labor they both transverse and transform
the city, carrying mobile markets on their backs, in their bags, or in the case
of the mkahawa, in their coffee pots.
Most of the car washers I worked with at Maskani did not partake in this
sort of labor, though some of them had in the past. In fact, they mostly
depended on the increasing (auto)mobility of the upper and middle classes
to make their money. But many of the street vendors working along the intersection formed by the roads that come together at Maskani were taking
advantage of their own mobility, walking up and down the sides of the roads
all day long with their merchandise, chasing after vehicles carrying interested customers, and knocking on the windows of potential ones. The young
men whose primary mode of merchandise marketing involves walking the city
streets in a manner that both allows them to display their goods and to
expand their customer base are now collectively known as Wamachinga
(machinga, sing.) in Tanzania (Fig. 6.1). This type of labor is most often
referred to as biashara ndogondogo (small business), or biashara za mikono
(business of the hands) by those who practice it. Mchinga is a small town
near Lindi in the south of the country, and it is believed that the first petty
traders to come to Dar es Salaam originated from that area. They were
known as watu wa Mchinga (the people of Mchinga), which neighboring peoples shortened to Wamachinga. Even though the people from that region are
for the most part (Tanzanian) Makonde, their identity came to be associated
with location rather than ethnic background. Similarly, people living around
Arusha are often collectively referred to as Waarusha regardless of ethnic
background. Gradually people began using Wamachinga to refer to petty
traders coming from the south and, over the course of time, to all petty
traders in general. Even though today's entrepreneurs come from all over the
country, they are now collectively referred to as Wamachinga in the newspapers, by government representatives, and among most people living in the
city. In the beginning, the term Wamachinga reportedly had extremely derogatory connotations, but it has now become so normalized that even the traders
themselves use it. As one young man told me, "you might be Chagga or
Luguru, but if you are walking the city doing small business (biashara ndogondogo) then you are called Makonde or Machinga. These days it is not a tribe
(kabila), it is a type of work, just like all prostitutes are called Wahaya regardless of where they come from. Prostitutes come from all over the country,
but in the beginning it was mostly Wahaya from Bukoba and people remember that." Despite the normalization of the term, however, to be called either
Makonde or Machinga in the domain of petty trading may still be interpreted
as a slur with implications of dishonesty and untrustworthiness, something
that may be surprising given that prior to the late 1990s the majority of
house guards working in Dar es Salaam were Makonde men specifically
employed because they were believed to be more trustworthy than locals.4
Those who worked as watchmen, however, were related to the Makonde peo-
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pies from Mozambique who sought refuge in
Tanzania during the war and not to Makonde
peoples living north of the border in
Tanzania.
Nyerere welcomed the
Mozambique Makonde to Dar es Salaam,
granting them undeveloped plots of land in
the Msasani and Mikocheni sections of the
city, and allowing them to establish a
carvers' village in Mwenge were they sold
their ebony goods.
By the time that
Tanzanian Makonde began migrating to the
city, Makonde from Mozambique were
already established in Dar es Salaam. Not wanting their reputations tarnished by the newcomers, they publicly distanced themselves from the
Tanzanian Makonde, while preferring to call them Wamachinga rather than
Wamakonde.
Although in the beginning most traders were men, increasingly young women
are also taking up this form of entrepreneurship. Rather than walking the city
streets, however, they are more likely to be seen visiting office buildings
where they target a specific clientele and offer high-end merchandise for
sale. The increasing number of women working as petty traders throughout
East Africa seems to have captured popular imagination in recent years as is
illustrated by the several editorials that have appeared in the newspaper The
East African discussing this peculiarity of modern urban life. With titles like
"With No Jobs Around, Hawking Gains Respectability" (3 April 2000), and
"Everyone Knows a Lady's Handbag is Her Shop" (15 May 2000), both articles try to make a connection between the growing respectability of petty
trading and increasing numbers of highly educated women who seem to be
entering the field instead of other professions more traditionally considered
respectable.5 Despite the lip service being paid to "respectability," however,
the few female Wamachinga I was able to speak with stated that they were
continually subject to the same sorts of harassment as young men working
on the streets, though perhaps a little more refined at times.

Figure 6.1 A group
of mobile
Wamachinga pass
between the
Sheraton and
Maskani displaying
their voluptuously
hung clothing to
potential customers. Dar es
Salaam. (2002)
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One of the five focus groups I regularly worked with in Dar es Salaam was
comprised of a group of four Wamachinga who sold new and re-conditioned
auto parts at Maskani (Figs. 6.2, 6.3). Though I worked most closely with
these four, there were many more Wamachinga working at Maskani. Because
their numbers changed constantly it would be difficult to give an exact figure,
but there were between fifteen to twenty working at the corner during business hours. Financially speaking, they were one step above the car washers.
Most were in serious relationships or were married, and several had children.
Unlike the car washers, most Wamachinga had permanent housing and few
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slept on the streets. Although their type of business usually involved standing alongside their merchandise on the side of the road for most of the day,
all of them had previously been involved in the sort of physically mobile labor
characteristic of Wamachinga and had sold merchandise ranging from plastic
bags and cashew nuts to sunglasses and T-shirts on the streets of Dar es
Salaam. Because I think they can best illustrate several of the points I would
like make in this chapter, I now present abbreviated summaries of the life histories of these four entrepreneurs. Although I recount their stories in the second person and in a linear way, they were told to me in the first person. I
have altered the stories only in terms of readability. I start with the story of
Rungu, a nickname meaning "police baton." When I began my research at
Maskani, Rungu worked there selling new and used car parts for luxury automobiles. Positioned on the side of the road directly opposite the Sheraton,
he and his co-workers would display their goods in such a way as to attract
the attention of people as they drove into and out of the city every day on the
way to and from work. I used to refer to Rungu jokingly as "the king of the
Wamachinga," a title that usually earned a laugh, but was never really accepted. When I decided that I wanted to work with a group of street vendors from
Maskani, Mbelwa and I first approached Rungu who then suggested others
whom we should invite to participate. Despite his discomfort with the title of
king, Rungu was clearly in charge of activities relating to the acquisition,
reclamation, and selling of auto parts (Fig. 6.4). Everyone was more or less
in business for himself, but at the end of the day they needed Rungu's
approval to continue working at Maskani and to be included in my research.
Those who sold auto parts were expected to conform to certain norms and
values similar to those who were engaged in car washing activities. In general they were expected to behave in a manner that would not disrupt business, to keep a clean and neat appearance, to speak respectfully with customers, to conceal illegal activities from the police, and to not challenge the
atmosphere of "peace and love" that pervaded the corner, at least in theory.
Rungu, given his age and status as one of the first to begin working at
Maskani, considered it his prerogative to confront younger men who failed to
live up to these standards, and for the most part this went unchallenged.
Rungu
Rungu, the oldest of those included in my research, was born in 1967 in
a small village 15 miles from Mtwara in the south of the country. Unlike
the other young men who did not even bother to mention their ethnic backgrounds, Rungu identifies as Makonde, though he says his speech and
way of life have become so Swahilified that when he goes back home no
one believes he is really Makonde. His parents divorced in 1969 at which
time his father moved to Dar es Salaam, leaving him to stay with his mother in Mtwara. In 1974 his father came and took him to Dar es Salaam for
one year. He returned to his village in 1975 to go through jando - a
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Makonde initiation camp - then returned to
Dar es Salaam in 1976 to be with his father
again. In 1977 he started primary school in
Korasini.
He continued school in Dar es
Salaam until 1983 when he asked to return to
Mtwara to finish his primary school. In 1984
he completed Standard 7 then began what he
called "elimu ya dunia," or education of the
world.
After finishing school he stayed in Mtwara for
another year helping his mother on the farm.
Life was very difficult in the village and they had nothing, so in 1987 he
decided to return to Dar es Salaam to try to make some money to help his
mother. His first job was frying fish in the ferry fish market on the waterfront. The only pay he received for this dirty and exhausting work was food
for the day. Next he managed to get a job helping some Chagga women
make mbege, a local banana-based alcoholic drink originating from the
Kilimanjaro region. At this job, he only managed to get 800 shillings a
month in pay.6 A friend then invited him to start working in Kariakoo, selling merchandise for someone else {kupiga winga) in 1988. By 1989 he
had finally raised enough start-up capital to begin his own business. He
invested in sunglasses, which he then began selling along Samora Avenue
in the city center. At that time there were very few people selling sunglasses and the tourist business was really starting to take off in Tanzania. He
would buy the glasses for 3 0 0 shillings wholesale then sell them for
1000. He could make nearly the same amount of money selling one pair
of sunglasses as he could work for a month making banana beer.
Business was great, but he gave it up after the Dar es Salaam regional
commissioner herself grabbed him one day while he was doing business
and told him to leave Samora Avenue or risk being thrown in jail. So, in

Figure 6.2 Group of
vendors gather
together on their
corner to have their
picture taken with
the Sheraton in the
background. Dar es
Salaam. (2002)
Figure 6.3 Vendors
display car jacks on
the side of the road
near Maskani to
attract the attention
of potential customers passing in
automobiles. Dar
es Salaam. (2002)
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1991 he changed his business technique and began walking the streets
to sell his merchandise.
In 1992, he met a Zaramo woman and decided to settle down with her.
They had their first child not long after moving in together. In the same
year he moved his business to Maskani along with two friends around the
time that the Sheraton was being built. They were the first to set up business there and in the beginning it was only the three of them. He reported that business was much better then and there was much less competition. His expenses at home were much lower too. In the beginning his
wife used to require 500 shillings a day for household expenses, but by
the year 2000, she needed at least four times as much. Along with
increased competition came increased harassment from the police. As
the number of vendors in the city grew, police began stopping them more
often and asking them for identification (kitambulisho). Since it is impossible to get an official identification card without being formally employed
there is no possibility of meeting this request. Rungu stated that he did
not think that he should have to answer to the government anyway since
the government had never provided anything for him. He came to realize
that his family was much more reliable and important to him that the government or the police would ever be. He wonders why the nation's leaders tell young people to go back to their villages when there is nothing for
them there. He insists that they are not being sent there to help themselves (Jitegemea), but so that the leaders can keep the wealth of the city
for themselves. He says that coming to the city has expanded his mind
(kupanua mawazo) and that he would not even consider returning to the
village unless the social services there were improved. Not only has it
become difficult to make a living in the villages, but it has also become
much more expensive. He would have trouble supporting his mother if he
had stayed in the village. He wonders why the city council did not drive
them away from Maskani in 1993 when there were only three of them. He
says that now the police have turned them into their money-making project {mradi). Now that there are close to 100 people making a living at
Maskani, there are police who are able to support themselves solely off
the bribes they make there. He finds the government slogan "vijana taifa
la kesho," "youth, the future of the nation," especially hypocritical, and
says he has been hearing this his whole life and now his son is hearing it
(Fig. 5.19).7 He wonders if the country will ever belong to his son. Aside
from the police, he says, the only bad part about working at Maskani in
recent years is the increase in insults flung at them from passing cars.
He says people actually slow down, roll down their windows and yell out to
them, calling them thieves. He wonders how it is possible to defend himself from such insults.

Zameah
Zameah was born in 1973 in a small village near Mtwara in the southeastern part of Tanzania where he lived for the first ten years of his life. When
he was ten, his parents divorced and he remained with his mother who
then remarried and moved to a new village in the same region. He lived
on the coast and learned how to fish from his maternal uncles. After three
years working as a fisherman a woman came to his village and invited him
to come to her village to work as her domestic helper, a job he kept for
three more years. The father of the woman who employed him was
impressed with him and eventually invited him to come to the city of
Mtwara to take care of his cows, but after only six
months Zameah was tempted to go to Dar es
Salaam where he was convinced he could make
more money.
In 1993 he came to Dar Salaam by way of the ferry.
His brother was already in Dar es Salaam and
Zameah came with the intention of finding him,
even though he had no idea where to start looking
for him. When he arrived in Dar es Salaam he took
a taxi to a small guesthouse in Kariakoo and paid
for a room for a week. Right away he began looking
for his brother but, worried about how far his money
would go, he also began looking for work. He
befriended another young man who was selling
plastic bags near his guesthouse who then took
Zameah to a local wholesaler where he could buy
some bags for himself. He bought 3000 shillings
worth of bags at first, but as he sold them before
noon he decided to go back and buy more. It only
took him a couple of days to find his brother who
invited him to move in with him. He stopped selling
plastic bags and went into business with his brother who was selling recycled children's clothing (mitumba) in the Kariakoo market. He invested
40,000 shillings in this business and then in 1994 he and his brother
decided to hire two other young men to sell their merchandise for them. 8
The two of them then joined up with another one of their brothers who was
also living in Dar es Salaam and the three of them began selling kangas
(women's cloth) also in Kariakoo. He continued in this business for about
a year and was making quite a bit of money. Then in 1995 the city council gave the police a mandate to clean up Kariakoo and to round up all the
Wamachinga. The police confiscated his merchandise and beat him up.
He tried to run away and hide among the butcher stands in the area, but
they just turned him over to the police. He was tied to another vendor to

Figure 6.4 Rungu
balances on a hubcap and reads the
newspaper at
Maskani while
awaiting customers.
Dar es Salaam.
(2002)
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await transportation to jail. Zameah had a razor in his pocket and tried to
convince the other young man that they should try to cut the rope, free
themselves and run away, but the other man was afraid of what the police
might do if they caught them and so prevented Zameah from trying to
escape. On that day, three big lorries were filled with Wamachinga and
then taken away to Keko jail. He was in jail for a year without a formal
case being drawn up. Eventually, he was tried along with 35 other vendors, but then the case was dropped and he was released.
Following their release from jail, a group of them went to their maskani/kijiweni on Kongo street where their fellow workers took up a collection for
them. Each was given 15,000 shillings to rest up and maybe start over
again. Zameah says that during that time he was always scared, afraid
the police would arrest him again and send him back to jail. Whenever he
saw the police he would run and hide. He tried to find his brothers and
went back to the place where they had lived together, but they had since
moved away. One of his in-laws agreed to take care of him for a couple of
days until he could rent a room and find his brothers again. By early 1997
he was back in business, though just barely. He was selling furniture
cushions for someone else, walking the whole city in the hot sun day after
day and making very little money. On most days he made just enough to
eat before going to bed at night, and only rarely did he have enough money
to pay for public transport. Selling merchandise for someone else is
called kupiga winga and people only resort to it when they have absolutely no start-up capital.
Those were his most difficult days in Dar es Salaam and he seriously considered returning to Mtwara. He and his brothers persevered, however,
and eventually they began to get ahead. They pooled their money and at
Christmas time they bought their own goods and began selling handkerchiefs. In a short time they made 150,000 shillings between them, which
they split three ways with the understanding that each would start up his
own business. Zameah took his money and purchased a wholesale lot of
Mike Tyson T-shirts. It was the first time that Tyson shirts were available
in Tanzania, and Zameah was one of the few selling them. Business was
very good; everyone wanted a Tyson shirt. One of his brothers was not as
fortunate. He wasted his initial capital on alcohol then came to Zameah
for help. Believing that blood is thicker than water (damu uzito kuliko
maji), he gave his brother 15,000 shilling to invest in goods that were
almost immediately confiscated by representatives of the city council.
Zameah gave him another 10,000 shillings and his brother was finally
able to get back on his feet. After his success with the Mike Tyson T-shirts
he began selling a type of lamp that was also very popular. He says that
all the women were making their husbands and boyfriends buy these
lamps for them, but there were not enough to go around. He believes the

police targeted him at that time because he was selling the lamps that all
of their wives wanted. They confiscated his goods one day without pressing charges and when he went to the station to claim his goods he was
told they were missing.
Eventually Zameah decided to start selling spare car parts at Maskani
where he did not have to walk in the hot sun all day and where the profit
margins were fairly good. He could buy car jacks for 28,000 shillings from
an Asian wholesaler then sell them from Maskani for a minimum of
35,000, which was still half of what the Asian-run retail shops were selling them for.9 At Maskani, it became important for him to start developing relationships with his customers, many of whom came back for business. Because his customers were mainly wealthy automobile owners
from the northern suburbs, it also became important for him to keep himself neat and clean. Once he had firmly established himself in business
he decided to get married. They have a son, but he says that he still does
not have everything he wants and that it is difficult for them to get ahead
because there are always unexpected expenses that make it almost
impossible to save money.
Nduki
Nduki was born at Ocean Road Hospital in Dar es Salaam in 1981. His
father, who was a driver for the army (JKT) built a house in the Tandika area
of the city where they lived until 1982 when his father was transferred to
Iringa, which was also his home region. They stayed there for five years
before his father was again transferred again, this time to Mbeya (his
mother's home region) where Nduki started school in 1989. In 1992 he
returned to Iringa where he stayed until he completed primary school. In
the meantime his parents returned to their house in Dar es Salaam. His
father died in 1993 and when Nduki finished school in 1995 his mother
asked him to come to Dar es Salaam to take care of their house so she
could go to Iringa. His brother went on to secondary school, but he chose
to start his own business in the Temeke area of Dar es Salaam in 1996.
He started out walking through residential areas of Temeke, selling cooking utensils door to door. In 1997, someone broke into his house and
stole his money and his goods. Disheartened he applied for a job at a
local Asian-owned ebony-processing factory where he only worked for five
days. He was appalled at the working conditions, the machines were
unsafe and it was not at all unusual for people to have their fingers cut off
in the machinery. To make matters worse, they were only being paid 650
shillings a day. He tried to organize the workers to strike, but the factory
owner quashed the action, firing most of those who had agreed to strike.
Following that experience, he decided to go back to selling kitchen utensils in Makumbusho, on the other side of the city from where he lived.
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Since he had very little money, he walked to work carrying all of his goods.
He was to have no luck in Makumbusho though, and it was only a matter
of time before his goods were confiscated by the city council. At that time,
he reported, he was feeling his way in the dark (mkono kisani), not sure
what the next day would bring. In time, he made connections with those
working at Maskani and decided to join them in the selling of auto parts.
Juma
Juma was born in 1980 in Kilosa, a village near Morogoro, where his parents were farmers. His father died in 1986 and soon after his mother
enrolled him in primary school in Kilosa. I n 1987, she told him she was
going to Dar es Salaam to see an uncle and never returned. In 1989 he
got the message that she had died. When he was in standard five he had
a friend in Morogoro who was going back and forth to Dar es Salaam on
business. With 70,000 shillings in his pocket from the harvest and his
friend's assistance he decided to head for Dar es Salaam with his brothers' blessing and the intent of finding his uncle who he did not know.
When he arrived in Dar es Salaam he ran into someone from his village
who invited Juma to come to his business stall in Buguruni and to help
him with his business. He decided to rent a room together with the other
young man with whom he came to the city. His friend had a job at an
Asian-owned factory making iodized salt. The friend then met a schoolgirl
who he eventually got pregnant. Scared, he ran away leaving Juma with
the rent to pay. Around this time, Juma finally tracked down his uncle who
was living in Kigogo. The uncle encouraged him to return to Kilosa, asking him what kind of work he would be able to get without an education.
His uncle even offered to pay his bus fare back to Kilosa, but Juma decided to disregard this advice and then rented a room on his own. In the
beginning he had very little money and was forced to sleep on cardboard
boxes on the floor of his room. His friend, who he thought had abandoned
him, then returned and was able to help him out with the rent. Juma gave
him 50,000 shillings to start a business and the guy disappeared once
more, never to be seen again. During this time he walked the city selling
things. He would start everyday in Kariakoo and walk all the way out to
Mwenge (about 15 kilometers). He used to eat lunch at Maskani and
slowly began making friends with the people working there. Eventually, he
began bringing his things to Maskani to sell. He quickly got used to the
4,000 to 6,000 shillings a day he was making at Maskani, and it became
difficult for him to imagine taking a job where he would only get paid once
a month.
There are many similarities in the stories of these young men, several of
which seem to challenge commonly held beliefs about people engaged in
informal economic endeavors. All of these men came to Dar es Salaam with

the first big wave of informal laborers in the late 1980s and early 1990s, during the period that Tanzanians refer to as the Ruksa Period, when Ali Hassan
Mwinyi was President and economic and political liberalization was beginning
to be embraced by the state. People almost uniformly argue that it is much
more difficult to get started in the city now that competition is higher and the
police are tougher. Despite this, their stories are in many ways similar to the
stories told by more recent migrants to the city. All of them had received
some sort of minimal primary education before coming to Dar es Salaam
and, as is quite common, three of them decided to come to Dar es Salaam
only after finishing primary education (standard seven), the point when most
people who are educated in Tanzania cease going to school. When Juma
showed up in Dar es Salaam only having completed standard five, he was
rebuked by his uncle who wondered what sort of work he would be able to
get without an education. What Juma realized, and what his uncle did not,
was that the new forms of labor becoming available in the city did not require
the same degree of education as did jobs in the formal sector. Many people
younger than Juma agreed with this and, not surprisingly, in recent years it
seems that the number of younger people, especially young women, coming
to the city with less education is increasing. With the exception of Rungu, all
of them also came to Dar es Salaam with start-up capital in their pockets and
the intention of going into business for themselves. Contrary to popular
expectations, the majority of those who decide to come to Dar es Salaam do
so with at least a small amount of money, and many come with the blessings
and even minimal financial support from their family members who, no doubt,
consider such support an investment for their own futures. In many cases,
it was clear that people chose to go to regional centers closer to home in
order to raise enough capital before going on to Dar es Salaam. In a few
cases, people reported committing major robberies before making the journey in order to guarantee they would have enough money to make the transition. Additionally, it would be highly unlikely for anyone to come to Dar es
Salaam without having some contacts through a family member or friend.
During my time in Dar es Salaam, I was always meeting family members of
the young men who agreed to work with me, sometimes in the streets and
sometimes in their homes. Despite the regularity of these occurrences, it
was quite some time before I realized how rooted most of the young men
were in the city, since I had chosen to focus on their mobility.
None of these four young men ever mentioned physical abuse at home as
a reason for deciding to come to Dar es Salaam, though all of them had
either lost a parent to death or had parents who were divorced, facts they
introduced to discussions relating to how and why they came to Dar es
Salaam. The fact that they did not mention abuse in the home does not necessarily mean that it did not occur. I never developed the sort of rapport with
these men that I had with some of the others at Maskani, most of whom did
mention abuse as a reason for leaving home. So, although abuse in the
home was never a subject of discussion with the Wamachinga, all of them
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introduced topics related to what they considered to be abuses perpetrated
against them by the police, the state and, in some cases, society as a whole.
They all reported having had goods confiscated at one time or another.
Rungu especially held the government and the nation's leaders accountable
for the difficulties both he and his son continue to face in spite of the state's
hypocritical promises. Whenever he initiated critical evaluations of the state,
however, the others were quick to join in.
A continued connection to home is also a theme that runs throughout the
stories the Wamachinga chose to share with me, especially in the case of
Rungu. People usually chose to leave home in order to fund themselves and
to better assist their families in the pursuit of maisha, or life, and it was not
uncommon for them to send remittances home once they were firmly established in Dar es Salaam. Yet, even for those younger men who had yet to
achieve the sort of stability characteristic of this group of vendors, providing
financial assistance to family members in need was an accepted responsibility and unless ill, none of them would consider returning home for a visit without gifts and money for their families. Rungu's stinging indictment of village
life was typical of what I heard throughout my time in Dar es Salaam. Since
the days of Nyerere, national leaders have been encouraging youth to return
to the land, to invest in agriculture, and to remain in the villages. What
Rungu's analysis illustrates, however, is the absurdity of making such suggestions when it is extremely difficult to make either a decent living or lead a
decent life in the rural areas without access to the cash economy and the
consumer goods of the cities. During another discussion Rungu emphasized
the issue further, offering the following example. As pointed out, to raise 500
shillings in the village it would be necessary to sell two big grain sacks full
of cassava, but you could make the same money unloading one truck of cassava for someone in the city. With that 500 shillings one could buy a pair of
jeans in the city, but most likely it would not even be possible to find a pair
of jeans for sale in the village, and even if you could find them they would be
much more expensive. It has been the way of Tanzanian politicians to talk of
the nation being "united by poverty," and to discourage indiscriminate consumption of consumer goods, especially imported goods. This argument,
which had a certain degree of believability when made by the slightly built
Nyerere who himself resisted the lure of consumer goods, becomes weaker
and weaker as the governing classes steadily become more and more corrupt and corpulent. The economic and material divide between urban and
rural Tanzania has always been great but never as great as it is right now.
With the exception of Rungu, the vendors chose to speak very briefly and
vaguely about how they came to be working at Maskani, a fact that I believe
indicates that their presence at the corner was in some way contested, at
least in the eyes of someone like Rungu who saw himself as the one of the
first to capitalize on the location. Although all the young men seemed perfectly willing and able to talk about other aspects of their work lives, it was
left to Rungu to present the history of work at Maskani, as well as to outline

current issues related to work. He never specifically dissuaded any of the
younger men from speaking but he was their spokesman on certain matters
because of his seniority at the corner or simply as a result of him being a few
years older than the other men. Regardless of the reasons, he was rarely
challenged by the others during our discussions, a privilege they certainly did
not enjoy.
Several of the stories offered by the Wamachinga also contained criticism
of the fact that Tanzanian-born Asians controlled the majority of wholesale
and retail outlets, as well as a great many of the factories that might offer
alternative work for Tanzanian youth were they not so exploitative. When I
first heard this criticism I was not too surprised because they resonated with
stories I had heard from several upper and middle class Tanzanians I had
interviewed. Outsiders to the world of informal trading would often perpetuate common stereotypes regarding both Asians and street vendors. They
would tell me that it was terrible the way that predatory Asian businessmen
took advantage of the poor, defenseless Wamachinga. The common perception was that most of those who earned their living on the streets came to
the city penniless and in desperation and that Asian businessmen employed
these young men to sell their merchandise in exchange for a mere pittance.
In these stories it was assumed that the vendors were victims who had no
choice but to accept the terms as dictated by the Asians. The relationship
between Asian businessmen and Tanzanian street entrepreneurs is not as
clear cut as I had been led to believe in my conversations with members of
the Tanzanian middle class. In time I began to see that, in fact, Wamachinga
often worked together with Asian wholesalers in ways that were not immediately visible to the general population. As the stories of all four of these
young men show, few Wamachinga are willing to let themselves be taken
advantage of for too long.
To begin with, it must be understood that there is a divide between Asian
retailers and Asian wholesalers and it is often Wamachinga who bridge the
space in between. The complaints filed to the city council against
Wamachinga generally originate with retailers who dislike the fact that they
are being undersold by young men who add insult to injury by clogging up the
sidewalks in front of their shops, blocking the entrances and enticing customers to make alternative purchases before they can even make it inside
their stores. The wholesalers gladly do business with Wamachinga, however,
often giving them better prices than retailers for the simple reason that the
street vendors are able to purchase larger quantities. Since the street vendors have lower overhead, do not to pay rent, transportation fees, or VAT, they
are able to sell more at much lower prices than retailers. Their mobility also
helps them to increase profits as most people would rather not wade through
the markets and busy city streets to buy inside retail stores if they have the
option of pulling over to the side of the road on their way home and buying
goods through the window of their car. Of course, as many of the vendors I
spoke with pointed out, it is the same people who praise the convenience of
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buying their merchandise in this way who also complain about the unsightliness of Wamachinga at every intersection. It is believed that they are the
ones who are shout insults at them on the days they are not buying.
Whenever I asked Wamachinga about the popular belief that they were being
taking advantage of by Asian businessmen they would laugh at the absurdity
of the idea and explain that wholesalers never fronted merchandise to anyone without capital. If there were people selling merchandise for other people (kupiga wingu), then they were most likely selling it for other Tanzanians,
and if Asian wholesalers were taking advantage of anyone then it was most
likely their brothers in the retail business.
Weka Mji Safi: 'Keeping the city clean"f or Dar es Salaam's
respectable classes
The above example illustrates, besides the complexity of Indo-African relations in Dar es Salaam, that it is primarily due to mobility and flexibility that
street vendors are able to undersell traditional retailers while also making a
profit. Further, the same mobility and flexibility challenge middle class ideas
related to both capitalist and socialist modernities, as well as to the relationships between labor and respectability. This was made evident by the resistance shown toward street vending by retailers — Asian and non-Asian alike
— as well as by those in the "respectable" classes who were quick to
express misplaced liberal concern for the "poor exploited vendors" whose
worlds they clearly knew very little about, while simultaneously buying their
consumer goods from them at a discount and complaining about the unsightly transformation of city space. I came to realize through my conversations
with young people struggling to make a living that what I first perceived of as
a resistance to capitalism was, in fact, a reinvention and refining of it.
Recent attempts by the state to control and tax various informal economies
suggest that the state is becoming aware of the profitability of the sector.
This is also true for the "respectable" classes who are beginning to demand
that their children be taught skills at university that will allow them to start
their own informal economy businesses after graduation (Sunday Observer, 5
Dec. 1999), as well as demanding that the city council reserve sidewalk
space for the children of long time residents of Dar es Salaam instead of
allowing migrants from the rural areas to monopolize the informal sector
(Guardian, 7 Feb. 2002). In the words of Hussein Omar, resident of Kariakoo,
"How come our own children lack working space while petty traders from
upcountry crowd our houses? A time will come when we will have to use
force. If blood is spilt (sic), then let it be so." In line with the "rhetoric of
peace" that so often characterizes public responses, Mala mayor Abuu cautioned that it was "not advisable to use threats, especially in a community
that cherishes love and unity" {ibid.).
Despite the fact that some
"respectable" citizens of Dar es Salaam are starting to refashion their views
on street vending (especially if their children are permitted to share in the

profits), there are still many city residents who share the views expressed by
Picho Mbito in his letter to the editor of the Dar es Salaam based Guardian
newspaper (26 Feb. 2000). Under the title, "Street Vendors are a Nuisance,"
Mbito declares, "I strongly protest against the police and city authorities for
allowing food and music vendors to do their business in front of shops and
residential buildings." He derides the city authorities for focusing their
"clean-up" efforts on the city center while ignoring the parts of the city where
"visitors from abroad" are unlikely to go. He complains of the noise, lack of
parking space, congested sidewalks, dirt, refuse, and backed-up sewers,
finally pointing out that the people who operate such establishments do not
pay taxes nor do they carry operating licenses. In his mind, they pollute the
city's streets and offer nothing in return to the communities in which they set
up shop. Mbito's comments also point to the common awareness that official strategies employed for keeping order in the city center where Maskani
is located differ from those employed in the less affluent areas of the city,
and further suggests that the strong-arm strategies used to keep the center
orderly for Western consumption should be deployed throughout the city to
achieve the same effect. Such attitudes help to explain sentiments
expressed by so many of the young people working at Maskani regarding the
need to keep the area and themselves neat and clean, and to maintain an
air of peacefulness at the corner in an effort to reduce their chances of being
singled out by the police for both persecution and prosecution.
Weka Mji Safi, or Keep the City Clean, is the slogan employed by the city of
Dar es Salaam to represent a whole host of regulations and practices aimed
at maintaining sanitary conditions in the city. The slogan, in both Kiswahili
and English is painted on the few trashcans scattered across the city, on the
sides of refuse trucks, and on various billboards in the city. As was alluded
to in Mbito's comments above, most efforts to keep the city clean are directed at either the city center or the affluent northern suburbs, while those living in other areas of the city are left to find out on their own the best way to
discard trash and sewage. Although the campaign to keep the city clean is
supposed to focus on environmental cleanliness, regulations relating to it are
often employed to control petty traders whose business practices are thought
to contribute to the degradation of the city's environment. Certain traders are
targeted by police because their business endeavors lead to the production
of too much garbage. For example, early in 2002 the police began targeting
dafu, or coconut vendors who harvest young coconuts south of Dar es
Salaam to sell to city dwellers wishing to quench their thirst with fresh
coconut water.10 Because the beverage is served on the spot from the
coconut shell, a large amount of waste is quickly generated. In the past, people threw the coconut shells in the street or on the sidewalk after finishing
their drink and small mountains of coconut refuse would accumulate in the
areas where vendors sold their produce. To put an end to this practice, hundreds of coconut vendors were rounded up along with their bicycles and their
large baskets of coconuts. Most were released after paying a small fine and
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promising to gather the coconut waste from their customers when they had
finished drinking. This intervention appears somewhat reasonable but the
problem could undoubtedly have been solved in other ways that would not
have targeted the vendors. Individual fines could have been given to those
consuming the coconuts and then discarding them in the street (most often
middle class Asians in the city center), or refuse containers could have been
positioned near the corners where coconut vendors are known to congregate.
By targeting vendors without licenses, however, it was possible for the city to
avoid spending the money on refuse containers and pick-up, as well as to
avoid offending their middle class constituents. The vendors, most of whom
live in southern Dar es Salaam and must take the ferry to the city center
every day, were forced to carry the coconut waste back home with them at
the end of the day.
The desire to "keep the city clean" was also offered as justification for
efforts led to remove street children and beggars (waombaomba) from the
city streets in January 2000 by the then regional commissioner of Dar es
Salaam, Yusufu Makamba. Significantly, Makamba was the regional commissioner, rather than a city representative, and therefore not entirely dependent
on the votes of the citizens of Dar es Salaam to stay in office. For years, city
officials had unofficially tolerated the presence of beggars in the city, most
likely because the topic was considered politically explosive. As much as the
"respectable" citizens of Dar es Salaam may dislike their spaces being occupied by common beggars, for the most part they do not consider begging a
crime in and of itself, especially when the beggars are elderly people, disabled, young children, or women with babies. When the regional officials
stepped in to attack the problem of begging in the city center they had the
backing of the national government. In a few days, the Dar es Salaam police
managed to round up 495 beggars who were to be photographed and repatriated to their home regions at the expense of the state (The Guardian, 17
Dec. 2000). The "loiterers" and "prostitutes" among them, of whom there
were 115, were turned over to the police for prosecution. Those who had
family in the Dar es Salaam region were released into their custody, while
those considered disabled were placed in a local facility geared toward
assisting them. Children of school age were placed in schools. The remaining 155 beggars were escorted to their home regions with explicit directions
not to return to the city (The Guardian, 21 Jan. 2000). The affair, which from
the very start received a great deal of attention from the local press, became
a public relations nightmare for Makamba when leaders from the union for
disabled persons invaded the compound where the beggars were being kept
and proceeded to beat up the police with their crutches, allowing thirteen
beggars to escape. The union claimed that state facilities for the disabled
failed to meet even the most basic needs of their client —a fact which
Makamba conceded— and that they were forced into the street from these
very facilities to beg for food (The African, 28 Jan. 2000). When we discussed these incidents at Maskani, people there tended to view the auda-

