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1973
Kenya,

Ethiopia & South
to Cape Town &

up the coast
to Dakar and then

to London.

T ravels from Kenya by plane to Addis Ababa, by bus north to 
Asmara, east to Massawa, west to Axum, south to Gondar, east 

to Lalibala, south to Addis Ababa, by plane to Nairobi, by Landrover 
south to Johannesburg then hitchiking to Durban, then hitchhiking & 
train to Cape Town, then north by freighter to Dakar, Senegal, then 
by plane to London.  ❧ ❧ ❧
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January 11, 1973. Serengeti, Tanzania (p78*). I am sitting in our camp in the 
Serengeti after two long days of game watching here in this marvelous area. Today we 

spotted and viewed only feet away five lions, a leopard, many hippos, wildebeest, hartebeest, 
baboons, gazelle, impala, buffalo, ostrich, dik-dik, and more. We drove out in our Landrovers 
with guides employed by the park. They have extraordinarily keen eyes. Yesterday our 
guide picked out six cheetahs from literally miles away. We also saw giraffe, rhino, monkeys, 
everything, really, that you’re supposed to see. We 
arrived here on Thursday afternoon after spending 
the morning in the spectacular Ngorongoro 
Crater and driving past thousands of southward 
migrating wildebeest and gazelle. The Crater is 
about nine miles across, quite high up with an 
amazing concentration of game.
	 We camped on the rim on Monday night: very 
cold as we were at 11,000 feet. The next morning 
we drove down into the crater (down 2,500 feet), 
around for the morning then up again to pack up 
camp. The day before, Monday, we went from 
Arusha to Ngorongoro through some very nice 
grassy plains, past numerous Masai, tall and proud 
and very handsome with their rust-colored hair, 
rust-colored robes, spear, beaded jewelry. Also by 
Lake Manyara but not into the park. Fine view 
from the escarpment above the lake down over the 
lake and plain below. Arusha a fair enough place, 
a center for safaris and tourism. Bought some nice 
Masai beaded bracelets and a necklace. Also had a 
fine omelet, a big glass of milk and toast. Camped 

in Arusha Sunday night at the City Park, having 
driven all day from Mombasa through Tsavo 
Park, by the cloud-shrouded Mount Kilimanjaro 
(the clouds broke finally at around 6 pm and we 
had magnificent views of the flat snow-covered 
summit. 
	 Really had an uneventful week in Mombasa. 
Mostly swimming and reading and writing 
letters. But several trips into the town made 
it worthwhile. Really a fascinating town. One 
surprise on our way out of town on Sunday: the 
president, Jomo Kenyatta, rode by with his 
retinue in his big Mercedes-Benz and waving his 
famous lion’s mane flyswatter. An impressive man 
on the whole. 

January 22, 1973. Addis Ababa, Ethiopia (p79).
Francie Walls, a Canadian girl from siafu and I 
are sitting in the first really comfortable chairs 
I’ve encountered in Africa—over-stuffed modern 
Italian affairs—in the lobby of the eminently 
satisfying Ethiopia Hotel in Addis. We’ve just 
finished a massive tasty ham omelet and will be 
spending a relaxing uncluttered day until 8:20 
tonight when our train leaves for Dire Dawa, 
several 100 miles to the east. We will be there 

* These page numbers refer to the pages in my MS journal 
where these entries appear.

Note: The entries tend to jump around a bit as the journal 
wasn’t written every day but in groups of days.



Ethiopia. January 20 - February 17, 1973
Addis Ababa, Dire Dawa, Harar, Dessie, Kobbo, Mekele, Senafe, Asmara, Massawa,

Aksum, Debark, Gondar, Lalibela, Bahir Dar, Lake Tana.
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three miles to see one of the celebrations. The first 
place we went was not terribly impressive. A large 
hilly field very dusty with tight circles of people 
surrounding a handful of dancing and chanting 
people. Occasionally a drum or harmonica 
accompaniment. The dancers would rotate 
counter-clockwise in a shuffling step, chanting. 
Periodically they’d stop, face one another and hiss 
in a rather fascinating way. Groups of girls would 
jump up and down quickly all tightly gripping one 
another, and hiss as well. That seemed to be about 
it. After this we went to the race track where other 
groups were doing the same thing. Many of the 
men carried long sticks, function unknown, and 
the women wore white gauze-like dresses with 
purple, pink, or flowery edges. Most Ethiopians 
are more Arab looking than Negroid—thin lips 
& noses, high cheekbones. Some are indeed very 
handsome by western standards. 
	 Sunday. John, Francie and I took a local bus 
(e$1) out to Debra Zeit about 45 kilometers 
southeast of Addis. These are small buses which 
depart when a busload of people is gathered 
together. The countryside through which we went 
was very much like the drier parts of California. 
Debra Zeit itself was a bit down at the heels, very 
poor in fact but the Grand Hotel there is quite 
nice and has a marvelous overlooking view of the 
large crater lake in which we would see several 
sailboats and some water skiers. John and Francie 
had a sumptuous buffet lunch and I drank a 
couple of beers. Meta is one of the local brands 
and it is quite carbonated, price e$1.00. We 
walked up a hill to a church (Saint Raphael) and 
then by horse cart (e$0.25) per person back to 
where the buses leave from.
	 Addis is permeated by urine smells, really 
worse than Santiago. Everyone pees where they 
please. A certain Italian influence in the form of 
Italian food, gelati and coffee bars. English is very 
widely spoken, why I don’t know. Most signs are 
bilingual English and Amharic. For some reason, 
no English spoken at the railroad station only 
French! A wild cacophony of dog yawls and barks 
most of the night.

several days and then back here to meet Ray, 
Barbara and Maureen who are coming here from 
Nairobi overland. John (Thornley), Francie and 
I arrived in Addis on Friday last in the afternoon 
after flying on East African Airlines from Nairobi. 
We stayed at the Hotel International (e$10 for 
two), a fair enough place but nothing special. 
	 The weather has been very nice, warm but 
pleasant and sunny during the day and briskly 
cool at night. Addis is a strange place: quite hilly 
with brown California-like hills surrounding it 
with gum and fir trees scattered here and there. 
The city is about the size of Nairobi I’d say but 
very much spread out with two main centers of 
sorts. One centered about the Piazza de Gaulle 
which is higher up and older, connected by a long 
wide boulevard to the new center. The entire 
city is dotted with new 8 to 12-story buildings 
interspersed, however, by older buildings and 
rather vile slums. There seems to be something of 
a surrealistic unreal mood about the place. Visually 
things are disorganized and unfinished, but then 
it’s a new city. 
	 After arriving on Friday and resting a bit 
Francie and I in the company of a 12-year old 
newspaper boy (Solomon) walked circuitously 
around the town to the old center, had a beer and 
back again to the hotel where we had a plate of 
spaghetti and to bed. On Saturday we met up with 
an Ethiopian architecture student, Michl, who 
led us around to and fro, eventually to a curio 
shop run by students—so he said—which was well 
stocked with antique silver crosses, bracelets and 
necklaces. I eventually bought an old but beautiful 
necklace for about $17. After that we went to a 
local tea shop for breakfast, a small dingy place 
filled with men and distinguished by a notable 
lack of cleanliness. Michl ordered ful for us which 
came in a tin bowl. This is a mixture of butter, 
oil, spices and beans—perhaps more—which was 
hot and good. You stir it up with bread and eat it 
with the bread. This with a cake and milk came to 
e$1.90 for two. 
	 Friday and Saturday were holidays in 
Ethiopia—Timkat or epiphany—and on Saturday 
afternoon we went with Michl out of town two or 
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January 23, 1973. Harar, Ethiopia (p82).
A few words about Nairobi. After the game parks 
we returned to Nairobi on Saturday the 13th of 
January, made camp at the City Park and learned 
much to our surprise and joy that all the luggage 
that had been on the truck had been brought by 
Landrover to Nairobi and had arrived the day 
before. This, of course, cheered everybody up and 
the group attitude rose immeasurably. Everyone 
put on their ‘new’ clothes and felt normal for the 
first time in months. I moved into the Mayfair 
Hotel on Sunday, having a single room with bed 
& breakfasts for e$37.40 (ca. $3.75). Not a bad 
hotel although a bit out of town. Swimming pool, 
sauna, etc. Many other siafu people there as well. 
	 Between Monday and Friday, when we left 
for Ethiopia, did a myriad of things: toured with 
the manager the New Stanley and Norfolk hotels 
for Passport, visited shops, doctor’s office for 6cc 
of gamma globulin ($9), meals and drinks at the 
Thorn Tree, the Steakhouse (steak 17 shillings), 
Alan Bobbe’s Bistro (French, good expensive 
($50)), bought a safari suit ($10), Hilton Hotel 
for drinks, Macmillan Library (a good African 
collection), out to Bob Prasche’s house for dinner, 
and so on. All very busy. Nairobi is easy to become 
accustomed to: good food, bustling, excitement, 
clean, not too expensive, no language problems. 
Very large beggar population; lots of cripples 
and lepers, Time magazine hawkers everywhere. 
Shoeshine boys all pervasive. Also unusual are 
security guards especially those of Securicor, with 
hard helmets and jumpsuits and goggles and night 
sticks. Some even with arm shields. They guard 
banks, jewelry stores, etc. Striking, of course , is 
the large number of Europeans and tourists and 
the completely westernized the look of things.
	 Sitting on the windy veranda of the RAS 
Hotel in Harar, a hilltop market town, very old 
about 45km southeast of Dire Dawa in Ethiopia. 
This is a walled town with narrow twisting 
streets and footpaths, Arab looking in many 
respects, dry country surrounding it, mostly 
brown scrubby hills. Whitewashed buildings and 
a number of wood-galleried houses, almost like 
Victorian cottages, in one of which the French 

