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To My Family

Dedicated additionally to Vernon Scannell, a famous, deceased British poet, who taught me English Language and Literature at my school. He encouraged in me an enquiring mind
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INTRODUCTION (VOL. 3)

This book (Volume3) and the other two books in my trilogy are my impressions of places and people in Africa. These are on the theme of five years of escape and serendipity in Africa in the 1950s. This was before the old order of Empire had been seriously changed.

I was a young British immigrant working for three major southern African employers and studying at a South African university. The climax and conclusion of this experience was an overland journey from Johannesburg to London across Africa and Europe in 1960 (Vol. 3), hitchhiking where possible. 

I was inspired to make my African adventures by studying maps and public library books in Britain. I made my own armchair journeys into distant lands. In these fascinating regions Africa occupied a special place. This was because of the seemingly undisturbed uniqueness of its life: human, animal and vegetable.

After completing the narrative of my adventures on the overland African and Europe expedition in this book (Volume 3), I follow with an account of my hitchhike to Nyasaland (now Malawi) and Northern Rhodesia (now Zambia). The Nyasaland and N. Rhodesia Trek was undertaken in an entitled holiday from my Johannesburg dynamite factory employment. As this three week break included walking among Africa’s most dangerous wild animals it ranks among my most exciting African experiences. Since it involves trekking through an area beyond Southern Rhodesia and South Africa, where my adventures are described in Volume 1 and 2 respectively, it is related to my trans-Africa trek. It therefore qualifies to be included in this book about my African overland journey. 

My Nyasaland and Northern Rhodesia explorations are placed at the back of this book so as not to distract from the main account of my crossing of Africa and Europe. This is in spite of the fact that the former mentioned expedition occurred a few months before my Trans-Africa and Europe journey. However, this book is mainly about my eight thousand mile, three month, overland expedition, across Africa and Europe to London. 

I started hitchhiking early in 1960 with David, my Jewish friend. As Dave was unfit for high altitude, I climbed deserted Kilimanjaro alone, except for a black guide and two porters. It took five days to climb and descend, involving sleeping in huts. 

Dave and I trekked into the giant Ngorongoro Crater where lions and Masai warriors challenged us.

In Nairobi, Kenya, Dave refused to accompany me further north towards the Moslem lands. This was because of the danger of a possible assault on a Jew! He got a vessel from the Kenyan coast to Europe with tough French Foreign Legion soldiers.

Not deterred I continued my trans-Africa trek alone. A Kikuyu tribesman, a recent participant in the savage Mau Mau insurrection, drove me through Kenya! This was followed by a Sikh driving me to his home in Uganda, to find it burgled!

I traversed the Arab governed Sudan on the back of a lorry and a Nile paddle steamer, during a civil war.

The military uniformed Egyptian warden of Alexandria Youth Hostel, an Arab, tried to seize my passport for dating an Egyptian Moslem girl! 

I was entertained on exiled King Farouk’s yacht by an Egyptian officer who described the King’s erotic antics!

At Alexandria’s quayside I took my leave of Africa on a Greek liner as a deck passenger, one who sleeps on the open deck. The liner was bound for Greece across the Mediterranean Sea.

From Athens I hitchhiked across Europe. This was via communist Yugoslavia where I was questioned by police for loitering on a Belgrade street! 

Italians repeatedly hurled what I believed to be insults through their car windows when I tried to thumb lifts from Venice onwards. These utterances were punctuated by the word “Mussolini” as the car drivers sped past me. 

Temporarily giving up on hitch-hiking I got the train to Dijon in France. 

From Dijon I hitchhiked to Paris with two beautiful, French girls. 

Crossing the Channel by ferry, long before the Channel tunnel was built, I returned to my London family. 

Shortly after arriving home I failed the British National Service medical. I therefore managed to avoid military service in Britain, as I had done earlier in Southern Rhodesia.

Subsequent to my African adventures I graduated at London University. My career since then has not contradicted my opinion on my work in Africa, that a non graduate can have a rich work experience. 

On visits thirty five years later and subsequently, I found an Africa much more degraded than at the time of my explorations in the 1950s.



AN APOLOGY TO 
THE MODERN READER 

My account of my experiences on my Trans-Africa and Europe expedition is as I found at the time. It is related in the mindset that I had in those days. I like to think it is an honest account and not over-ridden by political correctness that overwhelmed the world later. 