cious beggars with a degree of respect for having dared to stand up to the
police and get away with it.
All in all, the campaign to clean the streets of beggars was a failure despite
the fact that it was directed from the regional level. Importantly, however, the
regional and national governments were held accountable rather than local
city leaders. The operation itself seemed doomed from the beginning. The
day after it began, The Guardian (17 Dec. 2000) ran an article in which it
quoted an acquaintance of Mzee Matonya, Dar es Salaam's most notorious
beggar "renowned for his peculiar style of begging, lying on his back with a
tin on his side," as saying, "[l]f they take Matonya to Dodoma, he will definitely come back." Later in the week after he had in fact been returned to
Dodoma, another newspaper carried a cartoon showing Matonya at his farm
in Dodoma attending to his cattle while thanking the government for giving
him a free trip home to check on his estate. The cartoon depiction of
Matonya, which was in itself merely a representation of jokes already being
told on the street, along with satirizing the government's attempts to keep the
city clean, illustrates that beggars may make enough money to support their
families, buy cattle and even operate a farm. Given this potential, it is not
surprising that most of those I spoke to about begging indicated that it was
considered a form of labor. In a matter of weeks, most of those who had
been repatriated to their home regions were indeed back "working" on the
streets of Dar es Salaam after having enjoyed a free trip home to visit their
families. The only difference was that most of them received a little more
respect for having fought a good fight against the police and earning their
places on the city's streets and sidewalks.
One of the most interesting issues relating to this case was that "prostitutes and loiterers" were separated out for prosecution following the initial
roundup. Their activities were considered illegal, while begging was not. I
have no idea what criteria the police used to determine the difference
between beggars and loiterers or prostitutes. Most of those with whom I
worked at Maskani and Uwanja wa Fisi, for instance, would have easily fit into
one of the latter two categories since most vendors without proper licenses
and identification are considered loiterers and that most of them would have
deplored being identified as beggars or street children. I am relatively sure
they would have been singled out for prosecution had they been picked up
that day.
In another regionally directed effort to "keep the city clean," Makamba
ordered bus touts to clear away from bus stands because they were deemed
a "nuisance to passengers, traffic police and bus operators" {Daily Mail, 9
Oct. 1999). Bus touts, also known as wapiga debe, work the start and endpoints of city bus routes rounding up passengers in a loud and boisterous
manner. They shout out the direction and destination of individual buses,
sometimes literally, sometimes jokingly as when they refer to buses headed
to the northern suburbs as wanene, or fat people. Along with shouting they
bang the sides of the buses producing a characteristic noise reminiscent of
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fig 6.5.
"It's business as
usual!" Cartoon
depicting Dar es
Salaam regional
comissioner, Yusutu
Makamba, trying to
Sweep the City
clean of bus touts +
beggars. First
appeared in The
Daily Mail (10 sept.
1999)

the one made by banging on a tin drum, or debe, thus earning their names
as wapiga debe, people who hit tin drums. They continue barking out the destination and rounding up customers until the bus is full, a procedure that can
take up to twenty minutes. Once the bus is full, the driver usually gives the
tout 100 shillings for his services but often he makes him beg for it or wait
until later in the day. Every bus has its own driver and conductor. The job of
rounding up passengers officially belongs to the latter, but over the years
touts have inserted themselves into the system and many now consider
themselves indispensable to the city's orderly running. One tout explained
to me how without people like him it would take much longer for buses to fill
up and longer for people to commute between home and work. The bus drivers' union, working together with the city, has tried to make it more difficult
for touts to pass themselves off as conductors. Uniforms are now mandatory for both drivers and conductors. On hot days these are shed when the
buses are out of view of the police and quickly donned again when approaching busy intersections where traffic police are likely to be standing. In 2000,
the buses were also painted with broad bands of color to indicate the routes
they are licensed to travel to make it easier for passengers to find the correct bus without the assistance of touts, as well as to prevent bus drivers
with permits for one route from switching his course. Despite these efforts
and the warnings issued by Makamba, wapiga debe continue to control the
bus stops. A cartoon that appeared in the Daily Mail (9 Oct. 1999) depicted
a frustrated looking Makamba pushing a broom over Dar es Salaam in an
effort to keep the city clean (Fig. 6.5). To his dismay, a bus tout stands firmly on his broom shouting out a destination, while a beggar reaches out his
hand and asks his "father" for assistance. The text below the cartoon reads,
"It's business as usual!" The accompanying article pointed out that
Makamba's failure to rid the city of wapiga debe was actually his second

failed attempt to clean up the city, having tried to remove beggars from the
city already in 1998 before trying again in 2000.
Like beggars, wapiga debe are both despised and respected by residents of
the city. Their unique fashion and linguistic innovations frequently influence
emergent trends in popular culture. The general assumption is that most
who work in this sector are heroin addicts trying to score enough money for
their next fix. The majority of Tanzanians view heroin addicts as the lowest of
the low, pathological thieves always looking for a chance to steal. Wapiga
debe are exemplary street toughs and their belligerence, which is often attributed to heroin use, was admired by others working in the informal economy
who seemed to appreciate their willingness to stand up for their right to earn
a living. A story told to me by a young man living in Tandale illustrates the
point. In a conversation about heroin addiction he told me of an event that
occurred when he was on a bus headed toward the city center. The driver
attempted to pull away without paying the tout (reputedly a heroin addict) who
had filled his bus for him and in response the tout started yelling at the driver and threatened to beat him up. The driver, who had not been lying when
he told the tout he had no money on him at the time, was forced to borrow
it from a customer. The person who told me this story generally expressed
very negative views toward heroin addiction, but he kept smiling throughout
the story and at the end told me how he admired the tout for demanding what
was rightfully his.
Wapiga debe, prostitutes, and beggars are through their very presence, like
street vendors, disrupting modernist meta-narratives of the city. In many
ways, Wamachinga serve as icons of movement, embodying flexibility and
mobility through their daily economic activities, and more generally through
their pursuit of life, maisha. Returning to de Certeau, "[t]he long poem of
walking manipulates spatial organizations, no matter how panoptic they may
be: it is neither foreign to them (it can take place only within them) nor in
conformity with them (it does not receive its identity from them). It creates
shadows and ambiguities within them" (1984:101). It is in these shadows,
like in the shadow of the Sheraton, that shadow economies can flourish, such
as the economies tied to (re)selling auto parts, washing cars, begging for
money, facilitating transportation, the selling of flesh, and even the soliciting
of bribes. The state continues in its efforts to observe, order and control
these shadows. In many cases it succeeds. It moves vendors to designated business zones, it builds fences around bus terminals to prevent nonlicensed vendors from selling to passengers, it requests foreign donors to
build sanitary premises to house food vendors. In essence, it tries to formalize the informal, to throw light on the shadows, to turn poetry into prose.
These efforts, however, rarely go uncontested and the poetics of mobility, of
flexibility, continue to constitute one of the greatest challenges to the spatial
strategies of those out to institute urban order.
notes
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1

There is a rich literature examining long-term connections between urban
migrant workers and their rural kin networks in Africa that dates back to
Aronson (1971). For more recent work see, for example, de Bruijn, van Dijk
and Foeken (2001), van Donge (1993), Geschiere and Nyamnjoh (1998), and
Geschiere and Gugler's co-edited issue of Africa (1998) on the "The Politics
of Primary Patriotism."
2
As explained in the previous chapter, Bongo is Kiswahili for brain and is
often used to refer to Dar es Salaam because it is believed that one's brain
must be highly developed to survive there.
3
Using the verb -tembea in conjunction with reference to a daladala also
alludes to the practice bus conductors have of playfully shouting out
•'TembeaV' as an indicator to the driver that there are no passengers wishing
to either board or disembark at a given bus stop. This practice allows buses
to make better time on their routes and correspondingly greater profits since
they do not have to come to a complete halt at every stop. By evaluating
potential customers while "on the move," both bus conductors and coffee
sellers are able to increase their profits.
4
Since the late 1990s more and more people have begun to show a preference for hiring Maasai and pseudo-Maasai as guards. Before this, Makonde
from Mozambique were considered to be especially fierce and, being outsiders to Tanzanian society, were considered less likely to collaborate with
local thieves. As they have become more entrenched in Tanzanian society,
however, they have become gradually replaced by young Maasai men who
have started to come to the city looking for work. Despite being Tanzanian,
Maasai are still thought to be outsiders in Tanzanian society and therefore
similarly desirable as guards. For more on recent Maasai migration to Dar
es Salaam see May (2002).
5
For a striking comparison in Cameroon see Niger-Thompson (2000).
6
The monthly minimum wage at that time was between 1200 and 1300 Tsh.
Tripp suggests, however, that at least eight times that minimum was necessary to support a family of four at the time (1997:41). Regardless of how
you look at it, Rungu was barely earning enough to live.
7
Augustine Mrema's Tanzania Labour Party (TLP) has been using the slogan
"vijana taifa ya leo," or "youth, today's nation" as a challenge to the CCM slogan. Mrema was extremely popular among the young people with whom I
worked. Almost all who had voted in the 1995 election reported voting for
him. By 2000, however, most felt that his reputation had become too battered for him to be considered a serious threat to CMM.
8
Forty thousand shillings was around 75 USD at the time, a sizable investment.
9
Following the custom of Tanzanians, I use the term Asian to refer to people
living in Tanzania who trace their ancestry to the nations that are known today
as India, Pakistan, and Bangladesh.
10
I thank Andrew Burton for bringing this incident to my attention.
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At Play in a Field of Hyenas:
Not exactly the 'Comforts of Home'

No sun will shine in my day to day
The high yellow moon won't come out to play
I say, Darkness has covered my life, and has changed the
day into night
Where is this love to be found?
I would say that life must be somewhere to be found
Instead of concrete jungle
Man you've got to do your best
No chains around my feet, but I'm not free
I know I am bound here in captivity
Never known happiness, never know what sweet caress is
Well, I'm always laughing like a clown
I say, I've got to pick myself up off the ground
Instead of concrete jungle,
Pollution, illusion, confusion

• Concrete Jungle, Bob Marley

Not Exactly the 'Comforts cf Home'

It should be clear by now that most of the young people with whom I worked
were highly mobile. Given this, it should hardly be surprising that during the
time of my research I often found it difficult to maintain long-term, continuous contact with many of those who agreed to help me with my work.
Sometimes I thought I could establish meaningful ties with an individual only
to discover that he or she had disappeared from the city just as we were
beginning to become comfortable with one another. People were always coming and going between city and village, work and home, and between freedom
and imprisonment. A few even made the epic journey from life to death,
never to return again. It would be possible to argue that those with whom I
worked were among the most transient and marginal people in the city. Yet,
once I returned from Tanzania and began looking closely at my field notes,
and examining them through a theoretical lens focused on understanding
transience, I discovered the degree to which the young men and women I
came to know were continually struggling to carve out niches in the city that
they could call home, niches of semi-permanence where they could fashion a
dream of belonging and locality and the possibility of staying put. It seemed
as if living on the edge, sleeping in the streets, and hustling from meal to
meal encouraged the development of a certain desire for the security that
one gains from being part of localized social networks. That people living in
highly transient circumstances should strive for a sense of locality and
belonging should not seem terribly surprising, but the truth is I was hardly
aware of this desire when I was conducting my research. Caught up in the
romance of street life, I was unable to recognize how desperate most people
were to develop networks of human and spatial relations that would ease
anxieties about being alone in the world.
In the previous chapter, I suggested that it was only through recognizing
these networks and working through them that I was able to conduct my
research. Although, it would certainly have been possible to work with individuals not connected to one another, in the end, it turned out that the people with whom I chose to work most closely all knew one another to varying
degrees and most of them could be traced through Maskani, once again illustrating the importance of the role of place for the establishment and reinforcement of social relations.
In this chapter I would first like to present a somewhat binary model of
space and housing in Dar es Salaam as a reflection of views held by many
residents of the city. I say "somewhat binary" because there were many
exceptions to the binary model I present. Dar es Salaam is not a city strictly divided along class lines, though it is increasingly becoming so. This is
especially so in areas where new construction is taking place.1 The split that
exists between wealthy and poor neighborhoods of Dar es Salaam, between
what people call Uzunguni and Uswahilini, is essential for understanding the
relationship between the way people think about spatial relations and power.
Secondly, I take a step away from Maskani to a place where some Wamaskani
lived and where others would often visit when searching for some of the

things that street life could not provide for them. Not all of those f worked
with slept at Maskani and, even among those who did, it was not uncommon
for them to have attempted to establish some sort of domestic permatency
in the past. The area of the city I focus my attention on in this chapt«r is
known as Uwanja wa Fisi, or the Field of Hyenas, a place where several of t i e
young men and women with whom I worked had lived either prior to or durikg
the period of my research. The section focuses on one particular household
in Uwanja wa Fisi where I conducted the majority of my in-depth interviews.
This choice of focus is deliberate, as I want to emphasize the importance of
domesticity and familial ties for those with whom I worked. Spencer, the
young man who is the head of this household, worked hard to provide suitable shelter for his own family and, at various times, a place of refuge for
young men trying to make it in the- city, including several from Maskani.
The last sections of the chapter deal with some introductory thoughts on
leisure and play, pleasure and desire, themes that will be further explored in
the remainder of the book. For, if Maskani (and maskanis in general) served
as a locus of labor and work activities, Uwanja wa Fisi (and Uswahilini in general) served as a locus of play and pleasure. Most significantly, this chapter
takes a closer look at the relationship between transactional sex and AIDS.
The link between pleasure and death is explored in the final section through
a story about the death of a young woman named Rehema who had lived and
worked in Uwanja wa Fisi.
Uzunguni:

Safety through segregation

Uswahilini literally means the place of the Swahili peoples. Uswahilini or
Uswazi,2 as it is also known, refers to the densely populated areas of Dar es
Salaam where the majority of the city's residents live. Most of Dar es Salaam
is at or below sea level and the lowest lying areas of the city, those that are
most prone to flash flooding, have become the domain of the poor and working classes. Those with enough
money opt for more expensive
real estate above the flood
plains. The areas of the city
marked by a slightly higher elevation or distanced enough from
the city's waterways are sometimes colloquially referred to as
Uzunguni, or the place of the
Europeans, though the majority
of the people living in such
areas are African (Fig. 7.1).

Figure 7.1
"Uzunguni Garden"
restaurant located
in Mburahati, a section of the city that
is decidedly
Uswahilini. Dar es
Salaam. (2000)

Historically, the wealthier areas
of the city have been located
along the coast north of the city.
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Oyster Bay, the most posh suburb located on the Msasani Peninsula, is also
the oldfast area of the city reserved for those with the most money and the
most 'power. During colonialism it was an enclave reserved for Europeans,
but s'nortly after independence much of the area was taken over by the new
politjcal and economic leaders of Tanzania. It is difficult to know who owns
the; beautiful seafront properties today, but most are rented by wealthy expatriates or foreigners. Oyster Bay and the Msasani Peninsula as a whole are
loiown as Uzunguni. The slow northern expansion of the wealthy suburbs,
and the slow inland spread of Uswahilini are spatial manifestations of the
changes that have come about in conjunction with liberalization. Mikocheni,
Kawe and Mbezi Beach, all benefiting from the cooling breezes the sea has
to offer, are currently sites of large-scale construction with new, beautiful
gated houses seemingly going up everyday. There is a lot of disagreement
as to whether there is in fact more money in Tanzania since the introduction
of liberalization policies, or whether it is just that people are no longer afraid
of spending it conspicuously. Many say that Tanzanians were afraid to build
ostentatious houses while Nyerere was alive, that they were afraid he would
show up at their houses personally and demand to know how they had gotten such resources in a poor country like Tanzania. It seems that any lingering restraint that might have existed following the collapse of socialism has
completely disappeared since the time of his death.
Nyerere himself lived in a moderately sized house on the border between
Msasani (the old Uzunguni) and Mikocheni (the new Uzunguni), more commonly referred to as Mwalimu or Butiama (Nyerere's home village). During his
residency there he had invited refugees from Mozambique to settle in the
undeveloped areas around his house, but when I visited Tanzania in 2002,
only two and a half years after his death, all of the makeshift housing they
had built had been razed. In most cases, the land had been owned by powerful Tanzanians who were afraid to develop it as long as Nyerere was alive.
Once he was out of the way they felt free to either sell it off or begin construction of obscenely large houses. Western-style shopping centers have also
sprouted up in the area, with modern grocery stores, video rental shops, and
fitness centers within walking distance of Nyerere's former house. It could
be said, however, that the destruction of a local market that had employed
well over a hundred people was, perhaps, the greatest insult to his memory.
The market along with the drive-in cinema, located just down the road from
Nyerere's house, were leveled to make room for the new behemoth American
Embassy complex, built to replace the one destroyed by the 1998 bombings
that were allegedly orchestrated by Osama bin Laden. It seems that efforts
to re-order Dar es Salaam space, especially in regards to housing, have been
stepped up since Nyerere's passing and, as a result, it has become increasingly difficult for people without money and power to live in places like
"Butiama" that were once considered a refuge.
Much has been made in social science literature in recent years regarding
the proliferation of gated communities and the privatization of public space,

both of which seem to be an unfortunate side effect of increasing economic
liberalization and democratization.3 All over the world real differences in
income between those who have and those who do not have been increasingly contributing to deep-seated fears among the wealthy. In response,
many of them are choosing to put bars on their windows, gates around their
houses, and guards at their doors. Caldeira argues, "in fact, democratization
may have helped to accelerate the building of walls and the deterioration of
public space. This does not, however, occur in the simplistic way some right
wing politicians want us to believe it does: that democracy creates disorder
and crime and therefore generates the need for walls. If democracy gave rise
to walls, it was because the democratization process was unexpectedly
deep" (2000:321-2). This was so in the sense that people who were in the
past "kept in their place" by oppressive state measures are now permitted
to move about more freely. In the case of Tanzania, this holds true in regards
to movement within the nation in general but, more significantly, movement
to and within Dar es Salaam where the greatest number of gated houses is
being built. Many upper and middle class Tanzanians I interviewed expressed
a growing fear of thieves, a fear they invoked in order to justify the walls
around their houses, as well as their preference for driving (or being driven
in) large four-wheel-drive vehicles instead of taking public transportation.
They see Dar es Salaam's burgeoning traffic problem as a fact of life they
must accept given the current circumstances.
Following Caldeira I would like to suggest that "[f]ences, bars and walls are
essential in the city today, not only for security and segregation, but also for
aesthetic and status reasons" (2000:291). Gated housing and secured
dwellings have a long history on the Swahili coast. This history must be
taken into account if one wishes to understand such aesthetic preferences.
Perhaps the most clear-cut example to be considered is the Swahili-style
door, massive and intricately carved, and long the status symbol of choice for
wealthy Swahili traders and merchants (Fig. 7.2) (Nooter 1984). These
doors, today a readily employed sign of coastal heritage, are still being commissioned by, and installed in, tourist hotels and renovated buildings in
tourist areas of the country as part of a cultural package that promises to
make visitors feel like a sultan, though more pared-down versions are still
employed in more modest thresholds as well (Fig. 7.3). Notions regarding
the securing of one's domestic space are also influenced by predominant
Islamic beliefs related to the home as the central domain of a private sphere
created to shield and protect women from public view. The preference for creating a secluded space for women, either behind a door or behind a veil, does
exist on a moderate scale in Dar es Salaam, but such seclusion is recognized
as a privilege primarily accorded to women whose husbands or fathers have
enough money to afford them both the luxury of secluded dwellings and the
luxury of not having to work in public. The fences, bars and walls that
increasingly typify private spaces of the wealthy in Dar es Salaam today as
contemporary manifestations of the Swahili door and a centuries-long tradi-

Figure 7.2 Swahilistyle door (20th
Century). Stone
Town, Zanzibar.
(2000)
Figure 7.3 A less
elaborately decorated Swahili-style door
located Uswahilini
near Uwanja was
Fisi. Dar es
Salaam. (2000)
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tion of female seclusion are gendered in many ways.4
This last point was reinforced for me when I first heard the song "Mtoto wa
Geti Kali" by the rap group Gangwe Mobb {gangwe is slang for gangster).
Mtoto means child, but also refers to a beautiful young woman, while Geti Kali
refers to an imposing gate (Fig. 7.4, 7.5). The song attempts to capture the
essence of popular desires for schoolgirls who come from wealthy families.
Their relative seclusion leads to them being imagined as more innocent and
pure but, perhaps more importantly, also as being less likely to be infected
with HIV than women living in Uswahilini. Ironically, there is a counter belief
that these same girls are also more likely to fall victim to their desire for
expensive gifts and end up offering sex to wealthy men who offer them presents, a practice that places them in a high-risk category in regard to HIV exposure. This situation seems to present a confounding paradox for some young
men who continue to express desire for a "mtoto wa geti kali," while recognizing that they could hardly hope to be her only lover given their own precarious financial situations. Illustrating one of the dangers of living in a society
where disinformation is more the rule than the exception, one young man
explained to me how he believed that all the newspaper reports stating high
HIV infection rates among schoolgirls were false, having been fabricated by
those in power so that they could keep the schoolgirls for their own enjoyment. He seemed quite proud of himself for figuring this out on his own
Figure 7.4 "Mtoto
despite
all the evidence to the contrary. One only needs to position oneself
wa Geti Kali" (young
near a schoolyard or bus stand at the end of the school day to witness the
woman from a
wealthy family) dalnumber of young girls stepping into Mercedes and Land Rovers belonging to
adala.
men other than their fathers to witness the degree to which this reasoning
Dar es Salaam.
seems true (Fig. 7.6).5
(2002)
Caldeira's contention that walls and fences
are in many ways reflections of status and
aesthetics, as well as fear, suspicion and
segregation is well taken, but, in the case of
Dar es Salaam, I believe such barriers also
reflect seclusion, desire, and fantasy connected to both women and wealth. People
in Dar es Salaam build walls to protect themselves from thieves, as they claim, but also
to protect their daughters from mingling with
men of the less "respectable" classes and,
while some do send their drivers to pick up
their daughters from school, others knowingly look the other way when their daughters
tjyfjMMfj MM
opt for a lift from one of their more
"respectable" neighbors regardless of the
respectability of his intentions.
Most of those undertaking new construction in the wealthy suburbs of Dar es Salaam
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today would be considered nouveau riche, while those who comprised the socalled "respectable" classes in the past continue to reside in modest houses in the parts of the city specifically developed for the official workers of the
city (Upanga, Kariokoo, Magomeni, llala, Kinondoni and Kijitonyama). Over
the past several years there has been much rebuilding and remodeling in
these parts of the city, but nothing on the scale of what one might see in
Mikocheni or Kawe. There has also been a great deal of construction of more
modest houses in new suburbs near the airport to the northwest of the city
where it is still possible for people with a moderate income to buy a piece of
land. Passing through these areas, one is struck by the sheer number of
cement building blocks lining the roadsides and the number of people busy
at work building new houses.6

Figure 7.5 Angus
Calder's map of his
neighborhood in
Uzunguni.
Note the prevalence
of spiked gates.
Mikocheni B, Dar es
Salaam. (2000)

Uswahilini: Home for the masses
The greatest growth, however, has taken place in Uswahilini where every
piece of land, regardless of how precariously situated, is considered prime
real estate among those with minimal resources and maximal desire for a
place to call home. Perched on the edge of rivers and on the sides of steep
hills with the ground sometimes visibly eroding out from under them, the
houses in Uswahilini are an engineering wonder. Most are simple Swahilistyle houses with six rooms —three on each side of a central passageway
running front to back— with a small courtyard in the back. Individual families rent one or more rooms from the owner of the house. Everyone living on
the premises shares the passage and courtyard, primarily reserved for
domestic tasks like cooking and laundry. Close living quarters, combined
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Figure 7.6
"Students these
days . . . " cartoon
given to me by
someone at
Maskani (artist
unidentified). The
student on the left
says "Yesterday at
the disco I left with
a Japanese "buzi"
who didn't give me
any money." The
other says, "I don't
even have five
cents, my boyfriend
hasn't given me
anything for two
days now." A "buzi"
is slang for a man
to be taken advantage of. A discussion of this term is
provided in Chapter
Eight. Dar es
Salaam. (2000)
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with the fact that one rarely chooses one's neighbors, often leads to tense
social situations. Gossip and rumor prevail, and one feels constantly under
observation. Most of the women who live in Uswahilini spend much of their
time there, taking care of their children, cooking food for their families, and
keeping their households in order. Many are also engaged in some sort of
income-generating activity from their homes, while most of the men who live
in Uswahilini attempt to find ways to earn money outside.
In general, there are very few jobs in Uswahilini. Many of the young men
with whom I spoke who live in Uswahilini and work in other parts of the city
found it difficult to spend more than a couple of days there without leaving.
They often reported feeling oppressed by the endless arguing among neighbors and the need to escape the confines to search for a degree of privacy.
Although there are more than enough ways to express the desire for privacy
in Kiswahili, the contemporary demands for it are such that at least two
expressions have been recently incorporated from English into popular
speech. "Don't Spy My Life," is a phrase one may hear in response to unwelcome advice or see painted on the back of a local bus (Fig. 7.6). In addition,
the English verb "mind" has been readily appropriated into Kiswahili in the
phrase, "usimindi," "you should not mind," or more appropriately, "mind your
own business" (Fig. 7.7).
It is possible to drive to Uswahilini but not if one really wants to enter.
Uswahilini begins at the edge of the tarmac road where people step out the
bus and are forced to enter a world the automobile has yet to conquer. To
get inside (ndanindani) it
is necessary to travel by
foot along the hundreds of
winding paths that pass
<UfiA *W« Ï W 0
between the thousands of
houses scattered throughWMA 9&fa f£4* J<o£i?gfiW)4f. T0&&A out the valleys of the city,
each one apparently cona y structed in accordance to
the whims of its owner.
Once again the trope of
walking and poetics can
be invoked.
When I
walked in Uswahilini I was
almost always escorted.
The verb kusindikiza, usually used to describe the
act of escorting a departing guest part of the way home, was often used by
those who guided me through their neighborhoods. Some would go out of
their way to direct me along the straightest and cleanest paths, while others
would draw my attention to crumbling foundations and open sewers, sheepishly apologizing, laughing, or inviting me to comment. One of my most chal-

lenging excursions occurred when a friend and I asked a group of young
Maasai guards for directions to a shortcut through my own neighborhood.
Our guide led us down paths and across streams I had failed to observe in
the year I had lived in the area. We struggled to keep up as he leaped from
rock to rock and I began to realize how gentle my escorts from Maskani had
been with me. When he reached his destination, a Maasai maskani in the
middle of my neighborhood, the first young man delivered me and my companion to a friend, telling him to take us the rest of the way.7 Instead, the
friend found two young women who took us the rest of the way, all the while
tempting us with the beautiful beadwork they had for sale.
Observing my various escorts I was often struck by how different the city
looked depending on whose footsteps I was following. I began to see how
the act of moving from home to work and back again was like composing a
poem. People move quickly but carefully, weaving along footpaths, past market stands, along riverbeds, sidestepping the ubiquitous children, all intent
on running about and having fun in seeming indifference to their surroundings. One is assaulted by sights, sounds, and smells on all sides, resulting
in a multi-sensorial experience often difficult to put into words —hearing the
sizzle of potatoes as they hit the hot grease of a fryer, and not smelling the
humanity of the countless open sewers one is forced to cross over every day,
while keeping one's eyes on the rolling hips of a young woman as she walks
while effortlessly carrying a bucket of water on her head and composing a
cartographic poem of her own.

Figure 7.7 "Don't
Spy My Life" da/adala. Dar es
Salaam. (2000)
Figure 7.8 "Don't
Mind" daladaia.
Dar es Salaam.
(2000)

In "Orientalism and the Exhibitionary Other," Timothy Mitchell (1995:305)
writes of the frustration encountered by European writers and photographers
visiting the Middle East in the nineteenth century. Longing to understand the
labyrinth of streets characteristic of so many Middle Eastern cities, they were
constantly at work seeking out a "point of view," which would allow them to
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look down on and order the city spaces they encountered. They almost uniformly commented on the seeming disorder and chaos they encountered ,and
they gazed at Middle Eastern cities with the same totalizing intentions as the
voyeurs who de Certeau critiques (1984:93). It is only through walking that
one is able to begin to comprehend the labyrinths of streets and paths in
Uswahilini. Efforts to find a vantage point, whether literally or figuratively, will
necessarily prove fruitless for it is impossible to fathom the consciously contestatory order of things from above.
A certain air of amusement and incredulity always marked the conversations
I had with people about Uswahilini. Uswahilini is imagined as a place where
ordinary rules of order and discipline do not apply, where the world is turned
on its end. Life becomes carnivalesque and seemingly anything can happen.
It is even possible to find a mini-Sheraton in Uswahilini (Fig. 7.9). Humor,
laughter and irony are the most powerful weapons for coming to grips with
what Bakhtin calls "the eternal incomplete unfinished nature of being"
Fig. 7.9 Sheraton
(1984). Uswahilini is this way, but it is only so because people celebrate and
Pub chips stand in
embrace
the resistances that such spaces embody. Through their appreciaMburahati. Dar es
tion and imagination they actively contribute to the creation and continuation
Salaam. (2000)
of alternative readings (and writings) of space.
In 2002 I had the opportunity to commission a
series of paintings from Hassani "Mwanyiro"
Mwanga, a 21-year-old Tingatinga8 artist who came
to Dar es Salaam in 1995 from Kilosa in Morogoro.
The first painting I bought from him illustrated a
panoramic view of daily life in Dar es Salaam transposed onto a map of Africa (Fig 7.10). Intrigued
and wanting to hear more about his views of space
and mapping, I struck up a conversation with him. I
told him about my research interests and we agreed
that he would paint three more pictures for me, one
representing "Bongo," which I suggested might
become the cover of my book if it was good enough
Ml
(Fig. 7.11), one representing "Uswahilini" (Fig.
7.12), and the last one "Uzunguni." Unfortunately,
I departed before he could complete the third in the
series, but I was more than pleased with the others
"ttf^M-he painted. Mwanyiro's "view" of the city is exceptionally broad. Looking at his paintings, it is difficult
• •
to find a focus. The eye is forced to wander across
fr iifgflffifiiBftffl' i
the canvas, delightfully discovering amusing representations of the minutia of everyday life. This
style, already markedly present in his representa'vj 1
tions of "Africa" and of "Bongo", is intensified in
"Uswahilini," a subject, which he assured me he
had never before been asked to paint. When com•

•
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missioning the paintings, I had encouraged him to "map" the city as he saw
fit. He delivered "Uswahilini" with particular pride, pointing out all the details
—such as the women braiding each other's hair and the rocks holding down
the tin roofs— to ensure I would not miss them. Mwanyiro's painting illustrates the joy in their lives rather than focusing on poverty and suffering. His
representation is, by far, the best I have encountered. The painting illustrates
the way life flows in Uswahilini, encouraging the eye to walk across the canvas in the same way a pedestrian might make his way through the labyrinths
he has so expertly configured. Schoolgirls jump rope, one of them revealing
her panties, while a group of men gather to drink Kibuku (a thick millet beer)
and talk. People wash their clothes, prepare their dinners, and go about their
shopping, all in public, while the houses all remain shuttered, illustrating the
dominant desire for privacy in the domestic sphere.
Caldeira discusses the way that favelas, a Brazilian equivalent to Uswahilini,
become private enclaves where "only residents and acquaintances venture
in" (2000:310). Although she criticizes the increasing privatization of space
in general, it is possible to see from her argument that there are also advantages to be gained by encouraging spatial relations that are exclusionary.
Simply put, as threatening as Uswahilini may feel to outsiders, those who live
there gain a certain degree of security from knowing that outsiders will rarely
venture in. Many of the stories I heard during my research indicated that hiding from the police, or from anyone else for that matter, is relatively easy in
Uswahilini. Most pursuers would not only not know where to search, but
more importantly they would not know how. Yet, negotiating the spaces of
Uswahilini can also pose problems for its residents. As Harvey argues,
despite there being unbridled freedom in certain urban spaces, too many
people also lose their way in the labyrinth of the city. He cautions that it is
"when we lose our grasp on the grammar of urban life that violence takes
over" (1990:5-6). The poetics of Uswahilini can change rapidly and are often
complex, making it that much easier to lose one's "grasp on the grammar"
of the city. Despite my general optimism regarding the possibilities and
potential for contestatory social spaces like those found in places like
Uswahilini, the story I have chosen to present below might best be read as a
cautionary tale serving to warn against the dangers of "misreading" the city.
I tell it because, despite its commonness, it is quite exceptional to me, and
also because I think it illustrates the importance of social relations and locality for those living in Uswahilini. Before turning to that, however, I would first
like to introduce the Field of Hyenas, a part of Uswahilini central to the lives
of many of the young men from Maskani.