poet Rimbaud 
lived. A quiet 
leisurely place. 
We came 
here this 
morning with 
an Ethiopian 
journalist who 
John, Francie 
and I had met 
on the train 
from Addis 
along with Leo 
Murray, an 
American from 
Annapolis. 
The journalist 
and his friend 
drove us here 
thus saving us 
either a bus 

or taxi fare. Bought a silver ring and a bracelet 
for e$15. Took our two Ethiopian friends to 
lunch at a good Italian restaurant-grocery store: 
spaghetti, beer, tea, rolls etc. e$10 total. Some 
very beautiful young girls here: tall often quite 
black, fine features, slim figures, finally plaited 
hair, and beautiful orange gauze-like veils and 
wrap-arounds. Many of the townswomen wear the 
jodhpur-type pants.
	 Francie and I had a lazy day in Addis on 
Monday (22nd) before leaving at 8:20 pm on 
the train for Dire Dawa. Managed to get to the 
open-air market—the largest in Africa—a pretty 
grim affair, very dirty and with the all-pervasive 
Addis urine smell, but still with a lot of life to it. 
Arrived at the station at about 7:45 to find the 
place alive with activity. The train was in and the 
3rd class cars were already full-up. Looked just 
like cattle cars, squished with people and luggage, 
no room to spare, wood cars with only the barest 
of comforts. We went to 2nd class where John 
was waiting along with Leo and the Ethiopian 
journalist and a 17 year-old Ethiopian girl, very 
lively. We sat on upright, very hard wood benches, 
six of us and immediately started to drink beer, 

Harar.
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which was being sold through the window, and 
bread, cheese, wine, and bananas, that we had 
brought with us.
	 All was most uncomfortable but there was 
pleasant conversation and time passed fairly 
quickly. By 1 am or so we had settled down to 
sleep. Fancie and I on two benches, Leo and the 
Ethiopian girl on the floor parallel with the train, 
the journalists on in the aisle and John very neatly 
on the overhead baggage rack. Got to be very cold 
early in the morning and the rising sun felt good. 
Eventually pulled into Dire Dawa at around 9 and 
was taken to the National Hotel by the journalist 
where we got rooms for e$3 per night (us$1.40). 
After an omelet and coffee we set off for Harar.
 
January 26, 1973. Addis Ababa, Ethiopia (p85).
Back in Addis once again enjoying the comfort 
of the Ethiopian Hotel’s overstuffed furniture. 
Arrived late yesterday afternoon on a bus from 
Dire Dawa. We had a very pleasant stay in 
Dire Dawa primarily because of Tamrat, our 
journalist friend who shepherded us about and 
made things generally easier. The night of the of 
our arrival he treated us to Injera and Wat, the 
traditional dish of spicy chopped meat served 
in a bowl with thin gray foam rubber looking 
bread which you use to eat the meat with, all 
of this eaten in the bedroom-living room (and 
I suppose workroom, as the place was a whore 
house) of the proprietress of the small bar 
we had wandered into. Very good with beer, 
followed by coffee. The room in which we ate 
had the appearance of the worldwide prototype 
of a lower-class concept of taste: loud colors, 
plastic knick-knacks, gaudy tapestries showing 
lions, and so on. Our day on Thursday was 
very lazy: A walk around the town, arrange for 
our bus the next day, to the Omedla Hotel for 
a very filling lunch (pasta, veal cutlet, steak, 
vegetables, wine), to the top of the RAS Hotel 
to photograph, to a gelato place for ice cream, 
to the market to have a look around. Dinner 
again at the Omedla and a late night visit to the 
Ethiopian girl’s (from the train) house. 
	 Dire Dawa is a town of probably 5,000 

people1, divided in by what was then a dry river, 
the Old Town is on one side and the newer 
more genteel section on the other. The older 
section mostly adobe one-story houses some 
stone, all connected with mostly dirt streets, 
but all quite clean and without the smells of 
Addis. In fact some delightful smells of spices 
and incense. The newer section has some 
beautiful shaded lazy streets, bougainvillea and 
a marvelous relaxing leisurely feel to them. The 
market in Dire Dawa is small but is also one of 
the most interesting visually. Somalis (tall and 
beautiful women with a silver beaded jewelry) 
and women of some other tribe with hair put 
into pom-poms, one on each side of their heads. 
Vegetables, fruit, all types of spices for sale.
	 Up very early (5:00 pm) on Thursday to 
get the bus, a large and new affair but not 
terribly comfortable. It was filled completely 
with Ethiopians, the driver being a middle-aged 
hotshot who kept blowing his klaxon horn and 
playing on the cassette recorder the loudest 
most horrible Ethiopian music (I eventually had 
to put toilet paper in my ears.) The first half of 
the trip was through quite mountainous scenery 
remarkably similar to California (the route up 
to Mount Tamalpais). Eucalyptus trees. Brown 
hills below. Haystacks. Clusters of mostly round 
huts of wood with conical thatched roofs, but 
not dissimilar to huts in central Africa. Stopped 
for lunch at Asbe Teferi, a horrible dirty place, 

Bus from Dire Dawa to Addis.
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one long main street and as bad a place as we’ve 
seen anywhere. From here on we were at a 
lower elevation. Hotter, drier, almost desert and 
on the whole unattractive.

January 28, 1973. Dessie, Ethiopia (p87).
What a dreadful place this! All the more so 
because of the of the contrast between the dirty 
crude hole of a place of a town and the nearly 
spectacular mountain scenery surrounding it.
	 Ray, I, Francie, Maureen and Barbara are 
sitting in a questionable hotel after an all-day bus 
ride from Addis, ca. 250 miles away. We arrived 
at the bus station at 5:45 am and didn’t leave 
until 9:00, but the loading procedure, the people 
involved, etc., were colorful and absorbing. Bus 
was reasonably comfortable, completely filled 
and more so. Three conductors and a driver: 
totally overstaffed. Same Ethiopian music blasting 
away. Through some very picturesque scenery—
almost all of it could have been California: near 
Addis like Northern California, Sonoma County, 
etc. Midpoint dry, deserty, a bit like Southern 
California or the Texas Panhandle; approaching 
Dessie, mountainous, hairpin turns, like parts of 
the Sierras (Tioga Pass).
	 Friday night Francie and I went to the Hilton 
to meet Ray, Barbara, Maureen who were coming 
up from Nairobi overland, didn’t expect them 
so early, but there they were. So all was fine, we 
could plan to leave Addis on Sunday. That night 
we went with them and Leo Murray & John to 
the Addis Ababa Restaurant, a good place, a 
bit touristy, but with an appealing Kubla Khan 
pleasure dome atmosphere: large round room 
with conical roof, cushions, settees, rugs, the 
entire oriental look.  Quite good Injera and Wat, 
grey foam rubber type bread and a hot beef and 
chicken savory type things. Eat with your hands. 
Not bad at e$2.50. Gelato afterwards.
	 On Saturday, had lunch with Tamrat at the 
Lombardia Italian Restaurant, went to the 
archaeological museum (nice but small), wrote 
letters, packed, etc. To bed early and then up at 
5:00 am and by taxi to the bus station at 5:30.

January 30, 1973. Kobbo, Ethiopia (p88).
9 o’clock in the morning and the warm sunshine 
is already a bit too hot. We’re lower down now 
and thus it’s not as cool. We’re at a hotel with 
no apparent name in this town of a hundred or 
so people3. One main street. From here we had 
hoped to get ground transportation into Lalibela 
but as it appears this will take some time to 
arrange, we’ll go off this morning to Mekele.
	 Rode for four hours yesterday—from a cold 
dark Dessie at 5:30 in the morning to a hot dry 
Kobbo at 10. Mostly sat around in the tired lazy 
hotel doing nothing. Almost a Steinbeck town. 
Warm beer as the generator doesn’t come on 
until night. One room with two beds for the 
five of us: cost e$3.00 (60¢ a piece). Skipped 
lunch but had fried eggs and the same sort of 
meat dish as at Dessie for dinner and eggs this 
morning for breakfast. Birds made terrible racket 
this morning as they run all over the metal roof. 
This all reverberates. Lots of trucks through here. 
Tandem trailers with right-hand drive (for some 
reason, Ethiopia has left-hand drive). Again the 
scenery is Southern California, purplish blue 
eroded, treeless mountains, surrounding flat dry 
scrubby desert valley. Maybe Mexico, Arizona, or 
New Mexico.
	 The bus ride deserves some mention. These 
are newish buses, quite large, with little leg 
room and not very comfortable seats. They’re 
filled up and people even sit in the aisles on little 
fold-away seats. Incessantly and always loudly, 
Ethiopian music is played, a whining, high 
pitched repetitive melody music, almost Chinese. 
The people are pretty prosperous looking on the 
whole, as I suppose a bus ride is a luxury. One 
old priest a few seats ahead of us was interesting. 
Dressed in faded white cotton robe with a 
white skull cap of sorts, a pepper & salt beard, 
marvelously misshapen teeth, and a beautiful 
solid silver hand-carried cross. Twinkling eyes 
and a nice face. The ‘silent majority’ behind 
us on the rear seat, probably eight people 
mostly hidden by their robes, not saying a word 
the entire time. A driver, two packers, and a 
conductor: four people to run a bus. Young, 
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rather cocky young men: it’s probably considered 
quite a job.

