Walvis Bay to Cairo Expedition – 17 September to 3 November 2013
Why? Ever since Cecil Rhodes advocated a railway line from Cape to Cairo through
British territory, Brits have sought to make this journey. In our case, the original idea
came from an Ethiopian friend who wanted to make a gift of a 4x4 to his parents in
Addis, though he didn’t in the end join us!
How? We had heard that the journey could be made in a normal saloon car (preferably
one which was not too ‘low slung’) providing we stuck to tarred roads in so far as was
possible. But we decided to buy Toyota Land Cruisers ‘just in case’ – most mechanics in
the countries we would be passing through would have experience of these rugged
vehicles.
Which way? We wanted to start in Walvis Bay rather than Cape Town because the
former is served by a frequent RoRo ferry from Sheerness whilst to ship a vehicle to
Cape Town would be significantly more expensive as it would have to be containerised.
Incidentally, the journey from Cape Town to Walvis Bay can be made in two to three
days entirely on tarred roads. Likewise, there is little choice about the final destination if
one wishes to get the vehicle back to the UK – the alternatives of Libya and Tunisia have
been ‘out of bounds’ according to the Foreign Office website for some months. A straight
line between Walvis Bay and Cairo would take you through Namibia, Angola, the
Congo, Central Africa Republic, South Sudan, Sudan and Egypt – amongst these only
Namibia, Sudan and Egypt constitute sensible countries to traverse. So, we selected a
scenic alternative – traversing Namibia, Botswana, Zimbabwe, Mozambique, Malawi,
Tanzania, Kenya, Ethiopia, Sudan and Egypt. Our route is indicated on the map below:

We learned from friends, web-sites, travel guides etc. that the only part of the route which
was both untarred and risky from a security perspective was in northern Kenya – from
Isiolo to Moyale on the Ethiopian border. This is a distance of some 500km.
When? The best time to make the journey is during the dry season – in southern Africa
this extends from April/May to November; in Ethiopia it runs from October/November

through to June; in Egypt it’s dry all year round! Hence we chose to leave Namibia in
mid September so as to arrive in Ethiopia in October, and we had a firm date for our
arrival in Cairo – 5 November.
How long? We took just seven weeks to travel from Walvis Bay to Cairo including three
days R&R on Zanzibar and a further three days of ‘enforced’ rest at Gonder in Ethiopia
whilst we awaited visas for Sudan.
How much? The biggest cost for us was the price of the Land Cruiser – it was important
to buy a vehicle which was going to be reliable over the 9,500 mile journey, but the
challenge was to find one which did not cost so much that we could not afford to say
‘good bye’ to it if it was seriously damaged or even written off because the vehicle could
not be easily insured for any damage to it. The next highest cost was that of the Carnet de
Passages (this greatly facilitates border crossings) which is arranged through the RAC –
approximately 50% of this cost is refunded if the vehicle is returned to the UK. After that
there was accommodation and then fuel – we pre-booked almost all our overnight
accommodation (this cost amounted to something around £50 per person per night
(including dinner and breakfast) whilst fuel prices ranged between 10p per litre of diesel
(in Egypt) and £1.20 (in Malawi) and we consumed something like 1,200 litres in all, On
top of these costs, we had to ship the vehicle from Sheerness to Walvis Bay (£1,200
including customs clearance at Walvis Bay) and from Damietta (in Egypt) to Iskenderun
(in Turkey) –a further £1,000 (including our flight costs between the two ports).
Insurance? We had to buy third party accident cover for the vehicle as we crossed the
borders into Botswana, Zimbabwe, Mozambique and Malawi, but on entering Tanzania
we were able to buy a policy which covered us, on a third party basis, right the way up to
the Mediterranean. However, making a claim for any damage to ourselves or our vehicle
under these policies would have been a nightmare and, in any event, any sums recovered
would have been minimal. We also took out medical and personal accident insurance
policies ‘just in case’.
The Vehicles? We purchased two second-hand 2001 diesel Land Cruisers – one, an
automatic Amazon, was specially fitted with a snorkel, raised suspension, a
supplementary fuel tank, a fridge and a safe. The other, a manual Colorado, was entirely
standard but we did take along two 20L jerrycans and we purchased a cool box (for £20)
which was powered by the vehicle’s electrical system - it worked admirably well.

