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CHAPTER 1: THE DEVIL IS IN THE DETAILS
It has been ten years this month (May) since we first embarked on a cruise ship1. I’m not sure 
how long after that it took me to become a cruisaholic, but it was probably less than two years. 
For the last several years, I’ve planned at least one seven-days-or-more cruise a year, and, 
almost invariably, at least one additional cruise a year comes up, bites my leg (and my wallet), 
and demands attention.

1 See “North With the Sun,” June 1989
2 In ten years we’ve been on eight cruise lines that have “frequent cruiser” clubs. The one 
line I went on without Elayne - Celebrity - doesn’t seem to have one.
31 learned something this year about South Africa’s largest city: it’s two words: “Cape 
Town,” not the one-word “Capetown” I’ve been using forever.

This year was no different. The planned cruise is in July. But last fall Princess Cruises sent out a 
mailing to former passengers (“Captain’s Circle” members2), telling us all sorts of wonderful 
things available on their “African Explorer Adventures” in February. An eleven-day cruise down 
the east coast of Africa, Mombasa to Cape Town3, with stops in Zanzibar, Madagascar... . That 
did it: lemurs! We could get to see lemurs in the wild! It was even on the only Princess ship we 
knew-the Pacific Princess, one of their two smallest, on which we’d sailed in 1994.

There was a three-day Kenya safari available just before the cruise - a mere $700 more than just 
the cruise. Suurre... . We could do that. And, Ooohh! - with an optional six-day safari at the 
Cape Town end, we could get to see Victoria Falls and Chobe National Park. Of course, six days 
at the end was almost three times the cost of three days at the beginning... but how many times 
would we be likely to get to Africa? I signed us up for the three-week jaunt. As we had no 
inclination to worry about flight connections, transfers from airport to hotel, ship to hotel, safari to 
airport, or some disgusting number of flight connections, we even let Princess do the air 
arrangements. (Apparently no airline I want to know about flies direct from Los Angeles to Nairobi 
or from Johannesburg to Los Angeles.)

Things started to get “interesting” in December. Elayne broke her leg on the 17th, and wound up 
with it in a cast. “Simple fracture, no bone movement - about five weeks,” said doctors at Kaiser 
Permanente. Hmm... two weeks between cast removal and departure. Even assuming they were 
right. Hmm... . Ah, well, Onward!
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At the end of December Princess sent us a brochure describing the shore excursions - and visa 
applications for Kenya, Tanzania, Madagascar, and Zambia. When the holidays were over we set 
out to deal with The Paperwork. And The Medical Stuff.

Besides Holding The Good Thought about Elayne’s leg - hoping it would heal right and watching 
as she progressed from two crutches to one crutch - there were other Medical Considerations. 
Two shots (for Yellow Fever and for Hepatitis), and two series of pills (for Malaria and for 
Typhoid). We suffered the former (fairly easily) and set up a schedule for home-administration of 
the latter, during one of Elayne's checkup dates. The Typhoid pills were every-other-day for a 
couple weeks before leaving; the Malaria pills were once a week starting a week before leaving 
and continuing until four weeks after getting back. We had no side effects from any of these.

Then there was the paperwork, for which Princess had send forms. Visas were needed for 
Kenya, Tanzania, Madagascar, Zimbabwe, and Zambia. Kenya has a consulate in Los Angeles, 
so that was easy. The Madagascar Honorary Consulate (in Berkeley) assured us, by phone, that 
a visa could be obtained upon arrival in Madagascar, no matter what Princess said. We threw 
money at a visa-procurement agency to deal with the other three, as we were running out of time. 
(We later found that Tanzania and Zambia could have been dealt with on site, too. Oh, well... .)

To add to the fun, my dentist was getting ready to put out a warrant on me (figuratively speaking) 
for not having come in for the last three years or so. Advance notice of the warrant - a slight ache 
-- was delivered to my teeth a couple weeks before we were scheduled to leave, and I dutifully 
went in, on an otherwise lovely Wednesday morning, in hopes of forestalling the actual warrant. 
The usual scraping, x-raying, and tsk-tsking took place, and he referred me to a periodontist. (I 
think that translates as “mouth-butcher.") She was only in on Wednesdays, and both that day and 
the following Wednesday her schedule was full, so - how about the day you leave? #$%A&*0J!

Two weeks later, Elayne’s leg had healed pretty well. The cast went away; the crutch went away, 
and, as long as she went slowly, even stairs were doable. The visas arrived. So did Departure 
Wednesday. The dentist’s warrant having been delivered, I went in as scheduled. The Mouth
Butcher declared there was nothing could be done immediately, and she’d talk to me when we 
got back. (It’s about ten weeks since we got back. She called two days ago. In the absence of yet 
another warrant, I had half hoped she had forgotten me.) At such later time I would be subjected 
to one of two or three obnoxious procedures, none of which sounded at all pleasant. The dentist 
did a Q&D filling to stay the warrant and I went back to trip preparations - which now included a 
supply of Orajel, Aspergum, and Ibuprophen.

We flew steerage - “World Traveler" class - on British Airways from LAX to London Heathrow. 
BA is partners with American and Alaska, but we didn’t have enough Frequent Flyer Miles among 
the group to buy Business Class seats, and The Lottery has been - as usual - quite unwilling to 
contribute the large sums necessary to acquire such seats for cash. But we got lucky. The flight 
was not very full, and we could spread out for a reasonable amount of comfort. BA also had pretty 
good food, even in steerage.

The London change of planes was another Yeah-Boo. BA flies from Los Angeles to London 
Heathrow, but it flies to Nairobi, Kenya, from London Gatwick. (Boo!) So Princess sent a 
representative to meet us at Heathrow and escort us to a limo which took us across to Gatwick. 
There they put us up at Le Meridien Hotel for about eight hours of rest. (Yeah!)
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MICATO
SAFARIS

From the Nairobi airport we were driven to the Grand Regency Hotel, where we took care of 
paperwork and were introduced to Micato Safaris, the company running Kenya safaris for 
Princess. Everyone got a free Safari Hat from Micato, and from the sea of olive drab that floated 
around us during the next few days, I think everyone wore them! Motor coaches - an uppity name 
for buses - drove us to a lunch laid on by Micato agents Felix & Jane Pinto at the Toona Tree 
Restaurant. It was a pleasant buffet-style open-air lunch; Mrs. Micato introduced herself to the 
mob, and Elayne and I shared a table with British fan Stuart McGregor, a fellow Diet Coke fanatic. 
After lunch the motor coaches drove us all around Nairobi, as the guides pointed out Important 
Buildings, Statues of the Famous, and the still bombed-out (since August 1998) American 
Embassy.

From there the tour went out to the Karen Blixen Museum - the farmhouse owned by the author 
of Out of Africa, who, decades after her death, is still quite the celebrity there. The scenery was 
lovely, with the Ngong (“Knuckle”) Hills as a background, and the history told by the docents was 
interesting. (The film “Out of Africa" was made in a similar house a few miles away - the Blixen 
house was too small.)

Back at the Grand Regency, there was a lecture - “Kenya, Yesterday, Today, and Tomorrow” - 
by “esteemed Kenyan statesman Philip Leakey.” Son of the anthropological Leakeys, Philip has 
been a Kenyan politician for some years, and did a good rundown of the last few decades of 
political and social history of the country. Then it was time for dinner... .

We might have skipped the “Optional Dinner” Princess had arranged, as it was $27 USD extra 
(cash only), and we could have just walked around the hotel area looking for fast food as usual. 
But Roger Sims had especially recommended eating at “Carnivore,” so we signed up - and were 
very glad to have done so.

The central feature of Carnivore is a huge fire pit with rotating racks, on which are placed a very 
large number of very large skewers, each spitting a very large chuck of dead animal. There is the 
usual chicken, lamb, beef, and pork. There is also game; the night we went, they had ostrich, 
waterbuck, and zebra. Waiters carry the skewers around the tables, identifying the animal, and 
asking each person if he or she would like some. (There are vegetable entrees available if 
someone in your party is along just to keep you company while you scarf down dead animal.) 
There are also Restaurant Cats-we counted four-wandering around under the tables looking 
for dropped (deliberately or accidentally) tidbits. They even allowed themselves to be petted, to 
some degree. We heartily second Roger's recommendation: eat at Carnivore if you are ever in 
Nairobi. (I discovered I really like zebra!)

At the hotel a Travelers’ Check became Kenyan Shillings. In the morning the real Safari began.

CHAPTER 2: INDIANA JONES & THE ROADS OF KENYA

After a very early breakfast, Princess took away all luggage except for a 3-day minimal amount 
per person, to hold for us in Mombasa at the ship. We split into groups of 5 or 6, each with its own

3



Safari Car. Elayne and I joined a group of four who looked congenial: Mary Ann, her daughter 
Meredith and her sister Jane, all from Atlanta, and their friend Louise from Michigan. We all 
managed the next three days together, including hours-long trips in the somewhat constricted 
Safari Car, without the slightest problem. We would gladly tour with them again. (Would that they 
had been on the southern Safari too... .)

From Nairobi we drove south to Amboseli National Park; the roads went from pretty good (paved, 
at least, around Nairobi) to pretty bad (unpaved, around the Park). The red dirt became dust and 
got all over everything. In Amboseli the mob split into two groups, one going to Amboseli Lodge, 
the other (including us) to Ol’Tukai Lodge (where a shower was the First Order of Business). 
There was Animal-Watching on the way to the lodge, and a three-hour Game Run after lunch. We 
saw zebras (on the hoof this time), wildebeests, Cape Buffalo, impala, and elephants. A small 
herd of elephants sauntered sedately across the road right in front of the car. A couple of 
apparently sated lions lay basking in the sun, seemingly deciding on their dinner menu, featuring 
the ungulates in the nearby plain.