January 31, 1973. Mekele, Ethiopia (p89).
Got the bus at 10 am in Kobbo and we’re 
fortunate to have a number of extra seats. A 
good ride to Mekele through some very rugged 
country. Very dry and now even drier as they are 
in the midst of a three-year drought. Very dusty 
roads all along. Tortuous roads with hairpin after 
hairpin but all negotiated well by our skillful 
driver. Still the loud Ethiopian music 
but with one interlude of about one 
hour worth of American rock. Up and 
down mountains. Nearly everything 
is terraced and made to produce, 
even very steep land. But always rocks 
and more rocks, so farming must be 
difficult. Ploughing done by oxen and 
a wood plough.
	 Reached Mekele at 4:30 and check 
into a hotel right at the bus stop: Two 
large connected rooms with five beds 
for e$3 or .60c (26¢ or 27¢ US) per 
person: a good bargain. Walked up the 
hill around 6:00 to the Abraha Castle 
Hotel, once a castle since renovated 
into a very comfortable and nearly 
bizarre hotel. Got information from 
the Indian owner—Mrs Lyall, an 
unusual woman—about seeing the 
rock-hewn churches in the neighborhood. 

I had dinner there while the others went back to 
the hotel. Dinner was a type of curry, preceded 
by onion soup and followed by dessert. Very 
good at e$3. Dined with an Englishman who 
had worked for the New York State Opera as a 
director. Very much of a fag.
	 Today we waited for an hour at the bank to 
change money, walked through the market and 
bought a Shamma, a shawl (e$4), a necklace 
(e$5), three crosses (e$6), a parchment scroll 
(e$4.50), and some stone crosses (four for 60¢). 
Some very pretty birds along the road, brilliant 
shimmering turquoise. Also, cactus trees that 
have many tubular fingers rising vertically and 
with flowers on top.

February 2, 1973. Asmara, Ethiopia (p90).
Arrived around 10:30 am today in Asmara, a 
larger town than I expected, quite modern and 
cleaner than Addis. A very decided Italian air both 
in language as well as architecture, shops, espresso 
bars, etc. Quite a few white Italians here, although 
all are middle-aged or older. Got rather a lousy 
hotel at $11 per person. Arranged a pass which 
is required for going to Massawa tomorrow. Last 

Our hotel in Mekele.

Stone architecture in Tigrre Province.
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night we stayed in Senafe, a kilometer away from 
which are the ruins of Matara to which we walked 
on Wednesday afternoon. Very pretty countryside. 
Large bluffs and in a wind-carved giant rocks, a 
bit like Arizona. The ruins were of some interest 
but mainly only for the stonework. Only the 
foundations survived. Attached rooms most very 
small in four or five groupings. Had a good Italian 
meal last night at a restaurant in Senafe: spaghetti, 
wine, meat, cafe.
	 The bus the previous day from Mekele got 
us to Senafe about 11 am. Again, a beautiful 
ride through mountainous country. Since just 
before Mekele we’ve seen absolutely beautiful 
stone houses almost to the total exclusion of 
other forms of architecture. Rounded and others 
rectangular the surface is usually very smooth and 
the individual rocks tight fitting. No mortar is 
traditionally used.

February 4, 1973. Axum, Ethiopia (p91).
In  a nice hotel in Axum, once the capital of one 
of the great empires of the early Christian era. 
Not much now, just a small hot dusty town in a 
not particularly beautiful or spectacular setting. 
Tomorrow we’ll have a look at some of the ruins 
and the churches. Took the bus here this morning 
from Asmara (e$3, about 4 hours). Up at 5:30. 
Yesterday was an interesting day for me: went off 
on my own to Massawa, Ethiopia’s port on the 
Red Sea. Left by bus at 7:30 (e$2.50) and twisted 
and turned in a spectacularly hairpinned road from 
7,000 feet down to sea level. A beautiful ride on 
quite a feat of engineering. Rugged mountains 
most of the way and all covered with cactus. Had 
to go through several army checkpoints as this is 
a hotbed of Eritrean guerilla activity, No evidence 
of trouble, though. Arrived in Massawa about 11. 
One of the hottest towns on earth. But as this is 
the coldest time it wasn’t too bad about 85° or 
90°. An interesting town built on two islands, 
quite old with a history of Turkish Arabs, British 
and Italian occupation. Very Arab in character 
now, both as to architecture and the looks and 
dress of the locals. Walked around town a bit and 
then to a spot in the sidewalk cafe of the Savoia 

Hotel where I had a beer and a large gelato. Very 
nice. As we came on into town I had noticed a 
large modern facility on the water called the US 
Army Red Sea Rest Center. Thought I’d see what 
was there and it was fortunate I did. My PHS 
reserve card did the trick and I had a cold Schlitz 
for $0.20, bought a carton of cigarettes for Ray 
$2 US and cashed $100 worth of travelers checks 
and, oh yes, bought a large box of Ritz crackers. 
What joy! Back to Asmara in the afternoon bus 
leaving at 2:00 arriving about 6 pm. Had an 
Italian dinner with Ray at the Capri Restaurant 
(e$3 including pasta, omelet, beer). Bought a 
beautiful old silver Ethiopian necklace for e$46 at 
a goldsmiths on the way back to the hotel.
	 Most of the Tigre women have blue tattoos 
on their faces, often crosses on their foreheads 
and lines on their necks. Many also wear gold 
earrings, round, and necklaces made of black 
yarn with a gold ring in the center flanked by 
two gold English sovereigns (the price of the 
necklace I learned was e$135, very expensive for 
those women I’m sure.) People chew twigs quite 
often, either as a narcotic or possibly as a sort of 
toothbrush. When the bus stops in a town, kids 
come out to sell hardboiled eggs, barley, nuts, the 
pea-like vegetables still on branches, and green 
leaves of some sort that are a narcotic.
	 Have had a hard time with fleas: can’t see them 
but I’m fairly well covered with bites which itch 
periodically. I’ve heard this is typically Ethiopian.

February 5, 1973. Axum, Ethiopia (p93).
Had an omelet for breakfast, apricot jam from 
Poland on a roll, tea and an espresso, then off to 
see the town. Had to pay an outrageous e$9 to 
gain entrance to the churches, two of them, the 
approximately 400 year-old Church of Saint 
Mary’s (a square building, adobe, with worn 
primitive wood doors, very thick square interior 
columns, old biblical paintings hanging from the 
wall showing the birth of Christ, the crucifixion, 
etc., all in the Ethiopian style.) Shade trees here 
and there. Very pleasant and lazy. Much nicer than 
the adjacent new St. Mary’s of Zion, marble 
and concrete and stained glass, a large domed 
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space. The priests showed us all the crowns of 
Ethiopia—all seemed somewhat shoddy and are 
stored in unlocked cases—vestments, drums, 
crosses, and old illuminated books. The girls 
couldn’t go in so they had to sit out by the iron 
fence under umbrellas and view the articles as the 
priest brought them out. Next we wandered about 
the stellae, obelisks carved from solid granite, the 
tallest remaining one being 23 meters in height. 
Several large ones have fallen and are in fragments. 
Back to the hotel for 
a cold Coke and some 
hardboiled eggs.

February 9, 1973. 
Gondar, Ethiopia 
(p93).
In a nice hotel for a 
change, in Gondar, 
a town which is quite 
a cut above Axum 
although we haven’t 
really ventured out 
very much yet except 
to have an omelet 
and visit the P.O. and 
bookstore. Arrived 
around 9 pm after 
a three-hour drive 
from Debark, a tiny 

dirty pretty rag-tagged sort of a town 
in the Semien Mountains. Spent both 
Wednesday and Thursday nights there, 
four of us in one room (four beds) and 
Ray in a single room about 3’ x 7’. No 
electricity, no running water. Two vile 
dark holes for toilets. e$1 per person 
per night. Ate spaghetti at night and an 
omelet in the morning. Nice people but 
the worse hotel yet. On Thursday we went 
off at 9 am on horseback with a guide 
and several ‘horse beaters’ to have a ride 
around the neighborhood. Quite pleasant 
surroundings in comparison to the town 
itself. Brown grass hills. Gum trees here 
& there. Some cultivation—grain of some 
sort. Rode up the edge of a canyon for the 

view out over the mountains. Debark is on the 
top of a high plateau and for miles to the north 
are the purple and blue and gray deeply gouged 
sedimentary rocks of the Semiens. Very deep 
gorges. A bit like the Grand Canyon although not 
quite so brilliant in coloring. Back to the hotel 
about 3 pm with tired rear ends. Ray and I later 
went to a wine house up the street to have some 
tej, the local mead. Almost looks like orange juice. 

     On Wednesday we left Axum after 
not being able to fit into the bus on 
Tuesday. We’re lucky to buy a ride in a 
VW microbus (e$5) owned by Uffizi 
Viaggi, the Italian tourist agency. A nice 
comfortable ride through very dry and 
dusty country. Near the end of the day did 
a lot of twisting and turning up corkscrew 
roads through the Semiens up to Debark. 
Stopped in one small town on the way and 
an Ethiopian in the VW who had lived 
in New York bought us all some Tella, a 
local beer. Not too bad a taste but looked 
like muddy water with all sorts of strange 
things floating in it.
     The day before we did next to nothing 
as we first waited for the bus—which was 
full—and then just laid around sleeping 
and eating. Did meet some Americans. 
One, Mike Belanger, a teacher from 

The Ethiopian Crown Jewels in Axum. 

Stellae in Axum.
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Nashua, NH, who knows of the Barkers, et al, and 
a couple from Oakland named Rufe and Wendy 
Soule. He was raised in Newton, went to Weeks 
and knows, among others, Dickie Fogg. All in a 
small town in Ethiopia!
	 One thing of interest we’ve noticed in 
the country areas is men carrying guns and 
ammunition belts. Old pre-World War II rifles. 
Who knows what their use would be. Another 
interesting thing is the Ethiopian calendar and 
time system. There are 13 months, 12 of 30 days 
and one of 5 days. The year now is 1965 and 
time is always 6 hours ahead, i.e. 6 am is 12 to 
them. The western system is also used but some 
confusion still exists.