Figure 7.10 Africa
by Hassani
Mwanyiro. Dar es
Salaam. (2002)
Figure 7.11 Shadow
of the Sheraton by
Hassani Mwanyiro.
Dar es Salaam.
(2002)
Figure 7.12 Karibu
Uswazi by Hassani
Mwanyiro. Dar es
Salaam. (2002)
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Finding Uwanja wa Fisi
If one follows the low lying river valleys, or mabondeni,9 out from the center
of Dar es Salaam to the surrounding suburbs of Uswahilini, you will eventually end up in the Tandale section of the city; and where Tandale meets
Manzese, one will find what is perhaps the most notorious piece of real
estate in all of Tanzania: Uwanja wa Fisi, or the Field of Hyenas (Fig. 7.13). 10
According to long-time residents of the area, the place received its name in
an innocuous enough fashion. Before the city of Dar es Salaam began its
slow expansion through the river valleys the area was part of the surrounding bush and known as a place where hyenas preferred to congregate in the
night.11 The hyena, however, is also a rich symbol; its unusual behavior and
appearance imbue it with a potential that encourages even the most unimaginative of minds to impose significance on the beast's very being (Roberts
1995:75). Many in Tanzania believe that witches ride hyenas, holding tightly to their bellies as they fly through the night sky. Athumani, one of the car
washers from Maskani, laughed uncomfortably as he described the way hyenas will follow a man in the bush for days waiting for the fingers to fall from
his dangling hands. This story, highlighting the hyena's unusual combination
of patience and voraciousness was told to me so that I might understand
similar qualities said to be exhibited by residents of Uwanja wa Fisi. Though
Athumani did not live in Uwanjani,12 he, like many of the other young men
from Maskani, did frequent its guest houses, gambling halls, drug dens, and
video parlors whenever he had some extra money in his pocket and yearned
for fun and pleasure.
Visiting Uwanja wa Fisi one is first struck by how small everything is for a
place with such a big reputation. By coincidence, my first visit there was on
the last day of the month when many employees receive their pay. Tens of
men were lined up outside of the many guesthouses where prostitutes rented rooms. It was the middle of the day and many of those awaiting their turn
to be with the lady of their choice were night guards, young Maasai warriors
dressed in their distinctive red cloths, beadwork and braids. I was disappointed to find out that this spectacle could only be enjoyed once a month
on payday. Many of the guest houses along with bars and video parlors are
positioned around the open field that gives Uwanjani its name and serves as
a sort of public square-cum-red light district for those living in the area. In
the center, numerous vendors usually set up tables to sell raw meat, mostly
left over bits and organ meat that, I was told, would have "fallen off the back"
of delivery trucks, or would have been reclaimed from condemned meat that
failed to meet health code requirements. The air in and around the square
is usually thick with flies, while the smell of blood mixing with that of homebrewed alcohol is truly unique. Those who escorted me to Uwanja wa Fisi the
first time were tense, not really knowing what to expect. They could have
saved their worries, however, for despite its reputation and the fact that this

part of the city was probably the
least likely to receive wazungu
J3_Q J^o^öiüJyJtACi.
visitors, most people noted my
presence with only mild curiosity and amusement, giving the
impression that nothing would
be considered too surprising for
those living near Uwanjani. The
only problems we ever encountered were from men intoxicated to the point of belligerence,
incidences that were more likely to occur later in the day. It
was primarily for this reason
that we rarely stayed in
Uwanjani after nightfall. I did
not want to be harassed, and
even less did I want those who
were with me to be placed in uncomfortable situations.
I was first taken to Uwanjani by Maatata, a young man from Arusha. I knew
him first as a car washer from Maskani. When I met him, I assumed he was
a "street child," sleeping and hustling to make a living in the streets of Dar
es Salaam. As it turns out, Maatata and a couple of other young men from
Arusha were among the first to begin washing cars around the time the
Sheraton opened in the mid-nineties. Although there were no formal leaders
per se at Maskani, at the age of eighteen Maatata had become a street corner elder. Even so, his behavior was hardly above reproach.
He was nicknamed Mjela, or jailbird, in dubious honor of the years he had
spent in the juvenile detention center less than a ten-minute walk from
Maskani. His crime of choice, it was said, was petty thievery; his illegal activities, no doubt, contributed to a personal history best described as that of a
transient. Since the age of thirteen, Maatata has been constantly on the
move among his home village in Kilimanjaro Region and the cities of Arusha
and Dar es Salaam. When things would get "too hot" in one place, he would
move on to the next, giving both local authorities and the victims of his
crimes time to forget his transgressions. Since much of his thievery in Dar
es Salaam targeted members of the expatriate communities and tourists in
Arusha, often it was just a matter of waiting until the person who was
attempting to press charges left Tanzania. Every once in a while though, he
would steal from the wrong person or brag too loudly about his exploits.
When he was sent to the juvenile detention center he had just come to Dar
es Salaam and had not yet established the social networks he had by the
time I met him, networks that would most likely have served to warn and protect him when the police came looking, providing him with places to hide out
until they lost interest, and bail money when he was unfortunate enough to

Figure 7.13 Map of
Uwanj wa Fisi as
drawn by Dixon.
Though I find it hard
to believe, he
insists this is all a
visitor would need
to find his or her
way to the elusive
heart of Uswahilini.
Dar es Salaam.
(2002)
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get caught.
Although I met Maatata at Maskani where he worked, the majority of his Dar
es Salaam social ties included people who lived and worked in Uwanja wa
Fisi. Maatata felt that it was important for my research that I know that he
had on two separate occasions during his years in Dar es Salaam attempted
to establish a permanent domestic base in Uwanjani with two different young
women. As I have stated, most of those I met were adamant about not being
seen as street children and Maatata was not an exception. I believe that,
apart from wanting me to know what a crazy place it was, this was why he
wanted me to see his home. Uwanja wa Fisi's reputation fit neatly with his,
and there was always a degree of bravado surrounding conversations pertaining to it. Of the young men at Maskani, he was the only one with enough daring to suggest that I should go to Uwanja wa Fisi. Most of the others were
incredulous when they heard I was considering it and several refused to be
involved in helping to orchestrate it. Most of them, however, only visited
Uwanja for purposes of pleasure, while Maatata had actually lived there. For
him, Uwanja wa Fisi was more than its reputation, it was home.
Most of those at Maskani whom I asked to discuss Uwanja wa Fisi said that
it was the place they went to in search of sterehe, a word associated with
pleasure and enjoyment. Mostly they spoke about the women there and their
experiences with them, but stories about bangi, gongo (locally brewed drink
with a high alcohol content and low price), and violence also figured heavily.
Though none of them spoke very respectfully about the women with whom
they were involved at Uwanja, some were more interested in establishing
more long-term relations with them than others. I never had the opportunity
to interview Maatata about Uwanja wa Fisi but our informal discussions suggested that his views were similar to those expressed by Dixon, another
young man from Maskani who had also made efforts to establish serious
relationships with women there. Dixon offered his views during a group interview in which the other car washers were bragging about their various adventures and conquests in Uwanja.
When I asked the car washers to talk to me about Uwanja wa Fisi it was
Athumani who began.
People go to Uwanja wa Fisi for sterehe. Some people live there, while
others just visit. They go for gongo and bangi, but mostly for women.
Sometimes they go for "short time," and sometimes they find a woman
and settle down for a while.13 For a long time I never went there. I heard
stories about it all the time though. Mjela used to go every day to see his
girlfriend. The first time I went there it was with him. We went to their
place and she cooked for us, then we went to see a video. Afterwards I
met a girl who I had sex with but I didn't spend the night with her. I
returned to Maskani to sleep. Once I had a girl there named Hilda who I
thought about setting up something more permanent with. I paid for her

guesthouse and spent two weeks with her. I realized I could never stay
permanently there, though, because there are too many thieves. One
night when we were sleeping at the Nyota guesthouse we were awoken by
the police. They pulled us out of bed and arrested us for loitering. I was
released later and my girlfriend was already out of jail. She told me she
was let go after promising to meet the chief of police later to have sex with
him. She agreed on the condition that he would let me free too. I didn't
know about the arrangement and paid him a bribe as well. I was only 15
at the time and didn't know much about life but I had to wonder what kind
of guesthouse allows the police to raid the rooms of customers who have
already paid. I knew I hadn't done anything wrong but I was afraid of being
sent to Segerea, so I paid the bribe. I was released from jail around
eleven in the morning and my girlfriend was supposed to meet the police
chief at one. She didn't go though. I was angry so I went back to the
guesthouse and demanded my money back. The manager would only give
me bus fare to the city so I came here to Maskani and borrowed enough
money to rent another room. By the time I got back to Uwanjani there was
a big fight going on. I ducked into a video parlor to wait until things calmed
down. When I came out I rented a room and went to find my girlfriend.
When I finally caught up with her she was with another man. That's when
I realized she was really a prostitute (malaya) and that I could never trust
her. She asked me what I expected her to do for food and a place to sleep
when I was gone. Since then I've never gotten attached to a woman from
Uwanja. All they want is money. You need to pay for food, beer, food the
next day, and for a room if you want to keep a girlfriend. It costs at least
5000 Tsh., which is what I can make at Maskani on a good day. Mostly I
only go there now to visit friends and only once in a while for sterehe. It's
too expensive and it's too easy to ruin your life there . . . drugs, thieves,
etc. Women try to manipulate men into supporting them but if you're
smart you only go there when you want sex. You pay for your time and
don't get caught up in a relationship where you have to pay for everything.
As Athumani finished to nods of agreement from the other young men gathered around, Dixon replied with his take on Uwanja.14
Uwanja is a place where you can get girls to fuck easily, can get gongo or
any other illegal brew. Some people do go there just to fuck but that isn't
most people. Most have women there who they have set up house with
{mchumba).15 They make an arrangement with a woman who agrees not
to settle down with any other boyfriend. She may still sleep with other
men for money though. It's not true that women are only interested in trying to take advantage of men. When I go home at night it's just like any
other guy who goes home to his girlfriend at the end of the day. We spend
the whole night together and we stay together whether or not I have
money. Men like you (meaning Athumani) who pay a woman for sex are
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like someone who buys a watch from a Machinga. You have no idea what
you are getting. You pay her and of course she tries to take advantage of
you but you should know that she might use that money to support her
boyfriend. My girlfriend used the money she made off of her customers
to buy me new shoes when mine were stolen. I've lived in Uwanja when
things were really bad for me and I had no money. I don't always have to
give money to my women. Sometimes it's based on love. The first night
I was with Esther a friend of mine came in while we were having sex and
asked to borrow my new Adidas shoes. Later he was arrested while wearing them and they were stolen while he was in jail. When I woke up I didn't have any shoes or money. Esther bought me a new pair and gave me
money to get back into town. She told me that she really cared about me
and asked me to stay with her. I told her I would only do it if she stuck by
me in good times and bad. We were together for six months before I had
to go back to Arusha for my father's funeral. She was very supportive
while I was mourning and I missed her while I was gone. I came back early
and surprised her. She had already made plans to sleep with a customer
that evening but she made him take her to another room. She kept our
room when I was away and we ended up staying together again after I got
back. The only problems we ever have are because she likes to say bad
things about me when we are in a disagreement. When she gets angry
she talks to everyone but me. She can't keep her mouth shut.
I found a certain beauty in the earnestness expressed by those like Maatata
and Dixon who struggled to create what they imagined as lives of normalcy
despite the daily hardships they faced. Domestic unions like those serially
formed between Dixon and Esther and between Maatata and his girlfriends
at Uwanjani would usually last a couple of months, but some would stretch
over several years, sometimes resulting in marriages, children, and the building of homes. They usually entailed joint rental of a room in a house, purchase of a stove and utensils for cooking, and an agreement among partners
that each would help the other to make ends meet economically. Although
men are expected to provide most of the economic support in these situations, while women are expected to cook, clean, and provide a certain degree
of what Luise White (1990) calls "the comforts of home," women would routinely help out with the economic running of the household as well. Although
their money was almost always gained through sex work, all of the women I
spoke with were adamant that they would never allow their boyfriends to see
them with a client. The young men would no doubt know where the money
came from —most of them having been clients themselves at one time— but
they would never have to be confronted with it.
When I went to Uwanjani the first time in the company of Maatata he had,
unbeknownst to me, agreed with Mbelwa that I should extend my research
activities to include working there. He had arranged for me to meet with
Esther who, at the time, was his girlfriend (this was before her and Dixon

moved in together) and a few of her fellow sex workers who were also based
in Uwanjani. I am still amazed at the courage and honesty of someone willing to say, "this is my girlfriend, she's a prostitute, you should interview her."
Esther proved to be of great help in assisting me to establish research networks in Uwanja wa Fisi. She told horrific stories beautifully, constantly
reminding me of the aesthetics of communication. She first introduced me
to some of her female friends, several of whom either had been or would
soon be involved with men from Maskani. She encouraged them to be open
and forthcoming with me but, while most of them made an effort, none were
as eloquent as she was. In time, I began meeting regularly with Esther and
Zamoyoni, one of her friends. Several of the other women she introduced me
to were no longer to be found in Uwanjani, having either moved to another
part of Dar es Salaam or returned to their family homes.
Esther was born in Butiama —the same village as Nyerere— but she had
not lived there very long. Following her mother's death, her father, who lived
in Dar es Salaam, took her to live with her grandmother near Dodoma but,
after she was treated badly there, she decided to come to Dar es Salaam.
Mid-way through my research period, however, Esther disappeared. The story
I heard from Dixon, who was her boyfriend by then, was that her father, a former soldier, had heard what she was up to and had come to the guesthouse
where she was staying to retrieve her. To prove his love for her, he humiliated her by publicly, beating her before dragging her back to a home she had
chosen to run away from. Dixon did not know how to reach her nor did anyone else I asked in Uwanja. From what I could gather, no one cared to know.
I was surprised rather by their seeming indifference but I supposed they were
used to people coming and going. She would either be back, or she would
not. For the time being, however, she was not of much help to her former
neighbors. Nor, as a few enterprising young women reminded me, was she
of much help for my research.
Like so many of the people I worked to establish ties with, Esther was gone.
I should like to add that by this time Maatata had left Dar es Salaam as well.
He had returned to his maskani in Arusha when things became "too hot" for
him in Dar es Salaam, but I occasionally received news about him from others who moved between our Dar es Salaam Maskani and the one in Arusha.
Not long afterwards, Dixon, too, ended up in Segerea prison for thievery, and
his friends from Maskani were torturously letting him sit. In their minds, he
had gone too far and even my offer to pay his bail was rebuffed. His actions
had brought too much unwanted police attention to Maskani of late and
some people seemed to feel he had forgotten the importance of friendship.
Some argued that he would only learn his lesson by serving out his sentence
in the harsh conditions of Segerea. It was rumored that he had refused to
give up his shoes (the shoes that Esther bought for him?), which was the
price the police demanded for his freedom. All the other young men who
were initially picked up with him were set free when their girlfriends paid
bribes to the police on their behalf. But Esther, Dixon's girlfriend, was gone
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and the woman he was sleeping with refused to bail him out because he had
gotten drunk the night before and beaten her.
Dixon's story is a heartbreaking one, as are the stories of those whose lives
with whom his is entwined. I was witness to several serious arguments
between Esther and Dixon but I am convinced they loved each other. They
did their best to make meaningful lives for themselves and to provide comfort to one another, but it was not enough. I suspect that their paths will
cross again and perhaps love will finally win out. But I remain doubtful of that
outcome. It seems to me that there are too many forces conspiring against
it. Their stories illustrate how difficult it is for even those with the best intentions to stay in touch with one another, to maintain contact. Dixon and
Maatata were practically best friends but with Dixon in prison and Maatata
on the run from the law, they were no longer in contact either. Fortunately for
me, the ties in Uwanja wa Fisi that Mbelwa and I had established through
Maatata, Esther, and Dixon, were extensive and flexible enough to allow us
to continue our regular visits there. Never before had I understood better the
importance of putting down roots regardless of how transient one might
imagine oneself to be. If these three friends are ever to find one another
again I would guess it would be at Maskani or Uwanja wa Fisi through the networks of friends and acquaintances they shared.
My Brothers' Keeper
Although I had originally intended to focus research in Uwanja wa Fisi around
the lives of young women who provided female companionship to men from
Maskani, the task of maintaining long-term contact with any one of these
women proved too difficult for me. A young man named Spencer, who lived
together with his two brothers in a small house they had inherited from their
parents, was, however, kind enough to invite us to conduct our interviews with
his friends in the courtyard of his home, which also served as a gathering
point for those wishing to smoke and buy cannabis from Spencer. I had first
met him through Maatata on the evening of our first visit. As our mutual
friends at Maskani had refused to come with us to Uwanjani, Maatata sought
out some of his close friends there to walk with us in the night. Spencer, I
eventually came to find out, had many ties and much power at Uwanja wa Fisi
and was a natural choice for providing protection. When I left Uwanjani that
first evening, Spencer was among those who escorted me to the bus stand
on the main road. He was in his mid-twenties and had already been taking
care of his younger brother for several years. When we first met he explained
that his mother, father, and stepmother had all died in rapid succession, but
it was not until several months later that he felt comfortable enough to tell
us that they had all died of AIDS. In addition to his younger brother, he also
looked after his older brother, Abu, who, though not using drugs at the time
of our research, had previously been addicted to heroin. It was largely
through Spencer's efforts that he was able to quit. Spencer and Abu were

part of the original discussion group we formed at Uwanjani. Also included
were Haji, another young man living in Uwanja wa Fisi who helped Spencer in
his various business endeavors, Esther and her friend Zamoyoni. Of the original five, only Spencer and Abu were able to work with us throughout the
entire research period. Esther was taken away by her father and Zamoyoni
disappeared without a trace. Like Dixon, Haji, too, was jailed for thievery.
At first I was frustrated that I was unable to work closely with a group of
young women at Uwanjani. I have now come to realize how fortunate I was
to be able to work with a family like Spencer's that could boast of some stability in this area of the city so defined by transience. As people living in a
place where so many others visited in search of sterehe or lived only temporarily, they were witnesses to the eternal mobility of those central to my
research, and more importantly, they had managed to create a home in a
place where most were afraid even to visit. It was through my visits to this
home, then, that I came to realize how important locality, belonging and relations were for those living on the margins of Dar es Salaam society. I also
came to see how difficult it was to achieve and maintain such stability when
economic circumstances were eternally uncertain. Spencer's case was classic in many ways. He had inherited his father's small plot of land, which certainly helped fulfill his desire to create a home for his brothers, but it was not
enough to provide him with the income necessary to feed and clothe them,
nor to pay for his younger brother's school fees. Following his parents'
deaths he gave up his job transporting merchandise with his three-wheeled
cycle and cart. He began selling oranges and cassava to save enough capital to open a small path-side eating establishment not far from his front door.
These endeavors allowed him to be closer to home to look after his brothers
but did not meet his economic needs.
In an effort to provide for his brothers properly, to pay school fees, medical fees and run a proper household, Spencer began supplementing his
income through the regular sale of cannabis.16 For several years now he
has been buying it in bulk, several puli, or handfuls, at a time. 17 He
divides the puli into kete, cigarette-size packages that he sells along with
rolling papers for 100 shillings a piece. He also sells ready-made cannabis
cigarettes and would sometimes rapidly roll thirty or so at the beginning of
our interviews. He would tuck these under his kofia (an embroidered
Muslim prayer cap) before stashing the remains of the cannabis in one of
his several ingenious hiding places. By doing this, he would have enough
ready to sell during our conversations and would not have to worry about
being further bothered by the impatient customers who would inevitably
continue to flow through the door. Most would buy two packets and roll
their own jumbo joints rather than buy the ready-made ones, sit down in the
courtyard where we were talking, and begin smoking. Some would join in
the conversations, but most just listened and gawked in confusion, wondering, I imagine, as I often did, how I had gotten access to such a place.
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The Policing of Thieves, the Thieving of Police
According to Spencer, Uwanja wa Fisi has only been called that since the mid1990s when its notoriousness began to grow. At that time the number of
prostitutes, nyama choma (grilled meat) and gongo establishments also grew
in Uwanjani. The reputation of the place has now spread throughout the
country, and many young people who choose to move to the city in search of
employment and a good time come to Uwanjani first. They often go through
their money faster than they expected and when they ask their new acquaintances about the best way to make more, they are quickly introduced to the
world of thievery. Thieves abound in Uwanja, and many people believe it is
the safest place to hide from the police in the city. In recent years, the local
Tandale police have responded to the rise in thievery with a rise in corruption,
by targeting innocent people for arrest. Most people say that though harassment has increased, the number of robberies has not gone down at all. The
police routinely pick up young people hanging around maskanis and in guesthouses and threaten to charge them with loitering if they refuse to pay a minimal bribe and inform on thieves. Spencer and the others we talked to at
Uwanjani reported that police harassment had dramatically increased in
recent years and that it made little difference whether one was committing a
crime or not.
Since so many people who live in Uwanja are engaged in marginally illegal
activities like selling cannabis, gongo, or prostitution, they are fairly easily
coerced into becoming police informants in exchange for being permitted to
continue operating their businesses without going to jail. When people talk
about hyenas they often use the word mpambe, a term used to describe
someone or something that benefits from associating with someone or
something else in a position of power. Hyenas are said to have an mpambe
relationship with lions, stealing their food and eating it. Similar comparisons
are made between police and petty criminals, though in such comparisons it
is not always clear who is playing the role of the hyena and who is playing the
role of the lion. Spencer admitted that he had been a police informant for
years and that, as a result, many of his neighbors did not like him. He reported being on good terms with the chief of the local police station, a man thoroughly despised by nearly everyone interviewed. The Tandale police station
is characterized as being the most corrupt in Dar es Salaam, forcing the residents of the area to go to other police stations when they wish to press legitimate charges against someone.18 Even filing a charge costs money in
Tandale, as does any attempt to get someone to follow up on the charges.
Many people described police activities with the word mradi, or project, associating bribery with any other money making scheme. Routine and petty
harassment was the norm. All officers were expected to collect bribes that
would be split among everyone all the way up to the police chief. Several of
those we interviewed reported seeing this with their own eyes.
It is no surprise that most of the police in Tandale are hated and that, when

an opportunity presents itself to retaliate, people actively pursue it. I heard
several stories of police being beaten up in local drinking establishments
when they became too drunk to defend themselves. A story that Ester told
me, however, stands out. A uniformed police officer was beaten by a crowd
in broad daylight after attempting to solicit a bribe from a thief already under
attack from the crowd. The police officer had intervened, no doubt saving the
thief's life, but when the crowd realized he did not intend to pursue and arrest
the thief they began beating both of them.
The beating and burning of thieves in Tanzania is not uncommon, and I have
had the unfortunate opportunity to witness such occurrences on several
occasions. The mob mentality that ensues on such occasions is truly horrifying. As Esther chillingly observed, people with almost no money for food
and other basic necessities will quickly hand over whatever cash they happen
to have when a collection is made is for kerosene to douse on an accused
thief. People I have met who have participated in such beatings defend themselves by claiming that they are left with no other recourse given that police
will most likely refrain from prosecuting a thief if they are offered even the
smallest of bribes. I found such thinking particularly frightening given that it
was often presented to me by those who were itinerant thieves themselves.
Police are also commonly demand sexual favors from the women they arrest
as was made evident in the example offered above from Athumani. Esther
offered the following in a discussion about police harassment:
Police use their position to force women to have sex with them.
Sometimes they make women who can't pay bribes with money pay with
their bodies. Other times they may just ask a woman outright for sex and
if she refuses they threaten to arrest her, to bring charges against her.
They often go after bar girls, gongo sellers and mama ntilie (food vendors)
because they are easy to target. Because they are engaged in illegal activities it is easy for the police to harass them. They harass the people who
work in the places where the police go every day to eat and drink. The
police do terrible things to women once they are in jail too. I've seen them
threaten girls who refuse to confess, telling them they will be put in a cell
with male prisoners. Sometimes they force women to undress and stand
in front of male jail cells. Once when I was being held in jail I watched
them beat a young girl to make her confess that she stole money from her
stepmother. The girl said she only did it to pay for school supplies and
that it was money her father had left for her anyway. The police didn't care
though. They just kept beating her. Everything they do is for money. The
law has become blind. They don't attempt to bring justice, to represent
the truth. I've seen them dividing up the money they've collected through
bribes at the end of their shift. It's based on hierarchy and those at the
top get the most money.
From this example, it is clear that police commonly target women who are

Not Exactly the 'Comforts of Home'

working informally in bars and eating establishments, telling them they will
be arrested if they refuse to sleep with them. Women who engage in sex
work, who in many circumstances also work as bar girls and/or gongo sellers, are in precarious positions, as many of them have boyfriends who are
known thieves. When the police want to reach a thief, they will often put pressure on his girlfriend. In this no-win situation women are forced to choose
between turning in their boyfriends or being sexually abused by the police.
Trust, Transactional Sex and Domestic Unions
Despite dangers of police harassment in Uwanja wa Fisi, not to mention more
generalized threats of violence and disease, every day women make the decision to sell their bodies to earn money to support themselves and those closest to them. Most of those engaging in transactional sex whom I interviewed
did not identify themselves as prostitutes, even though everyone around
them did. Different words are used in Kiswahili to refer to different types of
transactional sex.19 Malaya is the word most readily translated as prostitute
and is used to refer to women (and sometimes men) who openly engage in
prostitution. The words most often used in Uwanja was Fisi and at Maskani
were chagudoa and dada poa.20 A more lengthy discussion on these terms
is offered in the next chapter but it is important to note that while these
terms certainly implied engagement in transactional sex, they also implied
that it was only undertaken out of necessity, as a way of making ends meet.
Most of the women who engaged in transactional sex in Uwanja wa Fisi also
had boyfriends, though it was often suggested by men from Uwanja and
Maskani that they were only able to establish such relationships with thieves
and people who did not otherwise have a home. Young men with minimal
resources were considered more likely to accept that their girlfriends also
slept with other men for money because they knew they could not afford to
support a woman on their own. Despite this inability, however, they still
desired some semblance of domesticity and thus sought out women who
would be willing to support themselves and to accept a man with very little
money as a boyfriend. Through such an arrangement, the women are able to
gain some degree of respectability and the men a place they can call home,
even if only temporarily.
There were others engaged in transactional sex living in Uwanjani who did
identify themselves as prostitutes, but as they were not the women with
whom most of the young men I worked with formed domestic unions, I did
not focus my attention on them during my research. Most of those with
whom I did speak, however, came to Dar es Salaam specifically for the purpose of being a prostitute and saving money. As in many other cities in eastern Africa, many of them were Bahaya women from around the Bukoba region
of the country (e.g., Kaijage 1993, Kamazima 1995, Swantz 1985, White
1990). Bukoba is also the informal name given to the street in Tandale
where they live and work. Though they openly acknowledge their profession

and charge relatively low fees for sex (500 shillings, or about 75 US cents),
they are respected as the only group of prostitutes who consistently insist
that every customer uses a condom. Most other women involved in transactional sex rarely insisted on condoms, though this was not because they
lacked information.
All of those I interviewed on the subject demonstrated in-depth knowledge
of the ways HIV could be contracted and prevented. Everyone I spoke with
in Uwanja wa Fisi stated they had had the opportunity to observe public
health demonstrations on sexually transmitted diseases, AIDS, and condoms
that were regularly organized by various NGOs operating in Dar es Salaam.21
Both male and female condoms were readily and cheaply available and information on how to use them was in abundance. It was not unusual to see
Salama Condoms posters plastered to the walls on guesthouse rooms and
dispenser-size boxes of condoms in women's rooms. All of the women I interviewed reported using condoms regularly with paying customers, but only
rarely with boyfriends. Of course, most of their boyfriends had been at one
time customers and, as far as I could ascertain, the choice to cease using
condoms was never tied to the gaining of evidence that they were free from
infection.
Several of the young women reported a desire to become pregnant by their
boyfriends with the hope that it would cement the bonds between them.
Many women seemed to see pregnancy as one of the only ways to escape
the stigma that marked their lives in Uwanja wa Fisi. For them, it would not
have made sense to use condoms even in instances when their partners
might have suggested it. Since many men reported they were more likely to
marry a woman only after she had a child by him and had proved that she
was fertile, the line of thinking of the young women in Uwanjani seemed to
make perfect sense. The only hitch, of course, was the great risk of HIV exposure. Sheldrake (2002) has suggested that young people may choose not to
use condoms as a way of demonstrating their trust for one another. The
young men in Dar es Salaam with whom she worked reported they would only
use condoms with women they did not trust, women whom they believed were
likely to be engaged in sexual relations with other men. Those with whom I
worked, however, knew their girlfriends had other lovers, if only in the form of
customers. Yet, they also reported not using condoms with whom women
they had set up house.22 For them, it seemed that not using condoms signaled the special quality of their relations with individual women. Their girlfriends may have had to resort to sex work to support themselves (and their
boyfriends) but they were expected to do so discretely and to use condoms.
The boyfriends trusted the women to protect them both from AIDS despite
evidence that such trust was not deserved.
Though none of those with whom I worked had ever taken an AIDS test,
many reported having contracted various sexually transmitted diseases
(STDs), both from prostitutes and from their girlfriends, illustrating that the
trust had been broken on both sides. In cases where a man or woman knows
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who was responsible for infecting him or her, he or she will most likely
denounce the other in public. It seems the shame is not so much in having
these diseases but in having so dishonorably passed it on to someone with
whom a bond of trust had been established. Haji explained to me how he
had once contracted gonorrhea from the woman he was living with. Not
knowing what it was, he explained the symptoms to a friend who diagnosed
him and sent him to a doctor. The doctor explained that although gonorrhea
was treatable, HIV was not and that they were both transmitted in the same
way. He said that his friends had tried to warn him that his girlfriend was
sleeping around but that at the time he trusted her more than them. When
he got sick he realized she had broken his trust and left her. He also made
sure that all of his friends knew that she was untrustworthy by publicly
extolling her lack of virtue. Esther suggested that often women do not know
they are infected as the signs are less visible in females but said that in
many cases a woman will not tell her boyfriend even if she does know for fear
of being publicly humiliated and of losing future customers. She said that
women also talk about the untrustworthiness of men who pass on STDs, but
that they do it more secretly rather than risking a public confrontation. She
thought this might be because they want to keep their own infection a secret,
again for fear of scaring away customers.
I was inclined to interpret the choices made by many of the young women
in Uwanja wa Fisi in empathetic terms, recognizing the difficulties they faced
as a result of being economically dependent on men while being disconnected from their families. Others who have conducted research among young
marginalized women in urban Tanzania uniformly argue that sex work is the
only option many of them have for earning money (e.g., Kamazima 1995,
Lugalla and Mbwambo 1999, Masawe 2000, Tesha 2000, Tungaraza 2000).
It is also the most profitable. One study suggested that young women were
likely to make four to five times as much money through sex work as young
men working in the streets (Masawe 2000:11). This seems excessive in
regards to those from Maskani (who seem to be comparatively better off that
a lot of other young men struggling to get by in the streets) and Uwanja wa
Fisi (where the woman seem to make less than commercial sex workers who
target customers in the city center) who were involved in this study. Many of
the young men who were the customers and partners of the women in
Uwanja, however, seemed to think most of the women were motivated by
excess desire for material goods {tamaa, see next chapter). There was definitely a degree of resentment toward them based on the belief that they were
making money "freely" (ya bure), without recourse to the types of hard physical labor most of the men claimed to engage in. As a result, most of them
did not think the women deserved much sympathy. They quickly countered
any economic arguments I might put forward in defense of the young women,
arguing that had they been willing to settle for less material wealth, they
would have been able to establish a permanent monogamous relationship
with a man. Instead, the young women constantly demanded new clothes,

shoes, and make-up from their boyfriends, and the longer they were in Uwanja
the greater their desires and demands became. The men pointed out that
many of the young women working in Uwanja were actually from good families and had chosen to come to Dar es Salaam in search of quick money and
good times. Some had originally come with the intention of saving money to
start a business of their own, but most would eventually decide to spend
their money on beauty aids and clothing intended to make them look more
appealing and to increase the amount of money they might earn.
Though women tried to save money they would usually spend it on beautifying themselves in order to attract better customers who could pay more.
This cycle never ends, however, and life in Uwanja is hard, aging people fast.
Most women who end up there leave within a few months, either ill, pregnant,
or disheartened. Some settle into more permanent relationships, while others return to their home villages. It is primarily for these reasons that longterm residents of Uwanja wa Fisi reported rarely seeing anyone die from AIDS
in their midst. Most people would leave long before beginning to exhibit
signs of infection. In most cases, AIDS deaths only reached Uwanjani by
word of mouth, though in some cases it was suspected that certain people
had been infected. A story I heard in various versions on several different
occasions was about a young woman who agreed to take a large sum of
money (45,000 Tsh, or about 50 USD) from a man who was visibly sick and
suspected of having AIDS in exchange for having unprotected sex with him.
Afterwards, other women spread rumors about her and, when they would get
angry with her, they would publicly accuse her of having AIDS, both shaming
her and greatly reducing her earning potential. She eventually decided to
leave Uwanjani, but maintained contact with a few friends there, one of whom
brought news of her AIDS-related death a few years later after she had been
with numerous other men from other parts of the city, the last of whom was
an army officer notorious for his promiscuity.
Most of the young men I worked with seemed to think that they would be
able to determine which women were HIV positive based on their appearance
and their character (tabia). Those with excessive tamaa, appearing too thin
or too desperate would be immediately suspected. It is believed that when
people become sick they begin to lose weight rapidly, a condition they will
commonly try to conceal by wearing several layers of clothing. Thus women
dressed it this manner were often suspected of having AIDS. Likewise
women who spent too much time in bars drinking alcohol were not to be trusted as most agreed that women were much easier to cajole into having unprotected sex when they were drunk. They would carefully choose the woman
they decided to establish domestic relations with based on their observations of her behavior and character combined with information obtained from
friends and neighbors who knew her. The young men felt they were greatly
reducing their risk of contracting HIV in this way. Such a logic, while always
argued convincingly, is faulty on numerous accounts, but most men (and
women, for that matter) seemed to feel that they had no other recourse. In
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their minds it was impossible to know for sure if someone had AIDS. At the
time of my research, very few people were being tested for HIV, and most
agreed that they would not trust anyone who reported having tested negative
anyway. 23 None of those I worked with ever developed symptoms related to
HIV; however, many of them did contract other STDs in the time I have known
them, illustrating that their calculations regarding who is and who is not a
safe partner were frequently wrong.
One method of reducing risk employed by young men like Spencer, his brother Abu, and Maatata was to establish semi-monogamous domestic relations
with women who had just come to Uwanja wa Fisi from the rural areas of
Tanzania. It is believed that such women have better manners, will work
harder around the house, have yet to be spoiled by city life, have less tamaa
and much less chance of being HIV positive. In most cases, they would stay
with such women for several months until they became "used to life in the
city" {kuzoea) and began demanding gifts and money. When this happened
they would quickly be replaced by another recent migrant to the city eager for
the security of domesticity. As the supply of women was seemingly endless,
they argued, it seemed a fairly good way of ensuring their own health.
For the most part, people are able to avoid dwelling on the subject of AIDS
in Uwanja wa Fisi, and in Dar es Salaam in general, because they convince
themselves that their social ties are sufficient to allow them to determine
who might already be infected. When I pressed them, something I rarely did,
most would admit that they had in all likelihood been exposed to HIV. In such
instances people usually resort to religious discourses, believing only God
can protect them from HIV. On one occasion Esther told me that she thought
God must be protecting people in Uwanja wa Fisi from AIDS. "If God brings
AIDS to Uwanja," she said, "all of us girls will be finished." I conclude this
chapter with a story that forced many of those with whom I worked at both
Uwanja wa Fisi and at Maskani to confront the likelihood that they might have
been exposed to HIV. I would guess that, like Esther, more than a few of them
were hoping God was on their side.
The Story of Rehema 24
I discovered only during the last formal interview of my dissertation research
that several of the young men I worked with at Maskani and in Uwanja wa Fisi
had been directly exposed to HIV. On a certain level, I had already realized
this, but I, too, had been trying to convince myself that, through their extensive social networks, they might have been successful so far in determining
who had AIDS and, also, that they had been miraculously lucky. Like them, I
simply found it too difficult to live with the obvious likelihood that my friends
had either already been infected or would soon be and that, as a result, they
would likely die in the coming years. I did not actually attend this interview,
but listened to the audiotapes later with Mbelwa, who had conducted it at
Uwanja wa Fisi in my absence. I should point out that this was highly unusu-

al. In the entire time I was in Tanzania there were only two occasions when
I was not present during interviews and I continue to wonder to what degree
my absence that day made a difference in peoples' willingness to discuss
AIDS in such an open and unguarded way.
On most Friday afternoons Mbelwa and I would visit Uwanjani together to
greet our friends and to conduct and record semi-formal interviews. The
evening after this particular interview, I met with Mbelwa and a few other
friends from Maskani for drinks at Macheni, a local bar. The place is
renowned for its evening burlesque shows and that evening was no less carnivalesque than usual. Mbelwa filled me in on the gist of the interview shortly after his arrival and as I quickly began making connections in my head, I
could hardly contain my tears. A couple of weeks later when we finally listened to the tapes and discussed them at length, we found that they opened
wounds that had barely healed for us. The tapes confirmed what Mbelwa had
told me.
On that day when he arrived at Uwanja wa Fisi to conduct the interview on
my behalf, he found people strangely reflective. Formally in attendance were
Spencer and Abu, Haji who had recently been released from jail, and a young
man named Adam who joined the group to replace Esther when she was
taken away by her father. There were also several others gathered together
for the purpose of informal mourning. News had just come that afternoon
that Rehema, a girl who used to live and work in the area, had swallowed a
handful of chloroquin tablets, taking her own life to escape the shame of
AIDS when she began showing physical symptoms of the disease.25 She had
left Uwanja wa Fisi about a year earlier when rumors started spreading that
she had been with a man who had AIDS, but a good friend of hers who still
lived in Uwanjani had kept in contact with her and had brought news of her
death that day. Adam, one of the young men who regularly participated in our
group discussions in Uwanja had been her boyfriend in 1998, which he