Our two Land Cruisers

Visas? Most of us travelled on UK passports. We obtained visas for Mozambique and
Ethiopia in London we set out; we bought visas for Zimbabwe, Tanzania and Kenya as
we crossed the borders; our travel agent arranged visas for Egypt (though I believe that
these are readily available at the Egyptian border) and we should have obtained visas for
Sudan before we left – instead our travel agent furnished us with an entry permit which
did not work at the Matemwa border point (apparently it would have worked at Khartoum
Airport). I understand that Sudanese visas are difficult to obtain in London, but more
readily available in Paris; they are, however, available at the Sudanese Embassy in Addis
if one is prepared to wait for at least a couple of days and have the right papers available
– including a passport, a yellow fever certificate and a letter from a Sudanese travel
agent. Our first attempt to organise them in Addis was foiled by the Moslem festival of
Ede – which led to the closure of the Sudanese Embassy for an entire week.
The party? There were seven of us (Ron, Angela, Rup, Madhu, Dave, Joy and Chris)
from Walvis Bay to Dar es Salaam, nine (Ron, Angela, Rup, Madhu, Dave, Marianne,
Chandra, Joy and Chris) from Dar to Nairobi and then five (Ron, Rup, Dave, Joy and
Chris) for the remainder of the expedition. This was just about ideal – two vehicles in
case of a breakdown, but a small enough number of travellers to be able to find
accommodation relatively easily.
David, Ron, Madhu, Angela, Rup, Joy,
Chris, Marianne and Chandra at
Bougainvillea Lodge near Ngorongoro
Crater in Tanzania

Country by country trip
Namibia

We left Walvis Bay at around 3pm on Tuesday 17 September with full tanks and
jerrycans! We followed the road through Swakopmund (which has a strong German
flavour to both its buildings and its organisation!) before heading north east across the
Kalahari desert to Karibib where we turned north towards Otjiwarongo – passing literally
scores of warthogs nibbling the grass on the wide road verges as we travelled through the
wine capital of Namibia, Omaruru. We went on through Otavi and then the fertile triangle
(known as the death triangle during the struggle for independence in the seventies and
eighties because so many white farmers were killed there) and up to Grootfontein, where
we stayed just 30 km to the north at Fiume Lodge.
The next morning we left Fiume Lodge early and drove 200km along a straight road
(apart from one corner) and past not a single fuel station to Rundu where Joy and I visited
the TUCSIN Centre which had re-located to the NDC building in the centre of this, the
second largest, town in the country. Despite the registration of over 100 students in
January 2013, numbers had fallen to around 50 by September because UNAM
(University of Namibia) had reduced their minimum entry standard to 18 points (from

28) compounded by the difficulties some parents in Rundu and the Kavango (one of the
poorest regions in Namibia) have had with meeting their fee commitments.
From Rundu, we drove the boring but straight road along the Zambesi strip (alias the
Caprivi Strip) to Katima Mulilo. On the way, Ron and Angela saw some elephants in the
river flats at Kongola at the eastern border of the Caprivi national park – but we (ie Joy
and I) failed to spy them . By the time we had refuelled at Katima and driven the last
70km to the Botswana border it was ‘closing time’ and we were the last group permitted
to cross that evening.
Namibia is a country where (almost) everything works – the roads are generally in sound
condition, there is good 3G access, hotels and lodges have high and consistent standards,
the police are reasonable, etc. On the economic side, it is no longer classified as a third
world country but it does have one of the largest, if not the largest, Gini coefficient in the
world. Namibia is stable politically – SWAPO (the South West Africa Peoples’
Organisation) has been ‘in power’ since independence, due to the fact that the people
group which has traditionally supported SWAPO is the Oshivambo, who account for
about 50% of the population of the country. From a corruption perspective, Transparency
International rates Namibia as the third ‘cleanest’ in Africa (after Mauritius and
Botswana) – but there are still issues! One saving grace is that there is a strong
independent press. There are racial tensions, but these are not as evident as in other
countries because of the very low population density. We (Joy and Chris) enjoyed living
and working there as volunteers at TUCSIN for two and a half years.
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Botswana

In the gathering gloom, we crossed the Chobe National Park in the very north east corner
of the country to Kasane where we found the Chobe Safari Lodge. We had a very
comfortable night there in air-conditioned luxury!
The following morning, that of the 19th September, we had breakfast on the hotel veranda
which enabled us to enjoy the sight of elephants munching theirs’ on the other side of the
river. Then we took an exciting boat safari along the Chobe River towards its confluence
with the Zambesi, where we viewed numerous buffalo, hippos, crocodiles and finally
elephants with the odd giraffe built in for good measure. In a couple of hours we saw
more large wildlife than we spied in the whole of the remaining expedition.
Botswana is a fairly rich (for Africa) country because of the diamond fields and its
politicians have worked hard to ensure that the wealth is spread throughout the country.
Its tourist facilities, dependent principally upon the Okovango Delta, are at the top end of
the market. We have enjoyed our visits there and always seen wildlife in the Botswanan
national parks.
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Zimbabwe