February 12, 1973. Lalibela, Ethiopia (p95).
Stretched out on my bed at the The Pension, a 
small hotel on a hill in Lalibela. Flew up here 
yesterday morning on Ethiopian Airlines (us$26 
dollars return) from Gondar and will return 
later today. A poor hilltown, once the capital 
of Ethiopia but now significant only for its ten 
churches built during the King Lalibela’s reign 
in the 12th century. We saw these yesterday 
afternoon and they certainly are unique. Carved 
out of solid sandstone, several appear to be 
constructed by more normal means, in fact, look 
like small Roman temples complete with columns, 
freezes, windows, decorations, etc. Others are 
rougher and less subtle. Most are reached by 
tunnels from the outside and are 
below the surface of the rock 
with spaces around them. The 
most famous one is in the shape 
of a cross when viewed from 
above. We met up with two girls 
from Iowa and had a drink with 
them at the Seven Olives Hotel 
3—the expensive place up the 
hill, then to our own hotel for a 
spaghetti dinner in our rooms. 
Today has been very lazy as we 
are waiting until 1 pm to leave 
for the airfield.
	 Our one full day in Gondar— 

Saturday—was interesting. We started off by going 
to the market—quite an active one—but bought 
nothing, although there were some very nice 
baskets, especially tables made of basketry (very 
expensive about 50 U.S. dollars) then the manager 
of the Ethiopian Tourist Organization arranged 
for us to go through the palace with him. This is 
Haile Selassie’s residence when he’s in Gondar. 
A visit by Princess Anne was expected soon so 
workers were fixing the place up. A nice building 
but very dismal inside. Interesting furniture which 
appeared to be art nouveau or deco but in reality, 
was built from very old Ethiopian designs. During 
the afternoon we toured through the old royal 
precinct and wandered through several of the now 
deserted and usually unrestored castles. Gondar 
was for a while the capital of Ethiopia. Also in the 
compound is a small group of cages in which we 
found a leopard, several lions and three or four 
very cute lion cubs which we played with for a 
while. For dinner we had Italian food at the Fasil 
Hotel, where the previous night we had Injera and 
Wat at a restaurant run by the Woman’s Welfare 
Association. A pleasant place, small, with a waiter 
who after waiting gave us a concert on a one 
string Ethiopian instrument, accompanied later by 
another fellow on a drum.

February 14, 1973. Bahir Dar, Ethiopia (p96).
Return from Lalibela to Gondar Monday 
afternoon and back to the same hotel. Dinner at 

Rock-hewn church in Lalibela.
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Fasil that night. Met an American in Lalibela who 
flew back with us and joined us for dinner who 
was the guy Leo Murray was telling us about viz 
meeting Wilfred Thesiger’s mother in London, 
he telling her that he knew her son (Wilfred), 
she telling him that he must look Wilfred up 
when in Nairobi; he does and gets a dinner 
invitation, decides he should read T’s books, 
goes to bookstore, browsing through Wilfred’s 
books when in comes Wilfred. Anyway, he had an 
enjoyable evening with the great explorer.
	 Took bus at 7 am on Tuesday to Bahir 
Dar arriving at 11. Flatter countryside, better 
agricultural land, glimpses of Lake Tana and 
on the right. Bahir Dar a flat place at the end of 
the lake, rather hot, no town center just a great 
gridiron pattern, almost like a planned city that 
never took hold. Hotel across from bus station for 
e$1.00. By local bus (e$0.50) out to Blue Nile 
Falls where it costs us e$5 to get in probably the 
only ‘by admission only’ waterfall in the world. A 
20-minute hard walk to get to see it. Nice but not 
spectacular although the setting is quite pretty. 
This is the dry season therefore less water than 
usual. Back to town (¾ of an hour) and to a local 
restaurant that had good Italian food, spaghetti, 
fresh fish, veal cutlet, etc., each e$0.50.
	 Wednesday up at 6 am to get to 7 am ferry to 
the island of Zegbie, about an hour away. Small 
boat about 25 feet with many, many people. 
Pleasant ride on very calm water. Had a tea and 
then I went off to look at a church about 15 
minutes away, along with a small boy as guide 
(e$0.25). Had to pay e$0.50 to get into church. 
Typical Ethiopian church: circular building with 
a peaked roof. Altar in the center (covered). 
Paintings—new and bright but traditional style—
along walls of inner structure. Tin roof. A priest 
there reading the Bible. Back to town, lunch, a 
sleep, and went for a walk in afternoon. Bought 
two silver bracelets for e$1.25.
	 Rambling observations: many men, often the 
older ones, wear Jodhpurs, pants that are tight from 
the knee down, loose above, often bare calves. Also 
occasionally see sun helmets on old men. Almost 

all men carry sticks of various length and treatment 
used for driving animals, carrying, etc.

February 17, 1973. Addis Ababa, Ethiopia (p98).
Left Bahir Dar early on Thursday morning. Just 
had time to recover from a case of the trots that 
came on about 4 am. Didn’t eat that day or Friday 
which cured it. An old bus, sat up front and as it 
was crowded quite uncomfortable. Through flatter 
more prosperous-looking agricultural countryside, 
arrive at the Blue Nile Gorge around 3:30 for the 
evening in a typical hotel. Next day, Friday, went 
down into the gorge across the Blue Nile and up 
to the other side: very slow: 1½ hours. A viaduct 
high above the gorge had the notice ‘Viaduct is 

On Lake Tana.
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moving. Proceed with caution!’ Finally arrived in 
Addis at 1 pm on Friday. Taxi to Gondar Pensione 
(e1 per person). Down to get mail (three letters). 
A beer and some pastry. To an Italian restaurant 
near the Gondar for dinner. Ray, Barbara, 
Maureen left this morning for Dire Dawa. 
Breakfast for Francie and me at the Ethiopian 
Hotel (e$3). Up to Hilton for a tour of the hotel 
and a stop at the Duty Free Shop.

February 18, 1973. Nairobi, Kenya (p98).
Back in Nairobi again, almost like coming 
home. A cloudy rain threatening day. Sitting in 
the Hilton in one of their nice leather chairs. 
Flew from Addis at 9 pm landing around 10:30. 
Had to buy another visa at the Nairobi airport 
(22.50 shillings). Checked into the Hotel Gloria 
(44/-b&b) convenient, African neighborhood, 
no facilities but a good room with bath. Got 
reorganized, took a nice hot shower. Last night 
Francie and I had dinner at the Omar Khayyam, 
same selection I had last time (falafel and stuffed 
eggplant). Arranged to get four tins of Revolution 
tobacco through the duty free.
	 After a month traveling in Ethiopia, I think I 
can now put up with anything in the way of food 
and lodging . It really was often pretty terrible. 
But being with four other persons certainly helps. 

March 4, 1973. The Coast, Kenya (p99).
Guess where? Back at the Tradewinds, Diani 
Beach, Kenya Coast. Been here since Wednesday 
night, doing about the same thing as when we 
were first here, i.e. nothing. Spent about a week 
and a half in Nairobi, mostly trying to arrange 
travel down to Cape Town and doing odds and 
ends with respect to passport, also shopping and 
packing stuff to send home from the post office. 
Stayed in the Gloria Hotel, first by myself for 44/- 
b&b, then sharing a room with Maureen at 55/- 
for two. Had lunch with Judy Houry of Safari Air 
Services at Le Chateau in the Intercontinental. Ate 
again at the Steakhouse and the new Balissa, an 
African restaurant.
	 Lucky to find two Landrovers heading south. 
Francie and I arranged for rides at $50 each. Nice 

people. Joe Speakman from Liverpool, 34, affable 
jolly Liverpudlian; Ed Karnicki and John Grant 
from London, humorous and fun to be with; 
Dell, an Australian girl, pleasant; Linda, Australian 
and unpleasant; Roger, Australian and pleasant; 
Paul, Dutch and questionable (grass freak); and 
Phil, English, quiet and levelheaded. Quite a 
compatible group. Joe bought motorcycle in 
Nairobi so now two Landrovers and a cycle. 

March 7, 1973. Dar es Salaam, Tanzania (p99).
Arrived in sticky humid Dar es Salaam 
around 10:30 this morning and headed for the 
Kilimanjaro Hotel. Quite a nice modern hotel 
overlooking the port. Had a cold drink and tried 
to arrange a flight to Zanzibar. Everything’s 
booked up so it looks like I won’t be able to count 
the cats! 
	 Dar is a pastel city—white, blue, browns, 
greens, and pinks. Almost Asian and certainly a 
bit Arab. Camped last night about 80 miles or so 
to the east. Great problem with ants but for some 
reason only the others and not me. Saw some 
Masai along the way this morning—loaded down 
with bead necklaces and earrings, silver bracelets 
and on their arms and feet.
	 Yesterday had an easy run after leaving the 
Tradewinds about 9:30. Had a curry lunch 
in Tanga in the middle of the sisal country 
(Tanzania’s is the largest producer), a quiet John 
Steinbeck type of town. To sit on a veranda with 
potted palms about and endless string of gin & 
tonics would be a joy. Our food so far has been 
more interesting than siafu. Last night: steak, 
chips and a salad. Each night’s and morning’s 
meals are cooked by a two-person team and 
everyone is served. No queuing up, just sitting 
there and always brought to you. Great except 
when you’re on cooking duty. 

March 8, 1973. Dar es Salaam, Tanzania (p100).
Night and just about to eat. Didn’t leave Dar after 
all today because of odds and ends to do. Also 
several thefts: One last night—a bag—and then 
today one of the Rovers was broken into when in 
town. So all that had to be reported to the police. 
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Hot and muggy and had three marvelously cold 
ice creams late in the day. Jenny, a Scots girl who 
was with Hughes Overland, joined us yesterday so 
now we are eleven. 