Figure 7.14 Ukimwi
ni Kifo - AIDS is
Death by Mkumba.
Mkumba's use of a
comic strip form to
tell a linear story is
a common
Tingatinga painting
genre. The subject
of AIDS is ever popular but mainly only
among expatriate
and NG0 audiences. Painted on
commission. Dar
es Salaam. (1999)
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claims was prior to the time she was infected. He repeatedly insisted that
he had been with her when she first came to Uwanjani but I could not help
but wonder whom he was trying to convince. Mbelwa told me that Adam
seem stunned throughout the interview, perhaps coming to grips with his own
mortality, or perhaps just realizing what a close call it had been for him.
It was commonly known that at one time Rehema had been Maatata's girlfriend too. At the time of her death he was in Arusha hiding from the police.
She also regularly had sex with Dixon, who was in jail at the time of her
death, and several other young men from Maskani. She was reportedly a
kind and beautiful girl. On hearing the story from Mbelwa, I recognized
Rehema's name at once. On different occasions I had heard at least three
different boys talk about Rehema as a girl who seemed to hold a special
place in their hearts. Though she was a prostitute, she had always accorded her boyfriends the greatest respect and made sure that they never came
into contact with her clients. From what I understand, she was also a good
cook and would not hesitate to invite her boyfriend's friends for food, creating a relaxing and enjoyable home environment.
I never had the opportunity to meet Rehema as she had already left
Uwanjani by the time I started working there. The night I heard about her
death, however, I mourned not only for her, but also for those whom I knew
to be in similarly impossible situations. From that day forward, I began to
envision a tree in my head with branches connecting so many of the young
men and women who befriended me to probable death, the roots of which
were simultaneously too complex to imagine and too common to ignore.
Although AIDS was obviously central to the discussion that day, those present in the interview were less upset about what she died of (AIDS), or how
she died (a lonely suicide), than they were about the fact that no one knew
her last name, where she came from, or even what religion she was. Since
many young women change their names when they come to the city, the first
name Rehema did not necessarily mean she was Muslim. The essence of
the problem was that no one knew how to bury her properly.26 Her body had
been lying in the morgue at Muhimbili hospital for two days already and it was
now assumed that she was going to be buried by the city in a pauper's grave.
For the young men at Uwanjani that day, this seemed to bring home just how
marginal their existence in Dar es Salaam was. It showed them the transient
existence their lifestyles produced and the meaninglessness that marked
their lives and deaths. How relevant is the cause or mode of one's death
when one's identity is effaced by insignificance in all the ways usually considered important? Without a home, a family, a community, how can one live?
How can one die? Among many of the people I knew, individual status is constituted by the number and quality of social ties one has. If one's worth at
death is best measured by such relational connections, then by most
accounts Rehema was worthless. But she had been someone's girlfriend,
someone's friend, someone else's Active cousin. Had my friends at Uwanjani
known where she was from, they would have raised enough money between

them to send her body back home, or at least to send a message about her
death. I know I would have contributed to such a fund.
The tone of the discussion that day was highly reflective. It was nearly
impossible for anyone present to deny the similarities between Rehema's situation and their own. In facing her death, they were also facing their own.
Although all the signs were there before, it was not until this interview that I
realized how strong the connections were between AIDS and death in the
minds of many Tanzanians. In many ways they are synonymous. Popular
songs, city murals, dramatic performances on stage, as well as TV, repeatedly lamented UKIMWI ni Kifo, "AIDS is death" (Fig. 7.14). I had always thought
of this as a metaphorical expression most likely invented by some public
health official as a reworking of the Silence = Death slogan made famous by
artist and AIDS activist Keith Haring in the United States. On that day I began
to see just how real the equation was for most people. In many people's
minds, the inevitability of AIDS was as real as the inevitability of death. The
fact that so many of them struggled to fashion meaningful lives in the face
of such knowledge, I believe, shows the strength and determination of their
character more than their ignorance or denial.
One of the reasons that Rehema's story became so significant for me is
that it brought me face to face with my own denial about the mortality of people with whom I was working, people who had become my friends. At times,
I found it difficult to continue working and building close relationships among
people with such uncertain futures. A few days before I left, Shida, a young
food vendor from Maskani who had worked closely with us, laughingly teased
me saying, "when you come back, we'll all be dead." Between the time we
recorded the story of Rehema's death and the time I left Tanzania, Mbelwa
and I had already become increasingly aware of the likelihood of this uncomfortable vision of the future, but as he repeatedly reminded me, "at least you
get to leave, I have to stay here and watch all of my friends die." The last
few weeks comprised the most difficult period of my research but I think in
many ways it was also the most productive. It was only after several challenging discussions that Mbelwa and I began to comprehend just how difficult the reality was that we had been asking people to face. Not only were
we asking them to confront their own deaths —a task that is difficult
enough— but we were also asking them to confront the possible meaninglessness of their deaths. Young, marginal and on the move, most had fractured their ties with their birth communities and were still avidly pursuing new
relational ties. My own discomfort regarding the probable deaths of those I
came to know could be explained by saying that death is always an uncomfortable thing to face, but I think there was something else at stake as well.
To a certain extent, I think, I resented their deaths. I wanted to establish lifelong friendships with those who cared enough to help me, and it was difficult
to accept how short a time "life-long" could be. Had I been unable or unwilling to look closely at the causes of my own emotional discomfort, I undoubtedly would have missed this all-important fact in understanding how denial
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— the bane of AIDS prevention and treatment — continues to function, not
in spite of the unbounded evidence that "AIDS is Death," but precisely
because of it. AIDS, taking the lives of so many young people, tearing families asunder, and wiping out entire generations denies the potency of relations, denies the power of locality. It unsettles. It uproots.
The roots laid by those I came to know were rarely deep, but they were
extensive. Like the roots of mangroves that once clogged the harbor of Dar
es Salaam, they take hold where they can, adding shape to an otherwise continually shifting landscape, wandering endlessly in search of life, occasionally, but relentlessly, popping their heads up for air. Their very entanglement
requires them to support one another in an effort to survive. But above all,
they must remain focused on their own survival.
notes
1

I believe a comparison between more recent and older geographies of
exclusion in Dar es Salaam (by older I mean colonial) would prove interesting
for future research.
2
Several people told me that Uswazi, literally meaning the place of the Swazi
peoples, is an allusion to the densely populated areas found in South African
townships.
3
See, for example, Caldeira (1996; 2000), Davis (1992 [1990]), Harvey
(2000), Kuppinger (2002), Low (2001), Sassen (2003), Waldrop (2002).
4
See Askew (1999) for a historical discussion of gender and the Swahili
home. See also Bujra (1977:29-30) and Strobel (1979).
5
For a closer examination of the sexual activities of school girls see Mgalla,
et al (1997). Close to 13% of school girls in this study reported that their
first sexual experience was with an adult male and close to half reported
being harassed by an adult male, 9.4% by a teacher. Interestingly, however,
the vast majority reported first sexual encounters with school-age boys and
also reported that school-age boys were most likely to harass them.
6
Because of the building boom there is also a great deal of employment
available for young men in these areas who work as builders. Thus, the cinder blocks that line the roads and pathways in these parts of town are often
referred to as "briefcases."
7
There are, in fact, numerous Maasai maskani in Dar es Salaam, though
Maasai usually refer to such gathering places as lloipi. For more on Maasai
in Dar es Salaam see May (2002, 2003).
8
Tingatinga is a form of popular painting produced primarily, though not
exclusively for tourist consumption. Artist Edward Tingatinga, after whom the
style is named, first developed the style in 1972. Out of his small workshop
grew a thriving cooperative that is still operational today (Mwansanga 1998,
Mwidadi and Chilamboni 1998). Hassani Mwanyiro is one of approximately
150 artists who sell their work from stalls lining the road that leads to the
entrance of the cooperative.

9

Mabondeni literally means "in the valleys," and is used along with
Uswahilini and Uswazi to designate the least desirable places in the city to
live. Health, as well as aesthetic reasons are routinely offered as justifications for not wanting to live there. Since the areas are low lying there is often
standing water to contend with and the increase in mosquitoes and malaria
that comes along with it.
10
Tripp, who also conducted research in Manzese reports that, "Manzese
has a reputation throughout Dar es Salaam, especially among people who do
not live there, as a place bustling with activity, especially illicit activities . . .
Outsiders fear Manzese because it is said that most of the criminals in the
city live there. Nonresidents also talk about 'Radio Manzese' as the rumor
mill of the city. Yet there is little to distinguish Manzese from Buguruni,
Temeke, or any other part of the city. To its inhabitants, Manzese is an area
of mostly hard-working and respectable citizens" (1997:39).
11
Several sources supported the notion that Uwanja wa Fisi was a place
favored by hyenas in the past, though most agree that the name did become
popular until the mid 1990s as the area increasingly became associated with
criminality.
12
Uwanjani is the locative form of Uwanja, and was one of the words most
commonly used to refer to Uwanja wa Fisi. I use the two interchangeably in
this chapter.
13
"Short time" is the expression used to describe transactional sex that
entails sex only. Though I asked several times how long "short time" would
last I was always rather prosaically told that "every person has his own time."
14
As the nodding heads of those who were listening to Athumani's story
might indicate, most young men I interviewed agreed with the view that
women were only interested in money and that without it, men were destined
to remain alone. Similar observations have been reported by Tadele (n.d.) in
regard to Ethiopian street youth.
15
In the past, mchumba mainly was used to refer to a fiancee. Today it is
used to describe any semi-serious relationship with a woman, in the same
way one might expect the word girlfriend to be used.
16
Though he reported that he only began selling cannabis regularly to support his brothers in the recent past, at another time he reported that he had
spent over thirteen years as a dealer, and consequently had thirteen years of
experience negotiating with police to ensure his freedom.
17
Large quantities of cannabis are sold this way every day in Dar es Salaam.
On one occasion I was invited to observe activities in one of the main
cannabis markets, which was located in an open field near the city center.
Enormous bales were being cut into smaller parcels with machetes. These
were wrapped in brown paper then stuffed into the backpacks and plastic
bags that dealers brought with them. Market times and sites change constantly but are easy enough to locate for those seriously interested in buying.
18
The Tandale police station opened in 1995 just prior to the national elec-
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tion. It was opened as part of the 1993 initiative sponsored by then-Minister
of Internal Affairs, Augustine Mrema, to increase the number of local police
posts with community collected funds. Though few residents of Tandale contributed to this fund, the state provided funds for the building of the station.
Residents of Tandale with whom I spoke suggested that prior to the opening
of the station there was a great deal of crime in the area but that crime has
not diminished since its opening. Before 1995 the closest police station
was in Magomeni and there was little police harassment in Tandale. The
irony of this is that Mrema, who eventually broke away from CCM and ran for
president in 2 0 0 0 , is most famed for fighting corruption. A great majority of
the young men I asked reported voting for Mrema in the 2 0 0 0 elections.
Generally, people see his initiative to open more police stations and an initiative he sponsored in the late 1980s to encourage the development of a
nationwide neighborhood watch program (sungusungu) as constructive
efforts in the fight against crime. Those I interviewed in Tandale seemed to
think that the reason the experiment had failed there was that the police station was initially built without the support of the local community.
19

For an extensive overview of the various terms used in Dar es Salaam see
Kamazima (1995). See White (1990) on prostitution in Nairobi and Bujra
(1977) for comparative purposes.
20
Chagudoa is a type of small spotted fish and it was a term originally used
to refer to young boys working in the fish market who were willing to do anything to make a little money. Now it is almost exclusively used to refer to
women who are engaged in low-profit sex work. Dada poa literally means
'cool sister.' Those working at Maskani seemed to think this was a more
polite term to refer to sex workers.
21
It is worth noting that they were often critical of these shows. They were
often described as distasteful and embarrassing. More than one interviewee
reported leaving such shows early because they found it inappropriate to discuss AIDS and sex in mixed company.
22
Mgalla and Pool (1996) present similar data from their research among
female bar workers in northwest Tanzania, though they also examine men's
reasons for not using condoms. Ng'weshemi et a/. (1995) present supporting data from the same reason, however, that suggest men are more likely to
use condoms with women whom the suspect of being sex workers. See also
Pool et a/. (1996).
23
Late in 2 0 0 1 efforts were stepped up by both the Tanzanian state and various NGOs to encourage testing in Tanzania, after preliminary evidence suggested that it was one of the most important reasons for lowered HIV infection rates in neighboring Uganda. When I returned to Tanzania in 2 0 0 2 , many
more people were talking about the possibility of testing, though none of
those I worked with had seriously considered it.
24
Rehema was not the name she was known by in Dar es Salaam. I use a
pseudonym here to protect the memory of a young woman whom I have never
had the privilege of meeting.

25

Chloroquin tablets are a common treatment for malaria and readily available over the counter in Dar es Salaam pharmacies. Suicide was not an
uncommon choice among those inflicted with AIDS and the use of chloroquin
seemed to be particularly popular among young women. This may be so
because most young women readily recognize excessive chloroquin ingestion
as a way of inducing abortion and ending unwanted pregnancies (see
Kamazima 1995:52, Tesha 2000:120, and Mpangile et a/.
1993).
Unfortunately, the line between inducing abortion and inducing maternal
death is a thin one and young women often make mistakes.
26
Tesha reports that this is not uncommon among young women who engage
in sex work in Dar es Salaam. "They bear different identities in order to hide
their actual names . . . We have witnessed the unfortunate ones being buried
by the city officials after failing to trace their families . . . some have both
Christian and Moslem names, it is hard to judge their religious denomination
when such sad events occur" (2000:10). Also see Kilonzo and Hogan
(1999) for an examination of the way mourning practices have been affected
by the AIDS epidemic in Tanzania.
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Space for Desire:
Women's Negotiations of Dar es Salaam Street Life

When you call an African woman "woman," no go gree
She go say, she go say "I be lady-oh"
She go say "I no be woman"
She go say "market woman na woman"

- Fela Kuti, Lady

Women struggling to maintain fierce commitment to radical
feminist womanhood in the face of a culture that rewards
betrayal want to have a feminist icon who stands against patriarchy, who "fights the power."

- bell hooks,

1994

These days, whenever someone says the word "women" to
me, my mind goes blank. What "women?" What is this
"women" thing you're talking about? Does that mean me?
Does that mean my mother, my roommates, the white woman
next door, the checkout clerk at the supermarket, my aunts in
Korea, half the world population?

- Jeeyeun Lee, 1995 (quoted in Fanner 1996)

Women's Negotiations of Dar es Salaam

In previous chapters, I have stressed the need to consider popular renderings of urban space when conducting urban-based ethnographic research.
This is especially the case with the in-between spaces of the informal economy, spaces that are unlikely to be represented on official maps of the city,
or in the official discourses of national and city planners. Working knowledge of the streets, something I referred to as "popular cartographies,"
continues to prove essential in helping me to conceive of the world in
which most of the people with whom I worked live. Most of those who participate in informal economy networks are engaged in a continual process
of occupying public space in the cities. One could say that their work
necessitates the "informalization" of formalized space. I have explored
some of the ways street vendors re-map public space by taking over sidewalks and busy intersections, and by physically entering into spaces that
are officially off-limits to them. Through processes of geographic poësis
they call dominant spatial representations into question. In this chapter, I
examine some of the ways spaces that are marked by reference to gender,
sexuality and desire are linguistically and bodily occupied through popular
expression. These spaces have so far proven more difficult to understand,
as the discourses that contribute to their making often challenge any single
uniform interpretation. The spaces I have examined so far in this book
have all been contested, but none are as contested as these.
Adding Women's Perspectives
In trying to understand the processes at work contributing to urban ideas
related to gender, sexuality, and desire in Dar es Salaam, I employed varied
approaches and methods. My understanding was produced through what
can be roughly imagined as three separate and often contestatory discourses: those produced by the young men with whom I worked, those produced
by the women who I interviewed, and those produced in popular art forms,
including Taarab musical lyrics and performances, kanga cloth design, cartoons, and comics. Given that my research focused primarily on the lives of
young men, the views toward sexuality and women that I had collected —
views that were markedly misogynous and markedly youthful — needed contextualization. This prompted me to conduct focus group interviews with
female food vendors who knew many of the young men from Maskani, as well
as individual and group interviews with young women who were also part of
the men's social networks either as their girlfriends or as sex workers. Most
of the young women in this latter group were living in Uwanja wa Fisi (see previous chapter) at the time of my research and were considered by many of
those at Maskani as typical prostitutes. The food vendors were afforded
slightly more respect but were generally considered to have loose morals as
well. I felt it was important to try to elicit women's views on these stereotypes to provide a little depth to depictions of women that were, all too often,
simplified to fit into typically sexist moral ideals.
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The food vendors, mama ntilie or mama lishe, as they preferred to be called,
all worked at Maskani. I decided to talk to them specifically because of their
relations with the young men working at Maskani. These women, all of whom
lived in various Uswahilini neighborhoods, awoke early every weekday morning to prepare enough food to serve the tens of people who visited their
makeshift stalls at Maskani every day around lunchtime.1 Although they
charged minimally for their meals (300 shillings — less than 50 US cents)
for sauce, vegetable, rice or ugali, and a small bit of meat), there were days
when some of those living and working at Maskani could not afford to pay it.
In these cases, it was most often left up to the various mama lishe at
Maskani to make sure they did not go hungry, to extend them credit for a couple of days, to exchange a small bit of food for work, or to let them finish off
the bottoms of their pots at the end of the day. The food vendors would
arrive at Maskani every day around 10:30 in the morning, carrying heavy
buckets of pre-cooked food on their heads, which they would immediately set
about reheating for customers. Most arrived with a flurry of greetings and
teasing from the men who lived and worked at Maskani, and inevitably, such
greetings were laced with physical compliments and sexual innuendo that
would at times anger the women, but on most occasions simply brought
good-humored protest or reciprocated innuendo.
Working with the group of mama lishe from Maskani allowed me to ask them
many of the questions I had asked the men about working in the gray spaces
of the economy and, not surprisingly, they produced similar stories on the
continual struggle to get ahead and the continual set-backs resulting from
harassment by city officials and the police.2 I was also able to conduct a
series of interviews on their perceptions of the young men who were the primary focus of my study, to discuss generational differences and intergenerational conflict and cooperation, and finally, to get their opinions about dominant societal views toward women —specifically working women who were
engaged in public interactions with men on a daily basis. Dominant views
toward working women were often characterized by a heightened focus on
sexuality and desire and were commonly expressed by people from across
class, gender, and racial backgrounds. 3 Such views were also expressed by
most of the young men from Maskani, many of whom dismissed the women
who fed them every day as licentious women who used their food vending
businesses as a front for conducting sex work. Needless to say, this was not
how the women saw themselves.
In this chapter, I draw on specific examples from popular culture that present women — especially those whose bodies and sexuality are in the public
eye — as both desirous and desirable. By drawing on the interviews I conducted among young men from Maskani, along with the women figuring most
prominently in their daily lives, I want to create a space for the expression of
views toward women's bodies and sexuality that challenges those presented
in dominant discourses as represented in both popular and public culture.
With this I also want to reclaim a space for desire in academic discourses
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purporting to represent the voices of African women. At the same time I am
also making an effort to claim a space for female desire within my own
research, which is overwhelmingly informed by male voices.
Popular Expressions
The questions I asked during interviews and informal conversations about
sexuality and desire were informed by my growing, but limited knowledge of
how these subjects were given meaning locally. This was knowledge I was
unable to learn from reading books on the subject since few have attempted
to tackle the subject. Further, it seemed that when I asked direct questions
about sexuality and desire, I would either be laughed at, or told that these
were not appropriate questions. In the end, I found that the best sources for
understanding these topics were to be found in popular language, music,
cloth designs (with proverbs printed on the fabric), and the popular press. In
essence, as my knowledge of local views toward gender, sexuality and desire
grew - views that were embedded in language and other forms of expression
- so did people's willingness to discuss these subjects with me. It was not
that I began asking different questions, so much as that I began asking questions differently.
Examining popular forms of expression was vital to the growth of my knowledge, especially as my interest in particular forms became obvious to the
people who assisted me with my research. We would often read newspapers
and comic books together, listen to music, and discuss lyrics. In this way,
topics related to sexuality that would otherwise be off-limits for public discussion would come up more naturally. With the exception of the focus group
interviews, most of my interviews took place on the streets. Such discussions often led to impromptu gatherings of up to five or six people who would
offer both complementary and competing interpretations of the same texts.
In the context of these discussions it was usually only a matter of time before
I was no longer asking any questions at all, but merely observing as other
people discussed possible meanings of the texts at hand and offered broader interpretations of the subjects represented in them. These informal conversations, which were usually glossed by those involved in my research as
my "Swahili lessons," and during which I almost never took notes, provided
one of the greatest methodological insights I was to gain: in cases of delicate subject matter, sometimes the best mode of questioning is to ask no
questions at all but, instead, to create space for conversations.
My command of Kiswahili as a second language is by no means exceptional, though it has been strengthened by my choice to focus on learning colloquial Kiswahili that was essential for understanding discussions relating to
life in the streets. I quickly realized that knowledge of colloquial Kiswahili furthered my understanding of discussions related to sexuality, which were very
often heavily inflected with popular euphemisms not recorded in official lexicons. Tanzanians are used to foreigners who learn their language and they

even expect people to do so, but that does not pertain to street Swahili.
Thus my sometimes rather pathetic attempts to incorporate slang expressions into conversations about sex were always met with uproarious laughter
and much appreciation, which I believe also encouraged many to reward me
by undertaking to teach me more about the subjects of sexuality and language.
Unfinished Aesthetics
Two factors that struck me almost immediately about these particular forms
of urban expression were the rapid rate at which their content and messages
changed while the form remained intact, and the degree to which these
changes actively incorporated new elements from an unimaginably diverse
number of sources. I found the concept of an "unfinished aesthetic" very
useful for furthering my abilities to understand the processes that led to this
rapid and continual change (Rush 1997; 1999). 4 Building on Arnold Rubin's
(1974) seminal writings on the importance of "accumulation" in west African
art and power, and Blier's (1995) ideas regarding the primacy of conscious
"assemblage" rather than haphazard accumulation in the same context,
Rush argues that there is in fact a sense of aesthetics at work in west African
thinking that differs from Western notions. Her arguments subtly, but resolutely, suggest that Western-trained scholars often have trouble understanding African-based religions and philosophies, not because the religions and
philosophies are intrinsically difficult to understand, but rather because much
Western scholarship aims to define and order the knowledge in a way that is
directly counter to local ways of doing so. In effect, they are trying to represent as finished something that is "forever unfinished;" the very process of
representation serves as an act of violence toward that which it seeks to represent. Although Rush, Rubin, and Blier's work all relate to cultures and people of western Africa, and more specifically to how art is invested with meaning in these contexts, I believe the ideas of accumulation, assemblage, and
unfinished aesthetics can provide insight in other contexts where forms of
representation rapidly change in content while remaining true to form.
While in Dar es Salaam, I found it particularly difficult to make sense of the
chaos that seemed to surround popular representations relating to sexuality.
It seemed that as soon as I learned one word for sex, a particular female
body part, or a preferred erotic endeavor, another word would be invented.
The material I was presented with was rich beyond imagination, but so densely packed with layers of meaning and ambiguity that I found it difficult to imagine any sort of order. The idea of an "unfinished aesthetic" then, allowed me
to imagine a local way of knowing based on local aesthetic principles. This
helped me to recognize how the linguistic interplay between several different
forms of popular expression demonstrated people's awareness of the power
of ambiguity and the need for a continued possibility for change. This is not
to suggest that the aesthetic principles in Tanzania are in any way historical-
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ly or geographically connected to the aesthetics that the above authors outline for western Africa, only that the possibility for a way of making meaning
that differs from Western scientific semiotics must be considered. The
"unfinished" quality of Tanzanian forms of popular expression, particularly in
relation to sexuality and desire, creates an atmosphere of ambiguity around
these subjects imbuing them with a certain power and uncertainty that would
have been lost had I relied on asking direct questions.
The Concept of Tamaa
The title of this chapter is "space for desire." Before proceeding I briefly want
to outline what I mean by desire. I immediately noticed the use of the word
tamaa to denote desire in discussions relating to sexuality and specifically to
AIDS. Previous anthropological research conducted on AIDS in Tanzania has
consistently pointed out that many Tanzanian's recognize AIDS as a disease
that results primarily from an excess of tamaa (e.g., Klepp, Biswalo and Talle
1995, Setel 1999, especially pp. 100-140, Schifferdecker 2000, Sheldrake
2002). Though, in most cases, tamaa is translated as desire, I sometimes
had the feeling that such a translation was too vague. I found myself asking
what sort of desire, desire for what? So, in an attempt to come to a better
understanding of the way that tamaa is used in Tanzania, especially in discussions about sexuality and AIDS, I conducted a series of interviews that
focused on this word. When people speak of those who have too much
tamaa it is most often in the specific context of a desire for the rapid accumulation of material goods, essentially wanting expensive consumer goods
without having to work for them. Most often, such tamaa, or longing for material goods was attributed to young women who had recently come to the city,
though, to an extent all women were subjected to this stereotype. Young men
could have excessive tamaa, too, but in most cases such longing was associated with the physical desire for sex and pleasure, a state considered more
natural and more acceptable than having excess tamaa for material goods.
The desire for material goods was often imagined as an example of decreasing morality resulting from encroaching capitalism and economic liberalization. Though, I was never able to prove it, I always had the feeling that people's condemnation of those who manifested excessive desire for material
goods was a reworking of socialist slogans made popular during Nyerere's
reign.
In general, many of the men seemed to find women's desires for consumer
goods illustrative of their immorality, as well as their moral inferiority in comparison to men who engaged in sex with multiple partners for the simple reason that they desired many women, this in contrast with women who engaged
in sex with multiple partners because they desired many things. These
views, almost uncontested among the men I interviewed, were also readily
accepted and offered as an explanation for the steady spread of AIDS in the
cities by many women. Such analysis unfortunately allowed women, many of

whom considered themselves the exception to the rule, to believe that they
were relatively safe from the threat of AIDS. Appeals made by public leaders
and by national and international organizations engaged in the fight against
AIDS that cautioned women to reduce their tamaa often fell on deaf ears,
since most hearing this message would agree with it and point their finger at
others whom they considered to have excess tamaa rather than imagining
themselves as such.
Blaming excessive tamaa for causing AIDS, then, is more complicated than
it would first appear. Not only are such arguments tied to notions of sexist
morality, they are also tied to a sort of morality that makes it difficult for anyone to imagine themselves as having too much desire for material goods, a
perspective that makes sense in light of arguments put forth in Chapter Two,
which argues that many Tanzanians imagine themselves as poor even though
they may be relatively well off. Tamaa in and of itself is not considered a bad
thing. Everyone must have a certain degree of tamaa in order to succeed in
the world; it is only excessive tamaa that is considered problematic. Also,
people can experience tamaa in many different ways. They may have tamaa
for another person, for material goods, or an improved standard of living, and
losing one's tamaa for life is often blamed for otherwise inexplicable death.
I will use tamaa in reference to people and goods and acknowledge at times
that it may be difficult to discern one from the other. If this is the case in my
work, it is equally the case in Tanzanian discourses.
Most of those with whom I spoke seemed to agree that an increase of
tamaa has been one of the unfortunate side effects of recent moves toward
increased economic liberalization in Tanzania. This is considered to be especially so in regards to young people and women who, in the past, seemed
more content with less access to material wealth and sexual freedom.
Themes of excess directly tied to people's ambivalent views toward contemporary society provide glimpses of the unease at work. This is particularly
the case in reference to representations of women's bodies. It also shows
up in the context of popular language where words must constantly get "bigger" to accommodate the excessive tamaa that characterizes everyday life
(see below).
During my interviews with women in Dar es Salaam, it quickly became clear
to me that their views toward female and male sexuality were often contrary
to the views expressed by the young men, as well as those represented in
most public discourses. What surprised me most was the insistence by
many of the women that their primary motivation for taking a lover was more
often related to a longing for pleasure than it was to economics. I was surprised because such views seemed to counter dominant feminist discourses
that maintain that most poor women who choose to engage in sexual relations with more than one partner do so primarily for money, assumptions I
had taken for granted.5 I was equally surprised because the views expressed
by those women with whom I spoke most often countered the stories of the
young men at Maskani as well as, the dominant views of female desire found
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in popular representations. Such representations and views consistently
characterized female desire as an excessive desire for material goods.
Tamaa for material goods was routinely blamed for prostitution and AIDS,
while female tamaa for sexual pleasure was hardly recognized as a possibility.
Women want money and material goods, while men want sex. Both have
trouble controlling their desires, but men are, in most circumstances, more
easily forgiven for their excesses. Such desire is thought to be natural for
men. How can they say no to sex, after all? Obviously, such a paradigm limits the degree to which men and women can engage in meaningful discussions about sexuality. Worse still, the paradigm is replicated in national and
international AIDS discourses, intensifying polarities of blame that perpetuate gendered stereotypes as well as AIDS. With this in mind, the final aim
of this chapter is to illustrate the need to create a space for female sexual
desire within both national and international discourses on AIDS.
Linguistic Pleasures
Tanzanians employ great linguistic ingenuity when telling stories. This is particularly so along the coast, where there is a centuries-old tradition of both
practical and poetic exchanges in Swahili. Swahili is the national language
and the language of instruction in primary schools. It is increasingly becoming the first language of younger people regardless of ethnic background,
especially of those who are born in the cities. In Chapter Four, I discussed
the relationship between rhetorical skills, a rhetoric of peace, and the avoidance tactics that are often employed by many Tanzanians when confronted
with possible violence. I would like to build on this rather pragmatic analysis
and suggest that sometimes an individual's use of Kiswahili is celebrated
merely because it is beautiful, subtle, and convincing. The importance of language in coastal culture is only heightened in the urban peripheries of Dar es
Salaam where knowledge of contemporary vernaculars goes hand in hand
with an individual's ability to succeed on the streets. Many people told me
they believed that a combination of post-colonial development and the socialist cultural policies of Julius Nyerere helped to contribute to the creation of a
national atmosphere where Kiswahili could flourish. This is partially so
because Nyerere insisted on the use of Kiswahili, rather than English, as the
national language. Perhaps more important for the development of Kiswahili
as a subversive urban art form, though, was the fact that from independence
until the collapse of socialism in 1985, nearly all artistic expression was
fiercely controlled by the government. Although state control and influence
over artistic production and dissemination continue today, they are accomplished through methods less direct than those used in the past when the
state went so far as to claim ownership of musicians' instruments. Many
older residents of Dar es Salaam claim that language was the only thing the
government could not really control.