At the Zimbabwe border, there were clear notices promising a corruption-free service but
they did not stop the security officer asking for a small ‘tip’ (US$10) for letting us
through! The road from the border at Kasangula to Victoria Falls was almost traffic free
and well surfaced – and the police stationed underneath the usual tree a mile from the
border post left us alone because we had the required two inch white and red squares
stuck onto our bumpers! So, we were soon at the Victoria Falls Hotel, one of the
testimonies to the foresight of the early settlers – it was built by the time the road and rail
bridge across the Zambesi Gorge was constructed in 1905 – another engineering triumph
in view of its time and location. A short hike took us down to the Falls – and it was
immediately obvious why we were on the Zim side! (The life-size bronze statue of) Dr
David Livingstone welcomed us at the western end of the Falls, known as the Cataract
Falls and we enjoyed a stroll along the gorge towards the almost dry Zambian side. Some
of the party saw an elephant on their trek back to the Hotel.
The journey to Bulawayo is straightforward, passing through Hwangwi (Wankie) with its
ugly coal heaps, Lupane, where ZVSF has a feeding programme, and Kenmaur.
Bulawayo looked positively flourishing in comparison with our experiences there in
2010. We stayed at the Southern Comfort Lodge – where Dave said that he ate his best
steak ever – Zimbabwean, of course! We learned just how difficult it had been to run a
hotel during the period of stagflation in 2009 – meat could only be obtained by barter but
fuel was so scarce that there were very few visitors. Another diner told us that Zanu-PF
had hired an Israeli consultant to ‘fix’ the voters roll before winning the 2013 so
seemingly effortlessly!
The following morning we drove out to the Matopos along empty roads. There we
enjoyed the views from the kopje which Rhodes had chosen for his final burial place,
known as World’s View – the outlook is of endless rocky outcrops and gives a wonderful
sense of both infinity and timelessness. Caves with rock paintings done by the original

inhabitants, the San or bushmen, also dotted the landscape showing that they, too, had
regarded the region with respect and reverence.
Our next stop was Fort Vic or Masvingo as it is known today. We refuelled the vehicles
and purchased a few provisions before moving on to Norma Jean’s Lakeview Resort
adjacent to Great Zimbabwe – where, apart from a South African couple returning from
Matusodona, we were almost the only guests. The meal served was appetising but there
was considerable disquiet at the outcome of the national elections only a couple of
months earlier and this cast a spell of depression over the evening. The next morning this
was reinforced by an overcast sky and a misty, almost drizzly, atmosphere. A least it
wasn’t going to be unpleasantly hot for our promenade a pied round Great Zim! We saw
the Zimbabwe birds in the museum and wondered at the efforts the Bantu people must
have expended as they built these absolutely unique structures some five or six centuries
ago. There are no other buildings on the scale of these which were left by an earlier or
later African civilisation south of the Sahara, making them a world-scale treasure.
Further east the road surface deteriorated so that we had to be wary of potholes and six
inch drops at each side of the tar. But we pressed on, past the turnings for Chimanimani
and Mount Selinda with their immensely valuable diamond fields, to Mutare (erstwhile
Umtali), which, for a Sunday afternoon, looked busy but not thriving – instead rather
‘down at heel’. We couldn’t find a coffee shop anywhere, so we travelled northwards
through the wattle plantations of the Eastern Highlands to Juliasdale where we stopped at
Pine Tree Lodge. Even though we only occupied four out of their 20 rooms, we were the
only residential guests and our impression was that there hadn’t been many other visitors
for the past week or more. We learned, during the conversation, that the property
repossessions had restarted since Zanu-PF had won the election at the end of July and
that the biggest employer in the region, the Wattle Company, had gone ‘bust’ because
they had been unable to resist the take-over of key sections of their estates by selfseeking individuals who had no regard for the impact on others of their actions. White
householders and small farmers (in the dairy and vegetable sectors) were under great
threat and knew that no body in authority would heed their pleas for help.
The scenery around Juliasdale is beautiful – trout lakes, granite kopjes, mountains and
some spectacular views. Rhodes (again) selected one of the most attractive locations for
his own lodge and estate, today this has been turned into a hotel – it is on the edge of the
national park which has five decent dams on it. Not far away is Troutbeck, a large
hotel/resort complex with its own lake and golf course, and at the top of the nearby
mountain there is another of Rhodes’ favourite look-outs, again called World’s View –
whence one can see a rolling plateau extending as far as 20 -30 miles on a clear day.
We had planned to move onto the Inn on the Vumba, a mountain ridge just south of
Mutare, so that we could cross the Mozambique border at Mutare at first light on the 24th
September, but we were warned that there had been a resurgence of terrorist activity in
the name of Renamo just north west of the border post and though there had been no
reports of attacks in the last couple of months, we were strongly advised to give the
region a wide berth. This meant crossing into Mozambique at Nyamapanda and taking
the shortest and most direct route through Tete to the Malawian border at Zobue - close to
Blantyre, and the consequence was a significantly longer overall journey if we were to
reach our objective in Malawi in one day (not to have done so would have entailed an
awful lot of rescheduling).