March 10, 1973. Iringa, Tanzania (p100). 
A lunchtime stop. Coffee at the White House Inn. 
Slept last night at the exit to Mikumi Park. Saw 
lots of elephants along the road. A nice drive 
from Dar. Scenery very pretty from Morogoro 
to Iringa. Mountains, baobab trees, green grass. 
Left Dar about 1 pm after a long wait for odds and 
ends to be done. Another theft Thursday night—
Ed had 100/- taken from his pants that were 
inside his sleeping bag.

March 11, 1973. Mbeya, Tanzania (p100).
Stayed at a hotel outside Mbeya as it was raining, 
an African place which we took over: bed, dinner 
& breakfast for 160/- (that can’t be right) per 
person. Noisy music and an active bar. Nice to 
be undercover for a change. Quite a pretty ride 
yesterday over an excellent road. Trucks kept 
going by driven by Chinese working on the Tan-
Zam railroad paralleling the road. Some smiled 
and waved but most didn’t. Architecture all about 
the same as since Nigeria. Tin or thatch roof, mud 
over stick walls, sometimes whitewash. Lots of 
corn and cattle along the way. We cross today to 
Malawi. 

March 13, 1973. Nkala Bay, Malawi 
(p101).
With a foot on the rail and body draped 
in a deck chair, I am now enjoying the 
first class section of the Lake Malawi 
steamer Ilala, a boat of about 120 feet, 
several decks, passengers and freight. We 
came on board at Chilumba to the north 
last night around 10 pm. Eight of us are 
sailing down to Monkey Bay and four are 
going with the Landrovers. We’ll meet on 
Thursday and Ed and I took a first class 
cabin (20.50 Kwala, .74k - $1). Quite 
nice with a sink, fan, sheets. The rest of 
the vessel is strictly steerage, crammed pretty 

full of locals. Only about eight or so others in first 
class so we have the deck pretty much to ourselves. 
A bar, good restaurant, shavers(?). Had a hearty 
breakfast this morning of eggs, bacon, sausage, 
baked beans, potatoes, toast, porridge and coffee 
(.75k). Several beers during the day. The others 
slept out on the deck with the masses—much 
cheaper though.
	 What a beautiful sail we had today. Sunny with 
puffy white clouds. The lake is long and narrow 
and we’re now coasting along the west coast. You 
can just see the other side. Green hill-mountains 
down to the water. Coastal settlements. Very clear 
water and quite calm. Made two or three stops 
today to pick up or drop off passengers. No docks. 
The boat would anchor out a ways and then use 
the lifeboat to get in and back. A few dugout 
canoes would come out to sell bananas, bread and 
small fried fish.
	 Looking towards the east we had this strange 
sight of large sometimes very high columns of 
gray smoke, or so I thought. Really they were 
millions of small insects clustered together.
	 Last night we nearly didn’t get on board. We 
had driven from the border, leaving very early 
that morning, having stayed the night before in a 
government rest house (very good, cheap, spartan 
lodging) and driving 78 very muddy difficult but 
pretty (blue mountains, green foliage, white lacy 

The Ilala on Lake Malawi.
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low-hanging clouds) miles to Karunga. The boat 
was there but already loaded and we were told 
to go to Chilumba, 48 miles to the south. After 
hanging around Karunga for several hours (lunch, 
two or three Carlsberg beers, money changing, 
etc.), we headed off to Chilumba. But Joe had a 
puncture on his motorcycle. No patches (these 
were with Occa, Ed’s Landrover up ahead), so we 
speed off after Occa finally catching them about 
10 miles further south. Then back again to Joe. 
But then we have a blowout. OK, but the Jack 
doesn’t work. John borrows a bicycle and pedals 
off with the patches. I eventually stop a bus to 
borrow a Jack. OK, but no easy matter as the jack 
is very short. Everyone piles out of the bus and 
mills around as the driver and another try one 
system after another. Wouldn’t let me help at all. 
Finally in about ¾ of an hour all was right again 
and off we went to find John and Joe. They had 
repaired the bike and we started off once again for 
Chilumba. Got to the jetty where the only activity 
was a lively bar with people dancing to a band 
composed of drums, flute, rattles and wash-tub 
base. The boat had loaded at 8 am and all we could 
do was to hope that a lifeboat would come out to 
pick us up. No activity come 9:30 or so, so Phil and 
Dell swam out to the boat arrange for the lifeboat 
and finally we were safely on board. Eventually 
we’re in bed by around midnight or so.
     Left Sunday from Mbeya, Tanzania, after 
stocking up with food and petrol. Light rain. 
Arrived at the border in a real downpour in the 
late morning. Some hassle as we had to produce 
money for the Zambian officials. I had to pay 
about 30/– sterling for a visa to spend maybe 
three hours in Zambia as we were going on to 
Malawi. Off the tarmac and onto a dirt road, 
very muddy in places. Both vehicles got stuck at 
one stage but we’re finally pushed free. Met two 
VW Combis going northbound. Evidently, the 
Botswana route to Rhodesia is closed so it looks 
like Mozambique.
	 Finally out of Zambia about 6 pm and then into 
Malawi. We were apprehensive as we had heard 
how sticky they are about dress and appearance. 
They were very polite and courteous and efficient. 

We got through with little problem. However, Ed, 
Paul, and Roger had to submit to a haircut. Down 
the road a mile to a resthouse where we cooked 
our dinner and slept. 

March 17, 1973. Monkey Bay, Malawi (p103).
In the lounge of the Monkey Bay Hotel, a pleasant 
simple informal hotel overlooking the tiny 
settlement of Monkey Bay, the termination of 
the lake steamer run. We arrived on Thursday 
morning expecting to find the Landrovers here 
but found they weren’t. Have been waiting ever 
since and staying in the campsite run by the hotel. 
Excellent food here and the proprietor, H. Otto, 
and the temporary manageress, Val, have been 
quite kind to us. I suppose the others ran into 
poor road conditions and that’s the delay. Some 
rain which has made things uncomfortable.
	 Last night we had very nice fish dinner at David 
and Chris Eccles, who live down the shore. He 
works for the government in fish research. Born 
in England, raised in Rhodesia, very outspoken 
politically and a Rhodes Scholar. Can’t see Africans 
as ever getting anywhere. Depressing really. His 
wife’s Australian.
	 A bit of trouble changing money—for others 
not me—as all the exchanges are closed worldwide 
until Monday while another international 
monetary crisis is unscrambled. 
	 The remainder of our boat trip was pleasant: 
fine weather, calm, nothing to do but read, sleep, 
eat and drink. Had a talk with the captain. An 
interesting fellow. German, first came to Africa as 
a POW in South Africa. As a young man, sailed 
around Cape Horn on four-masted sailing ships. 

March 19, 1973. Blantyre, Malawi (p104).
The Landrovers arrived Saturday afternoon and 
we finally left Monkey Bay on Sunday afternoon, 
driving south through Zomba to Blantyre, 
arriving about 8 pm. Stayed at the Blantyre rest 
house, a new government run-place with both 
private and dormitory accommodations. A bed 
in the dorm costs 25 Tambola (100t equals $1). 
A fair amount of rain driving down and again 
today. Got our passports into the Mozambique 
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embassy for visas. Ready Monday morning. 	
	 Blantyre is a surprisingly large and modern 
city. Clean, no beggars, a large white population. 
Must have changed considerably since 1948 when 
Laurens van der Post was here. A very good craft 
center. Lunch at a fish and chips place right out 
of London. Hilly terrain especially the outskirts. 
Back at the rest house after false start yesterday: 
We left around 4 pm, got to within 18 miles of the 
border and learned that the convoy along the Tete 
Road had left at 2 pm; next one not until Saturday 
morning. So we turned around and drove back 
in the dark to Blantyre, about 45 miles. Stopped 
at a little wayside bar along the way and arranged 
to have our dinner cooked. We provided the food 
and utensils and they cooked up a very tasty meal. 
Sat on a down-and-out veranda and ate by lantern 
light. After rising at 6 am this morning, John and 
I rushed about to get information on train service 
to Beira and on the road conditions. After much 
running around we finally concluded that we’d 
drive and will leave at noon. 
	 The last few days in Blantyre have been 
enjoyable. (We had to wait two days for our 
Mozambique visas.) I also picked up a South 
African visa but spent most of the time sitting and 
reading. Ate lots of fish and chips at a place called 
the Modern Fish & Chips Shop. Very good 24t. 
Still seems like a colony of England. The whites 
seem to control things. Most blacks and office 
workers are white. Names of streets are still mostly 
English. All signs in English and most locals speak 
English well. Had a marvelous meal at the Cafe 
Capri—thick steak with ham and a fried egg, 
mushrooms, asparagus, and—k1.20. 