When television, video, FM radio, and a competitive press were introduced
to Tanzania in the mid-1990s, artists began to test the limits of expression.
It should be no surprise then, that linguistic ingenuity in the form of double
entendre, metaphor, and ambiguous meanings decipherable only by those fluent in street vernaculars flourished as important elements in established
forms of expression, while also contributing heavily to the development of
emerging forms. Street Swahili, Kiswahili cha Mtaani or Kibongobongo - the
language of those living in Bongo - figures in all new forms of artistic expression, but is perhaps most notable in music.6
Street Swahili is most commonly spoken among the many young men and
women living and working in the streets of the city. Often, those most fluent
in it, and thus most respected by their compatriots, are young men, but young
women occasionally shine as well. Many older people, including the mama
//she working at Maskani, expressed distaste for street Swahili, calling it the
language of hooligans (wahuni) and disrespectful by definition, and yet they
could rarely resist demonstrating their own halting fluency in an attempt to
appear cool. That Street Swahili is so readily derided by older people, however, does nothing to reduce its value on the streets. As street life becomes
increasingly more romanticized in Tanzanian music, Street Swahili seems to
exert a greater influence over the language employed by musicians who are
attempting to capitalize on that romanticization.
Taarab Transformed
Tanzania has seen the rapid expansion of a music industry with many new
performers and even new genres coming onto the scene. Much attention has
been paid to the emergence of Kiswahili rap by scholars and locals alike
(Haas 2000, Haas and Gesthuizen 2000, Sheldrake 2002). The last five
years has seen an exponential growth in both the number of rappers as well
as the popularity of the music, which many claim is becoming the first real
"Tanzanian" music. Although rappers seem to be emerging from all over the
country, Dar es Salaam remains the center of production. The sound produced in Dar es Salaam by a handful of producers from around the world who
have set up shop there over the last few years is called Bongo Flava and is
most readily defined by its dependence on Street Swahili for lyrics. The success of individual artists heavily depends on their ability to use the language,
a fact supported by the many fans, as well as by the many performers I interviewed. Much as middle and upper class American rap artists market "the
ghetto" to increase their popularity among fans in the ghetto as well as the
white suburbs, Tanzanian musicians use Street Swahili, hoping that a combination of their "authentic" street savvy and ingenious use of language will
make them famous. Many of today's rappers come from middle class families and most have never even spent so much as a night on the streets of
the city. Yet, one is rarely able to guess that from listening to their music,
which tends to focus on the difficulties youth face in trying to make a mean-
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ingful life in the city today.
In comparison to rap, very little attention has been paid to how existing
musical genres, such as Taarab, have also been transformed by Street
Swahili, as well as the changes in methods of production, marketing and consumption that have accompanied the large-scale social and economic
changes that have taken place in Tanzania in recent years. Taarab is a musicaLjform that has continually evolved along the Swahili coast since the late
19 century when it was first introduced by Seyyid Barghash, the reigning
sultan of Zanzibar (Fair 1994).7 What began as an imitation of Arab-influenced Egyptian court music evolved rather quickly into a popular music of the
Zanzibari masses. In the 1920s, Siti binti Saad, a woman of slave origins,
became the first woman to perform Taarab, as well as the first to perform in
Swahili (ibid.). Taarab is characterized by its poetic conventions of rhyme,
meter, and a heavy reliance on the use of metaphor. As a result of the latter, the pleasure of listening to Taarab is increased proportionately by one's
ability to interpret the layered meanings of the text. At the same time, those
who compose the music must have a strong command of the language. In
the few examples presented below I hope to illustrate that having a working
knowledge of street Swahili and local politics is important too.
There is general agreement among those who listen to Taarab in Dar es
Salaam that the music is going through a process of poetic degeneration.
People seem to feel that the metaphors are becoming less subtle and the
double entendres less double. Songs are now typically laced with matusi,
insults or improper language.8 While I agree that the songs are becoming
bawdier and less subtle, I disagree with the assessment that contemporary
songwriters are less poetic and less able to manipulate linguistic subtleties.
The subject matter of the songs may become more vulgar, but the form such
vulgarities take remains imbedded in popular, urban language, a characteristic that has marked Taarab since the days of Siti binti Saad. Some of the
changes that are taking place in Tanzanian music today result from the pressure put on songwriters to limit the length of their songs in order to make
them more playable on radio. As stated above, it was only in the mid-1990s
that FM radio was introduced to Tanzania. Prior to that time, there was only
one state-run music station, which in many ways dictated the musical standards. The primary purpose of the station was to promote the growth of
"national" music traditions and, for many years, Taarab was portrayed as a
foreign music not worthy of airtime in Tanzania.
When FM radio stations began appearing, Taarab finally found its place on
the airwaves, albeit in the beginning with some resistance. Deejays at
Clouds FM, one of the more popular Dar es Salaam-based stations, explained
to me that many people were initially opposed to a Taarab music hour, arguing that the music was basically degenerate, the music of homosexuals.
Given such pressure, it should not be surprising that many Taarab bands,
wanting to "make it big" on the radio and increase their record sales, began
writing songs that flagrantly embraced heterosexuality. Before they began

writing and recording songs for radio play, most Taarab musicians had composed songs primarily for live performances. Many songs were as long as fifteen minutes, much longer than would be acceptable for radio play. The need
to condense the songs in length led to the need to condense the songs in
meaning as well, which has necessitated an increase in the use of less subtle language in order to get the same points across in less time. What I am
arguing is that Taarab has changed in recent years largely as a result of the
growing trend to write songs for radio play, rather than for live performance.
Thus, the music has been influenced by the format of the media at hand as
well as by state polices that began permitting the establishment of FM radio
in the mid-1990s.
Today Taarab is performed by both men and women but is considered by
many as an example of contemporary female popular culture. This is true
less so because the performers are women (many are also men) than
because most who attend the performances, buy the cassettes, and listen to
Taarab on the radio are women. Some men do attend performances, but
when they do they usually drift to the back of the room rather quickly (Fig.
8.1). During live performances, female audience members, in particular,
engage actively through dancing, directed tipping, and the making of music
requests. In her book on Swahili musical performance Kelly Askew (2002)
illustrates how Taarab performances can transform otherwise public spaces
into a forum where private disputes between women can be aired (see also
Askew 2000). Taarab is, at least on the surface, most often about love and
desire, and song lyrics provide important views regarding societal norms, gender roles, and morality. The way lyrics are interpreted and re-directed by audience members provides them with opportunities to comment on the behavior of those around them through public metaphors that are often thinly
veiled.
In Uswahilini, another type of appropriation was also commonly practiced
among people who listened to cassette recordings of Taarab. When walking
into Uswahilini one always overhears Taarab music playing. It is easily the
most popular music in these areas. In the same way that young vendors in
the city center may use Bob Marley or other reggae musicians to sonically

Figure 8.1 Lydia
"Mbeijing" Paul, one
of Tanzania's only
female comic strip
artists, offers one
woman's take on a
taarab performance.
A man sitting in the
front row observes
how nicely the performer on the stage
is dancing. His
wife, who is sitting
next to him, grabs
and reprimands him
in front of the other
audience members
saying, "give me my
divorce!" First published in Tanzania
Leo.
(18-20 Jan. 2000)
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mark their places of work as places of peace, women in Uswahilini employ
Taarab to establish sonic boundaries around their domestic spaces. Often,
I would hear a woman play a specific song over and over again, a practice
that I was told would be employed when a woman wanted the song to be overheard. In sending out the song, she was most likely sending out a message
to one of her neighbors, much in the same way that women at performances
used directed tipping and dancing to send a message to another woman in
attendance. It was not always necessary to play the song over and over
again, however, as she would only have needed to raise the volume on her
radio when a particular song was played to achieve the same effect. In
undertaking these actions, women occupy the audible space shared with
their neighbors, and momentarily transform it into their own. They are able
to appropriate musical metaphors embedded in the songs as a means to
declare their love for someone publicly, or to declare their knowledge that a
neighbor has been spending too much time talking to somebody else's husband. In addition to communicating with female neighbors, such auditory tactics also allow women to communicate with men. If a woman wanted to send
out a message about the type of relationship she desired with a man, or to
disapprove of a neighbor's preferences, she might play Babloom Modern
Taarab's "Jimama," the song that is rather graphically represented on the
cassette cover shown in Figure 8.2.
An Aesthetics of Fatness
Jimama, a term that enjoyed increasing popularity on the street while I was
in Tanzania, can loosely be translated as 'big mama.' Jimama represents a
physical ideal to be sure, but also an economic and a romantic ideal. As
many researchers of African culture and aesthetics have long known, larger
women are appreciated among many people in Africa. Socio-economic analysis has often credited this to an assumed connection between physical size
and personal wealth. I call this the "those who have more money and power
tend to have greater access to food theory." In places where resources are
relatively scarce, this is indeed, often the case. I would like to suggest, however, that such economic analyses are too simplistic and consistently fail to
allow for the possibility that womanly curves and rolls of sensuous flesh
might actually be aesthetically pleasing.
There is an aesthetic of fatness in Tanzania, but it is a very particular aesthetic. To assume that all fat women would be considered beautiful would
be a mistake. There is a certain type of muscular fatness that is appreciated, whereas flabbiness is not. It was generally agreed among the young men
at Maskani that African women fatten up much better than do non-African
women. This point was made clear to me one day when I was sitting at the
corner with some of my friends. It was about a half-hour before sunset and
business was tapering off for the day, when a group of five overweight
Tanzanian women of Indian descent power-walked in front of where we were

sitting. It was not the first time we had seen them, and I had often thought
before how out of place they seemed in their sari-Nike combinations. I had
often joined the boys in laughing at the incongruity of their presence, but on
that day I asked them why they laughed. I was told amidst gasps of laughter, "Wahindi wananenepa mbaya," or "Indians fatten up badly." What followed
was a hilarious discussion about the aesthetics of fatness, particularly the
fatness of certain parts of the body, and what such fatness indicated. And
while there was certainly much discussion about the economic implications
of fatness, the primary theme was one of desire and physical longing for a
shapely woman.
That conversation was like many I participated in at Maskani and many more
that I overheard. It is not too difficult to imagine that young men sitting on
a street corner in the city day after day choose to pass much of their time
admiring women and discussing their beauty. It was not long before I realized how different their ideals were from my own, how differently they thought
about what made a woman appealing and sexy. For example, women wearing short skirts definitely earned the attention of many of the men but rarely
their admiration. Instead, they seemed much more excited by a woman wearing a long skirt who inadvertently exposed her calf, or even her ankle. I was
told that there was nothing more exciting than catching a glimpse of the parts
on a woman's leg that were not regularly exposed to sun, the gradual lightening of a woman's leg from ankle to thigh being enough to send many young
men into a state of rapture. Those women in short skirts who willingly
exposed their legs to public viewing left nothing to the imagination, and
destroyed any sense among the men that they were experiencing something
forbidden, not meant for them.

Figure 8.2 Cassette
cover for Babloom
Modern Taarab's
Jimama. (2000)
Figure 8.3 Tanzania
One Theatre's
Mambo Iko Huku
cassette cover.
(2000)
Figure 8.4
Muungano Cultural
Troupe's Mambo
Yapo Huku cassette
cover. (2000)

Some of them — especially the younger ones — were not content to sit at
Maskani and passively enjoy the beauty of the hundreds of women who
passed by the corner everyday. They would sometimes follow a woman whom
they found attractive around the city, not to talk to her, merely to enjoy the
sight of her backside gently shaking as she walked. Slang words for this particular female body part - mzigo, wowowo, shangingi, taarabu - seemed to
abound, and for many of the men at Maskani a woman's backside could
never be big enough. Women who were particularly well endowed were constantly observed, followed and subjected to unsolicited propositions. Mama
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Tugelepo, a mama lishe from Maskani, told us how it was difficult for women
with a shangingi figure like hers to walk about in the city. She recounted to
us how one day when she was shopping for vegetables at the market in
Manzese she overheard several young men, "boys younger than my own son,"
talking about her backside in a disrespectful manner, while suggesting to her
the many things they might do for her to bring her satisfaction. Mama
Tugelepo, always one for a good joke, turned around abruptly and grabbed
one of them while explaining that she was an out-of-uniform policewoman
who lived in the area. She advised them that they should learn to treat her
and any other woman with respect when she was around if they knew what
was best for them. She assured us that, since that time, the only rumblings
she hears when she walks through the market are from young men warning
others to leave her alone because she is a policewoman.
Mambo Iko Wapi?
This fixation on women's backsides was celebrated in a series of Taarab
songs that became popular in early 2000. The first one, Mambo Iko Huku
(Fig. 8.3), was released by Tanzania One Theatre's Taarab division (TOT), only
to be quickly followed by Muungano Cultural Troupe's Mambo Yapo Huku (Fig.
8.4), which pointedly placed mambo into the proper noun class. Mambo, the
plural form of jambo, or daily affairs, is normally employed as a greeting
among youth, and increasingly so among older people wanting to illustrate
their language savvy. It is the equivalent of "How's things?" and is answered
with "poa," or cool. In the context of the songs, however, mambo refers to
"what you are looking for," an allusion to a woman with a nice figure, with Iko
Huko, or Yapo Huku suggesting that "it is right here." The second song was
written as a challenge to the first, and by many accounts it was the better of
the two, though the phrase that remained popular in street usage came from
the first, mambo iko huko.
The long history of the competitive nature of musical performance in eastern Africa first recorded by Terrence Ranger in 1975 is fully explored in the
book Gunderson and Barz's book Mashindanol: Competititve music performance in East Africa (2000), which devotes no less than five chapters to the
topic in relation to Taarab performances (Askew 2000, Topp 2000, Ntarangwi
2000, Lange 2000). Though the competition between TOT and Muungano
was perceived by many as merely the latest round in a never-ending battle, it
should also be recognized that recent trends in Taarab, associated with the
rise of what is usually called "modern Taarab," have been criticized for being
excessively competitive.9 Both songs were hugely popular following their
releases and it was only a matter of time before one could see the phrase
painted on the back of buses and printed onto cloth (Figs. 8.5, 8.6).
What neither band could have predicted, however, was how the meaning of
their songs was going to be changed through popular reinterpretations that
would transform the phrases made popular in the songs once again.

"Mambo iko huku" became "mambo imo umo," or what you are looking for is
right here inside. Mambo was appropriated by users of street Swahili as yet
another reference for a woman's backside (as if there were not enough
already), and in a matter of a few weeks, the phrase, and even the word
Taarab itself was being used to refer to anal sex (Figs. 8.7, 8.8).
This interpretation became so pervasive that when I hung my mambo iko
huko kanga on the line to dry outside of my house, my neighbor thought it
wise to tell me that I should not wear the cloth in public because it would give
men the wrong idea. He explained to me how women were wearing the cloth
in Uswahilini to indicate that they enjoyed anal sex. I had heard before how
a woman might indicate such a preference by wearing beads around her left
ankle, but I had never asked why one might want to display such a preference. My neighbor suggested that in the past when otherwise heterosexual
men wanted anal sex they would seek out a younger male to fulfill the role of
passive partner, but that now in the age of AIDS women wanted to discourage this behavior and had begun to agree to anal sex with their partners in
order to keep them from straying. Some of those I interviewed suggested
that it was impossible to get AIDS through anal sex, making
condom use in such circumstances almost unheard of.
Several men reported to me their preference for anal sex with
women, some suggesting that it was especially preferable in
the months after a woman gave birth when she would not
want to have vaginal intercourse to allow herself to heal and
also to avoid becoming pregnant too quickly.
According to those I interviewed heterosexual anal sex was
certainly practiced before the release of these Taarab songs,
but it was uncommon for people to speak or joke about it so
openly. This may have been, in part, due the absence of a
common metaphorical language for discussing it. It should
be noted, however, that those who composed these songs
did not do so with the intention of creating popular euphemisms for discussing anal sex. Heterosexual anal sex did
not become popular in Tanzania as a result of the Taarab
songs that were released. At first, the songs were not even
making a reference to anal sex. The songs simply lent language to a practice that was by all accounts growing in popularity. The emergence of these new referents also allowed me
to ask questions about a touchy topic that I would not otherwise have been able to talk about.
Despite reports of the growing preference for anal sex and
the obvious popularity of these new songs, there was no public information available during the time of my research
regarding how unprotected anal sex could put people at a
higher risk for contracting HIV. This was particularly problematic given that several of those we interviewed stated that

Figure 8.5 Weweee!
Mambo iko'uku
printed on back of a
daladala.
Namanga,
Dar es Salaam.
(2000)
Figure 8.6 Mambo
Iko Huku printed on
kanga. (2000)
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they believed that anal sex was safer than vaginal sex and reported making
a choice to engage in anal sex in an effort to protect themselves from AIDS
and other STDs. National and international agencies engaged in the dissemination of information about AIDS were wholly silent on the subject. While
jokes and cartoon portrayals relating to anal sex could be found everywhere,
not one public official commented on it. The only public figure to speak out
about the practice was the ever-controversial musician Remmy Ongala, who
had prompted some to burn his cassettes several years earlier when he
spoke up in favor of using condoms.10 At that time, the government banned
the song from radio play and forbade the sales of the cassette. The highlight
of Ongala's 2000 performances was the song, Mbele kwa Mbele, or Face to
Face, which celebrated his preference for vaginal sex over anal sex. The
point, however, is not that Ongala is homophobic, but rather that he was the
only public voice to be heard connecting anal sex to AIDS. During his performances, Ongala would often adlib in an effort to get his audiences
involved; he had an uncanny skill for reading an audience. During performances of Mbele kwa Mbele, he would sometimes interject commentary about
"nyuma," or back. He would call it dirty or smelly, getting lots of laughs, but
he would also inevitably say "nyuma ni UKIMWI," or "back is AIDS." When he
would sing this phrase, members of the audience would usually shout out in
protest, as if he were telling them that their favorite candy was poison. I am
not one to point a finger at so-called "cultural" causes of AIDS. Any cultural
cause can always be linked to economic and political circumstances with
much greater bearing, and quick fixes focusing on cultural causes are rarely
very effective. In this particular instance, however, I cannot help but think
that many lives could be saved if national and international organizations
engaged in educating people about HIV/AIDS would put aside their squeamishness on the subject of anal sex and increased risk and speak publicly
on the matter.
Figure 8.7 Taarabu
imo comic by
Thomas Marwa.
Dar es Salaam.
First appeared in
Penzi Kikohozi.
(2000)

There's More than One Way to Skin a Goat
But, back to well-endowed Jimama women. Most of the people I worked with
came from the lower echelons of the nouveaux riches in Dar es Salaam —
perhaps the nouveaux lower middle class would be more appropriate, since
none of them had become
particularly wealthy as a
result of their informal
economy hustles, but neither were they among the
poorest of the poor. They
worked hard for their
money, however, and for
most of them the step
down to poverty would not

met
have been a very big one. In many of their eyes, corpulence indicated power and wealth but also indicated freedom to choose a lover
of your choice. The reason offered by many of the young men regarding their desires for well-endowed women was that, since she was
clearly already well taken care of, most likely by another man, she
would be more likely to be interested in them for love than money.
The fantasy many young men had of having a wealthy woman, or
sugar mammy, to take care of them is captured in an image taken
from a popular comic book that reads "Mwanafunzi wangu," or "my
student" (Fig. 8.9). Ideas relating to wealthy women taking on a
younger lover, even a schoolboy, were often a theme of popular urban
mythology. It was commonly believed that women who take young lovers are
primarily motivated by their desire for physical pleasure. Such women are
able to occupy the position of desiring lover and desirable woman at the
same time, with the latter position often being contingent on the former.
The theme of older men choosing young women and schoolgirls as lovers
was also quite common in Dar es Salaam. The truth is that it occurs much
more commonly than does older, established women choosing young male
lovers. What the male fantasy does, however, is allow young men without
money to reconfigure the sugar daddy fantasy to allow them to participate.
Unlike in the sugar daddy scenario, where the men are most appreciated for
their financial resources and the young women for their innocence and freshness, sugar mammies are appreciated for their sexual prowess as embodied
by their fat bodies, while young men are similarly appreciated for their youthful vigor. The only economic advantage young men gain in such situations is
being able to sleep with a woman who desires them for sexual purposes
rather than for their wallets. In addition, the women, because their desire is
focused on physical longing rather than financial gain, are perceived as being
desirable and desirous, as well. Simply put, as long as a woman desires sex
and not money she is considered desirable, at least among those young men
who might not otherwise be privileged to have the affections of an older, more
experienced woman.
Most of the young men at Maskani were well aware that their precarious
financial situation made it highly unlikely that they would be able to maintain
a stable relationship with any woman, let alone an older, wealthier one. Thus,
the idea of sharing a woman, well endowed both economically and physically, with an older, wealthier man was often a source of
great amusement during street corner conversations.
The possibility of taking advantage of such powerful
men can provide both women and young men with
their own sense of power. "Buzi", a derivative of
mbuzi, or goat, was a popular euphemism I often heard
employed to refer to wealthy men. Having "buzi" status places a man in the unfortunate position of always
having to wonder whether a woman is with him for
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Figure 8.8 Taarabu
comic by Adam
Juma entitled "The
word Taarabu and
its confusion." The
mother shows surprise at her child
who is exclaiming,
"I've pricked myself
with a tack in my
"taarabu." Dares
Salaam. First
appeared in Sanifu.
(April 2000)
Figure 8.9
Mwanafunzi wangu:
"My Student" comic
by Ibra Selemani.
Dar es Salaam.
First appeared in
Simulizi za Mapenzi,
Volume 6. (2000)

mmu toonffu

Women's Negotiations of Dar es Dalaam

money or love. Women commonly employ the phrase, "kuchuna buzi," or skin
the goat, to refer to the many different ways available to take advantage of
such men, who are then derided for their stupidity. The cartoon by Michael
Ukani in Figure 8.10 illustrates the complexity of such relations. The woman
in the picture is known simply as Changudoa, one of many contemporary
slang words for prostitute. You can see she is thinking, "Bonge la buzi," or
"yes, an exceptionally wealthy and stupid man!" He says that he is looking
for a young working lady and asks her if she is ready. She replies that if the
money's right she is ready and willing, that she will "give him love so hot that
he will soon forget his wife." Shocked, he says, "no, no, you misunderstand.
I don't want the kind of work you do on your back, I want a young woman to
clean the floors and to raise a child in my home." In disgust she walks away,
saying "mtu mzima ovyo" - the use of this final phrase, no doubt, inspired by
a contemporaneously popular Taarab song of the same name performed by
Khadija Kopa of Tanzania One Theatre (TOT).11 Mtu mzima ovyo generally
refers to an adult who should know better doing something considered
improper. In the TOT song, mtu mzima ovyo describes someone who is sexually active outside of the bounds of what is considered generally acceptable.
Changudoa, however, turns the meaning of the phrase around to indicate that
any man who would expect her to give up her life of independence to clean
his house and take care of his children is exhibiting extremely transgressive
behavior.
Kasheshe, the newspaper in which Ukani's Changudoa appeared, circulated
Monday through Friday during the time of my research, though it has recently been reduced to a weekly. Changudoa appears on the back page of the
paper, and many of its readers would turn the paper over immediately upon
picking it up to see what she was up to. The paper itself definitely is about
as popular as the popular press can be and commonly makes use of street
Swahili to make audacious claims in headlines. Although people rarely took
the stories reported in it at face value, it was always appreciated for its use
of language and focus on topics of popular interest.
The examples from Changudoa presented above are important as they
demonstrate how some urban Tanzanian women have carved out a position
of relative power for themselves in a society that has traditionally controlled
women's bodies and women's sexuality very closely. They also illustrate the
importance of desire and love for many women involved in sexual relationships with more than one man. Many analyses of such behavior by Western
and African scholars alike argue that women are motivated to engage in sexual relationships with several partners primarily for economic reasons. I do
not wish to counter such arguments here, but many women in Africa — at
least many of those whom I came to know in Dar es Salaam — chose to be
involved with certain men for financial gain, and other men for physical pleasure and emotional support.
My argument echoes a similar contention put forth by Luise White (1990)
in her seminal The Comforts of Home: Prostitution in colonial Nairobi.
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According to White, many women who engage in sex work for economic reasons choose long-term lovers with whom they also maintain a greater degree
of intimacy. Most of the young men I worked with had at one time or another been the boyfriend of a woman engaged in sex work, and while they were
expected to bring the occasional gift or money as a sign of respect for the
woman, it was never considered payment for sex. In fact, to my knowledge
it was often these very same young women who would come to the aid of
their boyfriends when they were ill or in trouble with the law. These domestic partnerships offered a great deal of comfort and support for many young
men and women who were otherwise without family in the city. In the previous chapter, I showed how such relations also offer a certain sense of locality and belonging for people who are otherwise constantly on the move.
Analyses that focus too heavily on the connections between economics and
sex while excluding the themes of desire, passion and, in White's terms,

"comfort," run the risk of suggesting that only those with enough money can
afford love and pleasure. In order to avoid this assumption, it is important
to reclaim desire, passion, and love as important themes in understanding
sexuality in Tanzania. When I first began asking questions about sexual practices outside of the bounds of monogamous relationships I found it very difficult to understand why people would choose to engage in such behavior
when they were so well aware of the risks of contracting AIDS and other sexually transmitted diseases. I expected women to claim that the advantages
of having more than one partner were primarily economic, and to a certain
extent that was in fact the case. Many of them did report money and/or gifts
as figuring very heavily in their decision to accept a man as a permanent
domestic partner.
The mama //she from Maskani suggested that it was when a man became
desperate to gain the attentions of a woman who showed little interest in him
that he would offer her expensive gifts and large sums of money to gain her
favor. They reported that their own husbands had been known to waste

Figure 8.10
Changudoa by
Michael Ukani. Dar
es Salaam. First
appeared in
Kasheshe. (31 July
2000)
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money on such women whom they took as mistresses (vimada), something
of which they were resentful. For this group of women, all of whom could sufficiently provide for themselves financially if need be, the choice of a lover
was more dependent on his personality, his looks, and on the way he treated them. None of them claimed to be willing to support a man except in the
case of a short-term emergency but, then, they did not really expect to be
supported by their lovers either. Once the mama lishe had explained this to
me, I began asking other women about it and was surprised to learn that
even women who are much more economically marginalized and who choose
to engage in sex with men other than their primary partner, did so not for the
economic benefit, but primarily for the benefit of pleasure. They explained
that the relationships they had with their husbands or long-term boyfriends
no longer fulfilled their needs and desires in regards to pleasure. Romance,
it seems, quickly dissipates when a couple's primary concerns center on the
mundane tasks of running a household and feeding the children. Essentially,
poverty motivates both men and women to engage in secret liaisons, not
because of lack of money but because of the failure to fulfill their desires,
which comes from struggling to get by.
Sexism and Sex
Western feminism problematizes forms of female resistance that involve the
appropriation and re-institutionalization of patriarchal forms of power by
women, and one reading of the material so far presented might suggest that
women who seduce young men with gifts and bodies that signify their wealth
are no better than wealthy men who seduce schoolgirls with similar gifts.
This was precisely the reading of many of the young men I knew, and for many
of them, a justification for taking advantage of wealthy women - African, expatriate, and tourist alike. In the eyes of many of them, they were merely "skinning a buzi" of their own.
But there is a difference. Women who exert economic power in order to gain
sexual favors in Dar es Salaam do not do so on uncontested terrain, nor do
women who attempt to seduce wealthy men. To make the point, Figure 8.11
illustrates another exchange between Changudoa and a prospective buzi. As
he saunters up with his briefcase and belly, she is thanking god for sending
her such a powerful buzi while striking an alluring pose for his benefit. She
starts to tell him that she knew she loved him as soon as she saw him walking her way, when . . . "Pambaff #!*" he slaps her across the face. Her only
recourse is to run away, crying "some people!" while stars circle her head.
Many young men at Maskani and elsewhere maintained that the only thing
women were interested in was money and they would sometimes even suggest that all Tanzanian women were engaged in some form of prostitution on
some level. One young man told with tears in his eyes how angry he had
become with women who were only interested in superficial things, and how
he was heartbroken when a Taarab song about skinning a buzi came out.

Many young men are frustrated by their inability to compete with older, financially more successful men. This frustration, however, is most often buried
under a layer of brutally oppressive views toward women. Unable to direct
their anger at their more powerful male counterparts, they instead lash out
at women, holding them accountable for their involvement with wealthier
men.
Writing about barbershop culture in Arusha, Weiss suggests a relationship
between young men's desire to subordinate women and a more general contemporary "crisis of masculinity" that can be seen throughout the African
continent (2002:111; see also Comaroff and Comaroff 2000:307). More
importantly, he argues that these dreams of subordination should be "seen
as a form of symbolic violence that both denies women's legitimacy even as
it bespeaks these young men's own subjugation." Discussions that centered
on the beating of female domestic partners were not unusual among any of
the men I came to know in Dar es Salaam. Even those who would not consider beating their own partner found little wrong with it when others did.
When questioned about domestic violence, several women at Uwanja wa Fisi
reported that public beatings and gang rape were occasionally employed by
men wishing to humiliate women who had refused their advances.