The roads in the park were worse than those leading to it - the rains had apparently done major 
damage in the previous couple of months. The Safari car traveled almost as far up and down as it 
did forward. My teeth started to hurt -- a lot. I gritted them, and medicated them, and we went on.

The early morning “chance of a clear view of Mount Kilimanjaro” didn’t materialize - it was visible, 
but still clouded. The camera did its best. Leaving Ol’Tukai Lodge, there was a morning game run 
before we headed east to Tsavo National Park, and the Ngulia Lodge. On the way we stopped at 
the Shaitani lava flow (and nonplussed the guide by figuring out what the name meant - a 
cognate switch simple enough for most fans word players).

More animals: giraffes, rock hyrax, crowned cranes, guineafowl, dik-dik, Egyptian geese.

The roads got worse in Tsavo; I was thinking seriously of finding whatever passed as a dentist in 
Mombasa, or on the ship, and having him, her, or it pull about three of my teeth. In the meantime 
I upped the medication. I have heard of roads bad enough to shake your teeth loose, but this is 
the first time I've been on one.

The animals diversified: vervet monkeys, hippos, warthogs, hyenas, Waterbucks. We went 
looking for a Black Rhino, as there are supposed to be three of them in a protected area in Tsavo, 
but they were being reclusive. (On the way back to the lodge from the main rhino area, our driver 
decided to try one more approach to where a rhino might be. Three miles or so down the narrow 
trail we were challenged for right of way - a very large elephant was in the middle of the trail 
acting extremely proprietary. Our driver backed up for three miles and we headed back to the 
lodge.)

Ngulia has a waterhole in its backyard, and you can watch as various animals - including 
elephants - come up for a drink at various times of day. They also have a leafless tree, which 
they bait at evening, putting out a hunk of meat to attract a leopard. (The scheme didn't work the 
night we were there.)

It wasn’t until the morning we were to leave that I discovered a post-mounted telescope in a folly 
at the end of a hidden path from the lodge. It looked out over a part of the Serengeti Plain, and I 
watched as elephants, giraffes, and several of the ungulates wandered up and down the paths. 
The camera was almost up to the job of shooting through the telescope, but not quite.

Tourist junk was not easily come by. Ol’Tukai Lodge had had a tee shirt. I found no pins, patches, 
or stickers. Ngulia had a souvenir towel small enough to be considered a pennant, so I got it. And 
no one had 30 copies of the same postcard, so I couldn’t send out TRIPE (pronounced “Trippy”) 
REPORTCARD 31, the first of four postcard fanzines planned for the trip. I bought one copy and 
the stamps for international mail, and present it here forthose fanatic collectors who don’t want to
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have another hole in the run. That’s Mount Kenya on the front. Also note that the pre-written text 
was dead wrong. Diet Coke was very easy to find in Kenya. In fact, all the lodges had it, and most 
of the towns we passed through had Coke signs prominently displayed. I commented to our 
Safari car friends that, as Atlanta people, they must be pleased with the obvious partiality Kenya 
was showing in the soft drink field. “Yes,” said Mary Ann, “and as stockholders, too!”) Pepsi was 
nowhere in sight in the whole country - and little seen on the rest of the trip.

(200 Kenyan Shillings for four Diet Cokes: about USD $.75 each.)

The schedule for Monday (Feb. 8) was breakfast at Ngulia, a morning 
game run, lunch back at the lodge, and departure for Mombasa by 1300. 
The new group - German tourists this time - was coming in as we left.

Outside the park the road, still unpaved, was the worst yet. Heavy goods 
trucks - umpteen-wheelers - barreled along making the small holes 
bigger; our driver avoided the ones he could, while trying to keep to his 
schedule. The dust flew, and, with a hot summer sun producing sweat at 
the usual tropic rate, it stuck to us. By the time the car reached the 
Pacific Princess at Mombasa, we were a mess. The traditional 
Embarkation Photo shows me using my shoulder bag to hide the mass

of orange-red caked-on road dust I’d acquired around my midsection.

We happily clambered aboard, flung the dirty filthy clothes into a bag and ourselves into the shower, 
and settled into relax for the next 12 days. Mostly.

CHAPTER 3: PRINCESS VALENTINE’S CASTLE
We'd sailed through Southeast Asia for two weeks on the Pacific Princess back in 1994. For the 
first time, we’d be returning to a ship (not counting the weekenders that sail out of Los Angeles to 
Ensenada, which we’re likely to sail on several times a year just to get out of town). I was hoping 
that they wouldn’t be quite so heavy-handed, this time, on the fact that the ship was the original 
“Love Boat." Last time I got very tired of them hammering on the theme. It wasn’t encouraging to 
see the first issue of the daily guide, waiting for us in our cabin, proclaim that “Princess Cruises 
has declared VALENTINE’S DAY the “Love Boat National Holiday”! And to celebrate we have 
planned some additional exciting events for this Valentine’s Cruise: ...” Oops - a cruise from Feb. 
8 to Feb.19 includes Feb. 14. V-Day. Oh well. (All things considered, as it turned out they were 
quite restrained, actually.)
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Dinner was at 6:00, and we wandered down to the Coral Dining Room to look for Table 27. A few 
people ahead of us we recognized a couple from our safari group - a woman who was constantly 
complaining, never satisfied with anything, and had to be helped, complaining, in and out of 
conveyances; and her much-put-upon husband. She was demanding the way to Table 27.

“Excuse me,” I asked the Maitre D (a wonderful 
person, we found throughout the cruise, named 
Lorenzo Tarini), “would it be possible to change 
tables?” 

“I’m afraid we only have a table for two left...” he said. 
“That will be fine,” said Br’er Elephant, smiling and 
trying not to dance his way to Table 23. We were 
introduced to our waiter (Pasquale), our Headwaiter 
(Pasquale), and our Assistant Waiter (Pasquale 
Esteban). The waiter was Pasquale Sr. and the

Headwaiter Pasquale Jr, based on their respective ages. Both were very friendly and very good.

After dinner and the mandatory “Emergency Procedures” drill we hit the cabin and collapsed. The 
ship could sail without our watching, and the “Comedy Juggler” could juggle comedically without 
us in the audience.

ZANZIBAR, Tuesday Feb. 9
We had signed up for the Walking Tour of Zanzibar, so we were on an early tender from the ship 
to the dock. There was a good view of the Dhow Harbor, where dozens of the ancient-looking 
crafts were tied up after unloading their variegated cargo. Amid the souvenir-sellers’ stands on 
the dock and the approach to it, staff of Abercrombie and Kent, who were running the tours, led 
groups of us tourists towards Stone Town, the oldest part of Zanzibar. It wasn’t much cooler than 
in Kenya, and many of the walkers brought bottles of water along. In addition, A&K staff were 
stationed along the way with additional water bottles - a very good idea.

Walking through the very narrow streets, trying not to be run over by bicyclists, we saw various 
buildings which were originally erected as Interesting X but are now serving as Uninteresting Y. 
But there were the doors. The massive teak doors somehow survived beyond the decline of 
Stone Town itself, and most still had heavy spikes protruding from them in patterns. The spikes 
were to protect the doors from being butted down by military elephants, and some of the surviving 
ones are still being polished. The doors were almost the only photographically interesting things.

We walked around to the Old Fort, now empty except for a few dancers and a refreshment 
service -- both set up for the benefit of us walking tourists - and a few rows of merchant stalls. 
Most of us toured the Palace Museum - the former from 1890 to 1964, the latter since 1994 - but 
I declined the mob and the stairs to sit on the porch in search of whatever coolth might be found. 
(Elayne said she found it interesting.)

We returned to the ship for lunch, then headed out on our second tour, this time on a Motor 
Coach bus. The guide pointed out Livingstone’s house, lent to him by Sultan Seyyid Majjid as a 
base for his expeditions (X), now being used by the Tourist Office (Y). The first stop was the ruins 
of Sultan Seyyid Bargash’s harem at Maruhubi. (It was burnt down in 1899.) An entrepreneur had 
set up in the parking area, to greet tourists. He wore a Native Costume, a full-face metal mask, 
and a large, live, constrictor, and he danced to his own drum, waving a sword. I took his picture 
and paid for the privilege.
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The main stop was at a spice plantation, to see the growing ofcloves, cardamom, nutmeg, and 
cinnamon, plus other non-usual edible plants such as cassava, plantain, lychees, lemon grass, 
and breadfruit. (Zanzibar is the world’s leading clove producer, an industry started by the 18th 
Century Omani Sultan of Zanzibar.)

Back at the dock we prowled the souvenir vendors and picked up a couple mini-baskets of spice 
samples to take back as gifts. (The only tee shirts I liked they didn’t have in Fannish Standard 
Size.) Then, before we boarded the ship’s tender to head back, I had Elayne take my picture, in 
front of a souvenir Stand, On Zanzibar.

The Pacific Princess left Zanzibar around 6:00, just before dinner. At dinner I re-checked my taste 
buds’ analysis of the milk from the previous night: Yeah, it was boxed. On a cruise, as I don't like 
coffee, I usually drink milk with meals. With the exception of one cruise line - and I don’t 
remember which offhand - soft drinks with meals are charged extra. But boxed milk won’t do, so 
from then on I switched around among hot tea, iced tea, and extra-charged Diet Coke. What with 
drinks both of us bought in the lounges, and those I bought at meals, there were an awful lot of 
DC charges on our cabin’s account.

A raid on the ship’s “boutique” followed dinner, at which time I picked up the usual tourist junk 
relating to the ship - and a “Nairobi” tee shirt! Then, being disinclined to deal with Comedian #2, 
or his co-billed “Multi-Instrumentalist," we spent the evening doing something we seldom do at 
home: watching a movie. The ship's theater showed two movies each day, repeating the second 
as the next day’s first offering, so passengers can try to fit a film into their schedules. “Mafia” was 
funny -- probably funnier than Comedian #2 would have been.