March 24, 1973. Beira, Mozambique (p105).
What a surprising city Beira is. Could have been 
transplanted straight from Portugal: tree-lined 
streets, very classical street layout (radiating 
avenues). Very modern new buildings. Clean. The 
first colony we’ve been in. The people, in fact, 
seem to get along better than, say, in Kenya. But 
the Portuguese are definitely here and in control. 
However, they seem to blend in with the locals 
better. We’re now in a local bar after having a 

most refreshing shower and—of all things—being 
interviewed by the local paper (story appears 
tomorrow).
	 Had a hard but not Zaire-type hard ride from 
Quelimane and Malawi. Finally left Blantyre on 
Thursday about 1 pm. Had a beautiful ride down 
through the south of Malawi, the rain slowly 
clearing up, past tea plantations—their green tea 
trees looking like trimmed hedges with pickers 
doing their work in bright colored plastic slickers. 
Past Mount Mulanje, its top sheathed in clouds, 
its steep sheer rocky sides cut into by countless 
waterfalls. A compelling sight. What a marvelous 
place to wander for two weeks. Down to the 
border and with no problems into Mozambique 
and off tarmac onto good but rough dirt roads. 
On into the night and finally—after a spectacular 
sunset—we stop at a local store and farmhouse 
and set up camp. Several local Portuguese farmers 
entertain us. We drink beer— now in big bottles 
(Manica) after those tiny Carlsbergs in Malawi. A 
good dinner of spaghetti. The Range Rover and 
the Landrover (Richard and John) arrived. 
	 Next day we push on eventually getting to 
Quelimane, on the coast, about noon. A small 
delightful European city. Hot but not unpleasant. 
New buildings and clean. Only John, Dell and 
Jenny in two Landrovers—we’ve lost the others. 
Repair to a bakery and gobble down pastry and 
beer—delicious. Do some shopping (with the aid 
of a very cute Portuguese girl) and have an ice 
cream, gas up and out of town.
	 Back onto the bad roads on our way to 
Mopeia, on the Zambezi. Home about 8 pm and 
find the others are waiting. The local restaurant 
cooks up our steak in a most delicious manner 
with chips and cabbage, many beers ,and then of a 
fitful night by the wayside swatting mosquitoes.
	 Next morning across the Zambezi by ferry and 
over a quite rough and sandy road, eventually to 
Beira around 3:30. 

March 26, 1973. Rhodesia (p107).
Crossed into Rhodesia yesterday about noon. 
No particular problems although they did ask to 
secure our money. A pretty drive from Beira to the 
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border: fast very flat and marshy then slowly rising 
up several thousand feet at the border. Green tree-
covered hills, cooler. Not unlike parts of Marin 
County or the Peninsula. 
	 Quite a time in Beira: interviewed by the local 
paper and had our group photo published. Ate at 
the Mozambique Cafe, had a marvelous meal of 
sole, chips, etc. Very good and excellent service. 
Then went to one of the plazas and drank beer for 
an hour or so, then to another place that was open 
all night. Decided to stick it out. The newspapers 
eventually came around 3 am and we bought 
probably 30 copies, stood around laughing and 
getting progressively tighter. Left town about 
5:30 or so and drove to the border. Very tired by 
9 or 10 am but finally made camp. Camped inside 
Rhodesia a few miles at a new very modern very 
plush campsite with pool, restaurant, etc. 

March 29, 1973. Thursday. Enkeldoorn, 
Rhodesia (p107).
Left Salisbury late yesterday and drove south 
about 90 miles to this small country town. Joe 
had heard about the pub here so we stopped and 
found it quite pleasant like an English country inn. 
Old ‘character’ woman behind the bar with the 
gift of blarney. Silver grey-haired man, probably 
proprietor, with goatee, thin and straight, Dunhill 
pipe and monocle. Had a meal there as well and 
watched some TV afterwards—an Al Capone 
movie—bad, interrupted by far more comments 
than TV at home. Camped outside of town in a 
caravan park (deserted). Countryside changed 
from greener, hillier Salisbury to flatter more open 
country here. Gum trees, brown grass, some low 
shrubs (California without hills). 
	 Salisbury a surprisingly modern and well-
developed city much more so than Nairobi. Could 
easily be a western US city, perhaps Sacramento. 
No beggars, clean, few black faces—far fewer 
than Nairobi. No segregation apparently in public 
facilities and transportation. Saw no white and 
colored washrooms. No great subservience by 

the blacks. Seems more harmonious, in fact, then 
Kenya or any other African country. Housing 
around Salisbury is very much like American or 
Australian tract housing. Tile roofs. Often garish 
detailing and mixing of materials. Everyone very 
friendly. Also, quite formal in dress: ties very 
common. City seems to close down at night. We 
camped at the city camping ground, a very nice 
place: showers, washing areas, security.
	 The drive from Umtali—on the border, a very 
pleasant little town in the hills—to Salisbury was 
pleasant: beautiful roads, through the Eastern 
Highlands down to the flatter plateaus. Pretty girls 
in Salisbury. Short miniskirts, nothing longer.

March 31, 1973. Messina, RSA (p108).
Thursday we drove on to Fort Victoria and then 
off a few miles to Zimbabwe, once the center 
of an apparently sophisticated society during the 
1400-1700s. All that’s left are the stone ruins. 
One set are on a kopje or hill, and is called the 
Acropolis. A steep climb to the top. Large 
boulders connected by thick stone walls, often 
curvilinear, no mortar but very well placed. 
No other signs of life but stones. Very little 
commercial hassle. No guides. A store and tea 
rooms. Small museum. The second grouping is 
the Temple, a more architectural structure, very, 
very high thick stone walls, a circular outer wall 
and a number of interior compounds.
	 Stayed there about four hours and then on 
again about 8 pm when we reached Beit Bridge, 
the border. Camped by the road and the next 
morning crossed the border. Quick and no 
problems getting out of Rhodesia and no real 
problems for most of us getting into South Africa. 
But three—Dell,  Lyn and Phil—didn’t have 
sufficient funds so arrangements had to be made 
with Joe’s friend in Pretoria to post bonds and 
the arrangements are still being made, so Francie, 
Paul, me, John, Jenny and Ed are in Messina 
waiting. 
	 Rain last night—we stayed in the washroom 
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of the local caravan camp—but sunny and 
hot yesterday. Laid around the Limpopo Hotel 
swimming pool. Very nice. Now at the copper 
mine’s Recreation Club. 1r = $1.41-43. $1 = ro70

April 1, 1973. Between Pretoria & 
Jo’burg, RSA (p109).
Well, the border problems were finally cleared up 
and we all started off at about 5 pm for Pretoria 
driving straight through (300 miles) except for a 
dinner stop, arriving about 12 midnight. Camped 
in a city park and today, after sorting our gear, 
etc., started off for Jo’Burg. I’m now sitting in the 
coffee shop of a snake farm en route as the others 
view the reptiles. Very modern road system.
	 Pretoria looks very up to date. Impressive 
large university building. Will come back later 
to see it all properly. Lots of American cars. Not 
much evidence of apartheid as yet. Many stores 
have separate entrances. P.O. does and so did the 
border post. But you also see blacks in department 
stores, shops, etc. On the surface the situation 
doesn’t seem too tense. Not too aware of the 
blacks: most of the faces in the towns are white.

April 6, 1973. Jo’burg, RSA (p109).
We arrived in Johannesburg in 
mid-afternoon of April Fool’s Day, 
Sunday the first of April. The place 
was dead—not a soul stirred. We 
pulled up beside Joubert Park, laid 
on the grass, and pondered what to 
do. I spied a hotel across the way—
the Kontinental— and found they 
had a weekly rate of r14. Very cheap 
for Jo’Burg. So I moved in, the 
others going to a place called the 
Peace Haven in Hillbrow.
	 This is the best hotel I’ve stayed 
in since home: shower, telephone, 
radio. Very nice to be back between 
clean sheets. Have spent this week 
mixing sightseeing with trying to 
arrange passage back to the UK. 
The latter is difficult and I’ll wait 
until I get to Durban or Cape Town. 

As far as sightseeing is concerned I’ve been to 
the Rand Show—sort of a county fair type of 
thing. Out to the University of Witwatersrand 
(very much like an Australian university). Very 
pretty well-dressed girls, through and around the 
downtown shopping areas looking in windows, 
checking prices (not very much cheaper and 
sometimes more expensive than at home), 
to the African Museum in the Library—very 
complete and good—to the Art Museum—not 
much—walking around Hillbrow, Jo-Burg’s 
answer to West Ken or Greenwich Village, taking 
photographs here and there.
	 It’s a big city, hilly in parts, flat downtown, 
grid pattern, many tall buildings but still some 
of the old three- and four-story buildings, traffic 
lights and pollution. Industry on the outskirts 
and large mine dumps in the distance. Went to 
see ‘Young Winston’ at the cinema—women wear 
long dresses; men, coats and ties. Very formal and 
straight. No Playboys or any even close to titillating 
magazines or literature. No television. Very dull. 
But kids have long hair and mini skirts are still in 
style. Racial situation so far doesn’t seem as tight 
as I had thought it would be. All public facilities 
have separate entrances. Separate buses. Lifts are 

End-of-the-Road. L to R: Francie Walls, Paul (Dutch), Phil, Jennifer Speirs (hanging on 
the rack), Linda, Dell, John Grant, Ed Karnicki, Joe Speakman (on top). Two could be 
missing (Roger & ?).
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often separate. Benches in parks are labeled white 
and ‘non-white.’ But all mix in the streets and in 
the stores (except liquor stores). Blacks are far 
more prosperous here than in the rest of Africa. 
You do see black businessmen, black clerks in 
stores, black cops. And not all service jobs are 
black: you see white waiters, etc., as well.	
	 There is some strain between the English and 
the Afrikaners. They don’t get along at all. There 
are English areas and there are Afrikaan areas. All 
signs are in both languages, The Afrikaners seem 
to run things politically and therefore Afrikaan 
facilities are better (universities, hospitals, etc.).
	 Took the train yesterday up to Pretoria, 35 
miles north. In the daylight a nice city. Smaller 
than Jo’Burg, of course. Again, grid pattern. Nice 
Park (Burger’s Park). Main square is Church 
Square, surrounded by older government & 
public buildings. Statue of a dour Kruger in the 
center. New civic building is nice. Gargantuan 
statue up the street of some Afrikaner leader. 
The yellow Union Buildings on the hill. Visited 
Kruger’s house. What a sad, stupid looking man. 
Out to the massive Mussolini-style Voortrekker 
Monument. Nice view from the top. 
	 Went to an interesting restaurent last night 
that specializes in South African dishes. Also met 
up with other siafu people—Scott, Sue, Doug, 
Sharon, Heather, Hendrick, Ian, Mike. Tonight 
we have a siafu slide & movie show.
			 