My attitude to the blacks and my white and black companions was tinged with the prevailing views of white Southern Africa society I had just left. So the terms I use to describe people are characteristic of that period. It would be dishonest to superimpose the attitudes of society today on this account. This would detract from the atmosphere of those times. 

Much of the Africa I traversed was in the British Commonwealth, close to being changed completely by black majority rule on becoming independent.

The British Commonwealth in Africa and the adjoining Arab countries, together with the countries I crossed in Europe, were largely conservative, preserving the social niceties of the past. They were significantly more conservative than Britain at the time, which was becoming brasher after the 2nd world war. But Africa was developing fast, not only materially but socially as more whites entered Africa and indigenous people adopted Western ways. However, at the same time as the number of whites were entering Africa there were a number that were leaving, aware that there was “trouble ahead”. 

If the reader finds my views old fashioned, and I hope not offensive, especially those of a racial and sexual nature, it reflects the times in which I found myself. 
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TRANS-AFRICA AND EUROPE 
TREK, 1960 BEGINS

Introduction

I met Dave at the Youth Hostel Club in central Johannesburg in 1959. He was a hefty, swarthy Jew who like me was from London, England. Dave had worked in the rag trade (tailoring) for a number of years in Johannesburg. On our excursions into the rugged Transvaal east of Joburg, with the youth hostel club, we laid plans to return to London overland across Africa and Europe. We would hitchhike where we could. 

Before Dave and I left Johannesburg on our great trek across Africa I took a statutory holiday from my laboratory work in an explosive factory. I hitchhiked during the three week vacation across Nyasaland (now Malawi) and Northern Rhodesia (now Zambia). Accounts of this adventurous holiday and my overland trek are recorded in this Volume 3. It is described here rather than in Volume 2, which is an account of my experiences in South Africa. This is because I consider it an extension of my explorations of Africa during my trans-Africa trek.

I had worked in the Joburg dynamite factory for one year after leaving the University of Cape Town, South Africa. I undertook a one year course at UCT in science and geography. Prior to university I had worked for two years in the hot Lowveld of Southern Rhodesia (now Zimbabwe) at an agricultural research station. This was after dabbling in soils for six months in a laboratory in Salisbury, the capital of Rhodesia. 

At nineteen I left my laboratory technician job in London on obtaining the government laboratory post in Rhodesia. I voyaged to South Africa in a luxury liner and then overland on a three day railway journey to Rhodesia. Accounts of my earlier adventures in Southern Rhodesia and South Africa associated with my career outlined above are in Volumes 1 and 2 respectively.

The year I chose to hitchhike across Africa and Europe from Johannesburg to London heralded great changes in colonial Africa. The British Prime Minister, Harold Macmillan, gave a speech to the Afrikaner dominated Parliament in Cape Town, South Africa, in 1960. This happened while I was crossing Africa. He caught the mood of anti colonialism when he spoke. Here I paraphrase his key sentence.

The British Prime Minister said, “The wind of change is sweeping the African continent.”

The Afrikaners had no sympathy with that sentiment. It was more than three decades later before South Africa was to allow majority rule for the blacks. This was long after a host of colonies in Africa: British, French and Portuguese had become independent. The native people had begun governing themselves.



CHAPTER 1

ACROSS THE AFRICAN FEDERATION
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Dave drags his feet

Three days into the New Year, 1960, Dave said, “I am not quite ready to depart on our ambitious projected journey across Africa. In the meantime you are quite welcome to doss down on the floor of my bedsit.”

I was taken aback by this announcement. I had quit my job and was all packed up. If a full rucksack qualified for this term, and was rearing to go! Dave’s use of the term “ambitious journey” seemed to suggest he was getting cold feet! This feeling was reinforced when he spent an incredible amount of time saying goodbye to various girlfriends. I expected him to have done this in good time before the New Year. 

I remembered the feeling I had about being a “Cape gooseberry” whereby an unattached person joins forces with an attached couple. I encountered this in the Devonshire Hill Hotel, Cape Town and the Luangwa Game Reserve in Northern Rhodesia. But no way could I join forces with Dave on his romantic and steamy encounters with girlfriends in various parts of Joburg. Not that he or I wanted each other’s presence on these occasions. However, he did treat me to some juicy accounts of the highlights of these erotic trysts. But these revelations were no compensation for the lack of action on the trans-African expedition front. 

It was well into the New Year, 1960, before we were ready to make a start. Our much vaunted venture into the interior seemed tarnished by this delay. I was smarting from the realisation I had lost valuable time. However, I was thankful Dave did not ask me for recompense regarding lodging!