Figure 8.11
Changudoa by
Michael Ukani. Dar
es Salaam. First
appeared in
Kasheshe. (17 May
2000)

During the time of my research several newspaper articles were published
providing cultural "evidence" that women from certain ethnic groups liked to
be beaten and believed it to be a demonstration of their partner's love.
These stories, employing dangerous traditionalizing discourses, were written
to explain away domestic violence; they were not very convincing. When I
spoke with mama lishe from Maskani about these articles, they quickly pointed out that men were in control of the media in Tanzania and that it was usually men who wrote such stories. While the articles suggested that it might
even be a majority of women who preferred to be beaten by their husbands,
the women I spoke with reported that it was not beyond their imaginations
that some women confused physical violence with love, especially given that
some men were seemingly incapable of showing any other sort of physical
attention. They even told stories about neighbors who could be overheard
engaging in physical altercations. At the same time, they reported that they
had yet to meet a woman who claimed to enjoy physical abuse. Generally
speaking, despite the great legal advances that have been made in regards
to the rights of women in Tanzania over the last several years, most of the
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men I interviewed still regarded women as inferior citizens of the country
who, like children, needed to be advised, controlled and, when the occasion
demanded it, punished, physically if necessary. Perhaps these views were
reflective of their relative youth and inexperience dealing with women. I
would suggest, however, that such views are more directly tied to the ideas
connecting social order and violence as highlighted in Chapter Five. Violence
and the violent attitudes toward women that were prevalent among the young
men at Maskani must be understood in the broader context of the violence
that structures their everyday lives as they struggle to get by.
Not long after the Taarab song about buzi skinning became popular, men
began responding with the proverb "unapofikiri unachuna buzi, anakula
mkeka yako," or, "while you think you are skinning a buzi, he is eating your
mat out from under you," a phrase that became so popular that it was occasionally painted on the backs of local buses. When I asked people about the
meaning of this saying, I was told that mkeka (mikeka, pi.) is a reference to
the mat under your feet, the very foundation of your life. People eat and
sleep on mikeka, Muslims marry on mikeka, and many have sex on mikeka.
When I pressed further and asked what it means to destroy one's foundation,
I was told by some people that the meaning is likely a reference to AIDS. It
warns women with too much tamaa for material goods that they will eventually contract AIDS if they continue to sleep with wealthy men in exchange for
gifts. At first I assumed the words of the proverb were those of a buzi
attempting to playfully regain some of his dignity in the face of so many buzi
jokes, but in fact they were the words employed by young men who feared
their girlfriends would contract AIDS in the process of skinning a buzi, and
then bring it home to them. Most young men, when asked, would identify this
path of transmission as the one most likely to affect them. It seems that
young men were not only singling out women as the primary transmitters of
HIV, they also condemned the wealthy men with whom the women slept, suggesting that the buzi was in the dominant position in this equation. Most
young men expressed feelings of powerless when it came to challenging men
who were both older and wealthier, especially when women were seemingly
so easily lured away with material gifts. No wonder then that they routinely
expressed both anger toward older men, and disgust for young women who
demonstrated excessive desire for material goods.
Lest one imagine relations between older men and younger women to be all
about lust and material longing, I offer the following example to illustrate that
power may be the most important underlying factor. Once, when speaking
with several male friends of mine who were at the university, I brought up the
subject of professors forcing their female students to have sex with them in
exchange for good grades, a subject I had occasionally heard rumblings
about. The female students I had approached on this subject always denied
it, which, given the humiliation of it, was not too surprising to me. I had failed
to imagine, however, how such abuse might also be humiliating for young
men and, further, that such humiliation might even be the primary objective

of the august professors in question. As the male students explained it to
me, most women enrolled at the university already have boyfriends their own
age who are also students. When a professor is interested in pursuing a
female student, he will often approach her boyfriend first, threatening him
that if he does not make sure the young woman responds to his advances
the male student's grades will be affected. I was asked if I could imagine the
humiliation of having to pimp your own girlfriend to your professor and then
have to face him every week in class as he smugly addressed you in a roomful of your peers who knew exactly what was going on. I had to confess that
I could not, but the extreme distaste and disrespect that many students
express toward their professors did become much clearer to me.
The Evolution of the ji/ma Noun Class in "Town" Swahili
Working in Zambia, Spitulnik (1999) has suggested a connection between
the fluidity of Town Bemba, an urban form of the Bemba language, and
Zambian notions of the modern city. She argues that "Town Bemba is to a
great degree perceived and manifested as a fluid code, because 'it' quintessential^ is a language of 'the city' and 'the modern experience' —both of
which depend on the ideas of flux, hybridity, newness, and experimentation in
the Zambian cultural context" (1999:33). I would like to suggest that Street
Swahili operates in a similar manner in Tanzania and, further, that specific
examples of linguistic fluidity are connected to particular transformations in
urban society. In other words, the emergence of new words in Street Swahili
occurs because language is needed to discuss the large-scale rapid changes
the city and nation have recently undergone.
When I was in Tanzania, I began to notice a pattern emerging in the way new
words were being incorporated into local vernacular usage. It seemed as if
most new words (like buzi and changudoa) were being incorporated into the
ji/ma noun class, which often connotes extremes in behavior, size, and morality. I believe the transformation process language is undergoing in Tanzania
is a reflection of the social, economic and political changes taking place in
the country and the unease that accompanies such changes. Kiswahili, like
all Bantu languages, is characterized by a number of noun classes, with certain of them being reserved for people, animals, plants, fruits, and meat. It
is possible to give words new meaning and create neologisms simply by moving a word from one noun class to another. In Figure 8.12 you see the word
jibaba, or big daddy, at the top of a comic strip carried in a Dar es Salaambased comic book recently banned for being pornographic and "leading to the
spread of AIDS" (Fig. 8.13). 12 The words jimama and jibaba have been created by moving the human nouns for mother and father into another noun
class. The effect is augmentative in that it suggests that mama and baba
are now unusually large, perhaps even grotesquely so. Although in this case
bigness specifically refers to physical size, there is also a symbolic element
at work that implies just what such disproportionate size indicates. 13
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Figure 8.12 Jibaba
comic. Dar es
Salaam. First
appeared in Penzi
Kikohozi. Volume 3.
(1999)

Jibaba was a word that was gaining in popularity among young men operating in the informal economy when I first arrived in Tanzania (Fig. 8.14). Its
use was intentionally ironic and caused confusion even among young middle
class men. Placing something in the augmentative noun class is generally
considered insulting, and to place a person there even more so. A good
friend of mine who is the son of a Tanzanian diplomat told me that the first
time he was greeted as jibaba by a bus attendant he was not sure if it was
an insult or not, and that he had to check with his more streetwise friends to
find out that this was indeed a compliment, a way of saying he was one with
the people.14 Needless to say, as jibaba was a form of address used primarily among poor urban youth, there was no association between physical size
and bigness, except perhaps in a parodie sense. While women who are physically well endowed are considered desirable, men with bellies are often seen
as literally embodying buzi identity. Additionally, fatness among men is often
associated with those in powerful political and economic positions and is
thus also recognized as an embodiment of corruption. It is worth noting,
however, that the word most often used to describe a man's belly is kitambi,
or "little belly," a noun firmly rooted in the class of diminutives. As long as
a man's belly does not get too big it can still signify dignity and respect, and
may even be seen as sexy, but when men accrue big bellies they are seen as
corrupt by many, making it morally acceptable, as well as funny for young
beautiful women to take advantage of them.
Unlike jibaba, jimama is specifically connected with physical size, and in
most cases also refers to women who seek out sensual pleasure from men
(Fig 8.2). Women with sensuous rolls of flesh are thought to enjoy eating, as
well as celebrating their sexuality, and it is readily believed that there is a connection between the two. Outside of urban centers in Tanzania, it would be
highly unusual to see anyone eating in a public place. This is especially so
for women. Even in the cities, most of those
who eat publicly are men; respectable women
are expected to eat in private. Women who
eat publicly, especially when meals are bought
"ÏÏÖixSB mfiBfi
KUTO)VwAfJr,J<.x,n
by men, are often imagined as being liceniizSt/tOMiieu "» KuMzisi snsn .
tious, while the group-eating of nyama choma,
or grilled meat, may be imagined as an orgiastic feast with men and women enjoying the
pleasure of eating mountains of charcoalgrilled flesh with their hands. Very few women
would consider eating in public unless in the
company of their husband or other family
members. Yet it is mostly women who prepare
food for public consumption in the cities.
White draws a connection between prostitution and food preparation, an equation that is
still readily made by many people in Dar es
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Salaam today, regardless of whether or
not the women selling food are also selling their bodies (1990:11). Mama //she
were constantly leered at while working
at Maskani regardless of how virtuous
their habits might have been. To call
someone jimama then, can be either a
compliment or an insult, depending on
the circumstances. You might be complimenting a woman on her figure, and
welcoming what is perceived as being a
physical manifestation of her desire, or
you might be condemning the same
desire.
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As far as I know, usage of the word
jimama did not gain in popularity until
the Taarab song bearing the name was released, nor did it ever gain a semantic load comparable to that of jibaba, which continued to be used ironically
on the streets well after the song Jimama became popular among Taarab
fans. The popularity of the word jimama was more fleeting and was rarely
appropriated as a respectful form of greeting among women. The people who
routinely made use of street Swahili embraced the usage of jimama only
momentarily, taking their cue from the song and perhaps illustrating their
appreciation for the songwriter's savvy. Immediately following the release of
the song, however, jimama was incorporated into daily exchanges on the
streets and also incorporated into other forms of expressive culture (Fig.
8.15). The very ambiguity of the word made it perfect for use in a Taarab
song, where meaning is always contingent upon the interactions between the
music and the audience.
In Dar es Salaam, language is often employed as a means to establish
instantaneous social connections among strangers and casual acquaintances alike. This is part of a constant effort to map out safe zones within the
city where one's language savvy is often equated with one's
street savvy. Whether it is yelling out "jibaba" to a passing
stranger who looks a little rough, or joining in a street corner conversation while waiting for the bus, knowing how to say the right
thing at the right time can serve as a passport to guarantee safe
passage through sections of the city that might otherwise prove
dangerous.
Will the Real Miss Tanzania Please Stand Up?
Figure 8.16 is one final example of Changudoa illustrating a view
that people are less ambiguous about. We see Changudoa
approached by a female friend who asks her why she is getting
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«SèPi
Figure 8.13 Young
men selling "pornographic" magazines
in the Kariakoo
Market. (2000)
Figure 8.14 Jibaba
Pesa, Cosovo (sic)
Live bicycle parked
in Regent's Estate,
Dar es Salaam.
(2000)
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Figure 8.15
Jimama written
on back of daladala parked in
Mburahati. Dar
es Salaam.
(2000)

thinner every time they meet. Changudoa responds that she is maintaining
an "English figure." The other woman, who quickly becomes less friendly,
tells Changudoa that if she has AIDS it would be best for her to be open
about it so that she will avoid infecting others. In the last frame the artist of
the script has provided a clue for readers who may not be as streetwise as
either he or Changudoa. He translates mdudu = UKIMWI, or mosquito =
AIDS. Mdudu is one of the many slang words for AIDS, and the usage seems
to imply that trying to avoid AIDS is like trying to avoid mosquitoes, a task
generally considered impossible in tropical Tanzania. This sort of in situ
translation of the vernacular use of mdudu is highly unusual, and perhaps
suggests the artist's desire to be as clear as possible about an issue he
takes very seriously.
This strip also suggests another reading of the fat female body. Thinness
is routinely associated with AIDS, which at the start of the pandemic in eastern Africa was commonly referred to as "slims disease." Another, more cynical reading, and one suggested to me by several of the young men at
Maskani, was that Ukani had created this particular installment of the strip
in hopes of winning one of the several prizes offered by various NGOs and
the Tanzanian government to cartoonists who best communicate ideas related to AIDS. In some people's minds, this could have been his only motivation for providing a translation for mdudu, as it most certainly would not have
been needed for typical Kasheshe readers.
Regardless of Ukani's intent, however, people are fairly unambiguous when
it comes to fear and anxiety relating to AIDS. There tends to be less clarity
regarding the ideal female body. Earlier I suggested that fat bodies were an
ideal, not the ideal. The cover of a Dar es Salaam-based comic book, Kingo,
illustrates the ambiguity regarding the ideal female body type very clearly
(Fig. 8.17). The questioned asked is "Tell us the truth, which one is the real
Miss Tanzania?" Western-style beauty contests in Tanzania have become
popular since 1996 when the first one was organized by an American Peace
Corp Volunteer who was also a former Miss Puerto Rico. At the time, she
claimed it was her final gift to the Tanzanian people. The winner for the year
1999, Hoyce Temu, was typical of the winners to date. Tall and thin, with
chemically straightened hair and lightened?) skinned, she attended
University of Dar es Salaam until the spring of 2000 when she
withdrew to pursue a modeling career in the West. Miriam
Odemba, a former Tanzanian beauty queen who went on to take
runner-up in the South African sponsored, continent-wide Face
of Africa contest, became famous when she signed a 50,000
dollar contract with a New York-based modeling agency. This
instantly made her the heroine of thousands of young girls
throughout Tanzania, most of whom failed to notice when she
surrendered the contract and returned to Tanzania less than a
year later declaring that the modeling agency wanted her to lose
too much weight to conform to their standards of beauty.

While national and high-profile beauty and modeling contests seem to focus
on selecting young, educated and beautiful women capable of participating
in international contests where standards are established according to a
Western ideal, there are also more locally organized contests where women
are selected based on their ability to conform to Tanzanian standards of
beauty. Such contests, which are often advertised as searching for a "Miss
Bantu," usually tend to favor more voluptuous women, heavy in the hips and
sporting a more natural look. Braided hair is preferred to straightened hair
and skin that has been noticeably lightened is frowned upon. Miss Bantu
contests are hardly to be considered enlightened, however, as the women are
expected to parade around stage in kanga cloth fashioned to resemble a bikini while miming "traditional" female tasks like food preparation. The contests, whether nationally organized in search of Miss Tanzania, or locally
organized in search of Miss Bantu are all organized with the male gaze in
mind. The only difference is that the former also incorporates a Western
gaze.

Figure 8.16
Changudoa by
Michael Ukani. Dar
es Salaam. First
appeared in
Kasheshe. (10 Dec.
1999)
Figure 8.17 Yupi
Miss TZ? - Which
one is Miss
Tanzania? Dar es
Salaam. First
appeared in Kingo.
(1999)

Beauty contests and the rags-to-riches stories that surround them provide
backdrops around which people routinely discuss beauty and aesthetics.
Such discussions, always polarized, offer essentialized views of African and
Western aesthetics and center on people's awareness of the ambiguities of
modernity. The complexities of this debate are intricately tied to issues of
class, age and gender. Young, middle-class women aspire toward thinness
and the Western identity that it embodies, while their mothers more than likely take pride in their "African" beauty. Girls from
lower-income segments of the population aspire
toward a certain plumpness that falls somewhere in
between the jimama and Miss Tanzania images.
The degree to which thinness is stigmatized by its
association with AIDS among poorer and older people is greater, not because there is more AIDS in
these populations, but because there is more thinness. In fact, HIV infection rates suggest that it is
older men and young women who are at greatest
risk. 15 The young men I worked with will usually
settle for whatever they can get, knowing there is
prestige in being seen with either type of woman,
but most agreed there was little chance they could
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ever economically satisfy a thin woman with a taste for modern things.
What I have tried to illustrate in this chapter is the complexity of ideas that
exist in Tanzania in relation to sexuality, desire, gender, beauty ideals and
finally, morality. Although I have only touched briefly on these subjects, I
believe it is clear that they are not only complex, but also incredibly diverse
and ambiguous. While I do not want to discredit national and international
AIDS organizations that attempt to capitalize on popular ideas and language
related to these issues in order to create more relevant education and prevention campaigns, I would like to caution them that this may not always be
as straightforward as they might expect. Employing language that implies
women's tamaa for material goods is a leading cause of AIDS, which is by far
the dominant public discourse in Dar es Salaam, is not only moralistic, it is
also dangerous, as it perpetuates stereotypes that no self-respecting women
would be able to identify with, while simultaneously allowing men to feel that
they are the innocent victims of female greed.
notes
1

Women did not typically sleep at Maskani and, to my knowledge, mama
lishe never did. Other researchers have suggested that some women do
sleep in the streets of the city (e.g., Lugalla and Mbwambo 1999, Tesha
2000, Tungaraza 2000). Most young women who find themselves on the
streets quickly find ways of securing a place to sleep to reduce the threat of
being sexually abused. Some get jobs as cleaning women or sex workers,
while others work out deals with night guards who will provide a safe place
to sleep in exchange for small monetary or sexual favors. See discussion
about Kwa Sheby in Chapter Three for a longer discussion on women who
sleep at maskani.
2
Tripp has published extensively about the growing role of women in Dar es
Salaam's informal economy (e.g. 1989, 1992, 1997). See also Swantz and
Tripp (1996) and Swantz (1985).
3
For an interesting comparative discussion on female negotiation of public
space in Cairo see De Koning (n.d.). Though the author is most interested
in examining strategies employed by upper middle class working women, the
concerns expressed by them are similar to those expressed by women working at Maskani.
4
I thank Dana Rush for organizing and inviting me to participate in a panel
on the Unfinished Aesthetic in African Art at the 2001 College Art Association
meetings in Chicago. The panel and the conversations that have followed
have allowed me to develop these ideas more clearly.
5
See, e.g., Farmer, Connors and Simmons (1996), Schoepf (1993, 1995),
and Singer (1994). The work of these authors, in particular, have challenged
representations of prostitutes as the primary vectors of AIDS among poor
folks from Haiti and the United States to Zaire and Thailand. In previous writings, I have echoed their arguments calling for an analysis of the economic

motivations for transactional sex (Moyer 1997a). And, I do not want to underestimate the importance of analyses that have worked to deconstruct the
myth of connections between women's heightened sexual desire and AIDS. I
worry, however, that such analyses have the potential to go too far, to paint
poor women as incapable of becoming involved in sexual relations based on
love and desire. Recent work in Tanzania has begun to make space for
female desire (Schifferdecker 2000; Sheldrake 2002). It is not surprising
that both of these studies (like my own) involved extensive ethnographic
research and relied on information provided by women, both sex workers and
non sex workers, to make their arguments. Though neither author specifically calls for a need to examine discourses on women's sexual desire, both recognize the presence of such discourses among young people in Dar es
Salaam. Spronk's (n.d.) study of sexuality in middle class Nairobi promises
to provide a long overdue discussion on women's sexuality that goes beyond
medicalizing discourses related to prostitution and AIDS.
6
Street Swahili flourished in all of the urban areas that I managed to visit
while I was in Tanzania but it seemed that there was a particular degree of
respect for Dar es Salaam versions. Youth vernaculars throughout the country are being increasingly influenced by Kiswahili rap, much of which originates in Dar es Salaam.
7
For more on the history of Taarab and Classical Taarab see Askew (2002),
Graebner (1991), Khatib (1992), Knappert (1977), and Ntarangwi (1998).
8
According to Askew, such views regarding the degeneration of Taarab have
been ongoing for quite some time, but she agrees that these views have
intensified over the last couple of years (Askew 2001, personal communication).
9
Topp (2000), Kolbusa (2002) and Lange (2000) all write about the recent
emergence of Modern Taarab in Dar es Salaam and its associated with
Mipasho, or back-biting.
10
The song in question was Ongala's "Mambo kwa Soksi" or, "Matters about
Condoms." See Stambach 2000:137-139 for a longer discussion on the politics surrounding this controversial song.
11
TOT, while being an incredibly popular Taarab group, also carries a dubious
reputation of being the voice of Chama cha Mapinduzi (CCM), the current ruling political party. Local rumors indicate that the group received its initial
start up funding from CCM, and most people believe that the support is ongoing.
12
In August 2001, the Tanzanian government banned twelve publications
deemed as pornographic tabloids until they clean up their act. There is some
suspicion about motives, however, as the publication to receive the longest
ban has a reputation for representing government ministers in compromising
positions (New York Times, 22 August 2001).
13
Johannes Fabian, though agreeing that semantic plays with prefixes is
common in popular Swahili, expressed reservation regarding my interpretation of the regularity of morphological changes regarding the expansion of the
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ji/ma noun class. Clearly further research is needed if I am to argue convincingly that such linguistic changes are occurring with any consistency. In this
text, my intention is merely to suggest a trend that I have observed.
14
Despite their seemingly low position in society, bus attendants can wield
a great deal of power and often make special allowances for people who are
polite to them. These bonds of understanding are formed almost instantaneously through eye contact and greetings. In this particular instance, my
friend was complaining that the bus was standing too long at a bus stop while
it waited for passengers. In calling him jibaba, the bus attendant was appealing to my friend to show a little understanding for the difficulties of his job.
15
According to UNAIDS/WHO (2002) statistics for AIDS cases by age and
sex, infection rates begin peaking about ten years earlier among women than
among men. This is, no doubt, reflective of the tendency for older men to
marry younger women but, I would suggest, that it is also reflective of economic differences that lead to older men who are better established economically to entice young women to have sex with them in exchange for expensive gifts.
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Narudi nyumbani-o
Narudi nyumbani
Maisha ya mjini yamenishinda
Maisha ya Dar es Salaam s/o mchezo
Nyumbani ni Nyumbani, kubaya au kuzuri
I am returning home
I am returning home
City life has beaten me
Dar es Salaam is not a joke
Home is home, bad or good

-Remmy Ongala, Narudi Nyumbani
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Home Sweet Home
Writing about the longing for home experienced by many Africans living outside of their home countries, Philippe Wamba (1999) evocatively recalls how
he would listen to the music of Remmy Ongala to heighten his memories of
Tanzania and Kiswahili when feeling lost and lonely in Cambridge,
Massachusetts. What is interesting and perhaps somewhat paradoxical at
first glance about Wamba's reference is that neither he nor Ongala are native
sons of Tanzania,the country both eventually chose to call nyumbani, home.
In theory, one might expect both Ongala and Wamba to be more inclined to
call the Democratic Republic of Congo home, given that Ongala and Wamba's
father, Wamba dia Wamba, are among that country's most well known citizens. Outspoken critics of Congo, whether musicians like Ongala, or opposition political leaders like Wamba, have been fleeing what is today the DRC for
decades, thus influencing music, art and political philosophies throughout
the globe. Many ended up in Europe or the United States, but those who
were less inclined to leave the African continent often found themselves welcome in Tanzania. In many cases, their choices to remain in Africa even when
ample opportunity presented itself to relocate to the West were politically
motivated. Nyerere welcomed revolutionaries from throughout the continent,
giving them time, space and resources to develop their anti-colonialist rhetoric and political connections, and sometimes even to train their troops. As
such, those sons and daughters of Africa who discovered a home for themselves and their families in Dar es Salaam were part of a long tradition of
pan-Africanist views extending back to the early days of Tanzanian independence when the University of Dar es Salaam (UDSM) was an international center of such thought. The American and European scholars I have spoken to
who were then affiliated with UDSM fondly recall those golden days up on
"the hill" when so many great minds were brought together to optimistically
imagine the future of the continent. Surely a history of the institution and its
contributions to Africanist thought is long overdue.
I have occasionally wondered if one of the reasons why it was difficult for
me to find many Tanzanians who expressed a preference for living outside of
their home country for any length of time was due to the country's tradition
of celebrating Africanist intellectualism, and to an African pride that was
always alive beneath the surface in public and private discourses. Tanzania
played a key role in helping many African nations achieve independence, and
Tanzanians endured many personal and economic hardships particularly as a
result of Nyerere's decisions to back independence movements throughout
Africa. It was also the only country to intervene in the affairs of Idi Amin,
sending troops to topple his totalitarian regime with almost no international
economic or political support. The country has served and continues to
serve as a place of refuge for hundreds of thousands fleeing wars, persecution, and hunger throughout eastern, central and southern Africa, while the
international tribunal in the northern city of Arusha currently struggles to get
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to the bottom of the Rwandan genocides as part of a larger effort to reestablish and maintain peace in the region. There are many throughout the continent who owe much to both the Tanzanian nation and the people of Tanzania,
who so often suffered, voluntarily and involuntarily, permitting their leaders to
occupy a moral high ground internationally and to stand for principles that
they were not always as willing to embrace at home. These international
stances, taken by the state, continue to be a credit to the people of Tanzania,
those who were born there and those who have come to make it their home
over the years. In short, Tanzanians are proud of their country.
Majuu
It would be impossible for me to make any broad claims about the nature of
Tanzanian nationalism, but much of the evidence I have gathered indicates
that despite the critical views that were expressed toward the state by many,
there are very few who would prefer to call another country their home. I
write this chapter with this in mind, in part against discourses that suggest
that most Africans would rather emigrate to the West than continue living in
their own countries. I also want to shed light on some of the confusion that
seems to exist among many Westerners as to why it is that so many modernday immigrants choose to maintain strong ties to their homelands, sending
remittances whenever possible, and in many cases eventually returning home
to marry and to raise their families. Such choices, it seems, may serve as
one of the most eloquent critiques of Western civilization available.
Any researcher from the West working in Africa can readily recount stories
about the endless stream of petitions one is presented with by individuals
trying to get a visa to visit and work abroad. Whether or not it is true, I like
to imagine that American passports are among the most coveted documents
on the continent. As an ambivalent owner of one, I was troubled by the number of requests I received from young people in Tanzania who were seemingly looking for any opportunity to get out. I wondered what would make them
want to go to a country with such a troubled history in regards to race relations, immigration, and labor regulations, a history of which most were well
aware. The answer was rather simple. To paraphrase Bill Clinton, it was the
economy, stupid. Those who approached me did not see America as a land
of freedom, equality and democracy, but rather as a land of economic opportunity. None of them spoke of moving permanently to the United States, but
rather of relocating there temporarily in an attempt to gather enough capital
to fund the development of a more meaningful life upon their return to
Tanzania. In many ways, temporary emigration out of Tanzania was imagined
in ways similar to rural-urban migration within the country, as a mode of looking for a life, kutafuta maisha.
Dreams and imaginings of emigration were not limited to the United States.
Europe, Asia, particularly Pakistan and India, and South Africa figured prominently in such discourses as well. All such foreign lands of economic oppor-
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tunity are collectively referred to as majuu, a noun formed by placing the lexeme for "up on top" into the ji/ma noun class, again a class for unusually
large and out of proportion things. Alternatively, people may use the word
ulaya to refer to Europe and the West as a whole in more concrete terms, but
when referring to a geographic imaginaire, a place of hopes, dreams and possibilities, people are more likely to use the term majuu. One might purchase
a plane, boat or train ticket to travel to Italy, India or South Africa but, in many
ways, the specificity of the destination is irrelevant when it comes to imagining what such a trip might provide in terms of economic opportunities. The
way one enters into the individual economies of these destinations is entirely dependent on specificities of course, but such details should not get in the
way of material longing before one even sets out on one's journey.
It is these imaginings of majuu that I am most interested in exploring in this
chapter, imaginings that are interwoven with local imaginaires of the global.
I will return to some of the arguments made in Chapter Three in regards to
globalization as perceived by many of those involved in this study in an effort
to come full circle from the global to the local and back again. Previously I
have discussed some of the ways that globalization touches down in people's
everyday lives. I now turn to a discussion of the way the global is discursively imagined in the context of everyday discussions about majuu, or "the world
up there." Such discussions occurred regularly at Maskani and beyond.
Once I noticed the popularity of this topic I began to introduce it myself into
interviews and conversations among all the discussion groups we had established. Information gathered in those discussions contributed to the arguments made in several of the earlier chapters, especially regarding globalization and the proliferation and popularity of global imagery, media and music.
Observations about the ways the global was manifested in everyday life,
then, made up one of two categories of stories about majuu. The other category consisted of stories about local people's experiences traveling the
world. Though few of those I interviewed had actually traveled outside of
Tanzania themselves, nearly all of them had close friends or family who had.
As a result, many of the stories told to me about majuu were actually stories
about other people's travels —second- and third-hand stories that had woven
themselves into daily discourses at maskani throughout the city. These stories were almost always intertwined with discussions about possibilities for
earning money abroad. While people did imagine majuu as a place preferable to Tanzania in terms of economics, however, they also offered critiques
that illustrated that emigration was most often imagined as a temporary
endeavor, undertaken mainly to improve one's life at home.
Most stories told about majuu centered on America, Europe, South Africa or
Asia. In this chapter, I focus on stories that were told about the heroin trade.
Most of the heroin that makes it way to Tanzania originates in Afghanistan,
travels through Pakistan and Indian into Tanzania before ideally being transported to Europe or the United States, sometimes by way of South Africa.
One of the reasons I have decided to focus my attention on these stories in

this final chapter is because they so clearly demonstrate local understanding
of global trade networks. This is true even if, as I illustrate below, people are
not always necessarily aware of the political and economic consequences
that influence those networks. Additionally, I have chosen to focus on the
heroin trade and the associated imaginaires of the Indian Ocean world and
beyond because most of the young men and women I worked with listed
increasing heroin use as one of the three primary problems facing youth
today in Tanzania. Many also saw the heroin trade as one of the best opportunities available for quickly earning large sums of money in Tanzania today.
Heroin in Tanzania and Beyond
To date, minimal research has been conducted on the subjects of either local
heroin use in Tanzania or the international trade in heroin that connects
Tanzania to larger regional and global geographies. Most research that has
been conducted in Tanzania has relied on data collected from people in
police custody for heroin use or trafficking, none of which has been ethnographic. Since 1989, with the creation of the National Drug Abuse Control
Programme, the Tanzanian state has shown an increasing interest in curbing
growing drug use within its borders, as well as limiting the degree to which
the country is used as a transit point for heroin (Mbatia and Kilonzo 1996).
In 1995, these efforts were redoubled with the implementation of the
Tanzanian Drugs Act and eventually the formation of an inter-ministerial Antidrug Commission with support from the United Nations Drug Control Program
(UNDCP) and several international NGOs. The Anti-drug Commission was
established for the expressed purpose of combating drug use and trafficking
in Tanzania (Mbatia and Sangiwa 1996). These initiatives were put forth following and in response to public outcries from wealthy and influential families in Tanzania whose own children have been falling victim to heroin addiction since the late 1980s.
In several ways then, our1 research seemed timely both in regard to the
views of those who were the primary focus of our study and in regards to the
desires of the state. Although we made several attempts to work with the
Anti-drug Commission and were asked to report our findings to them (which
we happily did), we found that differing methodological and ethical views connected to data collection made long-term collaboration impossible at the
time. I fear the data we were able to present were considered to be too qualitative for those looking for more statistically oriented information. During
the time of my research there was a great deal of frustration among
Tanzanian officials involved in the battle against drug use and trafficking.
They were finding themselves continually confronted with mountains of anecdotal data and very few verifiable facts or numbers. Though this frustration
was clearly connected to the need to present such hard findings to international funding organizations that require statistical evidence before they will
agree to fund national projects, there also seemed to be an unwillingness
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among those we spoke with to accept as fact information collected from
young heroin users, people whom they clearly considered to be unreliable.
Despite such resistance, I trust that our data will eventually lend to a greater
understanding of statistics once they are collected.
Although nearly all of those I worked with were able to tell me something
about the heroin trade, a group of young men in the Kijitonyama section of
the city provided the most important insights. This group, the fifth and final
group of people with whom I worked, was comprised of four men in their early
twenties, all self-identified heroin users. Although they are known at the
Sheraton Maskani, their connections to it were tenuous at best. I came to
know them through Mbelwa who had gone to high school with several of
them. Unlike myself, Mbelwa immediately demonstrated an interest in talking to these young men, hearing their stories and, if possible, providing
insight into their lives. He persuaded me to enter into a working relationship
with these young men after we were approached by one of them and his
mother, who expressed fear and concern for her son's life. Although we made
it clear that we were not affiliated with any organization, nor would we be able
to provide any assistance to those who agreed to work with us in regards to
overcoming their addictions to heroin, a few young men, including the one
who had first approached us, agreed to talk to us in hopes that our work
would help others to understand them better.2
To my knowledge, no one at Maskani was using heroin during the time of
the initial research for this project. It costs approximately 5 USD/day to support a heroin addiction and few Wamaskani would have been able to muster
enough financial resources to become addicted to heroin, let alone support
that addiction. Despite this, my intuition told me that heroin would eventually find its way to Maskani. When I returned to Dar es Salaam in 2002 I found
that my intuition had unfortunately been right. Though most at Maskani were
still not using heroin, several were, and there was much discussion about the
fact that heroin was directly contributing to the end of Maskani as an oasis
of peace. I was told that those who were using heroin were increasingly
resorting to thievery to support their habits and that this, in turn, was bringing unwanted police attention to Maskani. At the time, one of the car washers was on the run from the police following his participation in an armed robbery incident, which his fellow car washers alleged was a direct result of his
growing addiction. At least one other car washer was also using, while another young man who was trying to gain access to work washing cars at Maskani
was turned away because it was rumored he was using heroin.
Abu, one of the main contributors to our group discussions at Uwanja wa
Fisi was a recovering addict and, as a result, several of our discussions there
did center on heroin use, abuse, and trafficking. This was in part because
Mbelwa and I sometimes guided the discussions in that direction but it was
also the case because heroin figured prominently into everyday life in Uwanja
wa Fisi, and because it had personally touched the lives of all those involved
in the discussion group. When we re-visited Uwanja wa Fisi in 2002 Abu was
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still heroin free, though he and Spencer informed us that there was a lot
more heroin around than there had been in 2 0 0 0 . They told us that dealers,
by selling in smaller quantities, had found a way to effectively target poorer
populations. While in the past it had been necessary to have a couple of
thousand shillings to buy heroin, by 2 0 0 2 one only needed 500 Tsh. (less
than 1 USD).
Though I knew from early on that I wanted to learn more about heroin use
in Tanzania, I struggled for some time before finding a suitable group with
which I could work. We conducted preliminary interviews with several sex
workers from the Kinondoni section of the city who were also heroin users in
hopes of working with them, but decided not to continue because of the difficulties the work presented. I had grown to accept, if not expect, a certain
degree of unreliability and tardiness among some of those with whom I
worked, assuming this was concomitant with living a transient street life; but
most of them, when they did show up, came ready to engage in serious discussions. What I found particularly difficult to accept among many of the
heroin users with was that they would almost always show up for interviews
too drugged to communicate. Even though I knew this had little to do with
their personal views toward me, I still found it difficult to remember that they
were not trying to take advantage of me, nor trying to disrespect me personally. These factors were sometimes an issue at Kijitonyama as well, but
since they had first approached me and since they were mostly old friends
with Mbelwa, they were usually more reliable than other heroin users with
whom we had tried to work.
I made it clear to the young men at Kijitonyama at the outset that I was not
interested in further pathologizing their addictions and that I would prefer our
discussions to focus on other elements of their lives. This does not mean
that we never discussed heroin addiction, drug trafficking, and the cultures
surrounding them, only that we agreed not to make it the sole focus of our
conversations. The irony of this approach, which seemed at first confusing
to them, was that during our second-to-last formal meeting when I did suggest that perhaps we focus more directly on their heroin use in an effort to
generate a list of recommendations for the UN-sponsored Tanzania drug
council, which had shown a great deal of interest in our work, they passively,
but persistently resisted my efforts.
Disenchantment and Failed Expectations
The reliability of the young men from Kijitonyama may have also been connected to the fact that we visited them at their homes and that their living
arrangements were fairly stable. Three of the four lived at home with their
parents, while the fourth lived together with his wife and small child in the
same neighborhood. Most of the other heroin users we had approached
lived much more transient lifestyles, which was most likely more a result of
their class background than their use of heroin. We had initially tried to find
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a group of heroin users who had more in common with those from Maskani
but found it impossible to locate a group we would be able to reliably follow.
This was never a problem with the young men from Kijitonyama because
they were living in the same neighborhood where they had been born and
raised. Their parents were all highly educated and the majority were civil servants. As such, they were members of what I termed the "respectable" middle class in Chapter Two. Like their parents, they all had completed some
secondary schooling. Several of their parents had been educated abroad,
which may have been one of the reasons this group of men was so markedly outward looking. Perhaps more than any of the other groups of people with
which we had worked, those from Kijitonyama tended to express the belief
that they were privileged in some ways, if not economically then at least in
regards to social capital. They had been brought up to believe that they
would inherit the wealth of the country. This belief was often handed down
to them by parents who believed in the socialist state, if not entirely, then at
least to the extent that they believed that those who did well in school could
rely on being employed in state-controlled institutions or industries. Most of
them had gotten their jobs in this way. By the time their children were entering secondary school, however, the state had begun to embrace policies of
economic and political liberalization and it was no longer handing out jobs
(see Chapter Two). If anything their own jobs were being threatened. The
young men I spoke with in Kijitonyama told me that they felt they had been
betrayed, both by the state and by their parents.
Ferguson, writing about Zambia and the connections between expectations
of modernity and expectations of belonging to a new global society, suggests
that those expectations, especially expectations of the latter, were largely
inhabited by "educated black Zambians" who "took unprecedented positions
of power and responsibility" in the wake of independence (1999:234-236).
Despite the promises of the newly independent state, however, it would not
be long before economic decline led the educated privileged classes to realize their expectations of becoming equals in global society. Ferguson suggests the term "abjection" to describe the complex feelings of rejection
expressed by Copperbelt mineworkers who had expected more from modernity (1999:236). No longer could they dream of becoming first-class global
citizens. The feelings of abjection Ferguson describes are quite similar to the
feelings expressed by the young men from Kijitonyama, and, not surprisingly,
by several of their parents as well. I would like to suggest that the rise in
both heroin use and heroin trafficking is tied to these feelings of abjection.
Those who entered into the trade suggested that it was one of the only
avenues available to them for achieving their dreams, their expectations of
modernity, while many of those who used suggested that they did so to
escape the feelings of abjection associated with the failure of their own and
their family's expectations. Those from Kijitonyama were among the latter
group. They experienced abjection not as a result of "being excluded" from
wealth and success, either in Tanzania or globally, but as a result of "being
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expelled, cast out and down from that status by the formation of a new (or
newly impermeable) boundary" (Ferguson 1999:237-8; emphasis in original).
Ferguson's observations are made all the more poignant in contemporary
Tanzania in the context of globalization. As he argues, "beyond simply illustrating the down side of global capitalism, what has happened in Zambia
reveals something more fundamental about the mechanisms of membership,
exclusion, and abjection upon which the contemporary system of spatialized
global inequality depends" (1999:236). As promises of a new world order
are being made and as more and more consumer goods become readily available in Tanzania, it becomes more difficult for people to participate in the new
order or to gain access to all the consumer goods which demonstrate one's
membership.
Most of those with whom I worked in Dar es Salaam had very different backgrounds than those from Kijitonyama. The majority came from poor rural
areas and spoke of their emigration to the city as a significant step toward
securing a future for themselves. Though many of them had also been educated, they had never been led to believe they would inherit jobs from the
state. If anything their education translated into greater responsibility. They
were expected to go out and make money to support themselves, as well as
their families. From the beginning of their lives they knew they were being
excluded from participating as first-class citizens, both nationally and globally. As a result, few expressed the same feelings of betrayal and abjection as
those from Kijitonyama did. In many ways they were actively engaged in pursing their expectations.
Because of the differences between those from Kijitonyama and those from
Maskani and Uwanja wa Fisi, much of what we learned from the former group
served to counter and check the data gathered at the other two sites. Often
the information was complementary, two sides to the same coin, so to speak.
Most often we found that those from Kijitonyama were more politicized, at
least discursively. They were often able to articulate things more clearly than
the others. For example, it was through conversations with them that we
began to realize the relationship people drew between presidential regimes
and Tanzanian political and economic history (see Chapter Two). We were
able to transfer this knowledge to other groups and to ask questions that
proved more effective in encouraging critical discussions of the state. It was
also from them that we first realized the importance of imaginings of majuu.
Their families had more direct connections to the world beyond Tanzania, and
their own proximity to the drug trade made them more aware of its global
structure. Discussions about majuu that took place at Maskani and Uwanja
was Fisi were surprisingly similar to those that took place in Kijitonyama,
though in most cases those who recounted majuu stories from the first two
locations were further removed from them.
When asked why so many young people expressed the desire to travel
abroad, nearly everyone responded with a similar version of the same story.
Many young people believed that the only way they would ever be able to ere-