April 10, 1973. Harrismith, RSA (p111).
I’m at the Royal Hotel, a typical late Victorian b&b 
place in the English-Australian mode, in the town 
of Harrismith, OFS [Orange Free State], South 
Africa, named after of all persons a Harry Smith, 
evidently an English general during the Boer 
War. A small agricultural town with several solid 
looking Victorian buildings, set in a small valley 
surrounded by mesas and buttes, grassland, and an 
occasional rock outcrop. Not at all unlike Arizona, 
except for the lack of reds and oranges. This is a 
rich farming and grazing region and really is quite 
attractive.
	 I’ve just had a full dinner of soup, fish, roast 
beef, dessert, cheese and biscuits and coffee in 

the lovely large cold spartan dining room, waited 
on by Bantu waitresses. The proprietor—a kind 
looking older man with a goatee—and his dark-
haired wife (?) with white streak in her hair sitting 
in the corner with their Pekingese, faked-grained 
wood paneling halfway up the walls. Preceded all 
by several beers in the bar—or Kroeg—including 
a beer shouted by Ray, an older man whose wife 
runs a book exchange in town. 
	 I started out this morning with a ride from 
Dave Ellen from his house, where I stayed for 
the last two nights, down to the Durban Road 
south of Jo’burg. Got a ride hitchhiking about 
20 minutes later which took me about four 
miles. Then another wait until a salesman picked 
me up. Marshall is his Christian name and he 
sells plastic piping. He drove me to Standerton 
and eventually onto Harrismith. What a strange 
useless man he is. Probably 30 years old, but a bit 
overweight, zero intelligence, and so confused. 
He kept forgetting where he was and I even had 
to point out directions for him and find one of 
his customers for him to call on. Nearly ran out 
of petrol as well. When we arrived here he started 
drinking and didn’t stop until dinner at which time 
he was thoroughly pissed. (After telling me that 
traveling salesman are good customers for hotels 
as they never get drunk!) Afrikaner bartender, a 
nice young fellow, who kept telling me that South 
Africa was really much better than it appeared in 
the foreign press and that the only reason they had 
apartheid was because goddamn stinking niggers 
were lazy thieving bastards. Marvelous logic he 
continued to expand. They really are racists and 
fascists.
	 Stayed Sunday and Monday nights at Dave and 
Cheryl’s in Johannesburg, seeing their movies 
of the trip on Sunday night. Had a fine ride in 
the countryside west and northwest of Jo’burg 
on Sunday. Gentle hills with steeper hills in the 
distance. Some vegetation here and there but 
also a lot of grassland. Nice vistas and down 
great valleys. Sedimentary rock outcrops and 
escarpments.
	 Went to see Travels with my Aunt on Saturday 
afternoon. Not bad. Maggie Smith starred. Some 
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time with Scott and Sue on Friday. 
	 The road down to here from Jo’burg was 
through countryside at first like Indiana or 
Illinois—flat, farmland, clumps of trees here and 
there. Fields of sunflowers. A few native mud 
dwellings here and there, flat roofed, rectangular, 
with decorative painting along the roof line and 
door and window frames.
	 Yesterday took a tour of Soweto (SOouthWEst 
TOwnship), the largest of the African townships: 
600,000 people, about 8 to 10 miles outside of 
Jo’burg. All black. Row upon row of tiny brick 
houses. Trash everywhere. No landscaping or 
trees. Poor facilities. Almost like a concentration 
camp. It makes one’s heart ache but the people 
don’t seem that unhappy, but then they don’t 
know any better. They’ve been raised to accept the 
white man as Master and know no other way.

April 14, 1973. Durban, RSA (p113).
Caught two rides the next morning—the first a 
salesman to Ladysmith, then a truck right into 
Durban—and arrived around 3 o’clock. Staying 
at the YMCA—quite nice, r2.50 a day full board. 
You enter the city on a freeway and as you go 
over a hill (called Tollgate) you see it stretched 
out below you. Larger than I expected. A little 
bit like Miami mixed with San Diego. Two 
activities: tourism a la Miami Beach and shipping, 
the largest port in the Southern Hemisphere. 
Clean. Gridiron streets. More English oriented 

than Jo’Burg. Not an awful lot to see, 
though. Took a bus tour of the city 
yesterday. Nice suburbs in the hills. 
Caught up with John and Ed who have 
been here since they left Jo’burg. Been 
out drinking with them the last two 
nights. Leave tomorrow to hitchhike 
to Cape Town. Note: the Bantus have 
a distinct fondness for berets and wool 
hats.

April 16, 1973. Train 
Pietermaritzburg to 
Bloemfontain, RSA (p114).
Started off hitchhiking from Durban   
yesterday, cool and grey with occasional 

rain and very poor luck. Three rides and about 
five hours to Pietermaritzburg 50 miles away. So 
decide to take the train to Bloemfontein and try 
hitching from there. Fare r3.64. Had to wait for 
about eight hours for the train which left at 10:16 
pm.
	    Wandered around this provincial town: neat, 
nice feel to it, Victorian buildings, but dull. Most 
everything closed. Had a hamburger at a Wimpy 
Bar, tea at a hotel and an omelet for dinner. 
Read and wrote letters. Train is quite nice. I 
have a compartment with sink, fold-down table, 
leather-covered seat–bed. Had a big breakfast this 
morning. The sun is more or less out now but 
it’s still cold. The countryside is pretty (we’re just 
west of Bethlehem). Grassland, rugged rocky hills 
dotted about, long vistas green fields, trees a bit 
like cottonwoods.

April 23, 1973. Cape Town, RSA (p114).
Arrived in Bloemfontein, stayed the night at the 
Victoria Hotel (r4 b&b) and left in the morning 
after a stop at a bank. Taxi to the outskirts of the 
town, then hitchhiking. Nearly two hours to get 
a ride 50 miles to Edenburg, a tiny provincial, 
very Afrikaner town. There for the whole day and 
no ride so once again have to resort to the train. 
What a terrible country to hitchhike in.
	 The train left the next morning , ca. r20, at 
6:45 arriving in Cape Town the next morning at 

Soweto.
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7 am. Scenery during the day not impressive: dry 
scrub, few trees, small hills here & there, sheep 
country. Missed at night what was no doubt better 
scenery. Had fine dinner on the train complete 
with a very nice Riesling. Shared my compartment 
with an Afrikaner man in his late 30s probably. 
Friendly and much more pleasant than the other 
Afrikaners I’ve run across. On the whole they’re a 
bunch of boorish, plain to ugly looking people.
	 Arrived in Cape Town’s massive clean station, 
got organized and soon found a hotel (The 
Woodville r2.50 b&b). Weather sunny and 
surprisingly warm. Ran about on Thursday trying 
to get everything done before the four-day Easter 
holiday—knowing how Van Riebeeck Day was in 
Jo’burg, everything would be closed up tighter 
than a drum. Bought some used Penguins, 
tobacco, talked to the travel agent regarding my 
passage home, called Sue Batten who was on 
siafu and generally got settled in.
	 Good Friday went up on the cable car to the 
top of Table Mountain for some magnificent 
views over the city and along the coast. Bushfires 
close by and temp in the low 90s. Walked back 
down to town from the base of the mount 
through older residential areas. Quiet and nice 
feel—slow and leisurely. Iron lace work and 
terrace housing the same as Sydney. By far the 

most pleasant city in South Africa. More English. 
Many coloureds, i.e. mulatos. Their status falls 
between the whites and the Bantus. Much more 
prosperous. Live in townships as well but much 
better than the Bantus.
	 Friday afternoon went to a Good Friday Purcell 
concert at Saint George’s Cathedral—only fair. 
Saturday I met Sue and we went out to where she’s 
living in a nice area called Newlands. She’s staying 
with a nice family that she met along the way. Had 
a delicious lunch of Wiener Schnitzel with them 
and then some friends of Sue came over—Dave and 
Jenny—and we drove with them along the coast 
down to Cape Point—the Cape of Good Hope—
overcast but a pretty coastline although nearly 
devoid of vegetation. Could only see Cape Point; 
weren’t allowed to walk to the end. Drove back and 
had dinner at Dave and Jenny’s flat.
	 Yesterday back to Sue’s house, another 
gorgeous lunch (lamb) and then for a ride in 
their Mercedes up to Stellenbosch—a beautiful 
provincial town maybe 40 miles away, large 
white Cape Dutch houses one after another 
with their distinctive high center or end-gables, 
large windows, and front verandas. Very pretty 
countryside, pine trees, vineyards, very like 
California. Up over the beautiful Franschoek Pass 
to Franschoek then back of Cape Town, a dinner, 

and home.
	     Today—Monday—a beautiful 
day on my own to the Michaelis 
Collection of Dutch and Flemish 
17th century paintings—the hit of 
the collection being the building 
itself, built in 1755, once the town 
hall, sited on the pleasant cobbled 
Greenmarket Square. Then to 
the Cultural History Museum 
in another old building (1679), 
quite a nice collection of Greek, 
Roman, Egyptian artifacts, art and 
coins, Japanese art, armor, etc., 
Cape Town memorabilia, furniture, 
etc., and a special section on Cape 
Town’s Malay community. Now in 
the pleasant very beautiful Botanic Tugboat I spent a day on in Cape Town.
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Gardens.
	 Traffic lights are called Robots. The telephone 
system is horrible and most homes are on 
the waiting list for phones. Cost of living not 
much below US. Pay toilets everywhere—very 
disconcerting.