So, we rose before dawn on Tuesday, 24th September and set off for Headlands (half way
to Harare) – along a good tarred road, but from there to Murewa (on the tarred road from
Harare to Nyamapanda) was a gravel road through erstwhile highly productive tobacco
farms which now are almost totally untended and therefore busily ‘reverting to nature’.
The 60km took us just over the hour which was not bad for an unsurfaced road – but we
hit a few bumps and were grateful for the sure-footedness of the Land Cruisers. The
countryside between Murewa and Nyamapanda was largely pretty rugged terrain suitable
for grazing cattle, only there were no cattle to be seen! We arrived at the Nyamapanda
border by 10.30 am – four hours later than we would have reached the Mutare border had
we felt able to use it!
Despite our empathy for Zimbabwe and its people, we were depressed by the five days
we spent there – nobody we met was happy with the outcome of the election and, indeed,
most were full of foreboding about the future. The country was as beautiful as ever, but
there were no tourists (except at Victoria Falls), there was precious little activity in the
fields and on the farms and there were signs of poverty everywhere.
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Mozambique

We traversed the co-called Tete Corridor from Nyamapanda to Zobue on the
Mozambique/Malawi border. The total distance is only 250 km but it took us five
wearisome hours. The quality of the first stretch of road, from Nyamapanda to Tete, is
good and it passes through some hilly and dry countryside where the people are poor as
was evidenced by the number of sacks of charcoal at the roadside and the small
percentage of the population wearing shoes. The housing was very basic and there was
little evidence of electrification.
Tete is something else altogether – the bridge across the Zambesi is most impressive as is
the river underneath (though we didn’t spy any crocs lurking on the banks), and then the
town is a real hive of activity with people, vehicles and buildings (most in construction)
everywhere! New railways were being built and, amongst other multinational miners, Rio
Tinto was present with a safety training centre and a coal terminal.
But after Tete, it’s back ‘into the bush’ with the worst tarred road that we traversed
anywhere on the trip between a point about 10 km north east of Tete and Zobue – this
section took us nearly three hours of nail-biting empathy with the vehicles as we lurched
from avoiding one pot-hole to the next! Lorries coming in the opposite direction paid
scant attention to the ‘rules of the road’, and so we had to avoid them too!
Mozambique is a poor country but its mineral wealth is considerable and only now being
exploited. This is leading to a rash of projects designed to improve the infrastructure of
the country. The political instability forced on Mozambique in the 70s and 80s by the
white minority regimes in neighbouring countries blew itself out in the early 2000s but
the legacy is the ready availability of armaments for groups of disaffected rebels, leading
to unco-ordinated acts of terrorism.
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Malawi

Malawi has not only some stunning scenery but also some very warm-hearted people! On
the flip side, it is a pretty poor place – partly due to having an extremely high population
density, which has multiplied five times since independence 50 years ago! Just about as
soon as we entered Malawi on 24 September, the number of people around became an
issue – pedestrians and cyclists were everywhere and, as darkness fell almost
immediately (thanks to the time we took negotiating our way through the border
formalities), these became quite a problem for the drivers. But this was only the
beginning, the number of slow moving and heavily over-laden lorries slowed our
progress to that of a snail and then, as we approached Blantyre, the absence of road signs
and direction indicators became the most serious issue, compounded by the paucity of
street lighting. We found ourselves going the wrong way up a ‘One way street’ but
motorists coming the correct way didn’t take offence, they simply stopped in front of us
and ‘persuaded’ us to go backwards. It took us three hours to find our destination – which
was excessive in view of the distance (only 150 km), but that time did include stops for
directions at three petrol stations and a ride for a kindly policeman who showed us
exactly where to turn for the Satemwa Tea Estate before we delivered him back to his
road block! The main party were to stay at Huntingdon Lodge on this estate, which is at
the foot of Mt Thyolo. Tea plantations make for scenic countryside because they are so
green and the bushes well tended, but Satemwa is particularly attractive as there are no
dead bushes (that came to our notice) and everywhere is superbly maintained: bridge
parapets and roadside markers are all freshly painted white, the graceful trees at the side
of the roads have white collars so that any chains of termites ascending (and descending)
their trunks could be readily identified before they caused severe damage. Finally, as you
climb Mt Thyolo, you get a fantastic view over the surrounding countryside, all covered
with well tended tea plantations – it is simply beautiful!
We enjoyed two nights at Huntingdon House, being well fed and watered. Before dinner
on the second night (25 September), we were invited to join the family of the founding