WEDNESDAY, Feb. 10 (At Sea)

A leisurely day, lolling about, sleeping and reading, led to our first Formal Night. I had brought 
only semi-formal attire, having employed various epithets to comment on the idea of bringing the 
Soup-&-Fish to equatorial Africa in their summer. But I put on a jacket and tie, and Elayne got into 
her LBD, and we went along to the Captain's Welcome Party, a Tradition. Captain Burgoine was 
also keeping up another Tradition, not followed by all ships: Photos With The Captain at the 
aforesaid party. Passengers queue up at the door, and are introduced to the Captain by the 
Hostess or Cruise Director. The ship’s photographer crew fire away. (I have no idea why I like to 
have our picture taken with the Captain of every silly tin can we cruise on, but I do.) Then they sit 
down in the lounge, munch on various canapes brought around by the staff, and drink vaguely 
alcoholic champagne or one of a half dozen cocktails. The CWP is the one time you can order a 
soft drink - from the staff serving the “booze” - and get it free. The Captain comes in, calls out his 
Department Heads to introduce them, everyone applauds, and the Eady Sitting dinner gong 
sounds, ending the party. An hour or so later, the Captain gets to do it all over again for the Late 
Sitting passengers.

This evening’s show was the first “production show,” a revue called “Ports of Call.” The two 
Featured Singers and the seven Cruise Staff members put on a costume extravaganza, singing 
and dancing for a 45-minute show. These shows are my favorite entertainment on cruises, and I 
especially like them on Princess and Royal Caribbean (RCCL) cruises, because they let people 
take photographs during the shows. (I’ll save the rant against the other lines’ phony reasons for 
not allowing flash photography of shows for some other time.)

“Ports of Call" was quite enjoyable, and we were still awake enough after it was done to be able 
to wander up to the Starlight Lounge for the evening game show of “Name That Tune.” We didn’t 
do well enough to win one of the (inexpensive cheap) prizes, but it was a start toward evening 
game show participation that would escalate.
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MAYOTTE, COMOROS ISLANDS (Fr.), Feb. 11

We didn’t sign up for the one tour offered on the French-owned island of Mayotte, which was a 
non-guided bus ride around the very small island. Instead we took the tender ashore and 
wandered around the dock area for a couple hours. The area included a fairly large open market, 
a mini-mall, and a tourist information kiosk. The mini-mall yielded a couple of much-needed cold 
Diet Cokes, and the kiosk a souvenir pin and a couple postcards.

The postcards indicate that the island is home to lemurs, but no mention of this had been made in 
the briefing on the ship. Perhaps (1) there are no facilities for tourists to see the critters on 
Mayotte, or (2) the ship people didn’t want to divert the Lemur Lovers from the next day’s tour. 
(Or, perhaps, (3) Mayotte is trying to steal nearby Madagascar’s thunder.)

Anyway, I concluded that:

Mayotte I Has not / Got / A lot.

The evening show was a one-man presentation - a “Spotlight Cabaret” -- by Cass Taylor, one of 
the featured singers. He has a good voice and a varied repertoire - the show was enjoyable.

Elayne quit for the night, but I wandered up to the Starlight Lounge for the evening trivia contest. I 
declared myself a team of one — no conceit in my family, I've got it all -- and proceeded to get 15 
right out of 20. I came in second to a team of four, who had 16 out of 20. The consequences were 
twofold: (1) Joy, the “Social Hostess,” who was running the contest, decided I ought to get one of 
the “Really Cheap Prizes” too; and (2) the team of four asked if I wanted to join them for future 
bouts. The foursome included Stuart McGregor and a Canadian couple, Janet and Gerald 
Fridman from London, Ontario. I have forgotten the name of the fourth person; she was an 
irregular member of the team for the rest of the cruise. (So was Elayne.) I am not THAT 
conceited, to think that I added a huge amount to the store of knowledge available, but the team 
was absolutely deadly for the entire run of trivia contests. The 4" wicker basket prize was the first 
of a whole bunch of Really Cheap Prizes we brought home. Stuart and the others had several 
more, as they had been in the contests from the first day. I don’t know what they did with theirs, 
but my daughter Cecy and a half dozen friends all professed to be delighted with our largesse. 
We gave away the basket, four or five African animal key rings (lion, giraffe, zebra), and three 
irregular yellow-glass “things.” (These were about 4”x2”x1” and had the Princess Cruises logo,. 
Each had its own velveteen drawstring bag. I have no clue as to what they were supposed to be; I 
suggested they could be used as Worry Stones.)

NOSY BE, MADAGASCAR, Feb. 12

The island of Madagascar is a sort of biological time capsule, the home of plants and animals that 
do not exist anywhere else. (Except maybe Mayotte...) Nosy Be (“Big Island”) is, despite its 
name, a small island off the NW tip of Madagascar. The Pacific Princess anchored off Nosy Be; 
we headed out on a tour of the even smaller Nosy Komba (“Lemur Island.”)

Transportation to Nosy Komba was in three steps: local tenders from the PP to the island 
(“Vroom! Vrooml”), small boats from the tenders to a few yards offshore (“putt-putt-putt”), and 
shanks’ mare from the boats to the beach (“squish - squish - squish”). There had been frequent 
warnings that passengers on the Nosy Komba tour would have to get their feet wet; apparently 
everyone listened, as I heard no complaints. What they hadn’t warned us about - not that 
anything could have been done short of bringing snowshoes - was that the beach sand didn’t 
pack. Each time you stepped your foot sank several inches into the sand.
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We made for the relatively easier dirt paths, following our guides through a small local fishing 
village toward the lemur sanctuary. On the way, Mr. Tourist Junk Collector spotted a 
“Madagascar” tee shirt that pictured lemurs. It was available in Fannish Standard size, so I 
snatched it up. Good thing, too - nothing similar or as good presented itself the rest of the tour.

Lemurs live all over the island, but an area has been set aside for tourists to come and interact 
with these “squirrels with attitude,” as the tour guide director on the ship called them. You can 
purchase a bunch of bananas for a dollar and feed the lemurs, often enticing them onto your 
shoulder. They are even willing to be petted. Some caution is suggested - though they don’t bite, 
they are definitely not housebroken! (The lemur on Stuart’s shoulder was taking in fresh banana 
at one end and emitting processed banana at the other. Luckily, backpacks can be cleaned.)

From the lemur sanctuary we went on a walking tour of the island, with the guide pointing out 
uncommon (elsewhere) plants and telling some of the history of the area. The trails were rain-wet 
and slippery, and Elayne’s leg began to act up. One of the guides appointed himself as her 
personal assistant until we got to the restaurant/resort, which was back on the beach again. The 
trail got me once, but with nothing worse than a slightly scraped (and muddy) knee.

A somewhat cold drink at the restaurant, a break during which we could watch island kids dance 
and sing (or a few of us could appropriate their tree-swing for a few minutes), then it was back to 
the landing area. This time the route was along the beach, and that non-packing sand was a 
decidedly negative comfort factor. The other hazards to navigation were the hawkers of 
handicrafts - I think 40% of the trees in Africa are being chopped down to supply raw material for 
wood carvers. The results are quite attractive, but failed two tests: (1) how are we going to lug it 
around and get it home; (2) what the hell would we do with it when we got it home?

We retraced our sea route: squish-squish, putt-putt, Vroom! When the tender reached the Pacific 
Princess, there was a traffic jam at both entryways, with one of the ship’s own tenders blocking 
the way on each side. All around the ship were dugouts with islander hawkers come to sell 
handicrafts and exotic fruit to whomever they could entice. (I’m not sure how goods and money 
would be I were exchanged between dugouts floating up and down and around, and passengers 
some 15-20 feet above them.) We weren’t really in a hurry, though I suppose the tender crew 
were, and eventually the traffic jam cleared so we could re-board.

Attraction #1 of the trip - Lemurs! - had been worth it. (I had been hoping they’d also have 
tamarins, under the mistaken impression that these were akin to the lemurs. Now I suppose I 
have to go to South America.)

Representatives of the Madagascar postal service came aboard to sell stamps and postcards, 
and to take away any stamped items that passengers wanted mailed from the island. I managed 
to get TRIPE REPORTCARD 32 finished and away on time - a postcard of a lemur on a cactus, 
with strangely varied stamps. There is a “poste 1996” standard format stamp celebrating 
participation in the Atlanta Olympics - two judo contestants (?) against the country flag - from 
“REPOBLIKAN’I MADAGASIKARA,” with a valuation of 140 Fmg (Malagache Francs). It also 
says “Ariara 28,” which I assume is a 20% surcharge for some special fund. The other stamp is a 
“paositra 1992” unperforated - in fact, crudely cut from its sheet - showing a couple mollusks, 
and valued at 2000 Fmg, 400 Ariary. It is from “REPOBLIKA DEMOKRATIKA MALAGASY,” and 
is a reminder that philately is at least as strange a hobby as fanzines. Some historian will 
probably be able to tell me what happened to/at/with Madagascar between 1992 and 1996 to 
account for the changes. Whatever it was, the cards got delivered.

At 5:00, the ship sailed away from the Island Of Strangeness, and headed southwest for the 
mainland. The evening was spent casually (at dinner) and trivially (at the usual evening contest).
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(All) At Sea, Saturday-Monday Feb. 13-15
Saturday the 13Ih was an archetypical lazy day at sea. There were lectures from the Guest 
Lecturers: Arne Markland doing “African Sampler”; Dr. Gladys Turner doing “Break the Mold - 
Think Anew.” There were games - social and gambling (Bingo, Horse Racing). There were 
exercise classes and fashion demos. There was the daily meeting of “Friends of Dr. Bob and Bill 
W.” held in one of the bar lounges. (?) And all of these could be ignored in favor of snoozing by 
the pool and/or reading.

In the evening the other Solo Act, Rebecca Bowman, did her show, which was easily as 
enjoyable as Cass’s.

Then came Sunday the 14th, Valentine’s Day.