Imagining Globaiities in Local Spaces

ate a future for themselves in Dar es Salaam was by raising capital in
America, Europe, South Africa or Asia. Although such endeavors are often
illegal to some degree, they are not always so. It was often believed that
work in the West bring would enough money for a nice house, a car, and nice
clothing. These things, considered standard in the West, are much sought
after in Dar es Salaam and even a regular job in the West would bring opportunities for such economic advancement. Additionally, there seemed to be a
belief that work in the West, even work situated in the informal economy, was
more dependable and secure. People would speak of wanting to go to the
West to work, to work hard, and to work long hours, if need be at several jobs,
for the primary purpose of saving money and returning home where they
would expect to create a more meaningful life and future for themselves. It
has not always been so difficult for people to get ahead in Dar es Salaam.
In addition to those from Kijitonyama, many others who were born in Dar es
Salaam explained to me that things had been easier for their parents' generation, many of whom had left their rural villages to move to Dar es Salaam
as members of the post-colonial elite. They were educated in the West and
were granted civil service jobs in the socialist government following their
return. While they were not immediately presented with opportunities to gain
great wealth, they had comfortable housing, enough to eat, and could send
their children to school. And, they were respected. As socialism gradually
came to an end and Mwinyi's ruksa years (1985-1995) began, only the most
committed socialists passed up the opportunity to take advantage of the
relaxation of economic regulations (see Chapter Two). During this period, tax
money that should have been going to the government and to national development often ended up in the pockets of government officials and civil servants, including some of the parents of the young men from Kijitonyama.
Much of this corruption was brought to an end following the election of
Mkapa in 1995, and many young people from middle class backgrounds told
me they believed they had not afforded the same economic opportunities,
both legal and illegal, as their parents' generation had.
From the Global to the Local: The heroin trade in brief
This understanding of Tanzanian post-colonial political and economic history
is especially important when trying to make sense of the growing heroin trade
within Tanzania today, a trade that really only began to expand in the mid1990s as it became difficult for young people to find start-up capital in the
city. Those I spoke with suggested that Tanzanian involvement in the international heroin trade started about fifteen years prior to that time, in the
early 1980s. At first Tanzania was just a transit point between Asia and the
West. Before turning to a discussion on the particularities of the local drug
trade in Tanzania, however, I think it is important to point out some important
connections to the global trade.
Heroin is an opium product, which is itself a product of the poppy, a flower

that grows best in temperate subtropical climates like those found in southeastern and southwestern Asia. These two areas are known respectively as
the Golden Triangle and the Golden Crescent, the former being located in the
border regions where Myanmar, Thailand and Lao come together, and the latter centered in Afghanistan and the bordering nations of Pakistan and Iran.
The Golden Crescent, which is actually the second largest center of opium
production in the world, is the source for most heroin that finds its way into
Tanzania (Mbwambo 1996:85). According to those I spoke with on the street
and those officially involved in combating the drug trade in Tanzania, heroin
first became available in Tanzania in the early 1980s, a factor which most
people connected to the loosening of border controls that came about when
Tanzania began its shift away from socialism.
Very few people, however, were able to draw a connection between political
and economic crises in the Golden Crescent area and the proliferation of
heroin routes throughout eastern Africa. Prior to the early 1980s, nearly all
opium that was trafficked out of the Golden Crescent into Europe and North
America was transported across Iran and Turkey, through overland routes
where it was processed into heroin, then through the Balkans into Western
Europe. In 1980, however, Iran established tighter laws. When the revolutionary Islamic regime took power, it made heroin production a crime punishable by death. Iranian drug lords shifted their center of production to the
Afghan Helmad Valley and the transport routes through Iran rapidly diminished (Chandran n.d.).3 Around the same time, northern Pakistan became a
staging ground for Afghan and Pakistani Mujahideen who were organizing to
confront the Soviet troops that invaded Afghanistan in 1979. 4 With intelligence and financial support from the United States, Saudi Arabia, and
Pakistan, those opposed to the Soviet regime managed to procure massive
amounts of arms, which they then tunneled into Afghanistan to help support
and sustain resistance fighters battling it out with the Soviets. In response
to the fighting, millions of Afghan refugees fled to northern Pakistan where
they set up communities that are still in existence today. Amidst the pervasive atmosphere of illegality that characterized the border region in the early
1980s, when neither the Afghan nor the Pakistani state had control over the
areas, those connected to the anti-Soviet alliance in Afghanistan and
Pakistan began a large-scale expansion of the existing drug trade between
the two countries. Poppy plantations and production facilities long established in Afghanistan were moved to northern Pakistan. Money earned from
opium and heroin exports was used to buy arms and fund the resistance.
Without the option of trafficking to the West, however, the profits to be made
in the heroin trade are minimal. With the Soviets blocking trade routes to the
north, it was only a matter of time before efforts were made to find routes to
move the heroin from Pakistan, through India and Africa, to Europe and
beyond (Chandran n.d.).
Though Deutsch (2002) suggests that some Zanzibari traders and couriers
travel all the way to Peshawar in the northern part of Pakistan to make their
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purchases, the evidence I gathered suggested that most Dar es Salaam
traders go only as far as Mumbai or Karachi where large quantities of heroin
can be purchased by individual entrepreneurs looking to enter into the drug
trade. Reportedly, there are small Kiswahili speaking communities in both
cities where couriers from Tanzania and Kenya can go when trying to find their
way in the world of heroin trafficking. This suggests that there are both
Tanzanians and Kenyans living in these cities who work as middlemen
between heroin suppliers and small scale traders. Direct links between
Tanzanian entrepreneurs and large-scale suppliers seem to be tenuous.5
Throughout the 1980s and 1990s the amount of heroin being transported
from Afghanistan, through Pakistan, and into Europe and North America
steadily increased so that by the end of the 1990s nearly three-fourths of the
world's heroin was distributed along this route (UNODCCP 2002). When the
Taliban seized power in Afghanistan in 1996 heroin production and trade was
outlawed as it had been in Iran sixteen years earlier. Initially, the Taliban
regime did little to quell the trade between Afghanistan and Pakistan, but by
the year 2000 they had reportedly brought trade to a near standstill. In
2000, 82,000 hectares of opium was cultivated in Afghanistan. By 2001 the
amount had been reduced to 8,000 hectares, and most of that was in the
areas controlled by the Northern Alliance. Despite the reduction in opium
production, however, the heroin trade continued to thrive in Tanzania, as was
made evident by my field observations made during the same period.
According to reports on the streets at the time, if anything it was easier than
ever to get heroin. The United Nations' Office for Drug Control and Crime
Prevention (UNODCCP) suggests that this was because significant stocks of
opiates had been accumulated during previous years of bumper harvest
(2002:2). It was not until spring 2001 that reductions in heroin stocks
became observable in Europe (ibid.).6
While it is true that political events that have occurred in Tanzania from the
early 1980s and into the present have contributed to making the country a
more suitable place for heroin transit, it must also be recognized that events
occurring in Iran, Afghanistan, Pakistan, the United States and the Soviet
Union during the same time period have most likely had an even greater influence. Restrictions on production in Iran in the early 1980s led drug barons
from Iran to shift their center of production to Afghanistan, while the outbreak
of the Afghan war around the same time led to a blocking of northern trade
routes, forcing traffickers to look southward toward Pakistan and India. The
United States and Pakistan looked the other way while Afghan resistance soldiers used drug money to pay for arms and fund their war against the Sovietbacked forces. Tanzania just happened to be in the right place at the right
time.
When those producing heroin in Pakistan began searching for southern
routes to transport their profitable cargo to the West, they did not have to
look very far. Trade routes, both legal and illegal, had existed throughout the
Indian Ocean world for centuries, and ships moving between India and east-

ern Africa were plentiful. The coastlines are long and difficult to monitor and
there is no end to the number of sailors throughout the region who are willing to take a chance on striking it rich by shipping illegal cargo. Heroin is
usually transported in small packages, which makes it easy to hide amongst
legitimate cargo. Tanzania's location on the Indian Ocean and its centurieslong shipping culture has made it a center of both legal and illegal trade in
the region. Heroin might just be considered as one of the latest and most
profitable commodities to be traded in the already well established trade networks. Those I spoke with in Tanzania reported that the earliest traders in
heroin to make it big in Dar es Salaam were sailors working on the big ships
that move between Asia, Africa and Europe who would agree to transport the
drug illegally in exchange for part of the profits. I have also gathered several reports from small fishermen working off the coasts of Dar es Salaam,
Zanzibar, and Tanga, that suggest that large quantities of heroin are still
being moved by sea, loaded into fishing boats off-shore and brought surreptitiously to land at night. These same fishing boats are moving everything
from cloves to children's clothing from Zanzibar to mainland Tanzania and
Kenya in an effort to avoid paying taxes. For many of their operators the
nature of cargo itself is irrelevant as long as it brings a profit.
Making It Big
Once word got out that big money was to be made through the illegal trade
in heroin, many well-connected Dar es Salaam families began to get involved.
When these businessmen and diplomats entered the scene, however, they
began making greater use of air travel to move the goods. The same smuggling networks that allowed people to move all sorts of other undeclared
goods through customs at the airport in Dar es Salaam were utilized to allow
for the easy importation of heroin, a practice that still continues today. There
is no shortage of stories in Dar es Salaam about wealthy and politically powerful families using their positions and influence in Tanzania to gain entrance
into and further develop drug-trading networks.7 Throughout the 1980s many
reportedly took full advantage of their diplomatic status to facilitate the transportation of large quantities of heroin into Europe, trusting that their political
positions would prevent customs officials from inspecting their baggage
when entering and leaving foreign countries. For a long time they managed
to get away with this, but according to unofficial reports, sometime in the
early 1990s KLM airline officials decided to begin inspecting the baggage of
diplomatic passengers following a tip-off. It did not take them long to discover large quantities of heroin in the luggage of a well-placed Tanzanian official.
He was never convicted for the crime in Tanzania because he managed to
bribe those who would have been responsible for prosecuting him.
Diplomatic privileges in regards to luggage inspection, however, are no longer
easily granted to travelling Tanzanian diplomats headed for European destinations. Getting heroin shipments through customs at the Dar es Salaam
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airport and into Tanzania, on the other hand, has never been much of a problem, since many of those officials who are not directly involved in the trade
themselves gladly accept payment to look the other way.
For many years, the international drug trade was controlled by people who
already had quite a bit of money and power in Tanzania. They did not attempt
to sell heroin in Tanzania mainly because it was assumed it would not be profitable. Many people suggested that in the early years of the drug trade heroin was considered a "white man's drug" not to be marketed to already poor
Tanzanians who had enough problems without heroin. In the early 1990s, as
it became more difficult for the big traffickers to move the drugs themselves
they began financing couriers to do it for them. These couriers, young men
and women mostly from lower-middle class or poor backgrounds, would be
paid to fly to India or Pakistan to purchase up to a kilo of heroin, which they
would then ingest in small sealed packages before returning to Dar es
Salaam with their precious cargo hidden in their bellies. Upon their return
and the delivery of the heroin to their financiers, they would usually be paid
a relatively large sum of money (about 100 USD on average) and given a
small amount of heroin to sell locally for their own profit. At this time, the
local Dar es Salaam market was still small and there was very little heroin
available on the streets of the city, yet there were reports of addiction as
early as 1988 (Mbwambo 1996:86). By the mid-1990s, however, just a few
years later, young lower-middle class people began financing their own trips
to India, primarily Mumbai, where they would work as local drug dealers in an
effort to save up enough capital to make their own purchases and to buy a
ticket to Europe where they could sell the heroin themselves. Such a trip
could reportedly earn them up to 100,000 USD with the right business connections in Italy or England, an amount that would easily set them up for life
in Dar es Salaam.
Although I question such stories of extravagant wealth, especially given the
degree to which they were marked by exaggeration, there should be no question of the fact that since the mid-1990s many young men and women have
been undertaking journeys to India or Pakistan with the expressed purpose
of making it rich by transporting small quantities of heroin to the West. When
recounting stories about those who are known to have made this journey successfully, people tend to point to the physical manifestations of their successes as witnessed in Tanzania: the nice houses, the nice cars, the new
businesses, the support they gave to football clubs, or the investments they
made in local and national transportation. The naming and outfitting of football teams and the naming and painting of buses have given the newly rich
ideal opportunities to capitalize on and shape popular forms of cultural
expression in Dar es Salaam, while also building their reputations.
Sometimes successful businessmen christen their buses with phrases like
"hard work pays," in ironic reference to the relative ease with which they
obtained their start-up capital. Others simply use their names, as in the
example of LindaTrans, a bus company started by a young woman named

Linda who reportedly swallowed 1.2 kilograms of heroin as a courier, which
she then transported for sale to Australia. For this heroic feat her financier
rewarded her with 30,000 USD that in turn allowed her to begin her own business. Although most stories connecting conspicuous wealth to heroin trafficking are about poor young men making it rich, it is generally believed that
women make better couriers because they can physically ingest greater quantities of heroin, are suspected less by international authorities, and are more
easily subject to physical violence and other forms of control by those financing them. It is also generally believed, however, that women are less inclined
to waste the money they make from their trafficking endeavors on conspicuous consuming. Rather, they invest their profits in legitimate businesses in
Tanzania and usually limit themselves to making only one or two trips.
According to most, it was these start-up couriers, that is young lower-middle class people financing their own trips to India and Pakistan, who first
began large-scale selling of heroin in Tanzania in the mid-1990s when they
realized there was a local market for it. This realization came about gradually, and, from what I understand, rather by chance when couriers without
money or resources to travel to Europe or North America returned to Tanzania
from India or Pakistan with several hundred grams of heroin and no way to
move it. Slowly they began to infiltrate and expand the small market available in Tanzania. By the mid- to late-1990s the market was fully developed
and local demand was growing. This trend can also be traced through police
statistics that indicate a slow increase in arrests of people in connection with
illicit drugs (heroin, methaqualone and cocaine) from the mid-1980s to the
early 1990s (from five to 26 arrests) then a doubling of arrests in 1992 (to
54) and an increase of more than 200% the following year (to 183) (Mbatia
1996:115). It was at this time that the Tanzanian government began to
rethink its drug policy and decided to establish the new Drug Act in 1995.
Since the mid-1990s, the local trade in heroin in Tanzania has developed
parallel to the international trade, which is still largely controlled by elite Dar
es Salaam families. The two parallel trades are certainly connected, but it is
important to emphasize how changing political and economic conditions that
have occurred in Tanzania over the last ten years have helped to create an
environment where the local trade has flourished. With shrinking opportunities for young people from poor and lower-middle class backgrounds to make
it rich in the city, hundreds if not thousands of young men and women have
decided to take their chances on making it big. The risks they take are enormous, but so are the rewards. Many young people, especially those without
family connections and higher education that might provide less dangerous
ways of making it to majuu, often feel that the only chance they have of
escaping the uncertainty that marks their lives of struggle in the informal
economy and of making a meaningful life for themselves in Tanzania is to
head to India or Pakistan.
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Capturing Incomprehensibility Through Language
"Ukitaka kujua uhondo ya ngoma, ingia ucheze"
-If you want to know the sweetness (essence) of ngoma,
you must join the dancing
Ngoma, a word much discussed by students of Bantu languages, bears a
heavy semantic load in Tanzania. It refers to the drum and drumming, to performance and the place of performance, and it can be a dance, any ritual
involving drums, or a healing ceremony. However, I have also heard it used
to mean a gun, AIDS and/or heroin, all of which are considered to be tough,
transformative elements of contemporary society in Dar es Salaam. The
above proverb was quoted to me when I asked the young men at Kijitonyama
to talk to me about the first time they used heroin, about what attracted them
to it, and what it felt like. The phrase was invoked as a way of explaining why
they chose to try heroin and not as encouragement for me to try it. While I
was constantly being offered cannabis and locally brewed alcohol, I was never
offered heroin. In fact, nearly all users of the drug that I met went out of their
way to warn me and anyone within hearing range not to try it. It seemed that
everyone I met who was using wished that they had never started, that they
had never known the "sweetness of ngoma."
I begin this section with a discussion of ngoma because I want to stress
the importance of language in relation to heroin use in Tanzania. The symbolic richness of the concept of ngoma makes it a natural choice for
metaphorical extension. In the previous chapter, I tried to make a case illustrating the ways that language changes in relation to other social and economic changes. I suggested a connection between growing disparities in
wealth in Tanzania and the expansion of the ji/ma noun class, a class that
can, when needed, serve to accommodate disproportionately large things.
Not surprisingly many of the new terms created to describe heroin trafficking
and abuse can also be placed in the ji/ma noun class.
Pakistan, or any other place where large quantities heroin are produced and
purchased, is referred to as shamba (mashamba, pi.), a noun normally translated as farm or field. Shamba, when used to refer to Pakistan, means "the
big farm," or the place people travel to in order to get valuable produce to sell
in the city. Those who trade in heroin are known as zungu (mazungu, pi.),
while those who use heroin are teja (mateja, pi.) or junki (majunki, pi.). The
last example comes from the English word junkie, but the first two are transformations of the Kiswahili nouns for white foreigner, mzungu, and customer,
mteja, both of which are usually situated in the m/wa noun class for living
things. According to this system of ordering then, those who traffic and use
heroin are no longer considered human, at least not linguistically. When
nouns for living things are moved into other noun classes they are normally
still treated as though they are in the original class for grammatical purposes, but these newly created nouns are more likely to be treated as represent-

ing things rather than humans. Thus traders in heroin are known as "zungu
la unga" - unga, usually meaning a whitish milled flour, is also a slang word
for heroin. 8 In this phrase, however, it is the "la" connecting the two nouns
that is important to consider, for it indicates that zungu is indeed located in
the j i / m a noun class. If zungu still had the capacity to act as a noun indicating a living thing, "la" would instead be "wa." Other words like pusha (from
pusher) are borrowed from English as well but, like junki, are placed in the
j i / m a noun class rather than the N class for borrowed nouns. 9
There are probably as many words for heroin as there are groups of people
using it, unga and ngoma being just two of them. The same is true for those
who sell the drug. Pusha or pushaman predominate, but my personal favorite
is sedali, which is rumored to be the name of a drug lord in Peshawar,
Pakistan who is known to have a preference for dealing with African traders.
Not all words connected to the drug trade are in the j i / m a noun class. Heroin
in transit is innocuously referred to as mzigo, or package, thus people will say
about someone who is in Pakistan procuring heroin for exporting: ameenda
shamba kuchukua mzigo, he's gone to the farm to get a package. That new
language has been created to accommodate the need to speak about the
growing drug trade both within and through Tanzania by using the j i / m a noun
class, in my mind, indicates a certain degree of incomprehensibility that surrounds heroin trade and use in Dar es Salaam.
Heroin confounds people's efforts to make sense of the world. Poor people get rich overnight, young men with only a few years of schooling are driving BMWs, otherwise intelligent young people are willing to swallow a deadly
drug packaged by people they barely know in hopes of achieving great wealth,
while others, most often coming from relatively wealthy families —having had
the privilege of secondary and even higher education— become addicts who
are seemingly willing to undertake the most humiliating of tasks with no
regard for their family's reputation in order to earn enough for the next fix.
Normal language does not suffice to explain such behavior. New words are
needed. Preferably "big" words that have the power to connote that things
have gotten out of hand, out of proportion, and no longer make sense in relation to the way things should be.
Middle Class Addicts and Lower Class Pushers
Although there are few reliable statistics available regarding heroin use in Dar
es Salaam, those I spoke with on the streets, as well as those professionals
and academics involved in drug studies, agreed that most heroin users come
from middle and upper-middle class family backgrounds. This was certainly
the case of those I worked with in Kijitonyama. It is generally assumed that
this is so because those who come from less privileged backgrounds, like the
young people I worked with at Maskani and in Uwanja wa Fisi, are unable to
fund a heroin addiction. Although it is true that most of them could not legally afford to support heroin addiction, more and more young people from lower-
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class backgrounds have begun to turn to stealing to pay for their habits.
On average, heroin users report spending between 2000 and 5000 shillings
a day on their addiction (roughly three to seven USD), but most agree that
they will spend whatever they can get their hands on. Men make up the
majority of users, but only marginally. A 1992 study conducted by Kilonzo
reported that 57% of hard drug users were males, mostly between the ages
of 20-35 years. All of the women I spoke with who were regular users of heroin were also actively engaged in some level of transactional sex. When I
inquired how they began using, all reported they were first introduced to heroin by a boyfriend, and most also reported coming from relatively well-off families. 10 It seems that once they became addicted, their boyfriends, no longer
wishing to support their habits, would leave them to fend for themselves.
With few other options, most then turned to sex work to earn enough to buy
their daily dosage of heroin.
Most people I interviewed reported a preference for smoking heroin, either
in cigarettes with tobacco or cannabis mixed in, or for "chasing the dragon"
(inhaling fumes produced by the heating of heroin on the foil used to package it). There seems, however, to be an increasing preference for injecting,
which has obvious implications for the potential spread of HIV. The few people I was able to interview about this subject demonstrated remarkable knowledge about the relationship between needle sharing and HIV infection and
all reported taking necessary precautions to protect themselves from this
mode of transmission.
Heroin users in Dar es Salaam who come from "respectable" families are
the most visible and bear the brunt of public scrutiny and debate on the subject of heroin usage. They are visible not because they are on the streets
where respectable people can observe them, but because they are in the
same houses as respectable people. It is primarily as a result of them
becoming addicted that the state has been motivated to initiate efforts to
reduce heroin use in Tanzania. Their habits and the behavior that results
from it are difficult for people to understand. According to the status quo,
drug users are supposed to come from the dregs of society, not from the
respectable classes. In describing the lifestyle of users, the young men from
Kijitonyama chose to focus their discussion on how heroin had taken away
their self-respect. These young men, all of whom had been educated and all
of whom had previously been engaged in respectable, albeit low-paying, jobs,
were now willing to undertake the most menial tasks to earn enough money
to get by from day to day. They cleaned sewers, carried heavy loads, and
picked up trash in full view of their families and their neighbors, many of
whom had lower class backgrounds. They stopped caring about their personal appearance, forgot to bathe for days on end, wore dirty and torn clothing,
and let their hair go wild. In lucid moments they were painfully aware of how
they were embarrassing themselves, but even more so of how they were
bringing shame on their families. As difficult as it was for people to comprehend how young men from poor families in Uswahilini could manage to build

a big house and buy a nice car seemingly overnight, it was even more difficult for them to comprehend how young men from good families living in
Uzunguni could be hired for a pittance to clean their sewers.
Just as there were local economic motivations that encouraged young lowerclass men to enter into and facilitate the expansion of a local drug trade in
Tanzania, there were also economic factors that encouraged young men from
well off families who watched their futures dissolve before their eyes to turn
to heroin to ease their pain. The economic desperation and feelings of hopelessness encountered by so many lower class men have clearly encouraged
some of them to become small-time entrepreneurs in the heroin trade and
others from formerly well-off families to partake in the sweet pleasures of
denial, escape and euphoria associated with consumption of the drug.
The Entwinement of Heroin and Violence
There are additional factors to be considered related to the ways that heroin
use and trafficking has been socially constructed in Tanzania. Evidence of
this can be detected in the stories told by those who have become addicted.
To return to the earlier proverb about ngoma, in deciding to use heroin they
were also entering into a performance, or ngoma. The performance in question is one marked by violence and a certain degree of machismo. The subculture of heroin use is disturbingly violent on three different levels. The first,
and most obvious one, is the bodily level, that is the violence that heroin use
inflicts on the user, both mentally and physically.
The second level is more closely connected to the drug trade itself. As most
of those I worked with were at least marginally involved in the trade, if only
as customers, they were greatly effected by the violence of this world.
Second only to the stories of great wealth that were offered by those describing the world of heroin, were the stories of great violence. Most chilling were
the reports of beatings, gang rape and public humiliations which misguided
couriers who had failed to live to deliver contracted goods were routinely subjected to by angry financiers and their henchmen. Almost as haunting were
the stories of friends and acquaintances who had lost their lives on the gallows in Egypt or in front of the firing squad in Iran following convictions for
smuggling, not to mention the hundreds of Tanzanians wasting away in jails
throughout Asia, Africa, Europe and North America who had set out with a
dream of making it big back home. Many of those I spoke with seemed to
swell with pride when recounting such tales, which I believe they thought were
somehow reflective of their own manhood, their own toughness.
With much less pride, they talked about the public image of the addict as a
thug at best, and a thief at worst. This is the third level at which heroin use
is marked by violence. Most of those who agreed to speak with me about
their use of heroin told me they wished they had never started and that they
wished that they could stop. Even though they were aware of the physical
dangers of using the drug, they were more interested in stopping and escap-
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ing the social stigma of the user. This motivation was compounded by the
fact that heroin users have increasingly become scapegoats in their communities, embodying everything wrong with the modern world, with young people
these days, and with injustice in the system.
Although many people who are addicted to heroin do resort to stealing to
support their habits, not all users are thieves. Most try to support themselves by other means; thus their willingness to engage in humiliating labor.
Despite this, the general belief among most of the Tanzanians I interviewed
(including those at Maskani) was that nearly all heroin users were thieves.
As in most places where poverty reigns supreme, being labeled a thief in
Tanzania is tantamount to being called a witch. Stealing from people who
have nothing is considered to be the most anti-social of anti-social behaviors.
Such accusations, whether true or not, are also often equivalent to a death
sentence. In Kijitonyama, in the year prior to my research there, three different young men from the neighborhood were killed by a group of vigilante
Maasai night guards who worked for homeowners in the area. 11 Those who
were killed also happened to be addicted to heroin. All had previously been
accused of stealing, all had been picked up by the police, and all had been
let go when their parents used their influence to get the pending cases
dropped. It is generally argued that when a mob attacks a thief and proceeds
to beat, burn and kill him, it is because they have been caught red-handed,
but this was not the case with the young men in Kijitonyama. All that these
young men had done wrong was to walk through their own neighborhood late
at night. Because they were known heroin users they were immediately subject to suspicion. The battle cry of "thief" was called out, a crowd of club
wielding Maasai warriors appeared, and the young men were killed.
Blame Versus the Struggle for Respectability
What is most troubling about these incidents and countless similar ones that
have occurred throughout Dar es Salaam over the last several years is that
most people applaud them. Dealers and users are most often mistakenly
put into the same category in the minds of many and both are considered
despicable. Killing them is not considered murder; it is justice, justice that
the state has repeatedly failed to mete out. Failure to rid society of them,
people think, would inevitably lead to the downfall of Tanzanian, even African
culture.
Top-down discourses surrounding heroin addiction in Tanzania are almost
uniformly marked by the underlying notion that the growing problem is a
direct result of Western influences, that young urban people in their efforts
to embrace the modern world have left behind traditional norms and values
that would have otherwise discouraged them from using drugs. Parents,
political leaders, and medical professionals all point to foreign media influences, specifically American gangsta rap images, to explain the desire to
embrace conspicuous forms of consumption, a desire that is thought to
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encourage young people to engage in drug trade and use. If it were not for
such images, young people would be satisfied with less. Urban Africa is corrupt, or so the argument goes, and what is needed is a return to "tradition."
Young people have forgotten their heritage. Rather then rehashing the wellworn and, in my opinion, convincing views so well argued by Terrence Ranger
(1983) and those who have followed in his footsteps on the "invention of tradition," I instead present critiques of these traditionalist discourses as
offered by some of the youth who have apparently lost their way.
Most of those with whom I worked found arguments that blamed youth for
the breakdown in contemporary Dar es Salaam society both hypocritical and
insulting, most of all because they were being put forth by the very people
who had most benefited from early post-colonial efforts to embrace modernity. What so many young people in Dar es Salaam today realize is that calling something "traditional" in Tanzania imbues it with a certain power, making it difficult to argue against it without looking disrespectful. As such, traditionalizing discourses have the ability to serve as tools that are particularly useful for silencing and controlling both youth and women who attempt to
challenge the status quo. Some young people additionally suggested that
such discourses allowed people, particularly members of their parents' generation, to overlook the roles they themselves played in creating economic
and political circumstances that helped to produce an environment where
drug trafficking and use flourishes. Of course, heroin use is not part of socalled traditional African values, but neither is it part of Western traditional
values, and blaming the current rise in heroin use on increasing Western
influences hardly promises to reduce the problem.
Heroin use in Tanzania can indeed be tied to global influences but it can
also be tied to local conditions. In any case, global influences are certainly
not going to bring an end to heroin use among young people in Dar es
Salaam. Those who enter into the drug trade and those who decide to start
using heroin do so because they are disillusioned with the society in which
they live. As members of the lower classes they see little hope of moving up,
and as members of the middle classes they are confronted with the humiliation of sliding backwards. The drug trade is perceived as one of the only
ways left in which young people can really "make it big," a way in which they
can create a meaningful life for themselves. There is no doubt that drug
money is being used to buy respectable lives in Tanzania, to buy nice houses, nice cars, good food, and nice clothes —maisha. Even though the money
comes from outside, it is being used to fashion lives that, if nothing else, are
created in the image of "traditional" middle class Tanzanian lives.
The young people who shared their stories and their dreams with me did
imagine majuu, but only in so far as it was a place where they could pursue
their commitment to home, nyumbani. Whether travelling to South Africa,
Pakistan, India, Europe, the United States, or simply from the rural areas to
Dar es Salaam (which I would suspect could easily be imagined as majuu for
many villagers), young people are choosing to do so in an effort to hold onto
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what they imagine is their tradition, is Tanzanian, is African. Since the mid1980s and the introduction of economic and political reform the rules for
fashioning a meaningful life in Tanzania have changed dramatically - twice.
If the rules have changed, then it only makes sense that the players have
changed the way they play the game, even if it has forced them to re-invent
traditions and the meaning of home. Youth have not lost their way. Indeed,
they are struggling to find it.
notes
1

When referring to the portion of my research relating to drug use, I use
"our" and "we" instead of "mine" and " I " to refer to my and Mbelwa's partnership on this project. Following my departure from Tanzania in 2000,
Mbelwa began working as a consultant for an international NGO engaged in
assisting the Tanzanian government to tackle drug usage among youth.
Much of what I know about drug trafficking and usage in Tanzania I owe to
both him and the young men from Kijitonyama who were exceptionally forthcoming about this legally sensitive subject. Mbelwa and I hope to eventually
co-author an article on this topic that is reflective of both of our views, but
this chapter is primarily shaped by my thinking.
2
We treated this group of young men like the other groups with which we
worked, meeting with them once a week for a two hour interview and paying
them 3000 Tsh. a piece for their time. Though I am a strong proponent of
paying people for their time, especially if it is to be a lengthy interview and if
you are taking them away from their work, there were occasions when I
thought that payment to this group was questionable. Our weekly visits
quickly turned into an opportunity for a heroin binge. Each week when I
arrived in Kijitonyama they would convince a local dealer to give them some
heroin in advance, my presence being enough to guarantee their credit with
him. During the last interview, which Mbelwa conducted in my absence, they
demanded payment up front so that they could smoke heroin before the interview. Without me there, the dealer would not supply them goods on credit.
I am pretty sure these young men would have talked to me without the financial incentive but I am also pretty sure they would have been less reliable. At
the time of this writing I am still ambivalent about the decision to pay them,
and the decision to do so with so little reflection about how different their life
circumstances were from those of the others with whom we worked.
3
Traffic still continues across Iran today and, according to a report by the UN
Economic and Social Council, is still one of the primary routes used to transport heroin from Afghanistan to Western Europe. As important, however, is
the southern route through Pakistan (UNESCO 2001:17). Tanzania is one of
numerous possible transit countries used between Pakistan and Europe.
4
For extensive discussion on links between heroin trade, the civil war in
Afghanistan, and CIA involvement, see Chandran (n.d.), Emdad-UI Haq
(2003), McCoy (2003 [1991]), and Scott (2003).