Kay family to celebrate the 85th birthday of Chip Kay, the scion of the Kays who still
own and run the estate. This took place just after dark and some of the younger members
of the estate staff danced and sang as only Africans can! Later Chip told us how his sister
and he had travelled from Huntingdon House to school in Cape Town in the nineteen
thirties by train from Blantyre. Their journey took them first south to Beira on the coast
of Mozambique, then westwards up though Umtali (Mutare), Marandellas (Mapondera)
to Salisbury (Harare), and on south-west through Gatooma (Kadoma), Que Que (Kwe
Kwe) and Gwelo (Gweru) to Bulawayo. Whereupon another train change to the line
which took them southwards through Plumtree, Francistown, Gabarone, Mafeking,
Kimberly and Beaufort West to Cape Town. Even today such a trip would be quite an
eye-opener (and the first part would be impossible by train), but in the thirties it was not
only entirely do-able but would have been positively exciting! Today Satemwa employs
up to 2,000 people at the height of the picking season – it packs its own tea and offers an
interesting Fair Trade range from highly priced Oolong to cheaper ‘black’ tea. We took
advantage of a tea tasting session in the factory to sample the range – but I fear that I
came away with a reinforced preference for the same old cuppa (served with a dash of
milk despite the damage that this does to its beneficial oxidising properties). We walked
and drove along some of the 200 km of dirt roads on the estate, enjoying the views and
working up an appetite for another meal! Whilst we were lunching on the patio outside
Huntingdon House we saw our only snake of the entire trip – it was slithering towards the
bushes and trees at the side of the nearby lawn, some 20 metres from the table.
On 26 September, we set off for Makokolo Camp at the southern end of Lake Malawi, a
journey of some 300km. Not far, we thought, but we hadn’t allowed for the time we
would spend shopping in Blantyre’s Shoprite (a South African chain that has modernised
shopping habits throughout southern and east Africa), and negotiating the ‘road under
construction’ which seemed to last from Limba (Blantyre’s twin city) most of the way to
Zomba (the first colonial capital – with its botanical gardens and pleasant university
buildings at the foot of Zomba Plateau). We drove along the side of Lake Malombo to
Mongochi, where Lake Malawi ‘drains’ into the Shire River (this flows south, through
Lake Malombo, ultimately joining the Zambesi south-east of Tete). Makokola Camp was
about 20 km north of Mongochi – a high class lakeside resort offering a range of
activities and facilities as well as good food and liberal quantities of alcoholic beverages.
But, although ‘on the lake shore’ it was unwise to swim in the Lake because of the
possibility of bilhartzia (a disease carried by water-borne snails which live in the reeds
and wetlands of southern Africa’s lakes and dams).
From Makokola we travelled north alongside the Lake all the way to Chinteche Inn. The
route took us past Salima and Nkhotakota (a major lake port for the slave trade in the 19th
Century and visited by Livingstone in 1863). We stopped further up the coast at a ‘town’
called Dawenga to find an ATM. After a false but interesting trail that took us through a
huge irrigated sugar cane plantation to a sugar factory (home to a branch of Standard
Bank) east of the town, we found them to be in abundant supply in the town itself. Whilst
withdrawing our cash, we witnessed a number of heavily laden sugar cane lorries, all of
which had to slow down in order to negotiate their way through the mass of pedestrians
and cyclists in the town and as they did so, boys would attempt to pull canes out of the
bundles on their load platforms – often successfully, but to the lorry driver’s great
displeasure! Chinteche Inn is beautifully located on a stretch of rocky coastline – the
Lake is too wide here to enable one to catch even a glimpse of the eastern side and so it

looks much more like the seaside. Being told, on arrival, that it was safe to swim in the
Lake because of an absence of bilhartzia snails, I duly set off for an early morning swim
in the comfortably warm water only to be hailed from the shore by one of the staff who
told me that when they were out canoeing the previous afternoon, a crocodile had passed
them and he suggested it was unsafe. Suitably chastened, I couldn’t get out of the water
quickly enough!
The 27 September was our last (part) day in Malawi – we drove north through Nkhata
Bay, Mzuzu, Chilomba (the small town whence the road to Livingstonia leads up the
mountainous escarpment) and Karonga (where the slave trade was eventually terminated
by an English force led by Sir Harry Johnson in 1896), periodically enjoying views over
the northern part of the Lake until we reached the Tanzanian border.
Reflecting on our time in Malawi, we would conclude that, with the exception of
Mozambique, Malawi was the poorest country we had visited in southern Africa – in
places, over 50% of the people would be shoeless. It was a place where everyone seemed
to be ‘on the move’ either on foot or on bicycles; the number of vehicles on the roads was
low and bicycles came into their own as beasts of burden. The available land is cultivated
intensively – kapoka is raised on the smallest parcels of land; cotton is a popular crop,
and sugar and tea are important cash crops in a number of regions. On the other hand, it is
not without good reason that Malawi is known as the warm heart of Africa – what it is
missing in terms of tourist facilities (for example limited internet connectivity and
expensive fuel), its people make up by the warmth of their welcome!
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Tanzania