Mother of all adventures begins

Dave and I finally broke away from the inertia that held us back from starting our trans-Africa trek. We shouldered our rucksacks down Eloff Street, in the heart of the golden city of Johannesburg. Several people eyed our khaki jackets and bush hats with curiosity, exchanging amused glances with their pals. 

One middle aged, plump, white lady said to us as she passed, “You won’t get very far with all that weight.” 

I assumed she was referring to our rucksacks. Joburg had long since shaken off its wild frontier atmosphere. We were serenaded by a group of young Africans on the pavement with their makeshift musical instruments. A fitting send-off from Joburg on an uncertain journey that was likely to be hair-raising. 

Catching a bus we alighted at a pleasant suburb on the northern edge of Joburg. The familiar skyscraper skyline and gold mine dumps of the Reef were behind us. We soon got a lift northwards. To the right I caught a glimpse of the brown fumes of nitrogen dioxide belching from the dynamite factory where I had worked in the laboratories for the past year.
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A serenade at the start of our trans-Africa trek. Dave, my trek companion, sitting to left. Johannesburg, Jan 1960.

The beautiful capital city of Pretoria loomed in sight. There in front of us rose the austere but soul stirring lines of the giant Voortrekker Monument raised to the memory of the Afrikaner pioneers. They had penetrated the savage vastness of the veld in their ox drawn covered wagons, well over one hundred years previously. The foundation of South Africa was laid by them. As we sped northwards we caught sight of the Union Buildings, the splendid seat of government. This was a magnificent crescent shaped building in the classical style crowning a hill overlooking the jacaranda tree lined avenues.

We were dropped at a lonely farmstead somewhere in the Transvaal Highveld, a land of huge fields of maize and cattle ranches. Much of the prairie of natural grass had been reclaimed by farmers. A car loomed round the bend in the road. The driver stopped. His swarthy appearance was unfamiliar and puzzled us. 

He remarked, “I was born in the Seychelles, islands in the sun, deep in the Indian Ocean. Here palm trees hold sway over sandy beaches, lapped by warm sea currents. I am the result of Creole parents.” 

All this sounded idyllic to Dave and me in spite of being used to the clear blue skies and radiance of South Africa. We were deposited at Pietersburg, in the northern Transvaal.

Night was spent in the out buildings in the grounds of the Catholic School at Pietersburg. This was a sleepy dorp high up on the veld of the Transvaal.

A leisurely meal of bacon and eggs was had at the local cafe as we were too lazy to cook a camp breakfast. An Afrikaner farmer gave us a lift. 

He turned to Dave who was next to him, “Why do you want to return to London when South Africa has everything.” 

Dave retorted, “I feel I belong more in London than Joburg.” 

We were dropped in Louise Trichardt. Here we got a lift in a traveller’s car. Our driver kindly allowed us to have a view of the town from the top of the Soutpansberg Uplands just outside Louise Trichardt.

Peter informed us, “My business is drugs, the pharmaceutical kind. I try to interest the doctors and chemists with my miracle cures.” 

Peter assured us we would be in Bulawayo, Rhodesia, that evening. 

The road climbed a mountain range behind the town and a vast panorama of scrub covered veld stretched out below us. Then the altitude changed rapidly as we dropped down to the Lowveld. The air became hot and the scrub gave way to large baobab trees, looking like the roots of giant vegetables. Then the Limpopo River came into view, the boundary with Rhodesia. Our direction changed as we made our way through Matabeleland. 
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Dave and lift driver by boundary of South Africa and Southern Rhodesia, Jan 1960.

Bulawayo came into view. The suburbs, with their neat, bungalows, gave way to high office blocks of the city centre. Healthy, sun-tanned farmers, with wide-brimmed hats and khaki shirts, brushed shoulders with chic typists. We caught a glimpse of Cecil Rhodes’ statue in the middle of the main street. I took a photo of it with Dave standing at the base. Rhodes implemented the settling of whites in Rhodesia and gave his name to the country. Now there is a chorus of voices world-wide to remove such reminders of colonialism. 

We knocked at the door of a flat of one of Dave’s friends. 

Aaron said with a smile, “I’d not been expecting you. But as a similar call hasn’t been paid for two years I am overlooking this rude intrusion.” 
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Rhodes’ statue with Dave next to monument. Bulawayo, Southern Rhodesia, Jan 1960.

