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So it was back to Africa in 1962 and sailing for Cape Town on a one-class ship, no first 

class this time, we had a wonderful trip and we took our car with us. Life on board was 

great fun, we had lots of entertainment and fancy dress competitions, Ken won first prize 

as "King of the Castle" and Maggie went as "Buttons and Bows". I can’t remember what I 

went as, maybe a dressing table, and Reg went as a film star. We had photos or slides of 

us all. We arrived at Cape Town with our luggage. As soon as the car came off the ship 

and we had cleared customs with our luggage we were on our way.

We managed to pack all our luggage into the car and on the roof rack. Ken was now eight 

months old , quite a handful and not at an easy age to travel the long journey of 2,250 

miles. There was very little space for Maggie to sit in the back. Our first night we didn’t get 

very far and we stayed in a lovely little hotel in the wine growing area near to Stellenbosh. 

We were very pleased to have found such a lovely place, 

we had some Cape wine with our dinner and a good nights 

rest to prepare us for the next day and our long journey 

north to Nyasaland. This is a really beautiful area of the 

Cape with magnificent views as we travelled through the 

Hex river valley with vines growing on the mountain slopes 
and the fertile valleys so suited to agriculture. Unfortunately this was a journey with very 

little time to view these lovely sights in one of the most beautiful parts of South Africa.

We now had to take the most direct route, leaving early in the morning we set out hoping 

to reach Bloemfontein by evening but this was not such an interesting route after leaving 

Rawsonville and Worcester behind. We passed through the Little Karoo and then the 

beautiful Three Sisters. There was not a lot to look at through the Karoo and very hot 

during the day. The countryside now became fertile again as we reached Bloemfontein, it 

was much cooler too as we had climbed to a much higher plain. We stopped somewhere 

between Bloemfontein and Kokstaad and the next day we passed though Johannesburg 

and Pretoria, up and over the high veldt with much colder nights. We stayed the third night 

around Petersburg. The next day we passed around Louis Trichard leaving the Kruger 

National Park out as we travelled on to Messina. The landscape kept changing as we 

headed for Messina and it is here that one sees the first baobab trees in the reserve south 

of the town. Unfortunately we were unable to take advantage of the fact that Petersburg 



has a reserve also and that we were near to the famous Kruger National Park. The 

openness of the small park meant you get good viewing all the year round as it is well 

stocked with springbok, eland, gemsbok, sable antelope, white rhinos and Giraffe. All this 

was new to us in those days and getting from Cape Town to Blantyre was more important 

with all these wonderful places we missed out on. The wonderful sights we did see gave

 us a great yearning to see more and fortunately later in our life when we returned to South

Africa we were able to see and learn so much more about this wonderful country. 

We duly left it the next day as we passed over Beitbridge and crossed the border into 

Southern Rhodesia, now called Zimbabwe.  After travelling on perfect tarmac roads in 

South Africa we now came to the infamous strip roads of Rhodesia, just miles and miles of

it all the way to Salisbury. Travel along this road was the 

most uninteresting part of our journey - no wonder one 

forgets it! However, having taken the most direct route we 

stayed the night at a small hotel on the Limpopo River not 

far from the Zimbabwe  Ruins from which the country now 

gets its name. Which, according to an age-old legend, was 
the capital of the Queen of Sheba, and are a unique testimony to the Bantu civilization of 

the Shona people between the 11th and 15th centuries.

 Then, the next day into Mozambique and crossed over the Zambezi River at Tete by ferry, 

this ferry was like a motor boat which was so small and seemed quite hazardous to us at 

the time. The river was very wide and fast flowing at this point and the small boat had to 

fight the fast flow of the river to reach the other side, well it did so quite safely. We travelled

onwards to Nyasaland and the roads got worse, earth roads very rough and corrugated 

and parts of the road werebeing reconstructed.  So we had to be diverted onto an even 

rougher section with deep ruts, tree stumps and boulders round hazards of all sorts. Our 

car suddenly hit something with a loud bang we were in trouble  - the sump had cracked. 

Oh dear! This was serious trouble, we were miles from any help, no garage and no one to 

help – we were out in the bush on our own.

Luckily quite a few lorries took this route to Nyasaland and within10 minutes one came 

along stopped, Reg asked the driver he had any spare oil with him, for he did – just how 

lucky can you get? The oil was leaking from the sump and our oil pressure had dropped, 

so with the help of blue soap and chewing gum, which we then managed I to buy at a 

small native store along the road we managed to keep going by blocking the crack up.

In his way we limped our way along with the lorry behind us until we reached a 

Mozambique Boma where the public works dept had their headquarters for that district. 

The driver of the lorry told us that we would get help here and luckily we did, we were 



taken to the Chef de Poste who was most helpful. The car was taken to the workshop and 

a Portuguese coloured mechanic removed the sump and repaired the crack by brazing it. 

We went with the Chef de Poste for refreshments. I was taken to his house where the lady 

of the house gave us refreshments and I was able to feed Ken his food and mix milk for his

bottle, we were indeed grateful to them they were so kind and thrilled to have a baby to 

make fuss over. Ken was a lovely fair-haired chubby baby full of energy and bounce, a 

handful to deal with at that time. We had a bit of a problem as they spoke no English but 

we were able to make them understand a few things, after a few hours wait we were on 

our way again with grateful thanks and a tip for the mechanic - they would not accept any 

payment only to be thankful to have helped.

We were able to continue on our way to the border at Mwanza where we called in on the 

Police Officer there, Mike Thatcher and his wife, for more tea, 

refreshment and a long chat. Then on to Blantyre and Ryalls hotel, we

had had quite enough adventure for one day but so lucky to get so 

much help and we shall be ever grateful to the lorry driver who we 

never saw again. When you look back over the years it is hard to 

imagine those awful dusty roads we travelled on through the then

Federation. Southern Rhodesia had strip roads which did not make the journey so 

hazardous but the roads in Mozambique were a corrugated dust bath, very muddy when 

wet, it was wonderful to end our journey and get into a hot bath to wash away the dust and

grime from the journey.