After some 90 minutes of painstaking negotiations, we finally crossed the Tanzanian
border, complete with an insurance certificate valid for all the countries we would be
travelling through up to the Mediterranean – all for just US$100 per vehicle. The
downside was that it was nearly 6pm (East African time) on 28 September before we
could get ‘en route’ again and we still had about 100 km to go to our destination,
Utengele Coffee Lodge, to the west of Mbeya, in the dark; another unpleasant drive,
coping with a higher destiny of traffic than we had faced before and trying to find the
right turn off the main road between Dar es Salaam and Lusaka for the Lodge. We made
it to find that we were almost the only guests, and so the staff looked after us as if we
were royalty! Surprisingly, we discovered that the managing couple had moved there
from a small village between Reading and Henley which Ron and Angela knew well –
they had hankered after a different life and now they are experiencing it ‘in buckets’.
Utengele is owned by a one-time (Swiss) volunteer, who has over the years acquired a
number of coffee plantations on the mainland of Tanzania and a Coffee Shop outlet in
Stonetown, Zanzibar. Coffee can, apparently, be quite a lucrative crop in some years but,
when it doesn’t rain, then the crop is very small unless there is access to significant water
from dams or year-round rivers. The bushes on the Utengele estate were in flower and
large holes (three foot in diameter) had been dug next to each one so that when it was
necessary to irrigate them, the water could ‘be stored’ and gradually fed to the roots of
the bushes.
From Utengele we travelled north east to Iringa along the Lusaka to Dar highway. This
took us past numerous Sisal plantations and through the top corner of the Selous Game
Reserve – where we saw a few giraffe and just one or two elephants. The Reserve looked
very parched and there had clearly been a number of bush fires – just like it should
because, after all, Africa is a dry continent except in the rainy seasons! We did not stop in

Iringa itself but carried on for a further 10 km towards Dar where we turned off the main
road down a very stony and, in places, steep track to a camp called River View. There we
requested the accommodation which I had tried to reserve, only to find that the message
never got through from the Iringa office to the manager at River View. Nevertheless, the
young man found us some spaces – three twin bedded tents and a thatched hut - where we
could spend the night. He also arranged for the meal that was being prepared to be
extended so there was enough for seven extra hungry travellers! We shared the repast
with some young Americans who were there to learn Swahili before they started their
missionary work in the more isolated regions. My impression is that they were very much
‘faith’ missionaries who were ready to be posted wherever there was judged to be a need,
and when there, to rely upon the support of their congregations back home. Some of them
had young children and one had to admire their commitment but, at the same time, to ask
whether the day of the pith helmeted missionary was not well over. Perhaps, time (and
experience) will tell!
The journey from Iringa to Dar took us far longer than we had anticipated mainly because
the volume (and hence the reciprocal of speed) of the traffic increased significantly as we
approached our objective. Initially, we had to descend a long (maybe 20 km in length)
pass off what South Africans would call the High Veld, and as we went down we passed
as many as five lorries which had broken down as they had attempted to climb the pass
on their way to Zambia – there was no way they could avoid this climb if they wanted to
stay on tar (as everyone would!). Drivers were underneath their vehicles or working on
an engine laid bare by lifting the cab – either way it did not seem to be a speedy repair
judging from the air of resignation on their faces. The police were out in force on the
roadside as we got closer to Dar, and we were duly fined the standard $20 for crossing a
white line (which busses had been disregarding with abandon) and for exceeding an
unmarked speed restriction – in all we handed over $60 of our hard earned resources but
were still relieved that we completed the journey with no other complications. In Dar we
found our way, thanks to Dave’s excellent map-reading skills, to the Double Tree Hotel –
a grade above the Lutheran Guest House where Joy and I had spent a few nights in the
70s on our way home from Rhodesia (as it was then) - today this House has a poor
reputation for the security of its guests. At the Double Tree our vehicles were examined
closely before we were allowed into the hotel car park – where, it was interesting to note,
there were no other foreign vehicles at all. The Double Tree looks out over Oyster Bay
and the sun-rise over the muddy/sand banks was really quite scenic.
The next day (1 October) we first dropped the cars at a garage so that they could be
serviced and then we were driven to the Airport for a flight to Zanzibar. Despite the fact
that it was already 9 am, there were seemingly interminable queues on the Airport Road,
but the boredom was relieved by the sight of delivery men hauling the most enormous
loads along the other side of the dual carriageway on their tricycles.
Our three night stay on Zanzibar proved to be a refreshing and rejuvenating change from
the rigours of pushing on each day. We stayed at the Sea Cliff Hotel, which is located on
the west side of the island, maybe five miles north of Stonetown. The climate was warm
and humid, so swimming (in the hotel pools) was a pleasure. One morning we toured
Stonetown (but not with an elderly Arab as our guide – which was the case when we
went there in 1977), and on another we went to see a spice farm (it turned out to be a
conducted walk through a wooded area where we were shown one spice after another –