The daily activity schedule was about the same. The lecturers dealt with “South Africa In 
Transition” and “The Power of Possibility.” The games went on. But the water started to get 
rough; as evening approached there was definite Motion On the Ocean, and the schedule was 
reformatted ad lib.

The 5,000-piece jigsaw puzzle, which was left out during the cruise for people to work on when 
they had a few minutes of otherwise unfilled time - a Mercator 17th Century map of the world - 
got little progress on this day. More than about five minutes gave even the best concentrators a 
severe headache as the ship went up and down and back and forth.

MOMBASA • CAPE TOWN 
am Pet tc 9«hcel>

The special Captain’s Cocktail Party for returning passengers (members of 
“The Captain’s Circle”) was duly held in the afternoon. An envelope had been 
delivered to our stateroom, containing the invitation. There was also a 
“Member’s Logbook," together with a crack-‘n-peel sticker for the particular 
cruise, and a membership pin. (Ifwe go fora third Princess Cruise, we get 
“First Officer” pins, a fifth cruise “Captain” pins, and a tenth cruise 
“Commodore” pins. Junk collector that I am, I'm delighted. It’s not quite 
enough for me to escalate Princess over other lines prima facie, but it's an 
extra point or so in their favor.) We didn’t win anything at the prize drawing. 
Oh, well.

The French Dinner was sparsely attended. Elayne and I managed, but took things easier than we 
might have ordinarily. This was the second and last of the “Formal” evenings, and I cheated a 
jacket over a tux-and-tie tee shirt. In an equatorial summer, one formal night is all I’m going to put 
up with. Elayne retired soon after dinner.

The production show was cancelled - the dancers would have broken various bones if they’d 
tried to dance on the erratically-moving stage. The late-night “Spectacular Champagne Waterfall” 
was also cancelled. The evening’s special Valentine’s Day trivia contest - a “Name That Tune” 
game with all songs required to have the word “Love” in their titles - was held, but then cancelled 
for lack of attendees. (We discovered later that Janet and Gerald had showed up, and were about 
the only ones. Hostess Joy gave them prizes and closed the contest down.)

My record for never having been seasick is still intact, but that night was the hardest it has been 
tested. The beds in our stateroom were at right angles, so one of us got to pitch while the other 
rolled, and vice-versa. Not the usual “tossing and turning” one does at night.

By Monday thinks had calmed down, for the most part. The lecturers continued with “South 
Africa: De Beers, Diamonds & Destiny" and “Dream Your Dream.” The gambling games 
continued, with the Bingo Snowball Jackpot going up to $1300.00. (The Snowball Jackpot starts 
around $500 at the beginning of a cruise, and goes to anyone covering a Bingo card completely 
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in 49 called numbers. There are 75 numbers altogether, and the prize and amount of called 
numbers increase as no one wins it during the early games. I have never seen it won before the 
last game of the cruise, and even then never within the limited calls - they always have to go on 
beyond that, until someone finally wins.)

A “Gala Buffet,” usually held as one of the Midnight Buffets on a cruise, was done at noon, with 
the usual delightful displays of fruit-and-vegetable carvings, and chocolate extravaganzas as the 
highlights. Photographers were given a half-hour to capture the displays on film before the 
ravening hordes were admitted to scarf them down. The Good Ship Watermelon, and the Bird 
Cage (of Squash Ducks) Watermelon were Just Wonderful! One of the carvers had a table 
outside the buffet area, where he did a continual demo of making animals out of vegetables.

The stage stability having returned, the show scheduled for Sunday - “Bonsoir Paris” -- was 
finally held, and I again staked out a first-row camera-friendly seat. Eye candy is not only not 
fattening, it can be enjoyed more than once.

DURBAN, South Africa, Tuesday Feb. 16

Durban is the capital of South Africa’s province of KwaZulu Natal. It would easily repay a lot more 
time for exploration than we could give in the one day we were there.

A motor coach took us from the ship to the PheZulu village above the Valley of 1,000 Hills. (The 
address is “Old Main Road, Botha’s Hill” - politicians the world over stamp their names on the 
geography.) The sub-tropical scenery we passed would not have been out of place in Southern 
California. In fact, the overview photo I took at the Photo Op stop - a panoramic shot of Pinetown 
- turned out so plebeian and SoCal-like that I discarded it.

At the village there was a Zulu dance presentation: boy courts girt, boy consults tribe sangoma for 
omens and go-ahead, everybody dances. It was enjoyable and picturesque - in spite of a couple 
of German tourists who kept getting in the pictures by barging into areas around the amphitheater 
where they weren’t supposed to be. There was also a tour of the Zulu beehive huts, with an 
explanation of tribal beliefs and rituals; tea and scones at the on-site restaurant; and lots of time 
to visit the huge souvenir shop.

Next door to the village, and included in the tour, was the Assagay Safari Park, featuring 
crocodiles - from 2-footers to “Junior,” a 15-foot monster -- and all sorts of local snakes and 
lizards.

Back aboard the ship, dinner was followed by the comedic juggler, whose show we again 
skipped. Then came an “Interactive Entertainment Program” called “Swing Time,” featuring music 
of the ‘40’s. (I would have called it another Production Show, but they didn't.) It was done as a 
Radio Show, with the Cruise Director as “Victor DeVayne” (complete with outrageous toupee), 
Announcer and MC. In all, it was as good as their other Production Shows. (I am perfectly willing 
to watch and listen to innumerable pseudo-Andrews Sisters in WWII uniforms, but weren’t there 
any other female singing groups in the era that could be featured in such shows?)

EAST LONDON, South Africa, Wednesday Feb. 17
The ship docked around noon at this penultimate port of call. The excursions offered - a City 
Tour; a Xhosa Village visit - didn’t look too interesting, so Elayne and I Did What We Do Best - 
we went shopping. At little out-of-the-way craft shops? At almost unknown specialty shops?
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Naah! - at the mall. There was a shuttle laid on to a reasonably close mall, so we took it to see 
what familiar-but-strange stuff we could find.

Souvenirs — where would Mr. Junkcollector find souvenirs? Ah, there they are - in the tobacco 
shop. That’s a good start, now what? Ah - a Woolworth’s. With a Food Hall. (Think “Harrods,” but 
cheaper.) Pre-trip, Richard Harter had mentioned that South Africa made some good dessert 
wines, and I hadn’t yet found a wine shop or liquor store to investigate. Maybe this would do. 
Sure enough, there was a Stellenbosch Noble Late Harvest Reserve Chenin Blanc - botrytised, 
1998, listing the producer and the winemaker, sealed with the numbered certification of the Wine 
& Spirit Board, and marketed under the Woolworth Barrel Reserve label. Far too amusing not to 
pick up a bottle, and inexpensive at about $5.55 USD including VAT. Even more amusing: a 
Woolworth brand “Selected Late Harvest, a Semi-sweet White Wine with a Ripe, Fruity 
Richness.” In a box. Sold as a six-pack of boxes. I picked up a six-pack at an even less 
expensive $4.30 USD including VAT. Carved animals and such I could pass up, but not such 
amusing wine weirdnesses.

(As of these several months later, we haven’t opened the Chenin Blanc, but we tried one of the 
box wines at a party shortly after returning home. It doesn’t qualify as a dessert wine. Perhaps 
they have different definitions of “Selected late han/est” wines in South Africa. Or maybe 
“Selected Late Haivest” is the Name of the wine.)

There were a few interesting items in the drugstore/chemist’s/sundries store. Nothing worthwhile 
in the music store. (CDs and tapes are almost never worth buying overseas unless you absolutely 
have to have a title and it isn’t available in the States. I shall be interested in seeing if this is still 
valid with regard to DVD, an interest acquired since the trip.) We wandered the mall for a couple 
hours, then caught the shuttle back to the ship in time for a late lunch.

There was time after lunch for a movie, and for a change they were playing one we wanted to 
see: “Antz.” (Our verdict was that “A Bug’s Life” was better and that we still don’t like Woody Allen 
even as a bug.)

The evening Production Show was “New York, New York,” and was another excellent job. It did 
produce a question that hasn’t yet been answered, when the dancers came out with Carousel 
horses and did a song with a refrain of “Only, much more beautiful." Elayne and I are both 
Musical Show enthusiasts, but couldn't place the song. The ship’s Hostess, Joy, didn’t know. One 
of the dancers didn’t know. I didn’t manage to collar a member of the orchestra in the day we had 
left to ask him. A post-cruise check reveals it isn’t from “Carousel" or “The Rink.” I'll find it yet... .

The “Name That Tune” game, having bombed out on Valentine’s Day, was held Wednesday 
night. Elayne and I wandered up and sat in, but there was no sign of our erstwhile teammates, 
and only one other team. There were 20 songs, each with “Love” in the title, and a team got a 
point for each title, plus a point for knowing who made it famous (or from which film it came). The 
piano player wasn’t the greatest, and definitely mangled a few selections, but the fact is that we 
simply didn’t know many of the songs. We got 12 points out of the possible 40, mostly from 
Elayne’s knowledge. The other team wasn’t much better, getting 16 points. Joy magnanimously 
gave all of us prizes.

AT SEA, Thursday Feb. 18
On this last day of the cruise, things started winding down. After a final trivia contest in the late 
morning - with the team of five and the usual results - Elayne, Stuart and I went out to the Lido 
Deck for a “Trattoria Style Luncheon.” The Lido deck was usually used for quick-meal stuff like 
hamburgers and hot dogs, to serve passengers who didn’t want to fuss with a meal in the dining 
room. Today was much different.
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The Maitre D, (Lorenzo), was serving as Chef, with our Head Waiter (Pasquale Jr.) helping. 
There were large pans of different pastas, and different sauces, being mixed up and doled out to 
passengers who wandered up and waved an empty plate. The Chef de Cuisine (Amedeo) added 
his touches as the luncheon progressed. Bursts of (rather good) Italian song emanated from 
Lorenzo and Pasquale at various points. And the food was quite good - as it was on the cruise as 
a whole. All in all it was quite a lovely luncheon, sort of a poolside picnic.

