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So it was back to the UK in December 1963, this time we were to go out from Lilongwe via
Fort Manning to Lusaka and then Victoria Falls. We stayed the night in Lusaka, | can just
remember the hotel as small and not very impressive, but the main thing was we were
comfortable and got a nice dinner as well as a good rest ready for the next stage of our
journey to Victoria Falls where we planned to stay for two days. We stayed in Livingstone,
the small town near the falls. We could see the misty white cloud hanging over the falls

and you could hear the thunder of the water from miles away.
The most amazing sight to behold was this first glimpse of
the falls, the beauty and strength is really something which
once seen remains with you for the rest of your life. | can still
feel the roaring and rumbling in my ears. Just imagine the
wonder and amazement at the length of the falls and how
avid Livingstone must have felt when he came upon them
after days and days of walking through the bush. We walked

along the length of the falls and through the rain forest where we had to wear macs to
keep us dry, but it was a wonderful sight. The best way to get the feel and the might of
those thundering waters is to walk to the eastern cataract, as you get closer to the devil's
cataract you see the rushing curtain of the white foaming water, you feel drawn into its
depth and it is a little wonder that suicides are not uncommon from this point. Also at the
far end of the danger point one looks over into the boiling cauldron of water as it rushes
out in the narrow chasms and forces its way into the river again and then on its way to the
Indian Ocean. This amazing gorge into which the falls flow is the one thing that makes the
Victoria Falls different from all the others. The whole width of the falls is about a mile and
water falls into the narrow gorge and as it reaches the bottom an enormous cloud of spray
forms and rises vertically thus concealing the lower part of the falls and forms a cloud like
steam rising in the air. Sometimes the steam blocks out the entire spectacle and two or
three rainbows form and arch right over the falls. They fade or become more intense as
the mist drifts heavier and higher. We went over the bridge which connects the north bank
to the south and then spent the afternoon in a small game park on the south side in
Southern Rhodesia. We saw quite a lot of game, it was a very interesting park for the
children because we were able to get close to small buck, larger eland and roan and we
also saw warthogs and giraffes. We wish we could have stayed longer at this beautiful and
magnificent place. | would also have liked to have taken a trip in a plane just to be able to
see the whole length of the falls as the water tumbles over from the river into this deep
gorge and when one would also be able to see the river and all the islands, including
Livingstone Island, where the great explorer was when he first found the falls in 1855.

We also went to see the reconstructed village which amused Ken very much seeing the
natives dancing etc, while in Livingstone we looked up some friends, Dr Graham and his
wife, Val's mum and dad, we had dinner with them at the Falls Hotel. They were off to
Australia a few days afterwards and we thought never to meet them again. But this was
not to be the case for our son Robert married their daughter Val in Oct 1967 and they
came over to the UK in 1970. Their son went to school in Devon but that is all a very long



story, Rob and Val had been great friends at Blantyre school and when Rob joined the
Merchant Navy his first trip took him to Australia and Brisbane where he was to meet Val
again. Then she came over to the UK and they were married. They had a happy seven
years before Rob was involved in an accident at sea and sadly we lost him. Now Val is
back in Australia and remarried and now lives in Cairns, the Grahams also returned to
Australia.

The return to the UK was on the Safmarine Ship the “Vaal” sailing from Cape Town. So,
leaving Livingstone behind us we headed for Bulawayo and then on into South Africa. We
decided to drive back down the coast to Cape Town via Durban, as we wanted to visit a
very old friend, Barbara Turner’s brother Dan, we had all gone to school together in
Lincoln. | had a letter from Barbara saying that Dan and his wife had moved to
Amanzimtoti near Durban where it would be possible for us to visit. We found their name in
the telephone directory, so, after ringing them, they all came to the hotel to see us. We did
not go to their house as they were in the throws of moving. However, they took us to a
lovely farm which was for sale and which we had hoped to buy and return to South Africa
but unfortunately it was sold for more than we had offered. It was a great disappointment
but may be for the best in the end. Our son Rob was already in England and on arrival in
the UK we went straight to Chesterfield as Rob was staying with his Gran.

After the wonderful cruise home to England on the "Vaal" we went to live in a rented house
in Looe, Cornwall, for a few months, we then bought Steward House which was a

bungalow with three bedrooms at Talland
Bay between Looe and Polperro. It was a
lovely place with five acres but very run
down and overgrown with very hard work
reclaiming the land. This is where Ken grew
up, Maggie was twelve, Ken two and Rob
was coming up to sixteen. We had very nice

beaches about five minutes walk down the hill but a hard climb back, we spent lots of time
on the beach and made many friends with the locals and their children. These were very
happy days but hard work and Reg had to find a job which was not easy. However, he
managed to find a position with a firm which sold agricultural machinery, it meant a lot of
travelling around Cornwall which then left me in charge of our small holding which was
very hard work and where we kept two hundred New Zealand rabbits for breeding.

In 1986 Rob went to The School of Navigation in Plymouth where he met Chris Fell who,
with his wife, were eventually to become good friends of the family. He was our adopted
son, so called because Rob brought him home for the holidays whilst Chris’s parents were
abroad in Singapore. We all became very fond of Chris and he became a wonderful pal to
Rob for many years. So much happened in the next ten years of life which was to be
turned around so much but all was such a great experience.

Rob married Val Graham in 1969. In 1976 Chris Fell married Hilly, Rob was best man at
Chris’s wedding and it was wonderful that he was home. Reg and | went to the wedding in
Bath after which Rob and Val came back to stay in Loders Arms before leaving for Devon.
They had just bought a new home in Plymouth shortly before Rob left for sea again. This
was the last time we saw our wonderful son Rob, we had many letters from him during the
next year. He came into Cardiff but we didn’t see him although Val did. It was then that he
went to Norway to collect iron ore and then through Panama and it was then off Acapulco
that he lost his life in a freak accident.



A Final Thought:

| particularly remember when we lived in our tent or sometimes in the caravan high up at
5,000 feet on the Vipya plateau, about twenty-five miles form Mzimba, our cook/houseboy
used to heat up water on an open fire for our bath every evening and | cooked a meal on
the paraffin stove with only the kerosene Tilly lamp lighting the evening. After our bath and
enjoying our meal and sometimes playing scrabble, we would put out the light and creep
into our bunks often listening to the cough of a leopard stalking through the bush and
breaking the deep silence of the night — dark and warm with the night sky lit by thousands
of stars albeit | know we always felt safer in the caravan than we did in our tent!

THE END

Mary Brill