almost all of them were growing naturally as opposed to being cultivated). Stonetown
was the home of the infamous slave market and it was above the cells used for housing
the slaves awaiting the auctioneer’s hammer that the Anglican cathedral was built, The
houses built by the Arab traders were adorned with superbly carved wooden doors.
Indians, who migrated to Zanzibar to trade the island’s spices and the foodstuffs
consumed by its inhabitants, also fitted carved doors to their homes, but they differed in
design, and when the British arrived there, our young guide said that they added their
own doors to the variety, these being garage doors! Incidentally the hotel where we
dined on 24 January 1977, the Zanzibar Hotel, was still there, though extended and
entirely refurbished so it no longer looked like the place where elderly expats would
drink their sundowners but rather where the typical tourist would contentedly enjoy
western comforts in an Arab setting. Zanzibar has become something of a tourist’s mecca
and the locals were more worried about the damage done by reports of the occasional
outbreak of violence on their streets, than they were about the prospects for the
forthcoming crop of cloves.
Returning to Dar Airport three days later, we picked up our vehicles and drove north
along the coast road (not that we saw the sea anywhere!) to Bagamayo, the town where
the original colonisers, the Germans, decided to set up their colonial headquarters.
Incidentally, it is interesting that the British took control of Zanzibar in 1892 whilst the
Germans were permitted free reign to colonise Tanganyika as a result of the Berlin
Conference which effectively determined how Africa should be ‘split up’ between the
various European powers.
Bagamoyo is ripe for development as a tourist destination, but it certainly does not have
that status now! We stayed at the Livingstone Beach Resort, which has a somewhat
grandiose appearance on its website, but in reality needs a wholesale refurbishment to
bring it up to 21st Century standards. It is located directly on the Indian Ocean, and we
were somewhat astonished to find that despite a beach which was submerged with each
tide, there was only a metre high sea wall atop of which a concrete balustrade had been
constructed to protect the hotel from any ocean storms. But the meals were good and the
manager most welcoming. Bagamoyo itself, larger than Dar in the 18th and 19th
Centuries,was the destination for the slave caravans from the interior of the continent. It
was from there that the slaves were shipped to Zanzibar where they were to be sold by
auction in Stonetown. Livingstone called the place ‘the open sore of the world’ and his
words led directly to the formation of the Bagamoyo Mission by the (Catholic) Holy
Ghost Fathers in 1868. They made a practice of ransoming a good number of slaves
whom they subsequently settled in the Christian Freedom Village at Bagamoyo.
Incidentally, Livingstone’s body was carried from central Zambia to the Bagamoyo
Mission in 1873 whence it was shipped to England on a Royal Naval vessel. Other sites
we visited in Bagamaoyo included the Old Caravanserai, originally used by Arabs who
traded in ivory, precious stones and metals (but not, as the museum manager therein
assured us, slaves), the site where Julius Nyrere made his first political speech and,
finally, the original German Boma (used as the administration headquarters of the nascent
colony). There were, along India Street, several intricately carved wooden doors which
gave the whole place an air of past wealth and sophistication.
From Bagamoyo, we travelled first westwards along a road in course of construction until
we reached the main trunk road between the north and Dar, a distance of some 60 km.

