Blue of the Beloved
By Nesrina Cali

Somalia, the beloved, is not just a country. It is an expanse where the blue of sea and sky meet like lovers reunited after centuries apart. One cannot understand this place without surrendering to the infinite horizon, where azure tones stretch uninterrupted, save for the dance of waves and the brief punctuation of a cloud. Here, the wind whispers secrets that travel across the Indian Ocean—secrets of empires and traders, of battles fought, and songs sung long after the sun sets over the longest coastline in mainland Africa.
The beaches here are pristine, a sweeping curve of white sand edged by the ocean’s turquoise hues. Resorts like Liido Beach Resort and Jazeera Palace Hotel, nestled along the coastline, offer both comfort and a glimpse of luxury. From here, you can step directly onto the sands where locals and travellers gather to watch the late-afternoon sun surrender to the horizon.
Somalia’s shores offer more than natural beauty; they invite you into the everyday life of its people. In the early mornings, the beach awakens with the quiet bustle of fishermen returning to shore with their catch, their baskets brimming with fish still glistening from the sea’s depths. The path up past the beach leads to the fish market, alive with the sounds of the day’s trade. The scent of salt and sea mingles in the air with the sounds of trade as the ocean’s bounty is shared. Everything here is immediate, fresh. The sea gives, and the people receive.
As the day unfolds, you find quiet satisfaction in watching local children play football along the shore, their laughter rising in chorus with the wind. Liido Beach’s landscape is alive not only with the movement of the waves but with the songs of fishermen. Gulls and sandpipers dart across the sky, diving toward the waves in search of their own catch, while the occasional hum of a boat’s engine reminds you of a place where comings and goings shape the rhythm of Somali life.
Yet, Somalia is not only a place of natural wonder but of identity. The blue of the sea finds its reflection in the flag that flies above it—a pale blue adorned with a single white star, as if the sky itself laid its colour upon the people. It speaks of resilience, of unity that endures even amidst history’s harsh tides. This blue is more than the landscape—it is a reminder of who the Somali people are, no matter where in the world they find themselves.
One comes here not just to see, but to listen, to feel the heartbeat of a nation in the sound of the laughter of children playing along the coast and the distant call to prayer. In this land of blue, one feels a sense of belonging, a reminder of Somalia’s quiet, resilient spirit. 
Somalia’s shores stretch farther than any in mainland Africa, a coastline that welcomes all to its boundless blue of sea and sky.
Here, I find not only Somalia, but a piece of myself, adrift and home all at once. And as the waves kiss the shore, so too do I find myself returning. May the seas of Somalia guide me back, time and time again. 