The Final Bingo game was held. There was a “Farewell Showtime” in the evening. Throughout 
the day gratuities were handed out, instructions on disembarkation were given, passports were 
returned, and passengers were exhorted to fill in their Rating Questionnaires.

Luggage was packed and put into the passageways outside staterooms by midnight, to be 
collected and offloaded in the morning. Our Orange tags proclaimed that we were going with the 
Victoria Falls group, and our cases would be duly transferred to the proper motor coach.

The daily newsletter - “Princess Patter” - announced that we expected to be docked in Cape 
Town around 6:00 in the morning, an hour after picking up the Cape Town pilot.

CHAPTER 4: MARCHING TO (AND AROUND) PRETORIA

CAPE TOWN, Friday-Saturday Feb. 19-20
It didn’t quite work that way. The waters of Table Bay, outside Cape Town, turned rough 
Thursday night, and a Japanese ship moored at the dock was unable to leave early in the 
morning as scheduled. It was, of course, occupying our berth. So at 8:00 we were still trying to 
get docked. The motor coaches were lined up on the quay, the little band had arrived to welcome 
us, and the crew were still trying to get the small-by-cruise-ship-standards (but still rather large) 
Pacific Princess to sidle up to the dock. The delay gave passengers time to enjoy the wonderful 
view of Cape Town from Table Bay - Table Mountain & Lion’s Head, the former partially covered 
by clouds. It was lovely, if a bit windy still. But being two hours late would have an impact on the 
next two days' activities.

Finally we achieved Docking - I don't think the space shuttle had that much trouble at Mir - and 
trooped off the ship to our waiting motor coaches. Our Victoria Falls group numbered 28, all 
Statesiders. The motor coach [screw it] bus was quite roomy, and we headed for the back where 
we could easily occupy a double seat each without inconveniencing anyone. And off we went for 
a tour of Cape Town.

The Victoria Falls Tour was being run by Abercrombie and Kent, the only tour/safari company I 
had ever heard of before the trip. Their reputation was excellent. They supplied us with an 
excellent book on Cape Town, with photos and trilingual descriptions. But even so, there were 
some problems. The first such became obvious early. Our Cape Town guide, Stephen, a 
gentleman with a heavy British accent, relied heavily on anti-American humor, which got old quite 
quickly. The tour group wasn't the most congenial, either - before the end of the six-day tour, I’d 
have gleefully killed about seven of them, especially a family trio of transplanted New Yorkers 
from Charlotte. But offing obnoxious tourists isn’t legal even in South Africa, so we grimaced and 
soldiered on.

The tour was very enjoyable, otherwise. Cape Town would easily repay a week or so of 
exploration. The bus took us to Signal Hill, usually a good viewing area for Table Mountain, but 
the cloud cover was heavy. (The cable cars to the top of Table Mountain weren’t running, either.) 
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From there we drove to Hout Bay, stopping at Mariner's Wharf, a Pier 39 Wannabe. (Hout Bay 
once declared itself an independent Republic, and still sells passports with local rubber-stamped 
“visas.”) At one of the tourist traps in the Wharf area I spotted a jigsaw puzzle - the map of Africa, 
made of pewter and composed entirely of animal shapes. It was too expensive, but I definitely 
wanted it. Perhaps I’d find it cheaper at some non-tourist-trap place later in the tour.
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Cape Point isn’t the southernmost 
spot in Africa - that’s Cape 
Agulhas, part of the Western 
Cape area -- but it is where the 
Indian and Atlantic Oceans meet. 
It has a lighthouse and offers 
spectacular views from cliffs that 
drop sheer for some 300 meters. 
A funicular takes tourists from the 
parking lot and souvenir shop 
area to the foot of the lighthouse 
escarpment, and the hardy types 
can climb up to the lighthouse 
itself. Our tour was only one of 
many, and the funicular was 
crowded. Elayne and I declared 
we weren’t hardy types, and 
enjoyed the views from the lower 
area, then caught the funicular 
back down. Stephen was fuming 
about being late, and blamed the 
tourists because of the two-hour 
delay in the morning. When a few 
of the group got stuck at the top of 
the funicular because the car was

too full, and had to wait another six minutes for the next exchange, he became even more 
annoyed. Words Were Exchanged. I suspect further words were written to A&K when members of 
the group returned home.

The bus delivered us to the Commodore Hotel, an extremely comfortable and fairly luxurious 
hotel near the Victoria & Albert Waterfront area. The V&AW combines Restaurant Row with a 
rather large shopping mall, so of course we walked there for dinner. The longest queues 
appeared to be for the Exchange Bureau, as tourists from various parts of the world traded their 
currency and travelers’ checks for South African Rands. We ate, explored a little, and headed 
back to the hotel.

But on the way out we had to pass a bookstore. (Danger, Will Robinson! Danger!) They had 
cartoon books - local editorial cartoon books. Something we collect, of course. If you have ever 
seen the work of the British cartoonist Giles, or the Canadian Norris, you will have some idea of 
what to expect from “Madame & Eve," by the initialistic “S. Francis" and “H. Dugmore” and the 
monosyllabic “Rico." (Discovering, by reading all the tiny print on the copyright page, that Rico’s 
last name is “Schacherl" will probably do none of us any good.) We bought “Free At Last “ (1994), 
and “Somewhere Overthe Rainbow Nation” (1996). Very funny stuff....

Saturday morning, after a buffet breakfast at the Commodore that actually outdid the ship’s best 
offering, we walked back to the V&A Waterfront for further exploration. And found another 
bookstore. Two more Madame & Eve books (“All Aboard For the Gravy Train," 1995; “It s a 
Jungle Out There,” 1998). Plus three volumes of political cartoons by “Zapiro" (Jonathan 
Shapiro): “The Mandiba Years” (1996), “The Hole Truth” (1997), and ’’End of Part One” (1998). 
I’d rate Zapiro below Conrad or Oliphant, probably somewhere around Tole.
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The view from the harbor-front was spectacular - Table Mountain was fully visible, having 
temporarily come out of its “tablecloth” of clouds.

JOHANNESBURG & PRETORIA, Sat-Sun. Feb. 20-21
Around 1:30 we were back at the hotel, packed and off for the airport. Sun Air flew us to 
Johannesburg, where we acquired Abercrombie & Kent Guide #2, Mark - a decided improvement 
over Stephen. We had been told to pack so that only a minimum of luggage would need to go to 
Victoria Falls; the rest was checked at Jo’Burg Airport (once we managed to find the checkroom, 
which was on a lower level and not accessible from all elevators).

A bus took us from Jo’Burg to Pretoria for over-nighting, as it is apparently ill-advised to stay in 
Jo’Burg because of the level of street crime. The guide explained the history of the area, and the 
old song of “Marching To Pretoria” (which dates from the 1900-02 Boer War) ran through my 
head. We were ensconced in the Pretoria Holiday Inn Crown Plaza and left to our own devices for 
the evening. As it was late, Elayne and I hit a fast-food restaurant across from the hotel for 
dinner, looked desultorily - and unsuccessfully - around the neighborhood for any place that 
might have tourist stuff, and crashed.

Sunday morning the hotel provided an excellent breakfast buffet - not quite as good as the 
Commodore, but still very good - and we headed back to the Jo’Burg airport for a Sun Air flight to 
Victoria Falls. (We wondered why A&K didn’t just send us to Victoria Falls Saturday night, since 
nothing was scheduled for Pretoria except the hotel, but the answer proved to be simple: Sun Air, 
the main link between South Africa and Zimbabwe, flies to Victoria Falls only on Wednesday, 
Friday, and Sunday. Duh.)

CHAPTER 5: ZIM-ZAM, THANK YOU, MA’AM

VICTORIA FALLS, ZIMBABWE, Sun.-Tue. Feb. 21-23
The Victoria Falls Airport’s tarmac was hot enough, but the heat engendered by lines of tourists 
inching our way past the Passport Control/Customs/lmmigration station, inside a tiny building with 
no air conditioning, was much worse. Eventually we reached the station agent, paid our $45 
(each) for a two-entry visa, and escaped to our waiting mini-buses.

When all 28 of us had cleared, the buses drove us to the Victoria Falls Hotel for lunch. Still rather 
hot and sweaty, we tromped through the lobby of the very upscale VFH and across a lovely 
garden area, to a separate dining building, which was set up for a truly sumptuous buffet. At 
which point it started to rain.

To Southern Californians, rain is that wet stuff that comes down from the sky a few times a year 
to prevent a return to water rationing. This was R*A*I*NI! We didn’t really care. There was lots of 
food, we were in no hurry to get to our own hotel, and there was plenty of time in the next 36 
hours or so to see the Falls. The hotel staff lowered the outside flaps on the dining building, and 
everyone sat around enjoying lunch. After a couple of hours or so, a few people started getting 
restless. The rain had no intention of going away any time soon. The hotel staff brought out a 
dozen umbrellas, and in twos and threes the tourists maneuvered back the way we came.

We checked into the Elephant Hills Inter
Continental Hotel, almost as upscale as the VFH. 
It had an indoor jungle, complete with waterfalls 
(that got turned off at night), as an atrium, it had a 
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casino - they gave us a Z$100 coupon which we never used - and both its bar and its restaurant 
overlooked the plain leading to the Falls. One could sit and watch the mist, miles away, rise from 
“the smoke that thunders” (“Mosi oa Tunya”), occasionally accompanied by a rainbow. Maybe 
even a double rainbow. (And they had Diet Coke ©)

We had a new A&K Guide in Victoria Falls, a very pleasant person named Marian. She and her 
assistants herded the lot of us through Customs, and lunch, and got us checked into the hotel. 
She made sure we had schedules for the next day’s activities. She made sure we knew we’d 
have to pay a $20 US departure fee, via A&K, in U.S. money, when we flew out of Zimbabwe on 
Thursday. This led to the only (small) contretemps. Did a Traveler’s Check count as U.S. money? 
If not, where did one cash a TC and GET U.S. money? Eventually she decided A&K would take 
TCs and push them through the Zimbabwe officials if at all possible. The contretemps was at 
least postponed. (It was solved; there was no problem with the TCs.)