The varying surface of this road was a foretaste of what was to come – for the trunk road
north of Korogwe was under repair, necessitating extensive detours along rough tracks
adjacent thereto. Once we reached Same, the frequency of the road repairs diminished
and we quickly journied onto Marangu, the kicking-off town for most hikers wanting to
tackle Kilimanjaro. The oldest establishment in the ‘business’ is Hotel Marangu, where
we stayed – most of the other guests there were either about to set off on an ascent or had
just returned from a descent. In the morning, all the guides and porters were lined up
outside the office picking up their loads (of camping equipment and food rations) and
lists of hikers. It was a scene of some trepidation on the part of those hikers about to
depart! Marangu itself is just the sort of place whence colonists might have retreated
when the weather in the lower lying towns and farming areas of Tanganyika became
unbearably hot – its altitude is 1,111 m – and both the atmosphere and fauna are almost
alpine. There were orchards and fields of soft fruits on the lower slopes of the
Kilimanjaro massif around Marangu. Many of the houses were spacious and on large
plots, and with substantial (church) schools, the whole town had an energetic but cultured
atmosphere – just the sort of place wherein I would be happy to retire! Little surprise then
that, on one of my ‘walks’ I came across a friendly American one-time aid worker who
had made Marangu his home for half the year.
Our next stop was to be Arusha, where we were to leave our vehicles and switch to Land
Cruisers specially adapted for game viewing. We travelled there along part of the trunk
road which ran from Dar to the Kenyan border (at Namanga), this took us through more
Sisal plantations and the extensive town of Moshi (where we had stayed in 1977 whilst
visiting a friend who was learning Swahili at the Lutheran Language School there). In
2013, Moshi seemed an awful lot larger, more colourful and comparatively full of motor
vehicles of every description. Arusha, too, had clearly developed hugely – there were tall
office blocks hosting the tribunals for investigating the massacres in nearby Rwanda and
the Congo, and the Uhuru Arch signifying the declaration made by Nyrere at Arusha in
1967 about the importance of Tanzanians (and, indeed, all Africans) working together to
build a free and tolerant society where each person has an adequate standard of living.
Until the late 19th Century there was no real concentration of population at Arusha, but
the German colonists determined to centre their administration of the northern region of
Tanganyika there in 1890 and today it is the second largest conurbation in the country – a
good proportion of its inhabitants derive their living, directly or indirectly, from the
tourist industry. Like most tourists, it was for us the departure point for our visit to the
Ngorongoro Crater (although, unlike others, we did not go on to the Serengeti – with its
mass animal migrations - because of time pressures).
We spent two nights at Bougainvillea Lodge just a few miles east of the Eastern Gate of
the Ngorongoro National Park. This permitted a full day’s ‘guided’ visit to the Crater –
which was one of the highlights of our entire trip. Although we could have entered the
crater in our own 4x4s, our drivers and guides knew exactly where to take us and we
could also concentrate on the animals. After entering the park, we climbed right up to the
lip of the crater for an absolutely marvellous scenic overview of the park. Most of the
animals are on the crater floor but before we descended we caught a glimpse of a number
of giraffe nibbling the branches of the trees atop the rim. Having brought with us our
surplus-to-requirements packed lunch from Marangu Hotel, we stopped next to a group
of Masai schoolchildren and our guide (also a Masai) persuaded them to line up in an
orderly manner prior to handing each child a banana, an orange, a biscuit, a bread roll, or

whatever… It was a good lesson, for both them and us, in discipline and fairness. Once
on the floor of the crater, the vehicles had to stick to the tracks (which ensured that the
animals had their own sacrosanct space) so we were driven around until we saw
something of interest – a herd of wildebeest or zebras, an elephant, a rhinoceros or a
secretary bird – and the sight of a number of vehicles parked at the side of the track was
usually a good guide to an animal in their vicinity! At one point we joined the tourists in
a number of vehicles to watch the antics of three lions which seemed to be preying on a
loan buffalo – he was big and strong enough to withstand any attack from two lions, but
our guide wasn’t sure about three. We sat for maybe half an hour whilst the buffalo edged
out of the centre of the group of lions (the nearest was probably some 30 metres away)
but continued to munch the grass quite contentedly without any sign of action by the
lions – perhaps they waited until all the tourist vehicles had ‘gone home’ an hour or two
later before they made their move – or maybe they just didn’t bother at all because it was
HOT down there! Altogether it was a fascinating and most enjoyable day largely unspoilt
by undesirable intrusions into the natural habitats of the animals despite the numbers of
tourist vehicles.
As we returned to Arusha to collect our own Land Cruisers, we photographed the fields
of rice in the fertile valley of Lake Manyara and noted the construction (this time by a
French contractor) of the road linking Arusha to Dodoma – a journey we had made in
1977 on a Tanzanian Railways Motor Bus along appalling surfaces. Dodoma is the
capital of Tanzania but its development has been considerably hindered by its isolation in
the hot centre of the country, however with new roads and a proximity to valuable
minerals, its future must be brighter. This sums up our impressions of Tanzania – it was a
country on the move from a poor, largely rural economy to a future focused on the
exploitation of its ‘under the ground’ wealth, with a much higher percentage of its
population living in urban environments with all that means in terms of the breakdown of
family structures and traditional ‘tribal’ life. Tanzanians seem to be hard-workers –
judging by the way in which they cultivate their land, and their politicians seem
committed to improving the communication and transport networks.

Coffee bushes in flower on Utengele Estate

Tazara train from Kapiri M’Poshi to Dar

Roadside stall

Beachside road in Dar

Tricycle as a ‘Beast of Burden’ in Dar

Anglican Cathedral in Stonetown Zanzibar

‘Baking’ bread in Stonetown market

Does your car need a new front end?

Offloading the night’s catch at Sea Cliff

The Livingstone Beach Resort, Bagamoyo

Summit of Mt Kilimanjaro from Marangu

The Great Rift Valley near Ngorongoro

Ngorongoro Crater

Masai children lining up for a free lunch

A Masai village

Lake with hippos in Ngorongoro Crater

A lion having a yawn!