May 4, 1973. Cape Town & at Sea (p116).
Sailed yesterday from Berth A, Cape Town, on 
board the MV Straat Van Dieman,4 a Royal 
Interocean Lines cargo vessel, 12,700 deadweight 
tons, bound up the coast of Africa with final 
destination being Dakar, Senegal. I have a lovely 
large stateroom with shower, toilet, desk, etc. 
Three good but not exciting meals a day as well 
as coffee in the morning, tea in the afternoon, and 
coffee at night. Cost: $488. A lot but the only way 
I’ll get to see the west coast.
	 There are nine other passengers: Alice Macalevy, 
an older woman from Los Angeles, quite talkative. 
An older gentleman from Perth, Australia, Walter 
Ellingworth, a German couple about my age, 
Helmut & Nicky, and an English couple again 
about my age, with three small children. He’s 
a doctor returning from Botswana where he’s 
been working (Jonathan and Angela). Life is very 
uncomplicated on the freighter—there’s really 
little to do except read, eat, sleep. 

	The ship was delayed for quite a time in 
getting to Cape Town which meant that 
I spent in all two weeks in Cape Town. It 
wasn’t unpleasant as the city is quite nice 
and the weather was fine but I spent more 
money than I wished and near the end was 
impatient to be on my way. Saw everything 
to be seen including the archives, Art 
Museum, Natural History Museum, the 
Old Castle, the Rust en Vreugd (an old 
Cape Dutch house housing the William 
Fehr collection), etc. Spent one morning 
having a tugboat ride. However, was glad 
to be on my way again heading north and 
home. 

May 9, 1973. Point Noire, Congo 
(p117).

Our first port. Arrived yesterday and sat off a day 
waiting for a berth. Into the town this morning. 
Quite civilized. Vaguely like Bangui. Heavy French 
influence. Everyone well dressed in Flairs(?). 
Very expensive: beer at a hotel for 150cfa. Good 
market, very large. Feel like I’m in Africa again: 
noise, happy black faces, and native fabrics. Not 
a bad place but humid and hot. Bought a leather 
neck wallet of vague Touareg design. Have been 
jogging along dock for exercise. 

May 18, 1973. Lagos, Nigeria (p117).
Left Point Noire on Saturday night & having 
a smooth passage past Sao Tome—looming up 
in the early morning sun almost like a south sea 
island—into Lome, Togo, at 10 am on Tuesday. 
Very flat with no noticeable topography at all. 
Quite hot & humid. Palm trees down to the white 
beach. Small new port three miles from town. 
After lunch went by taxi with Helmut & Alice and 
around the town for the afternoon. A surprisingly 
interesting town. About the size of Mombasa. 
French influence heavy. Gigantic three-story 
municipal market with extensive fabric selection. 
Saw the principal government buildings—mostly 
new & overly impressive—several other markets, 
an outdoor theatre with a nice bar & souvenir 
shop attached—well designed, called after Moliere.

The Straat Van Diemen, the freighter I was on from Cape Town to Dakar.
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	 That night—the 15th—we sailed to Cotonou, 
Dahomey, just a hundred miles or so down the 
coast, arriving sometime before we got up the 
next morning on the 16th, my 32nd birthday.
	 The town was a stone’s throw from the dock 
so we walked in after breakfast. Changed some 
money, posted some letters, found a Time 
magazine, had a few beers, walked around a 
bit. Smaller than Lome, not quite the same 
atmosphere but not unpleasant. Prices for meat, 
etc., more reasonable than Point Noire (ca. 
$1.30/lb for top steak). Bought a few souvenirs: 
three leather bracelets and a Touareg neck wallet.
	 Back on board for lunch and until we sailed 
that night. A bit dizzy for some reason. Arrived 
outside Lagos yesterday morning the 17th. Rain. 
Many ships, perhaps 20, waiting to get in. We were 
told it would take five days to get in but somehow 
we took on a pilot and were docked at Lagos by 
lunchtime! We’re within a few hundred feet from 
downtown—which appears quite modern with 8 or 
10 skyscrapers of sorts—but whether we’ll be able 
to disembark is another question. Customs said 
yesterday we’d need visas to go ashore which seems 
ridiculous. The agents trying to work something 
out but we won’t know until later today.

May 24, 1973. At sea (p118).
Last Friday we got shore passes for Lagos so we’re 
able to go ashore and see the town. After doing 
some business (running across Judy Houry 
from Kenya in the process), walked around 
and had a look. A large city, 8 or 10 tall new 
buildings. Place looks much better from the 
harbor at a distance than on shore. Nearly as 
dirty as Kano. Market area quite bad, I’d say 
as bad as anything in Ethiopia but strangely 
few smells and few flies. Men and women 
mostly in native costume—bright colors: 
blouse & loose wrap-arounds for women; 
very loose flowing blouse for men with 
side pockets and often matching trousers. 
Normally muslim caps of one sort or 
another. Very hot & humid. The ship went 
across to Apapa dock across the way and 
we’ve been mostly sitting waiting to go. 

	 Becoming clear now that the officers are very 
racist in their attitude toward the locals. Alice, 
the older American woman, is driving me up the 
wall. A stupider, more prejudice person is hard 
to imagine. Now on our way to Abijan, having 
scratched Tema, Ghana, from our schedule.

May 27, 1973. At sea (p118).
Arrived in Abijan and by breakfast Friday we 
were at the dock and ready to go ashore. Took a 
taxi with Megan? and Helmut, through the town 
(called Le Plateau) and as no space in the Hotel 
du Park we continued on a few miles to the Hotel 
Ivoire, a monstrously large intercontinental hotel. 
Very nice but like Miami Beach. After drink (600 
cfa ca. $2.50) I walked back to the town, had a 
look around—very hot and sticky—and walked on 
back to the ship.
	 Next day—Saturday— spent the morning 
taking photos of the town (one very interesting 
sophisticated new building called Le Pyramid—
concrete shaped like a pyramid. Back for lunch 
then with two offices from the ship out to Ivoire 
to swim.
	 Sailed last night for Monrovia, scheduled to 
arrive tonight at 12. 
	 Abajan very, very French expensive, lots of 
smart shops, pretty girls. More French than 
Bangui, Lome, Point Noire. Clean and modern 
looking.

The Soul Spot in Monrovia, Liberia.
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May 30, 1973. At sea (p119).
Arrived at Monrovia and stood out in the harbor 
for a day waiting for a birth. Barbecue on deck 
that night. In on Tuesday morning. Town about 
two miles away, $0.50 by cab. U.S. dollars are 
used here as well as Liberian dollars. U.S. dollars 
are mostly very old and dirty—a lot of wear. Not 
much of a town. One large hill with a nice hotel 
on top. English well spoken and very little native 
language. Natives are more American than other 
African countries. Walked around town a bit but 
really little of architectural or shopping interest. 
Hot and muggy. Small privately owned buses, 
all with names: one called ‘Total Involvement.’ 
Saw a case of elephantitis, a man with a simply 
enormous right foot. In again on Wednesday but 
just for a walk around. Left this evening at 8 pm 
for Freetown. 	
	 Arrived in Freetown on Thursday and will leave 
tonight. On the ship except on Saturday when I 
walked to town about two miles away. Green hills 
behind the town and partially into it. Very active 
market areas and quite active but not a clean place. 
Many Lebanese and Arabs. Fair percentage of 
Muslims. Many old wood clapboard  buildings—
seems a bit like a coastal Brazilian town. Small 
buses with names ‘Unity Progress,’ ‘Believe in 
God,’ ‘Do Not Pass Me By,’ etc. Very hot and 
humid. 

June 7, 1973. Over Africa (p120).
After eight months in Africa I’m now on a Swiss 
airplane somewhere over Morocco heading 
towards Geneva. Left Dakar, Senegal, this 
morning at about 10 having been driven out by 
the Swiss air ticket man. Stayed last night at the 
Vichy Hotel, the night before on the ship, having 
arrived at the Dakar the day before. A nice city, 
Dakar. Large French population, also Lebanese, 
Greeks, Italians. Dust in the air like in northern 
Nigeria from the desert. Very Muslim everywhere 
and most men in Arab muftis, red fezes and 
pointed-toe slippers. Quite a thriving market. 
Good opportunity to see leather work being 
made. Goldsmiths, etc. A reception for the Apollo 

17 astronauts at the Taranza Hotel—saw them file 
out but they didn’t look familiar to me; too many 
moon shots I guess. Quite a colorful flower and 
meat market near the post office—in a circular 
market building.
	 And so my trip has ended. 23 African countries. 
October 18, 1972 to June 7, 1973. Thousands 
of miles. Extremes of Ethiopia and South Africa, 
Zaire and Kenya. Beauty of the desert, of Lake 
Kivu, Malawi and South Africa. It’s been a good 
time. Where to next?
 	 Arrived Boston by Pan Am flight number 57, 
June 30, 1973.

❦

You can view this journal, photographs and other 
items pertaining to my travels in Africa in 1972-73 at:

https://www.rs41.org/siafu/siafu.htm

Notes

1In 2015 Dire Dawa was the second largest city in 
Ethiopia with a population of 277,000.

2 (Kobbo or Kobo) had a estimated population of 
53,307 in 2021.

3. See https://www.sevenoliveshotelandrestaurant.com

4. The  Straat Van Dieman was a Dutch cargo 
vessel operated by Royal Interocean Lines (RIL), 
part of a series of “Straat” ships designed for 
global trade, particularly connecting Asia, Africa, 
and South America. These ships were versatile, 
carrying diverse, specialized cargo including 
textiles, minerals, automobiles, and agricultural 
products. 

Officers on Straat Van Diemen:
Captain, W. Lautenbag 
Chief Engineer, C. Nnikolai
Chief Officer, R. W. Deuitscher
2nd Engineer, G. Feringa 
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