We had a good night’s sleep on a couch. This was a result of contentment that we had covered six hundred miles within two days of leaving Johannesburg. 

In the morning we were off north again availing ourselves of the generosity of drivers. We had the Victoria Falls in our sights. I had been to the Falls only a few months earlier on my annual holiday from the dynamite factory in Johannesburg. Such a wondrous sight cannot be seen too often. 

The spray from this maelstrom on the River Zambezi wreathed the horizon to the north. 

“Let’s hire a rondavel!” Dave exclaimed. 

In the morning we walked down to the Falls. Monkeys scampered through the rainforest, and baboons scurried across our path. 
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Dave, my trans-Africa trek companion, by the Victoria Falls, Rhodesias, Jan 1960.

The road and railway bridge across the gorge, created by the waters of the Victoria Falls, provided an impressive contrast to the natural world around it. The bridge united two countries, Southern Rhodesia with Northern Rhodesia. Below and to the side of the bridge luxuriant vegetation clung to the side of the gorge. The bridge, like the trees growing on the canyon cliff, seemed precariously perched.

We visited David Livingstone’s statue, the discover of the Falls. Borrowing two Afrikaner hats we grinned into my camera held by a passer-by. 

Dave and I joined an excursion in a motor boat to an island in the Zambezi close to the Falls. Here on eating our sandwiches on rustic furniture we were assailed by vervet monkeys which had leapt from the trees. We had barely nibbled our lunch when it was snatched from our hands. The bold monkeys consumed the cheese and tomatoes, dropping the crumbs on us from an overhanging bough. They appeared to mock us from their secure perch, squinting through their mask like black faces. This seemed to be enhanced by their white fur collars. 
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Road and railway bridge, Zambezi River, Victoria Falls. Below and to the side of the bridge luxuriant vegetation due to the spray. Jan 1960.
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Visit to Island for picnic shared with monkeys. 
Zambezi River, near Victoria Falls, Rhodesias, Jan 1960.
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Vervet monkeys snatched our sandwiches. 
Victoria Falls, Rhodesias, Jan 1960.

Dave shouted, “I’d like to give those buggers a good hiding! 

We reluctantly left the Falls, catching a last glimpse of the rainbow through the spray. Crossing the great Zambezi iron bridge we were in Northern Rhodesia which became Zambia on independence only three years later. Meeting people in the nearby town of Livingstone through Dave’s undoubted charm in making friends, particularly ladies, reinforced my experience of the Falls area. 

I caught Dave chatting up Helen at the reception desk of the museum, “I’d like to get to know you better but Peter keeps badgering me about our hitchhiking schedule.”

Taming the River Zambezi

We took three days to reach Kariba from Livingstone. This involved a one hundred mile detour from our main route. The effort was rewarding. The last fifty miles to Kariba were over a torturous dirt road. When we arrived we were surprised to find a modern settlement, with a luxury hotel overlooking the huge artificial lake. This had been created by the dam. The town of Kariba had: tarmac roads, delightful bungalows whose gardens were filled with a blaze of tropical flowers, schools, and a hospital. Here lived the European personnel and their families needed to build and service the dam and its surrounding infrastructure. 

The reservoir was already beginning to shimmer in the heat haze, extending to the western horizon. We could make out a light green belt at the water’s edge where the bush had been partially cleared around the lake. This was to make the rising waters clear for fishing and pleasure craft. Kariba Lake was the largest artificial stretch of water in the world at that time. It was slowly spreading and drowning the numerous islands created by the gradual rise of the impounded water. Only the hilltops were temporarily exposed. These were the last refuge of the valley animals trapped by the growing flood. Some attempt was made later to save these wild animals from being drowned by driving them onto boats, a more recent version of Noah’s Ark. They were moved to the mainland. A Bantu tribe whose land was ear marked for the site of Lake Kariba had also to be relocated at an early stage.

Soon a green Land Rover hove in sight. 

Our lift driver said, “Get in I’m Brian, a South African electrician working at the Kariba Dam site.” 

The road twisted and turned as we descended towards the bottom of the valley with the air getting progressively hotter. Suddenly, we emerged from a great cutting in the hill face. The quarter mile length of the dam wall glistened white in the sunlight, spanning the entrance to the river gorge in a great curve. In no time we were down at the bottom of the gorge on a platform cut out of the cliff side. Here we were amid the clamour and bustle of a construction camp. 