Monday was a full day. First we had a train ride on the Victoria Falls Express to Livingstone, 
Zambia, and back. (For this we’d bought a Zambia visa; coming back apparently didn’t count 
against our two-entry Zimbabwe visa, which we would use returning from Botswana on Thursday. 
Go figure.) The train consisted mostly of engine and dining cars, and throughout the trip waiters in 
turn-of-the-century uniforms served soft drinks and champagne. During the return journey they 
also served a lunch. We passed native villages of thatched huts, a “Welcome To Zambia” sign 
flanked by two wooden giraffes, and a shop with a sign identifying its locale as “Zim-Zam.” 
Dozens of children ran alongside begging for pens - a situation that we had been told about 
beforehand, brought about by the expense of education in Africa. (We'd found the same thing in 
Zanzibar.) All of us had brought some number of (literally) throwaway pens to give them.

On the return, we stopped on the railroad bridge for the photographers to get out and take 
pictures of the Falls. The Falls are almost 2 kilometers wide, in a dozen sections, and have a drop 
of over 100 meters. Except from the air, one can only get a piecemeal view - but even that is 
spectacular. (There are helicopter flights, but by the time we discovered their availability they 
were booked solid for any time that would fit our schedule. Marian and her assistant tried their 
best to get us in - they used a cell phone to call the chopper company from the train -- but it didn’t 
work. I guess we’ll have to go back.)

We made a brief stop at the hotel, then the buses took us to the Victoria Falls National Park for a 
guided walking tour. It was a long, wet walk. There was the Livingstone statue, the 72-step rock 
stairs to the bottom of the first falls section, the timing of photos for when the mist was blowing in 
the other direction, and the hot, humid weight of the air as we walked the length of the rim trail. (I 
gave up before the last two sections, but Elayne soldiered on. I figured we were even - I climbed 
the rock stairs when she didn’t.)

Late in the afternoon we took a boat ride on the Zambezi River, above - far above - the Falls. 
There were hippos, crocodiles, and various birds. And one of the most beautiful sunsets I’ve 
seen. None of the animals came close enough to the boat to be a danger - the most danger was 
caused by the troop of photographers dashing to one side or the other to click away at an animal.

After the boat ride, Elayne and I caught the hotel shuttle into the village, and looked through a few 
shops. The results were sparse: a Tom Holt book I hadn't read (UK edition - always cheaper 
when bought outside the UK), and a rather nice tee shirt of the Falls. The shuttle conveniently 
came by again, and we went back.

When darkness fell, the hotel laid on an hour-long show featuring dancers of several tribes. The 
most spectacular were the Makishi, who danced in elaborate masks and costumes. And even on 
stilts. The masks were fascinating, and we understood that copies were probably available at the 
shops in Victoria Falls village. But the gee-that-would-be-great-to-have reaction was again 
followed by the how-do-we-get-it-home and the what-the-hell-would-we-do-with-it reactions.
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A scheduled barbecue dinner at poolside had to be canceled when the subcontractor who was to 
do it didn’t show up. We were forced to make do with the hotel’s restaurant. Such a shame ©

I spent part of the evening producing TRIPE REPORTCARD 33, with photo postcards of the Falls 
and Z$10 stamps, so I could get them into the hotel’s outgoing mail before we left in the morning. 
We prowled the gift shop one last time, but managed to escape without serious financial injury.

Tuesday morning, after an almost leisurely breakfast, the mini-buses collected us and headed 
west for Botswana.

CHOBE NATIONAL PARK, Kasane, Botswana, 
Tues.-Wed. Feb. 23-24

We stopped at the border, and everyone piled out and queued, passports at the ready, for the 
Zimbabwe officials. Then we got back in the mini-bus, went about 300 meters, stopped, and piled 
out again, passports at the ready, for the Botswana officials. The mini-bus then took about an 
hour more to get to Kasane and the Cresta Mowana Safari Lodge.

The Lodge, situated on the Chobe River, is very comfortable. The rooms are well appointed and 
modern. But the Lodge is laid out as two arms, each arm having 32 rooms on each of its two 
levels. To get to your room you have to walk an undulating route past all the lower-numbered 
rooms on your arm/level. It is very hot. You will have to go back and forth to your room more 
times than you think. You should therefore try very hard to get a room with a “0” for the middle 
digit - 204 is a lot closer to the central hub than 224. (We were in 228.)

Chobe is a very large national park. It boasts that it has 45,000 elephants. We probably didn’t see 
more than a few hundred elephants, but I see no reason to doubt the official estimate. On the 
several game runs we made from the Lodge we also saw large numbers of hippos, tribes of 
baboons, herds of impala, a few marabou storks, a monitor lizard (smaller relative of the Komodo 
Dragon of southeast Asia), and lots of giraffes. (I find that, even though my totem is an elephant, I 
really like the Longneckers.)

Our driver had challenged us to discover what “Chobe" meant, but we never did, officially. I 
decided it was an acrostic: Crocodiles, Hippos, Ospreys, Baboons, Elephants - and I have no 
interest in anyone correcting me with the real meaning.

The food at the Lodge was excellent. As usual, ail meals were buffet style, and the dinner menu 
featured wild game. Impala was available, but unmemorable; so were several other antelope 
varieties. I reconfirmed my taste for zebra.

The gift shop provided a few of the Usual Things - at least a souvenir shirt and souvenir pin. And 
there, for only the second time, I saw the Africa jigsaw puzzle. Was it less expensive than at Hout 
Bay, thus validating my hesitancy at the South Africa tourist trap? In your dreams -- it was a good 
20% higher. I dithered some more, but wound up buying it. Regret at spending money for 
something frivolous is correctable - one can usually get more money. Regret at N*O*T spending 
money for something frivolous is often not correctable when the item is scarce.

Wednesday morning we had a choice of a (very) early game run or a Chobe River boat cruise, 
and picked the former in hopes that some of the big cats would come out. They didn’t, and we 
might have been better off on the boat. (On the other hand, on the boat ride was where one of the 
women in the party fell and broke a bone -I don’t remember which one - thus ending her 
vacation on a rather unfortunate sour note.)
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FOREVER WEDNESDAY: Feb. 24
Kasane, Victoria Falls, Johannesburg, NYC, Los Angeles

We got up at 5:30 a.m. for the game run; at 9:00 we were back for breakfast; 
at 10:00 the mini-buses left to retrace our steps. At the border we went 
through the Botswana-Zimbabwe two-step in reverse, finally using the 
second part of our two-entry visa for the latter. The luggage handling at 
Victoria Falls Airport was rather a shambles, there were too few places to sit 
while waiting, and it was still very hot. But eventually, our $20 Departure Fee 
duly receipted, we again boarded Sun Air for Jo’Burg.

Picking up the rest of the luggage at Jo’Burg Airport was even worse. Elayne 
and I had put aside cash in advance to pay for checking ours, but most 
hadn’t. And the checking room wouldn’t take credit cards. People on the last 

day of a rather long trip had to go back upstairs, find cash, and then fight their way through the 
queue again, before they could reclaim their bags. Tempers were short, but the clerks were 
impervious and the tourists finally settled down to work things out. Luckily, there was lots of time 
between arrival at Jo’Burg and departure for the States.

We grabbed our bags, checked them in on South African Airways, and wandered around the 
airport for a few hours. South Africa is the one place Elayne can find anything featuring her totem 
-- the Spryngbok. That is the name of the SA soccer team, and I chivvied her into getting both a 
cap and a shirt in their distinctive green and gold, with “Bokkie” the mascot. Now if she would 
only decide to wear them some time....

We went through the security checkpoint early, and stood in another monster line to collect a 
rebate on the VAT paid for purchases we made in South Africa. Talk about the mountain laboring 
to bring forth a mouse! On 572.50 Rand we'd paid 70.30 in VAT. The refund organization took 10 
Rand as a fee and issued a check for 60.30 Rand. I took the check down the hall to ABSA (Allied 
Bank of S. Africa) -- the recommended bank for cashing the checks. They took another 11.40 
Rand as a fee, and gave me $7.00 USD and 3.78 Rand. It bought a bit less than 2/3 of Elayne's 
cap. Oh well, we weren’t doing anything else with our time.

The South African Airways flight left for New York at 2100, at which time we’d been up for 15 % 
hours. It was a 17%-hour flight, including a stop on a small island off the coast of Mauritania. 
Once more we were lucky, and the flight was not crowded. We spread out and slept, waking up 
only for food. (I can recommend South African Airways for food!) With only an hour and a half 
between planes, we were fairly whisked through customs by South African and their partner 
American Airlines, whose flight to Los Angeles we boarded at 0900 Thursday EST. (1600 Africa 
time, 341/2 hours elapsed time). That flight, too, was comfortably uncrowded, and about 6% hours 
later we had landed at LAX. An hour later we were home. Total elapsed time: 42 hours -a very 
long Wednesday indeed.

>»>»»»»>»»>
Afterthoughts: Jordan Brown met us at LAX, to break as gently as possible the fact that Gary 
Louie had died (of a heart attack) while we were away. (Well, he died the day before we left but 
wasn’t found for several days.) The last time we'd done an Exotic Cruise - again on the Pacific 
Princess - Elayne’s mother had died (of cancer) while we were gone, but that was not 
unexpected. It has been suggested that we don’t go on any more Exotic Cruises on the PP, but 
no one is really that superstitious. Are we? Naah......But just in case, the auto-accident-prone Mr. 
Brown has been instructed not to drive while we’re away in July. Our ship isn’t the Pacific 
Princess, but the cruise might be considered Exotic. No sense taking any chances.
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Would we go back to Africa, whether or not via a cruise? We batted this question back and forth 
during the trip, and I, at least, think we would, given a few changes. (1) Not in the sub-Saharan 
summer. (2) Not as part of a large group - more than eight being considered large. And, of 
course, not for a few years - until some more of our First Time destinations are off our Lists.