5

The informal and fragmented nature of international heroin markets make
it difficult to stop the flow of heroin. Zaitch (2001) suggests a similar
description of cocaine trade originating in Colombia, questioning portrayals of
all-powerful drug cartels and mafias.
6
To a certain extent, however, the point seems moot. The power vacuum created in Kabul following the US invasion of Afghanistan enabled farmers to
replant their poppy fields. "By the time the Afghan Interim Administration
took control of the government and issued a strong ban on poppy cultivation,
processing, trafficking and consumption (17 January 2002), most of the
poppy fields had already started to sprout" (UNODCCP 2002:2). Afghani
opium production in 2002 exceeded production levels in 2000 by 100 tons.
Totals in 2000 were 3300 tons, 185 tons in 2001, and 3400 tons in 2002.
7
Many stories associated with the drug trade took the form of rumor. By
using this word I do not mean to imply that they were untrue, only that it was
rarely possible to prove them in any way. White in attempting to elucidate
what rumor may mean in specific African contexts suggests that the "the
more widespread and widely told a rumor was, the more it had to conform to
the laws of plausibility" (2000:56; with reference to Tamotsu Shibutani's,
Improvised News: A sociological study of rumor). What makes a rumor powerful, she argues, is that people believe it (2000:57). The rumors I report in
this chapter were, in fact, widely believed by those with whom I worked.
Whenever possible I would ask several people about a particular rumor in
order to ascertain how widespread it was. It is only those rumors that
seemed to carry particular truth-value that I present here. Issues of secrecy
were closely intertwined with these rumor stories as well. Pels suggests a
direct relationship between publicity and secrecy, stating "there is no secret
- socially speaking - that is not always a public secret, that is, attuned to a
certain audience of public 'in the know'" (2002:5; see also Taussig 1993).
Since many of those who shared their secret drug stories with me were definitely "in the know," I feel confident arguing there is likely much truth in their
rumors.
8

About midway through my research I realized that small children living in the
neighborhoods surrounding Uwanja wa Fisi would shout "zungu, zungu, zungu
la unga" when I walked through their neighborhood. Normally, one only hears
choruses of "mzungu, mzungu, mzungu" but with the growing popularity of
this phrase and its linguistic relation to the word mzungu, children began
unknowingly incorporating into their daily lexicon. I have no reason to believe
that they would have been calling me a drug courier, especially as they usually interspersed the two forms of address.
9
See note 11, Chapter Eight.
10
Tesha (2000) suggests that street girls living near the waterfront are also
using heroin, and also relying on sex work to support their habits. Unlike the
women I interviewed, however, most of her subjects originally came from poor
rural areas. Heroin is readily available at the waterfront and it is difficult to
determine whether the girls who live there began using before they moved
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there or moved there after they started using. According to Tesha, those she
interviewed reported using heroin to numb both their minds and bodies to the
humilities of street life. Those with whom I spoke suggested a spiraling relationship between sex work and heroin use, where each contributed to an
increase in the other.
11
In the late 1980s, Augustine Mrema sponsored an initiative to encourage
the development of a nationwide neighborhood watch program {sungusungu)
as a constructive effort in the fight against crime. It is my understanding that
the night guards who work in Kijitonyama were operating under this mandate
when they executed the heroin users/thieves in question.
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K/fo, Wfo, k/To hakina huruma
Kifo, kifo, kifo hakina huruma
Kifo, kifo, kujua mbaya kifo
Watu wanakwenda hospitalini
Nakuta wengine wanalia
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Wengine wana miguu tena
Wengine wana vidonda
Wengine wana vipele
Wengine wana ukurutu
Wengine wamekufa
Shauri yako wewe kifo
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Death, death, death has no pity
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Death, death, to know a bad death
People, they are going to the hospital
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1 meet others they are crying
Others have sores
Others have skin eruptions

I

1
fö
U^s

£
^1

JHBÉIP

Others they are walking again
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Death, death, death has no pity

Others have rashes
Others are dying
Your plan, you death

-Kifo, Remmy Ongala
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I never intended for this book to have a conclusion. As stated in the introduction, it has always been my intention to raise more questions than I
answer here in hopes of offering a glimpse into some of the more complex
daily processes that help contribute to high HIV rates in Africa. It is my contention that while AIDS is routinely recognized as the complex medical and
social disease that it is in the so-called developed world, in Africa it is too
often simplified. It is imagined and portrayed in dominant Western scientific discourses as an infectious disease that will continue to wreak havoc in
the lives of Africa's countless victims until salvation is delivered from the
West (Treichler 1999). While many of those who are engaged in AIDS work
in Africa are acutely aware of the medical and social complexities of trying to
prevent and treat AIDS in a continent as diverse as Africa, they continue to
simplify matters if for no other reason than to garner international financial
support for their programs. Funding agencies do not want to hear that what
works in Kampala or Nairobi may prove relatively useless in Dar es Salaam,
nor that what works for Dar es Salaam street youth may have the opposite
effect when applied to middle class youth in the same country. Instead, both
contemporary and historical differences are glossed over to paint a unified
picture of "AIDS in Africa" that is difficult for Africans as well as long-time
scholars of Africa to recognize. Aside from perpetuating the pervasive development ethos (and apparatus) that is tied to AIDS prevention and treatment
in the so-called developing world, it is hard to imagine what interests are
served by such portrayals. According to Stuart Hall, "AIDS is . . . a question
of who gets represented and who does not" (1992:285). I would add that it
is also a question of how they get represented.
When I set out to do the research for this book it was, in part, with the intention of finding a better way to represent one of the highest HIV/AIDS risk
groups in Dar es Salaam. In many ways this book has been a struggle over
representation: how to portray one of the most marginalized groups in society in a way that honors their humanity? Yet, I also wanted this book to say
more. Initially, I had hoped that it would offer more generalized information
about AIDS and African youth, or even more generally, poor urban youth everywhere. Perhaps it has that capacity. I wanted this book to convey the types
of new insight that attention to the particular has to offer. I am not suggesting that the insights produced by ethnography and particularity are better
than those produced by other scientific means, only that through its interpretive capacities ethnography might have something else to offer, something
new in terms of the ways we can conduct research. I will not suggest that
my research has brought any new insight to the problem of "AIDS in Africa,"
AIDS in Tanzania, or even AIDS in Dar es Salaam. As well, I think it would be
difficult for the reader to miss my political and personal engagement with this
subject. What I hope this book provides is a degree of insight into different
methodological and representational approaches for understanding the ways
people strive to make meaningful lives for themselves and their families in
the face of AIDS.

Choosing not to place AIDS at the center of my inquiries in Tanzania allowed
me to witness how AIDS serves as a point of departure for discussing some
of the most contested issues in modern Africa today. Treichler tells us "(i)n
Africa, analysis of AIDS must inevitably confront questions of decolonization,
urbanization, modernization, poverty, endemic disease and development"
(1999:113). Instead of focusing on AIDS in this text, then, I have chosen to
turn my attention on some of these related issues. If nothing else, AIDS is
a disease of relationality. There are so many factors contributing to its
spread in Africa today that one hardly knows where to begin. Obviously poverty helps to create conditions where AIDS can thrive. Yet, drawing connections
between poverty and AIDS is no easy task. It remains difficult for some to
imagine the ways that poverty can shape people's everyday lives, can shape
the very way people think about themselves, their lives, and their futures.
Among those with whom I worked most closely the struggle against poverty
was the one that most marked their lives. None of them had any difficulty
imagining the links between poverty and AIDS nor, for that matter, a multitude
of other illnesses that plagued their lives. But I did not want this to be a book
about poverty either. I wanted it to be a book in spite of poverty and in spite
of AIDS. I wanted it to say that no matter how hard science tries to subject
marginalized people to any number of disciplining discourses - medical, subaltern, sexual, socialist, capitalist, liberal, or conservative, to name just a few
- they will remain people. They will resist our efforts to codify, order and confine. And it is this spirit that I wanted to celebrate. Yes, the lives of those
who were kind enough to help me with this research were marked by poverty, but they were not defined by it, at least not entirely. The stories they chose
to share with me about their lives were filled with contestation. They have
not given in to the daily drudgery of getting by but, instead, continue to work
to shape and reshape their lives in the face of odds that are more than daunting.
I have attempted to represent some of this ongoing struggle and contestation. Out of respect for this ongoing struggle I do not want to draw any specific conclusions. I had hoped to come full circle in this text by focusing on
the "global" in the "local" in the final chapter and to leave to the reader the
task of drawing specific conclusions that would best inform his or her work.
By returning to some of the ideas presented in this book, then, I do not propose to close the circle of thinking. Rather, I would like to emphasize the
cyclical relationship between the local and the global, the informal and formal, the official and the popular, work and play, life and death. Initially, the
relationships between these categories that have so clearly shaped this book
may seem binary in character. In fact, they are dialectical, each informing
and re-shaping the meaning(s) of the other. A series of dialectical relationships shape the entire structure of the book. The most obvious of these
include space and place, local and global, but there are also wealthy and
poor, powerful and powerless, peace and violence, Zion and Babylon, legal
and illegal, mobility and locality, urban and rural, flow and stasis, work and

Completing the Circle

play, mother and prostitute, pleasure and pain, secrecy and publicity, male
and female, life and death, and sex and death.
According to Benjamin, "dialectical thinking is the organ of historical awakening. Every epoch, in fact, not only dreams the one to follow, but, in dreaming, precipitates its awakening" (1999:13). As we sit in the midst of the AIDS
epoch, not knowing how close we are to nearing its end, it is difficult to fathom future epochs. It is not impossible to imagine a world without AIDS, but
it is nearly impossible to imagine a world where the existing conditions related to poverty and inequality, conditions that make it possible for AIDS to
thrive, have been eradicated. Where, in our current modes of thinking, is
there a space for "dreaming" about the future to be found? Where is this
dialectical space about which Benjamin speaks, this space in-between?
If we fail to search for such contestatory spaces we essentially allow dominating discourses of difference and blame to flourish. We allow people to
say, "he has AIDS because he is poor, she has AIDS because she is Black,
they have AIDS because they are prostitutes, they are gay, they use drugs."
And worse yet, we allow them to say these things while believing it is all part
of the natural order of things. Poor, marginalized people get AIDS because
they deserve it. 1 Strategies of simplification and blame will do little to end
an epidemic that thrives in spaces of inequality. The existence of AIDS,
which attacks those who are most marginalized in our societies, demands
that we take a closer look at the ways inequality is produced and maintained.
With this in mind I have striven to fashion arguments inspired by dialectical
processes rather than relying on polemics. I have attempted to search out
the very places people most often point to when they assign blame, not so
much to redirect the accusation somewhere else as to understand the
process and the problems involved in allowing the blaming game to continue
unchecked. I question what happens to a society that allows itself to believe,
for reasons invariably described as moral, that certain individuals can be
expected to suffer. What happens when the President of Tanzania simplifies
the discourse on AIDS by blaming it on prostitution, pornographic comic
books, disrespectful youth, and degenerate music rather than taking the time
to open up the debate and ask questions about inequalities within Tanzanian
society that encourage the proliferation of these cultural forms?2 What happens when this rhetoric of blame is reproduced (or perhaps initially produced)
in the streets? How can one blame prostitutes without looking to their
clients as well, the state without looking to its constituency, youth without
looking to their parents, musicians and artists without looking to their
publics?
In an attempt to escape the cycle of blame that shapes AIDS discourses
throughout much of the world, I have tried to identify the discursive spaces
in-between the discourses of morality, poverty, peace, and development and
modernization, all of which thrive on perpetuating difference and inequality.
Following the lead of the young men and women with whom I worked, I have
tried to carve out spaces of hope and possibility. In response to poverty dis-
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courses I have attempted to provide a more complex view of class-based politics in Dar es Salaam, as well as an examination of development and modernity discourses that rely on the perpetuation of dehumanizing poverty discourses for their survival. By offering a brief examination of the way that
many development organizations contribute to views that position the developed West against the underdeveloped non-West I wanted to draw attention
to the fruitful space in-between these views. If development organizations
continue to engage in the hypocrisy that is typified by the fact that over half
of their budgets go to paying for expert Western advisors3 who are then able
to maintain lifestyles that far exceed the lifestyles they would have in their
home countries, they can have little hope of being viewed as having the objective humanitarian aims they claim to have. If they continue to fail to recognize that true expertise is unlikely to be provided by people that have no
sense of local histories, languages, and politics, they have little hope of being
very effective. When some of the young people who worked with me cynically proclaimed that development was just another business, that it was just
another form of government, and that it really did very little to make their lives
any better, they were not doing so blindly. Similarly, when expatriate development personnel cynically proclaimed that African members of their staffs
were more interested in making money than in bringing about change, they
were not always far from the truth. It is necessary to consider the deeper
meanings of such observations, the fact that they were made and by whom,
as well as the degree to which they are true and why. It is high time that
those engaged in development begin to interrogate the connections between
the production and perpetuation of inequality discourses and the ultimate
failure of development objectives in Africa. Until they do, I would expect their
efforts to stem the tide of AIDS to fail, except perhaps on the smallest scale.
Similar arguments could be made about individual African nations, and I
would have to insist that they be made about individual nations and not
"Africa" as a whole. Specific histories, pre-colonial, colonial, and post-colonial, must be taken into account, as well as local discourses of difference,
inequality, and blame. Internal histories and struggles must be examined,
along with the positions individual countries occupy globally, within their
respective regions, and within Africa as a whole. In the case of Tanzania, it
is impossible to understand contemporary discourses of poverty and peace
in the absence of an examination of Tanzania's socialist history. It is impossible to understand the currents of dismay and disgust that shape contemporary discourses on urbanization if one fails to recognize the extent to which
the category "jobless" was shaped by both colonial and post-colonial efforts
to control urban space. They are even harder to understand if one fails to
recognize how these efforts have been tied to discourses regarding the
shape of the modern city. Connected to the status quo desire for the modern city is the condemnation of prostitutes, squatters, and informal laborers
who continue to transform urban space in ways that are decidedly non-modern.
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The rhetoric of peace I observed at Maskani is, as suggested in Chapter
Five, undoubtedly shaped by nationalist stereotypes that portray Tanzania as
a country of peace. But it is also shaped by global discourses on peace
including those connected to Bob Marley's music and international Rastafari
beliefs, as well as to popular global imagery that celebrates both icons of violence and the victims of that violence. Such contestatory thinking about
peace and violence makes it not only possible to juxtapose Marley and bin
Laden, but probable. This tradition of pitting one side against the other,
which is recognizable in so many facets of Tanzanian society, can be traced
all the way back to dance societies (see Ranger 1975 and Gunderson and
Barz 2000, among others). In this context, it is the competition, the contest
itself that is most important. No team, side, or individual is inherently right
or inherently wrong. That which calls itself peace often disguises violence,
and that which looks like violence often brings peace. The only way to
achieve any semblance of balance is to recognize the value of the struggle
that keeps each side in check.
Tensions between locality and mobility are pervasive in this text. In some
cases, people move to the city in an effort to provide economic support for
rural notions of locality. They rely on their mobility and flexibility to succeed
in the informal economies of Dar es Salaam, yet they aspire toward a sense
of locality and belonging among their friends, their lovers, and fellow exiles
from their families and villages. They unite around shared identities, both
real and imagined, in an effort to overcome transience and establish meaningful networks of roots. These tensions are mirrored in similar tensions that
exist between work and play. The anonymity of the city rewards migrants with
certain pleasures but these pleasures are transformed as that anonymity disappears. A prostitute becomes a girlfriend, a drug dealer becomes both a
friend and a police informant, and the police provide protection while also
being a problem. One engages in work to get money for pleasure (sterehe),
but pleasure can often endanger one's work by drawing the attention of the
police. Yet pursuits of pleasure also help to establish the very sorts of social
and economic networks that are so desirable for people who have uprooted
themselves in search of employment. Work can deliver the possibility of a
future worth imagining while pleasure can erase that future by sending you
to jail, putting you into debt, killing you with a heroin overdose, or infecting
you with AIDS. But what is the point of work without pleasure, or of success
without anyone with whom to share it?
These questions and conundrums were faced daily by those whom I came
to know at Maskani, Uwanja wa Fisi and Kijitonyama. They talked about the
pursuit of a meaningful life (kutafuta maisha) in terms of a confused and anxious struggle (kuhangaika). The paths they had chosen were rarely straightforward and many of them found it difficult to know whom to trust. As a
result, it often seemed as if they distrusted everyone, everything. I could
have asked for no better teachers to explain the dictum "speak truth to
power." They were aware of, and could articulate, many of the complex fac-

tors that contributed to the difficulties that characterized their lives. And,
they were ever hesitant to simplify, I think, because they knew how quickly
this might lead to their deaths.
In closing I would like to touch on a question that has been asked of me
many times. "What has happened to Maskani since your departure from
Tanzania?" In Chapter Seven I discussed some of the emotional difficulties
of doing this research and suggested that at times it was difficult for me to
build lasting friendships with people who seemed destined to die young. By
the time I left Tanzania in 2000 I had begun to think that all of those I had
come to know would be dead before I would be able to return. In fact, I found
it quite easy to locate nearly everyone when I did go back to Dar es Salaam
in 2002. Those who were not around were easy to track through mutual
friends. What became obvious to me, however, was the degree to which I had
under-emphasized the importance of space in my prior research. The key to
finding the people with whom I had worked two years earlier was knowing
where to find them. Even if they were no longer in the places I had last associated with them, there would be people there who would know how to find
them or to get a message to them. In many ways, this is common sense. If
you want to find someone you go to his or her home or place of work. What
concerned me, however, was that most of those I knew in Dar es Salaam had
neither a place of permanent residence nor permanent employment. I worried that their transience would make them impossible to track down. But
there was Maskani and many other maskani as well. These were the sites
that linked otherwise transient people together in Dar es Salaam. Though I
had already begun to theorize about the importance of place and alternative
mapping strategies in the early drafts of this text, it was not until I returned
to Dar es Salaam and had to rely on those alternative maps to locate my
friends and acquaintances that I realized how valuable they could be.
Because of my growing respect for such mapping strategies, I was disheartened to find that Maskani seemed to be in danger of disappearing from the
popular cartographies on which I had begun to rely. Late in 2001, construction started on a bank at the corner where Maskani was located and the new
occupants weere demanding that the sidewalks be cleared so that customers could access their premises with ease and free from hassle. Many
of those who operated the businesses that lined the sidewalks of Maskani
were advised to dismantle their shops and find somewhere else to work. The
female food vendors seemed to be most concerned, perhaps because they
were all supporting families on the money they earned at Maskani. Mama
Tugolepo had approached the building foreman and worked out a deal so they
could stay on until construction was finished. She told me she was confident
that they would be able to work something out eventually since the people
working in the bank would have to eat too. The other vendors were less confident, though, and felt that at least some of them would have to go. The car
washers were most concerned about losing the place where they slept. They
could continue to wash cars as long as there was water but they usually slept
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on the foodstall tables in the evening and inside of one of the stores that
blocked the entrance to the new bank. Several of them approached me in
desperation, asking for start-up funds to establish a more secure business
in another part of the city. The Wamachinga who sold car parts would hardly be affected since their part of the corner would not be disturbed by the new
construction.
Just as I had not realized the importance of alternative maps until I was in
a position to make use of them to find my friends, I was not aware of how
rapidly they could change as a result of city planning policies and construction projects. Though vendors were routinely subjected to police harassment, even at Maskani, I realized I had come to think of this one corner as
more static than I perhaps should have. I had seen it as a place of relative
security and peace but it was only when that security was threatened that I
began to comprehend just how unjust life could be for those struggling to
earn a living on the streets.
The feelings of insecurity that pervaded Maskani in 2002 contrasted starkly with what I had found there in 2000. This was in part because of the spatial changes that had taken place there, but importantly, it was also because
of increasing heroin use among some Wamaskani. The regime of peace that
had once ruled at Maskani was in danger of being toppled. Several of the
young car washers who had been most committed to peace had decided to
move a couple of hundred meters up the street to a new location where they
made and sold Rasta-inspired beadwork and sandals. When I asked them
why they had moved they told me that Maskani had become Babylon, that certain individuals had started stealing to support their drug habits, and that
one was even in possession of a pistol, which they feared he might use. The
thieving was attracting unwanted police attention and those who were using
heroin had become noticeably more aggressive as they became more desperate for money to buy drugs.
Most Wamaskani also told me that their economic situation had become
more difficult since 2000. The Tanzanian shilling was devalued following the
devaluation of the South African rand; Tanzania had invested heavily in postApartheid South Africa and once again it was the poor who were paying the
price for the state's commitment to African unity. My US dollars were worth
nearly twice what they had been on my previous visit but those entrenched in
the local economy where paying almost double for the same goods they had
bought two years earlier. People had begun to equate daily living with death,
ironically intoning "nimekufa," or "I'm dead," in response to inquiries about
their wellbeing. Though I quickly incorporated this new irony into my own lexicon I was never able to uncouple its acquired meaning from its original one.
As I think is apparent from this text, I was always impressed with the
amount of money those at Maskani were able to earn. I had come to see
them and many like them who where busy carving out niches for themselves
in the new liberalized economy as avant-garde capitalists, relying on flexibility and mobility to locate income-earning possibilities. While this certainly

remained the case in 2002, I began to see that those possibilities were
quickly shrinking. As more young people made their way to the city, as city
zoning laws became more strict, and as they grew older and longed for more
settled lives, it became more difficult to earn a living, to imagine building a
meaningful life.
notes
1

For more on the relationship between AIDS and blame see Farmer's (1992)
seminal AIDS and Accusation: Haiti and the Geography of Blame and Setel's
(1999) analysis of the relationship between blame and AIDS in northern
Tanzania. See also Farmer et al. (1996), Setel (1995), Singer (1992; 1994a;
1994b).
2
See Mkapa's "Uhuru Torch Race Message for the Year 2000" where he
blames youth for spreading HIV, singling out their "unreigned sexual urges,"
"reckless abandon," "over indulgence in alcohol and drug addiction," "culture
of disrespect and cruelty against women," and "prostitution" which is caused
by unemployment (2000:5-7). Also see New York Times (22 Aug. 2001) for
a discussion over the banning of comic books thought to contribute to the
spread of AIDS.
3
See Timberlake (1986). Also see Treichler (1999, especially chapter 3) for
a more detailed analysis of AIDS discourses in the "Third World" as they
relate to development and funding strategies and Ferguson (1994) on the
intrinsic problems with the development apparatus in Africa as a whole.
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Nederlandse samenvatting
Overleven in de straten van Dar es Salaam, Tanzania, is een zware opgave,
vooral voor jongeren. Toch kiezen duizenden ervoor om het platteland achter
zich te laten en zich bij hen te voegen. Dit boek is een grondige verkenning
van het alledaagse leven van deze jonge mensen die leven en werken in de
straten van de Oost-Afrikaanse havenstad. Deze studie begon als een poging
om meer inzicht te krijgen in de manier waarop jonge mensen in stedelijk
Tanzania hun leven betekenis geven terwijl ze geconfronteerd worden met de
nog immer om zich heen grijpende HIV/Aids-epidemie. Gedurende het onderzoek en het schrijfproces is het echter veel omvattender geworden. Dit boek
bespreekt de manier waarop jonge mensen, met name mannen vechten om
het hoofd boven water te houden en soms een leven opbouwen in een omgeving die gekenmerkt wordt door groeiende onzekerheid, gevoed door onder
meer snelle economische en politieke veranderingen, HIV/AIDS en heroïnegebruik.
In het kader van economische en politieke liberalisering heeft Tanzania zich
sinds midden jaren tachtig steeds verder verwijderd van de socialistische
Ujamaa politiek. Dit heeft onder andere geleid tot de afzwakking van overheidsbeleid dat de trek naar de steden nagenoeg onmogelijk maakte voor
mensen die zochten naar een betekenisvoller leven dan hen in de onderontwikkelde plattelandsregio's geboden wordt. In de afgelopen tien jaar zijn
duizenden jonge mannen en vrouwen naar Dares Salaam gestroomd op zoek
naar werk, opwinding en maisha, leven. Hun aanwezigheid in de stad heeft
bijgedragen aan een verrassende gedaanteverandering van de informele
economie en de transformatie van nationale normen en waarden met
betrekking tot formele werkgelegenheid, ondernemerschap en
respectabiliteit. Ofschoon diegenen die in de marges een bestaan bij elkaar
scharrelen nog steeds gestigmatiseerd worden, heeft hun avant-gardistische
variant van kapitalistische productie, gekenmerkt door flexibiliteit en
mobiliteit, bijgedragen aan een verandering van opvattingen over werk in
Tanzania. Terwijl de geschoolde middenklassen van Dar es Salaam nog
moeizaam beseffen dat ze niet langer op de staat kunnen terugvallen voor
levenslange baanzekerheid, zijn nieuwe stedelijke migranten al druk bezig
inkomstenbronnen te creëren om henzelf en later hun families te onderhouden. Het zwaartepunt van het onderzoek betrof een straathoek "in de
schaduw van het Sheraton", op dat moment het grootste en duurste hotel
van de stad. Rondom dezestraathoek ontplooien jonge, recentelijk gearriveerde migranten diverse informele economische werkzaamheden, zowel
legaal als illegaal. De studie richt zich met name op het sociale en economische leven van drie groepen straatentrepreneurs: autowassers, straatventers
(wamachinga) die handelen in auto-onderdelen en voedselventsters (mama
ntilie of mama lishe). Een van de centrale argumenten van de studie is dat
dergelijke activiteiten socialistische en postsocialistische noties van de moderne stad verstoren. Dit is met name het geval wanneer deze activiteiten

plaatsvinden in het stadscentrum, het gebied dat het radicaalst veranderd is
door de toevloed van global capital en daarmee symbool staat voor vooruitgang en moderniteit. Informele ondernemers bezetten de ruimtes die
resteren tussen de door de staat en formele bedrijven gecontroleerde
locaties. Hun aanwezigheid in deze ^tussenruimtes' dwingt voorstanders van
modernisering de grenzen te erkennen van een beleid dat nationaal en mondiaal ongelijke ontwikkeling en een ongelijke verdeling van middelen
bevordert. Het is geen wonder dat zoveel jonge mensen naar de stad trekken
op zoek naar een leven dat meer te bieden heeft; het is verassend dat het
er niet meer zijn.
Deze studie laat zien hoezeer de continue economische onzekerheid die
gepaard gaat met ondernemerschap in illegale ruimtes, mensen remt in het
nadenken en verbeelden van hun verre toekomst. Hierdoor zijn ze eerder
geneigd zich te wagen aan zeer risicovolle seksuele handelingen. Ideeën over
space en belonging kunnen dan ook bijdragen aan een beter begrip van die
keuzes die een hogere kans op infectie met HIV/AIDS met zich mee brengen.
Jonge mensen die vechten om zich zowel letterlijk als figuurlijk een plaats in
de samenleving te veroveren, hebben vaak het gevoel zich in een vrij uitzichtloze situatie te bevinden. De uitwisseling van seks voor geld lijkt daarin een
redelijke deal en het hebben van onbeschermde seks in ruil voor een gevoel
van zekerheid en geborgenheid voelt voor velen niet meer dan logisch.
Door het analyseren van de spatial practices van jonge mensen die op
straat leven en werken probeert deze studie bovendien bij te dragen aan drie
belangrijke theoretische velden: geweld en vrede; migratie en belonging; en
genot en verlangen. Het boek stelt de vraag hoe corruptie, politiegeweld en
criminaliteit zo dominant kunnen zijn in een samenleving die zich erop
beroept de meest vreedzame in Afrika te zijn. Vertogen over vrede worden in
de straten van de stad gemarkeerd met verwijzing naar Rastafaridenkbeelden en de populariteit van Bob Marley. Maar uit een nadere
beschouwing van Dar es Salaam's
populaire cultuur komt ook de ogenschijnlijk tegenstrijdige populariteit van
figuren naar voren als Osama bin Laden, Mike Tyson en gangster-rap sterren
als Tupac Shakur en the Notorious B.I.G. Betreft het hier slechts een kritiekloze overname van Westerse producten en beelden door jonge mensen of
kan de manier waarop zij deze beelden consumeren èn toe-eigenen ons meer
vertellen over Dar es Salaam?
Deze studie probeert licht te werpen op de manier waarop de beweging die
gepaard gaat aan de migratie van het platteland naar de stad, vorm geeft aan
ideeën over space and belonging, niet alleen binnen de stad, maar ook binnen en voorbij de landsgrenzen. Door het bezetten van straten en trottoirs
veranderen deze mobiele arbeiders de stad in een open markt, waarin ze
bovendien voortdurend in beweging zijn. Door de manier waarop ze plaatsen
in de stad transformeren en doorkruisen, vestigen ze de aandacht op de discrepantie tussen formele en informele plattegronden van de stad. Behoort de
stad toe aan degenen die er geboren zijn of kunnen alle leden van de natie
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er aanspraak op maken? Zou toegang tot de stad beperkt moeten worden?
Zou het verblijf in de stad voorbehouden moeten zijn aan diegenen die
betaald werk hebben?
Terwijl de stad en de natie diepgaande veranderingen ondergaan door interne
migratie, worden ideeën over global belonging bovendien betwist door diegenen die naar andere landen reizen om geld te verdienen. Om ook de gevolgen van deze migraties te begrijpen, analyseert dit boek hoe de heroïnehandel Tanzania en jonge Tanzanianen positioneert tussen producenten in
Pakistan en India en consumenten in Europa en Noord-Amerika. De
toegenomen deelname in de mondiale heroïnehandel gaat gepaard met een
groei in lokaal heroïnegebruik al is het aantal verslaafden nog beperkt. Dit
boek bevat een eerste kwalitatieve verkenning van heroïnegebruik in Dar es
Salaam. In de studie worden ideeën over verlangen verkend aan de hand van
discussies over zowel seksualiteit als heroïneverslaving, waardoor de spanning tussen genot en ziekte, of dood, aan het licht wordt gebracht. Het is een
centrale spanning in de levens van jonge mannen en vrouwen die hun leven
op straat doorbrengen.
Hoewel dit boek zich vooral richt op de levens van mannen, worden ook
jonge vrouwenlevens besproken waar ze nauw vervlochten zijn met die van
mannen. Dit onderzoek probeert te laten zien hoe studies over seksualiteit,
vooral wanneer gericht op de dynamiek van genot en verlangen, een dieper
inzicht kunnen verschaffen in de sociale mechanismen die een stijgend aantal HlV-infecties tot gevolg kunnen hebben. Om deze reden gaat het boek
nader in op de ongemakkelijke balans tussen het hebben van seks met
iemand voor geld en het hebben van seks voor geborgenheid. Het roept de
vraag op of en wanneer liefde een plaats kan hebben in de levens van
mensen die worstelen om staande te blijven.
De uiteenlopende kwesties die in dit boek aan bod komen zijn terug te
voeren op de grootste zorgen van veel jonge Tanzanianen: een gebrek aan
werkgelegenheid, groeiend drugsgebruik en -misbruik en AIDS. Dit boek wil
echter geen eenzijdige nadruk leggen op problemen en beproeving. Het
probeert ook aandacht te schenken aan het tegenwicht: de manier waarop
mensen betekenis geven aan hun leven door humor en ironie, verlangen en
liefde.