We drove into a tunnel in the rock close to the southern end of the dam. Inside was a labyrinth of tunnels and at one end of one of them we found ourselves in an enormous hall. This had been carved out of solid rock. As we got out of the Land Rover, we noticed several generators, set into the floor in different stages of construction. 

Brian said, “One generator is already working. It is sending electricity hundreds of miles through cables slung on pylons.” 

We had noticed these on the hillsides. Emerging from the gigantic artificial cave into the blinding sunlight, we explored the rest of the site on foot. 

Dave whispered, “Walk across the dam wall as nonchalantly as possible. We must not alert the Italian engineers. They might suspect us as trespassers which of course we are!” 

Tarmac was being laid on one of the traffic lanes over the dam. The dam was practically complete, after four years of tremendous effort in heat, malarial conditions and raging floods. It was built by Impresit, the Italian civil engineering company, at the behest of the Federal Government of Rhodesia and Nyasaland. Elizabeth, the British Queen Mother, officially opened the Kariba Dam at a ceremony only a few months after our visit. 
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Kariba Dam. Finishing touches being put to the road over the dam. S & N Rhodesia, Jan 1960.

We gazed down the sheer, curving, concrete side of the dam to the bed of the Zambezi River. This was shallow on the downstream side of the dam because the water had been largely held back by the concrete structure. The shallowness revealed the rough bed of the river. Each rock, stone and pebble caused a myriad of ripples which glistened in the sun. A great plume of water leapt one third of the way down from this side of the dam. It joined the meagre water flow in the abyss below. 

A sluice gate in the dam wall was partially open to allow a spout of water to maintain a modest flow of water in the river. I lowered my voice to Dave, on seeing a white engineer close by, “The Portuguese of Mozambique, many miles down river, might have something to say on being deprived of water!” 

The dam had a number of shut sluices alongside the only open one. These would be opened when water got too high on the upstream side of the dam. This would result from the huge reservoir, Lake Kariba. At the time this was ever expanding and rising. This lake would ultimately become one hundred and fifty miles long and twenty miles wide. 

When looking down the downstream side of the dam we were reminded of the many African workers who were killed. They fell to their deaths onto the bed of the river below or into the setting cement. Some were reputedly still encased by the concrete structure. 

Dave whispered to me, on noticing African workers nearby, “Some unkind people might suggest the dead bodies of natives in the concrete might weaken the structure.” 

We saw that there were still cradles made of wood hanging from the side of the dam wall. Here native workers were putting the finishing touches to the great wall by plastering the face of the dam. A beautiful circular Italian church on the hilltop commanded a view over a wide area. This was a fitting memorial to the hundred men, both Italian and African, who had died during Kariba’s construction.

We walked several hundred yards downstream along the banks of the Zambezi to get a view of the whole dam. A rainbow played in the spray from the great plume of water that issued from this side of the dam. 

One afternoon we went tiger fishing in the lake which was infested with those sharp toothed fish. We only had to fling in a piece of string with a hook and bait and fierce faces would appear on the end of our lines. 

The next morning we left Kariba. We soon got a lift in the car of an insurance agent who was returning to Lusaka, Northern Rhodesia, after a visit to Kariba. As we sped along, Terry, our driver, pointed out the rusting wreckage of trucks which had come to grief at bends in the road. 

He said, “Vehicles had met their end in this way in the early days of Kariba’s growth. The rough roads were bad for heavy traffic. They should have taken out insurance with me first!” 

Terry stopped at a Bailey bridge spanning the Kafue River. A plaque announced that it had been removed from the Thames at the Festival of Britain site after the festival in 1951. I visited the Festival while I was still at school. It celebrated Britain’s technological achievements.

Tanganyika

We reached the great North Road, the main road north through Northern Rhodesia. Our lift took us to Kampari Imposhi at the junction with the road that veered northwest to the Copperbelt, the rich copper mining area. This was composed of a number of mining towns close to and just south of the border with the Belgian Congo. Here there was a similar proliferation of copper mining towns. Geology is no respecter of human boundaries! I wondered about Mike, my London school friend, who came to see me at my place of work in Southern Rhodesia. Was he still working in the Copperbelt with his brother?

At Kampiri Imposhi Dave and I waited two hours for a lift in the hope of reaching Tanganyika. We arrived at the British Colony in a vehicle used by the Health Department as a native ambulance. 

The white Tanganyika customs officer said, “I can only grant you a stay of one month in the territory.” 