But there are places in Africa we still want to see, even within the same countries we already 
visited. I want to take a helicopter ride over Victoria Falls and a trip to Cape Agulhas (as part of 
an attempt to get to the [direction]-most point of various continents). There are safaris more likely 
to see big cats. So I think we’d go back.

Meantime, there are Baltic area capitals to see in July.

>>»>>>>>>>>>>>>»>>>>>»>>>>»>>>»»>>>>>>>>>»>>>>

Cover photos (1 by EFP, 2-5 by BEP):

Front: Nosy Komba inhabitant (the cute one) and visitor.
Ambling Elephants of Amboseli National Park
Victoria Falls, Zimbabwe, seen from the railroad bridge to Zambia

Back: Table Mountain and Lion’s Head, Cape Town
Sunset over the Zambesi River

Part One of “The African Princess” (pp. 1-9) also served as ANKUS 46 for the 247th Mailing of the 
Fantasy Amateur Press Assn., May 1999.

Part Two (pp. 9-19) also served as ANKUS 47 for the 248th Mailing of the Fantasy Amateur Press 
Assn., August 1999.

This has been an IncuNebulous Publication, May-June 1999.
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Mombasa to Cape Town 
Voyage 4904 - February 8, 1999

Day Port Arrive Depart

0 Mombasa Embark 9:00 pm

1 Zanzibar 8:00 am 6:00 PM

2 At Sea

3 Mayotte 8:00 AM 6:00 PM

4 Nosy BE 8:00 AM 6:00 PM

5-7 At Sea

8 Durban 8:00 AM 6:00 PM

9 East London 12 Noon 7:00 PM

10 At Sea

11 Cape Town Disembark



77-— J anzibar is an island off the coast of Tanzania on the African continent. Perhaps 
the most exotic sounding place in the world, the tiny island of Zanzibar has lured 
travelers for centuries with tales of exotic nights and awe-inspiring expeditions. 
Even the Egyptians were drawn here for its rich array of cinnamon, 
cardamom, nutmeg and cloves, earning it the name “Island of Spices.

Tanzania may be the very place where humanity began. Mary Leaky 
discovered four-million-year-old human-like footprints near Olduvai 
Gorge, the first showing an upright gait. Several skulls and bones and 
hundreds of stone tools were also uncovered near the site. This knowledge 
brings a quiet respect as you ponder the seemingly endless expanse. There are 
places here where you can gaze from horizon to horizon and not see a trace of 
modem man. Nearly a quarter of Tanzania is classified as park or game reserve.

Little is known about the history of the mainland, formerly Tanganyika, before European 
contact. It is the home of more than 120 tribes, the largest being the Sukuma and Nyamwezi. 
Tanganyika became a colony of German East Africa between 1884 and 1918, and after 
World War I was administered by Great Britain. The country gained independence in 
1961; Zanzibar had been a British protectorate since 1890. The current country of 
Tanzania came into being in 1964 with the union of Tanganyika and Zanzibar.

(Note: The ship sometimes anchors in Zanzibar and uses launches to transport passengers ashore.)

Things to see and do
IN AND AROUND ZANZIBAR

The people oi Zanzibar are said to speak the 
purest form of Swahili and the city is home to 
the Swahili Institute.

DHOW Harbor - Watch these colorful, ancient 
Arab sailing vessels, still in use today.

STONE Town - A maze of winding streets alive 
with shops, bazaars, mosques and squares.

Sultan’s Palace Museum - Feel the opulence 
of Zanzibar's fabled days past in this museum’s 
exhibits.

Arab Fort - This fortress was used to defend 
the city against the Portuguese and other 
invaders.

Spice Plantations - Spices abound here, such 
as ginger, vanilla, cloves and black pepper.
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TOUR:ZNZ-A

z J z B

Walking Tour of Zanzibar
Duration 

Approximately 3 hours

Price: 
$41

Notes:
To avoid crowding at the 
various sites, the sequence 
of stops may vary with 
each group, but all groups 
will visit the basic 
highlights.

The public is not allowed 
entrance to the mosques.

Please do not photograph 
local people without 
permission.

'-Zeor centuries, Zanzibar has been the center of 
trade along Africa's east coast. Once exporting 
slaves to foreign lands, the port remains a hub 
of constant activity. Divided into small groups, 
your tour guide and assistant will lead you on an 
exploration of this legendary city, from its dhow 
harbor to its narrow twisting alleyways.

What you’ll visit 
during your Walking Tour 

Dhow Harbor - Walk past Zanzibar’s colorful 
dhow harbor, still active today with its wooden 
sailing vessels jostling for space near the quay. 
These beautifully painted Arabian crafts are still 
vital to trade along the African coast. Take in the 
scent of cloves as you pass by the many ware
houses near the port.

Arab Fort - Walk through Zanzibar’s 
crenellated fortress, where Arabs defended the 
town against the Portuguese and other invaders. 
The fort has been used as a prison, a market, 
and a hotel for Hindu women arriving in this 
new land.

Sultan's Palace Museum - Situated in the 
Sultan's Residential Palace, the museum is remi
niscent of days past, with its opulent chandeliers 
from Europe, Arab chests and other items. 
You'll visit the reception room, the living room 
used by the Sultan and the one for his wife, two 
bedrooms and the dining room.

STONE Town - Stroll through the maze of lanes 
that make up the old section of town, filled with 
handsomely carved houses and storefronts. Your 
small group will explore these famed streets, so 
narrow in places you can touch buildings on 
either side. See the famous fig tree planted by 
Seyyid Khalifa to commemorate the 200-year 
dynasty of the al-busaidy and walk through

bustling Soko- 
muhugo Square, 
a former market 
for cassava and the 
heart of Zanzibar.
You’ll also pass the 
House of Wonders, 
built as a ceremon
ial palace and 
temporary resi
dence for two 
sultans when the 
Sahel Palace was 
bombed in 1886.
Along the town 
streets, look for 
wooden Arab doors 

ornately carved, some with brass bosses in pn 
Indian design meant to discourage soldiers on 
elephants. On the way, you’ll pass by a number 
of different mosques representing the various 
Islamic sects, from the simple Malindi Mosque- 
the oldest in Zanzibar-to the large white Ijumma 
Mosque, with its ornate architecture. You'll also 
pass by the old French Embassy and the 
Catholic Cathedral, designed by a Belgian 
architect. Continue along Gizenga Street past 
small shops overflowing with spices, textiles, 
fruit and other goods. Your walking tour will 
conclude back at the pier.

Shopping
During your visit to the Arab Fort, you’ll have 
time to browse for spices, textiles and other 
souvenirs of your trip to this evocative city.

Entertainment 
and Refreshments

During your tour of Stone Town, you’ll enjoy 
a refreshing drink as you’re entertained by a 
local dance troupe at the Arab Fort.

Special Transportation
As a special feature of your Zanzibar walking 
tour, a transfer bus will be positioned at vari
ous points along the walk. Not meant as a tour 
bus, this vehicle will be available if you should 
choose not to complete the tour or perhaps 
have a few too many souvenirs to carry backl

Zanzibar once acted as the base for Dr. David 
Livingston's expeditions into the heartland of 
Tanzania.
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Zanzibar

Spice Tour TOUR:ZNZ-B
Zanzibar is often referred to as the “Spice Island 

or "Clove Island" due to the many spices that are 
grown here, due to its ideal climate and red clay 
soil. This tour gives you the opportunity to drive 
among the fragrant fields while your guide relates 
fascinating facts about the various spices.

What you’ll visit 
Clove Plantation - Here you’ll be 
able to see the plantation fields 
where cloves are grown for export 
around the world. Zanzibar leads 
the world in clove production, 
thanks to the plantations that 
were created during the 18th 
century rule of the Sultan of 
Oman. In addition, this 
plantation also grows cassava, 
cinnamon trees, lemon grass 
and citrus trees.

Fruit and Spice Plantation - 
The next plantation fields grow 
avocado, black peppers, guava, and 
breadfruit. You’ll even have the 
opportunity to sample some of the 
fruits or spices here.

Photo opportunity 
MARAHUBI RUINS - Stop for a quick photo 
of the Sultan Said Marahubi Palace ruins.

Shopping 
You’ll have the opportunity to purchase some of 
the various spices while at one of the plantations.

Refreshments 
While at one of the plantations, you’ll be treated 
to a refreshing drink.

What you'll see 
ALONG THE WAY 

Departing the port, drive through 
the city of Zanzibar past the 
Livingston House where 
Dr. David Livingston lived 
while preparing for his East 
African expedition to the 
mainland. Continue along 
the island roads to the 
plantation area, passing the 
ruins of the first palace built 
by Sultan Said and the ruins 

of the Marahubi Palace built 
by Sultan Bargash, where a 

long avenue of old mango trees
can be seen. Along the way, pass 

rice fields and groves that produce 
the varied spices and fruits of the area.

Your guide will narrate as you go, pointing 
out the various locals carrying out their daily 
activities such as drying spices, pounding flour 
and using donkey carts.

Duration 
Approximately 2 1/2 hours

Price: 
$49

Note: 
Transportation is via non
air-conditioned mini buses.

Over 70% of the world's spices are grown in 
Zanzibar.



Mayotte
(Maore)

Al Gayotte (Maore) is one of the four islands making up the Comoros archipelago 
situated in the Indian Ocean northeast of Madagascar and is of volcanic origin, 

surrounded by coral reefs. It is the southernmost and geologically the oldest 
of the Comoros Islands. Politically, it is not part of the Republique 

Federale et Islamique des Comores, but is a Collectivite Territoriale 
of France, and its people are EU citizens.

