












We’re in remote, rough northern Kenya. Never really part of the English colony; in those days 
only accessible with a special permit. On the route to Lake Turkana and then Ethiopia.
The road is dusty and bumpy, but ok. We’re going up and it’s getting cold. People are selling 
animal skins and fur hats. Incredible view on the riftvalley; craters and lakes; sometimes full 
of flamengos, everything looking pink. 
We have to find fuel and get some money in the first little town. While changing we get a
 warning that somebody tries to break into the car. We run back; the lock is broken, but 
our secret safety-pin did wonders! And still have a great meal afterwards!
We cross the equator and everything looks even more ‘original’. Different nomadic tribes 
with lots of cattle. There is only one bit of tarmac road in the area, to Lake Baringa. That’s 
where the president lives.. Mmmm.
An almost rediculous amount of birds. Hundreds of different kinds flying around! In a tree we 
see five huge marabous, flirting with rattling beaks. Or welcoming eachother with a kind of
'cow boo-ing' on 45-rpm. When they fly off it sounds like beating a leather carpet. 
At night the hippos are coming out of the water. We hear them grazing around. And scratching 
themselves against our car, which is shaking back and forth. Emma needs to pee urgently, 
but it’s not easy to decide when to go outside.. They are huge and dangerous. There is also 
a massive tortoise around, but it moves only five meters a day!
The landscape is getting more and more rough and empty, turning red. We meet some lone nomads. 
Then we spot oil; a part of gear wheel broke and caused a hole in the axle. Really in the middle 
of nowhere.. A bit vague we stroll along the road towards a tiny village. But luck is on our side. 
The first thing we see is a dusty little sign: 'Bohla&sons - Landrover garage’ (!) The ‘garage’ is
 in an old shed and closed for years. Still, we find the owner and still he has 10 Landrovers, 
standing there. He finds us a set of gears; problem solved! Phew! 
Maralal is the ‘capital’ of the Samburu district and looks a bit like a small ‘wild-west’ town. 
Wide dusty alleys, small shops with verandas. People passing here are mainly local nomads. 
The Samburus, especially the young warriors, Morans, look incredibly decorated. Red clay in 
their long, braided hair and on their faces. Beads, chains, metal bracelets; some with a metal 
flap on their forehead and chain over their chin. In a red loin cloth with a long spear. It is some-
how bizarre to imagine these vain people in extravagant clothes living in huts of branches and 
cow shit. But who are we to know...
Close to South Horr, approaching the Lake Turkana, it’s becoming deserty. Dry riverbeds and 
dust. We hear rumours of bandits around, but at a police post no one knows. We see small 
shelter huts from thorny branches but hardly any people. Then entering the lava area; everything 
becomes dark-brown and black. Full of vulcano ash, black stones looking like sponges. At a 
footpace we hobble on; tires crunching. Then, in a barren black field, we spot four men, with 
some goats, really in the middle of nowhere. What are they doing HERE??
After some fifty kilometres suddenly the bright blue lake Turkana! Wow, sensational view! But, 
apart from a few thorn-bushes, no vegetation. The lake is a salty soda lake. Not for irrigation, not 
to drink.. But it has fish, hippos and crocodiles. Then suddenly, over the hill, we arrive at Loiyan-
galani. An oasis, with a well and palm trees. Amazing small huts from dry palm leaves, far apart. 
A little street with white clay houses, tiny shops, a bar and two small eateries. It’s a holiday 
(Moi-day) and lots of people on the street. Drunken guys stick their heads throught our open 
windows. We’re quite happy to find a quiet field, after an intense day..
The next morning we have breakfast in the ‘Cold Drink Hotel’, opposite the ‘Hilton Hotel’, both 
tiny little huts with only chapati’s and tea. And fish on demand. We order some for the evening; 
it's Terrie's birthday!! We walk around a bit to the lake. So many different people. Samburu’s, 
Turkana’s, El-Molo's, Borana’s, Somali’s, Ethiopians, Rendille’s and a few Kikuju’s. (guy’s from 
the south). Turkana’s stand out, with their mohicans and the elder women with lip-plugs, tatoos, 
iron ear-decoration and many chains; all in darker colours.

In the evening we get picked up: our fish is catched, fried and ready! The cook is excited we came 
and people walking in and out can hardly believe we are sitting there. And the fish is amazing!!
Direction North Horr, Chalbi desert. First sharp lava stones again. Flat tire (only the 3rd, but 
completely destoyed.). Then a sandstorm, clouds of dust and we fear to lose track or get stuck. 
But suddenly, to our surprise, there is water and a herd of camels drinking. We spot beautiful 
huts, round, with cloths. Dark from smoke. 
On the other side, out of the blue, suddenly a big church and a mission. 'Oh no!’, we think, but 
the ‘Father' is special. Richard Tiroler from Munich, Germany. He listens John Coltane and starts 
telling us what is all wrong about having a mission in this area. The school and hospital are ok 
of course, but he honestly wonders if these nomadic people have any benefit from a western 
church. It is giving the area all kinds of problems too. He did try to be useful for 20 years but 
is about to give up. He got more interested and learnt more, by living amongst nomadic people. 
Bringing needs, property, emotion, everything, back to the essence. Wow, unique to hear. 
We give him our Cecil Taylor and Albert Ayler cassettes and drive on. Into the next bit of desert. 
A brown cracked crust. We spend the night under a lone tree. 
Direction Ethiopia. Beautiful diverse valleys, little round vulcanic mountains, with the light colored 
grass everything looks like fur. But also stoney, sand, bushes. We cross the Kenyan bit of border 
without realising and are soon overtaken by a Landrover full of military, shouting: ‘This is not 
possible; go back!!’ There are simply no customs and stamps here. We try to convince them 
that we can do without a stamp and slowly they are getting more and more friendly, realising 
our situation. We spend the night next to the police station and go on the next morning. Stopping 
soon, to make a Kenya stamp in our carnet ourselves, with ink and a Kenyan coin. It almost goes 
wrong when Emma writes Kenya with an ‘i’, but in the end it looks very official!
Up the hill on a path into Ethiopia. Not many cars ever come here. After 30 km a crowded village. 
Signs to stop, military shouting, people pointing, but all unclear what exactly to do. Then a group 
of soldiers come running and bang angrily on the car. We have to come, and under military 
escort we are delivered at the headquarters. ‘You can only enter in Moyale!' (some 100 km east). 
We point out on the map the place where we are, with a border flag. The Commander is still 
angry and not convinced. Surrounded by dozens of soldiers they search the car. Emma gets 
the Word Music Book and reads out: Aster Aweke, Tilaoun Gessesse and Mahmoud Ahmed. 
There’s a silence and they are totally flabbergasted! 'They know our singers!!!’ Everything is fine 
immediately. We get some food and coffee and can go to the other border post to get the stamp. 
No problem! Wow! Music!
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