Apparently this was because he did not think from our appearance we had sufficient funds to stay longer. I, like Dave, wanted to stay longer because of the apparent richness of the wildlife. I got annoyed that we were only granted a limited stay in Tanganyika. David had a much longer fuse than me and took it in his stride. This may have been because he had visited East Africa before. Besides the wildlife I was anxious to have plenty of time to savour the bare breasted native women. These were revealed by Dave’s photos of an earlier visit. All this whetted my appetite to see these sensuous wonders for myself! 

We spent the night in a rondavel hut, the annexe to the Tunduma Hotel. The proprietor did not seem over anxious to have us. 

“I had trouble a few days earlier with two German hitchhikers. They insisted on being accommodated free of charge!”

Somewhere along the north east route to Iringa we came across a diamond prospector’s camp. The young white prospector invited us to stay with him for the night. 

“I’m taking samples along the route of a stream for laboratory examination of the gravel for diamonds. Following the route to the source of diamond yielding fragments can reveal the main diamond bearing rock.” 

Unfortunately, Ron did not give us any samples! 

Further north we discovered substantial, European empty houses. We slept on one of the verandas of these that night, snug in our sleeping bags. 

Much of East Africa like southern Africa is a plateau. The interior of Tanganyika is over five thousand feet above sea level, a mile high. This makes the climate much less tropical than at sea level. Extra height in places made these areas attractive to white settlers. 

Mbeya was a small town with a sprinkling of European houses set in the pine planted hills of the Southern Highlands. It was cool and refreshing to see the green cultivated fields surrounding native kraals. This was a welcome change from the heat of the low-lying bundu (bush) of Northern Rhodesia. 

Greek settlers questioned us closely about the stability of Southern Rhodesia and South Africa. 

One said, “We are nervous about remaining in Tanganyika because of impending independence when the blacks start running the country.” 

About two years later Tanganyika became independent. Later it changed its name to Tanzania when it combined with Zanzibar. Many white settlers abandoned their houses. This nervousness would gather momentum up the length of colonial British Africa where there were European settlers. It would envelop southern Africa a few decades later where there was the largest population of whites in Africa. 

We caught the bus to Iringa, partly because we had difficulty in getting a lift and also because we wanted a change. Few Europeans travelled by bus in this part of Africa. We were the centre of amusement to our fellow African travellers. The seats were hard and there was little suspension on the single deck bus. We were severely jolted on passing over every irregularity on the road. The African driver drove at terrifying speed through the narrow highland passes. This afforded wide views across a world of tangled bush covered plains. They were interrupted by occasional rock strewn hills. Hyenas and troops of baboons darted across our path. 

From the bus we saw tall, lean Masai warriors. They were covered with a loose piece of cloth draped over their shoulders. They brandished their spears either in greeting, or because it was their way of thumbing a lift, as we sped past. Their undernourished cattle could be seen stirring up clouds of dust among the trees. The native women on the bus frequently stopped the bus to attend to nature’s call of their offspring. 

At last we reached Iringa, high up on an escarpment. Here we met the Bishop of central Tanganyika. He confided, “You can sleep in the church if you want!” This astounded me and apparently his wife, for after a whispered conversation they thought better of it. We were shown instead the disused quarters of the native domestics. “Better you sleep there,” was the Bishop’s revised suggestion. 

Continuing our journey north towards Dodoma we came across more Masai. Their exposed skin was covered in red ochre, an earthy mineral oxide of iron, a typical cosmetic of this native group. We explored the Indian and African markets in Dodoma. 

Because of the muddy state of the roads after a violent thunder storm we decided to go to Dar es Salaam by train. This was along the only railway for hundreds of miles which ran east-west across the centre of Tanganyika. We leapt onto a goods train, unknown to the driver, because we had missed the one passenger train that day! Dar the principal town of Tanganyika was on the Indian Ocean. As the train thundered eastwards we caught sight of herds of giraffe bounding across the plains. The descent from the high plateau interior to the coastal lowlands brought a much more tropical feel. There was little sign of rain forest which was the original land use. Much of the area was occupied by small native farms. 

Dar es Salaam had a distinctive Arab feel, as might be expected from its name, meaning “Haven of Peace.” Many inhabitants were draped in white. The Arabs had occupied the East African coast for a thousand years. 

We visited a native market selling vegetable produce from the surrounding area. The high percentage of Islamised customers was clear from their white, all enveloping clothing and white caps. However, a few native women were shrouded in black.
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