The “island" of Mayotte consists of actually two main islands: 
Grande Terre, the large central island, with the largest town 

I being Mamoudzou; and Petite Terre, composed of Pamandzi 
islet where the airport is located and linked by a boulevard to 

the four-hectare rock of Dzaoudzi, the former capital, which is 
the headquarters of the Foreign Legion.

The Comoros were originally settled by people of Malay and Polynesian 
origin around the 6th century, and have then been mixed with waves of 

immigration by Africans, Arabs, Persian and Europeans. The official languages are 
French and Shimaore-a blend of Arabic and Swahili dialect. The vast majority of the 
people are Muslim.

(Note: The ship will anchor in Mayotte and use launches to transport passengers ashore.)

Things to see and do 
IN AND AROUND MAYOTTE 

The total population of the “island” is over 
30,000 inhabitants.

MALAMANI - Traditional “banga'' houses will 
make great photos.

MUSICAL Beach - Site of oldest baobab tree.

YLANG YLANG GROVES - Located in the village 
of Oungoujou, you can see how the flowers of 
the ylang ylang is processed into essence.
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small island lying off the northwest coast of the main island of Madagascar,
Nosy Be is an important holiday resort. The large island of Madagascar is positioned 
close to the African continent and along with its surrounding islands offers you a 

unique tropical experience. With its perfect climate, lush 
hills and volcanic lakes, this picture-perfect setting features 
an incredible array of plants and animals few people have 
ever seen.

As early as the 6th century, Indonesian migrants made 
their way to Madagascar, and many parts of the island 
still retain a strong Southeast Asian feel. An important 
trading power in the 9th century, the island was settled by 
Bantu tribes from mainland Africa and later unified under 
one rule in the early 19th century.

The Merina dyn'asty, who established the modem capital, 
ruled until 1896 when they were overthrown by a French military force. By 1960, the 
Malagasy people had regained their independence.

[Note: The ship will anchor in Nosy Be and use launches to transport passengers ashore.)

Things to see and do
IN AND AROUND NOSY BE

Nosy Be, which means "Great Island,” is the world’s 
largest producer of vanilla. Here the aromas of 
exotic perfume plants such as ylang ylang, lemon 
grass and patchouli will intoxicate you.

HELL-VlLLE - Nosy Be’s quaint, French- 
influenced capital town.

MARKETPLACE - The central area of Hell-Ville 
is abuzz with activity and a treasure trove for 
souvenirs.

DZAMANJAR - Nearby village famed for its 
balloon-shaped houses and lined with sugar cane 
plantations.

NOSY Komba - Known as the Isle of Lemurs, its 
coast features a beautiful reef and a special 
Lokobe forest reserve.
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Nosy Komba, the Isle of Lemurs TOUR:NOS-B

^/itlwugh its proper name is Nosy Ambariovato, 

this tiny island has been nicknamed Nosy Komba 
for its furry inhabitants, lemurs or komba. 
Considered sacred by the natives, these 
playful little creatures run fearlessly 
about, enticing you to join the fun.

■ £•>

What you’ll visit 
Nosy Komba - Called the 
"Isle of Lemurs," this lovely 
little island is renowned for 
its free-spinted lemurs 
(males are black and 
females are brown). These 
lively little creatures will warm 
your heart in the freedom of the 
special sanctuary You can also visit 
w ith the friendly Ampagoriana villagers, 
who will show you their handiwork.

Shopping
While on Nosy Komba, you can choose to 
purchase some of the local handiwork such 
as embroidery, clay animals, seashells, wood 
can mgs, or vanilla beans.

Refreshments/Entertainment 
Enjoy a complimentary drink at the Vahiny 
Restaurant, where there is a view of the spec

tacular reef of surrounding islets, while 
local Sakalava children perform folk 

entertainment.

Duration 
Approximately 3 1/2 hour-.

Price: 
$65

What you’ll see 
ALONG THE WAY 

At the ship, you will board 
a small local boat which 
will take you past the 
Lokobe Forest, a special 

nature reserve, on your way 
to the island of Nosy Komba. 

Just offshore, you will transfer 
from the boat into small local 

dinghies which will take you as close to shore 
as possible. Disembarking from the local 
dinghies, you’ll walk past the fisherman's village 
to the lemur sanctuary.

The fun filled nature of Nosy Komba's namesakes 
reflect the charm of this quaint little island.

NOTE:
Be prepared to get wet 
as you disembark/embark 
the local dinghies at Nosy 
Komba beach.



Cape\ 
Town

Durban
East 
London

or those seeking fun and sun in South Africa, Durban is the 
place to be. Blessed with a sub-tropical climate and warm current 
that flows southemly from Mozambique, the city’s golden 
beaches and playful atmosphere attract hundreds of 
thousands of tourists each year.

At the center of it all lies the Golden Mile, a three- 
and-a-half-mile stretch of scenic beachfront bustling 
with hotels, amusement parks, and popular 
restaurants. History buffs will find plenty of museums 
to explore, and the arts thrive in such respected venues 
as the Natal Playhouse.

Durban also serves as your gateway to KwaZulu or Zululand.
Experience tribal customs firsthand as you watch a typical Kraal, and sway 
to the pulsating drums as African dancers greet you during your visit to Shakaland.

Things to see and do
IN AND AROUND DURBAN

Durban’s unique mix of African, Oriental and 
Western influences help make it one of the 
country's most sophisticated urban settings. 
Interspersed among the city’s ultra-modem 
structures, visitors will find richly adorned Hindu 
temples, the popular Indian Market and numerous 
tributes to African tribal traditions.

SHAKALAND - Experience African tribal life as 
you visit the heart of KwaZulu or Zululand.

VALLEY OF 1000 Hills - Picturesque valley 
outside of the bustling city of Durban.

Traditional Zulu Village - Traditional 
village that demonstrates Zulu dancing.

Victoria Street Market - Durban’s lively 
Indian Market.

Game Valley Reserve - View African 
wildlife first-hand at this impressive private 
reserve.

RotanicaI. Gardens - Durban's lush gardens 
known for its Orchid House and rare cycad 
collection.
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Tour.DUR-B

Duration 
Approximately 4 hours

Price: 
$49

Valley of
V/ndulating hills and picturesque scenery male 

up the Valley of 1,000 Hills where you'll have the 
opportunity to visit a Zulu Village.

Note:
The drive to the Zulu 
Village is approximately 
une hour.

What you’ll visit 
Traditional Zulu.Village - Take a brief 
walk through this Zulu Village, located in the 
Assagay Safari Park, to gain a perspective of the 
Zulu lifestyle. Witness a variety of activities 
such as beadwork and spear-making, or you can 
even choose to inspect the crocodile and snake 
enclosures.
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Entertainment
At the Traditional Zulu Village, take a seat in 
their small thatch-covered open-air amphitheater 
where you’ll be treated to an interesting 
performance of traditional tribal dancing, 
complete with beating drums and Zulu dress.

Photo opportunity
Cowie'S Hill - From one of the vantage points 
on your way to the Valley of 1,000 Hills, a photo 
stop will be made for scenic view of upscale 
residential area named Pinetown.

1,000 Hills
Shopping

A curio shop at the Zulu Village will give you 
the opportunity to pick up souvenirs.

Refreshments
While at the Zulu Village, enjoy complimentary' 
tea or coffee and scones.

What you’ll see along the way 
Depart the quayside and travel along the old 
scenic main road to the impressive Valley of 
1,000 Hills. Drive through the 45th Cutting, 
where your guide will point out the extensive, 
predominately Indian suburb of Reservoir Hills 
with its magnificent University of Durban Westville. 
Pass Westville and Pinetown detouring through 
the tree lined streets of Kloof. Join the freeway 
towards your destination on a ridge overlooking 
the breathtaking Valley of 1,000 Hills.

The deeply eroded and majestic valley of the 
Mngeni River (the place of acacia trees) is a sight 
not to be missed.



U nown as the ‘‘Romantic Coast,” the Eastern Cape of South Africa offers a range 
of magnificent scenery, with a coastline of excellent beaches, fertile agricultural lands, 
arid bush and lush inland forests.

East London is South Africa's largest city in the region and is the only river port. It is 
situated on the Buffalo River and was originally established as a supply port to serve 
the military headquarters in the inland town of King William's Town. It has now 
grown to be a major industrial center for motor assembly, textiles, wool, pineapple and 
electronics plants.

Sweeping white beaches extend for miles. Uncrowded and unspoilt, they have become 
popular with South African tourists. The three main beaches are the Orient (popular 
for bathing and surfing), the Eastern Beach (fine surfing and waves), and the Nahoon 
Beach (good fishing and surfing). The beaches provide seaside family entertainment 
with miniature trains, water slides, indoor go-carting and fast food outlets. Eastern 
Beach and Nahoon Reef were the venues for the 1978 World Surfing Championships.

In addition to its fine beaches, the city offers a museum containing probably the most 
comprehensive natural history exhibits in the country. Several well preserved examples 
of 19th century architecture enhance the charm of the city.

Things to see and do
IN AND AROUND EAST LONDON

In 1848, a proclamation annexed the area to the 
Cape Colony, and the name of East London was 
given to the river harbor.

CITY Hall - Built in 1897, with the Victoria 
Tower (resembling Big Ben's Tower) added later 
to commemorate Queen Victoria's 60 years on 
the throne.

Steve Biko’s Statue - Situated in front of 
City Hall, this statue of the black consciousness 
leader was recently unveiled by President Nelson 
Mandela.

East London Museum - It has superb exhibits 
on the Xhosa culture and the coelacanth, a 
prehistoric fish thought to have been extinct for 
400 million years.

Lock Street Gaol - One of the oldest buildings 
in East London (built in 1880), formerly a prison 
until 1979 when it was converted into a small 
shopping center.

XHOSA Village - Traditional Xhosa Village called 
Kaya La Bantu.
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