This is a copy of the dairy my dad kept on our walk.

Diary of Walk from Durban to Lourenco Marques

Day 1: 27 June, 1964

We reached Umhlali by 5pm – about 21 miles, after leaving at 7.30 this morning. Feet and shoulders killing us; plenty of blisters. The weight of our haversacks is the main problem; intend leaving one somewhere convenient. I am feeling rather sick – probably from worry. Saw a satellite during the night.

Day 2

Left Umhlali at 5.45 – weather very cold so our hands nearly froze. Saw quite a bit of frost on the ground. Passed through Chaka’s Kraal at dawn and then on to Stanger. Have had four offers of lifts since yesterday. We walked along the railway line from New Gelderland to Darnall – what a relief to get to Edna and Gorden’s home. Had wonderful baths and supper, reduced our gear to one pack only, doctored our aching feet and to bed – a real life saver. About 290 miles covered.

Day 3

Left Darnall at 7.45 and walked for nearly three hours before resting at the Tugela River. Entered Zululand. Passed through some rather uninteresting native country for several miles, then into sugar cane country approaching Ginginghlovu. The last five miles were really ten, I’m sure! Arrived at about 4.45, bought some milk and tinned pears at a general dealer’s then retired just out of town to cook our supper and lick our wounds. All very sore, but reduced load a blessing. We had done 22 miles today, and decided to walk another 3 miles after supper. This we did – it was rather pleasant walking at night, as one can’t see the road winding miles ahead. I was suffering with my feet and the boys were real bricks, insisting on taking the heavy loads at first. We did about 3 miles in this fashion, making our quota of 25, finally bedding down on a grass verge at the entrance to a farm. We had a good night, only being disturbed by a native woman who was very concerned at the boys being out in the cold.

Day 4

Got away at 6.30 this morning – best time of the day. The boys were exhausted by 11am, so had an early lunch and then carried on until we came to a most pleasant tea garden at the entrance to a big plantation of gums and pines. Cold drinks never tasted better and, after buying a bottle of honey, we carried on through the shade – lovely – then on to a second lunch at 3pm (20 miles up). We seem to be a great source of amusement to the natives; some have to have long explanations as to what we are doing and why. A really welcome bit of kindness: an Irving and Johnson fish truck stopped and the Indian driver gave us two oranges and a pear; said he had seen us before on the road and we looked very hot. We did appreciate it. Stopped for supper 5 miles short of Empangeni (23 miles) and intend to walk on after supper. This we did and arrived in Empangeni only to find that the main village is 2 miles from the road. Then we were offered a lift and accepted gratefully. Phoned Ray from the post office and bought supper at a tearoom. Then we went to the local police station where we were given a bare but warm cell for the night. Total: 23 miles.

Day 5

Left early – my feet were terrible, the worst so far, but the boys so solicitous. Oiled up eventually and started off on our longest hop yet. The early mornings are lovely, but the heat gets trying later. Later in the day, we crossed two cool green rivers: the Umlalazi and Enseleni, and passed through very pleasant sugar cane and timber country – what a blessing the shade is. We reached the end of the tarmac just before Kwambonambi where we had some delicious pies and milk at a tearoom. After this, the miles seemed twice as long and we battled to make progress. Later we came into unpleasant dusty scrub country where we stumbled along the dirt road until long after nightfall then had a hasty supper before setting off again until 9pm when we estimated we came within 5 miles of Matubatuba. Finally bedded down next to a cane plantation – a most inhospitable spot, and the dew made everything sopping. Total distance about 32 miles.

Day 6

Awoke early, needless to say, and got away at about 5.30, crossed the Umfolozi River on a very rickety bridge, just squeezing past a truck coming the other way. Then in to Matubatuba where we had pies and milk for breakfast while I phoned the Erlandsons.


Set off about 8.30 – 17 miles to go, but what a miserable walk! The road was rough and stony and we stumbled along at about 2 mph. Neville developed a very painful foot and needed constant encouragement, poor chap. About midday, we were stopped by a man driving a Roads Department truck who said he could see we were Afrikaaners and if we were down on our luck he had a hut down at the coast which we could use for a while. I thanked him very much for his very kind thought but explained that we were doing this because we wanted to (or do we?). Eventually we plodded into the Erlandsons at about 3.15 where we got quickly to the bathroom for a good bath and wash generally. Then to a very nice tea and a dead right dinner. Very worried about Neville’s foot and wondering how to treat it.

Day 7

Neville’s foot still very painful so gratefully took up the Erlandson’s kind offer to stay over a day. Mr Erlandson had to go in to Matubatuba so we accompanied him and I took Neville to the doctor. His verdict was muscle strain caused mainly by rough roads – no treatment except rest! Decided to cut our weight to a minimum so bought a small ruck-sack into which we put essentials and sent the back-pack with odds and ends back to Durban with the Erlandson’s farm manager. We now have no changes of clothes except socks, and intend buying and eating as we go along so no need for cooking utensils etc. Spent the rest of the day enjoyably and quietly at the farm – 6000 acres of cane and timber started by Mt Erlandson from scratch in 1927 – some achievement. Unfortunately Mrs Erlandson confined to bed with a migraine. Neville’s foot still painful but he is determined to continue, so cut a walking stick and hoped. So glad he has the guts to decide to come on as this has been a joint effort and it wouldn’t be the same with one less. Said an earnest prayer for him to be alright.

Day 8

Left at 6.30 after a good breakfast and fortunately Neville is mobile though only just. Roads so terribly stony and so rough that we stuck to the railway line which also avoided the dust. After 3 miles we came across the scene of a train collision – very spectacular. I hope Neville’s photos come out. We made good progress to Hluhluwe after which my leg started playing up; boys very helpful, bless them. Arrived at Ngweni at about 4.15. Being the weekend, our problem was food and we are carrying only emergency rations – Pro-Nutro and powdered milk. As there was a hotel, we decided to have dinner and spend the night in the vicinity, then tomorrow on our emergency rations. Looked around and decided on a likely looking goods van in a railway siding for our night’s accommodation. Hope we will not be beaten to it or that it is moved in the night. Distance: 23 miles.

Day 9

No disturbance during the night. We slept comfortably in our goods van though the wind began howling in the night so that we could hardly drag ourselves out in the morning. What a miserable awakening: dark, cold and wind-swept. Anyway, we got going but after about 5 miles my foot started playing up (like a tight iron band under the instep). Neville’s foot fortunately not too bad. Boys found me a walking stick with which I managed to get along. The day continued bleak but at least not hot. Finally we came in sight of the Ubombo Mountains – very picturesque – and we saw a number of lilac-breasted rollers, also several flocks of vultures circling, though couldn’t see the object of their attention. After following the railway line for a while, we decided to get back to the road cross-country and found we had to walk about 3 miles to find it. Eventually came across it just before dark – rain threatening, so I decided to ask for shelter at a farm by the road. A youngster about 7 years old invited us in, then the old grandmother invited us out! Wouldn’t even let us sleep in a shed! Retired in confusion, ate our supper on a bank and eventually found a likely spot under a thorn bush where, actually, we spent a good night. 26 miles today.

Day 10

Left at the crack of dawn and reached Mkuzi at about 7.15. Bought chocolate and biscuits for breakfast then carried on. Decided to “lunch” at Candover but found it was such a dead-and-alive hole we were lucky to get water. Instead we ate emergency rations – ProNutro and powered milk then carried on. Made good time along the railway line, seeing dozens of small tortoises on the way; apparently a delicacy for the natives for we saw them with sacks full. Reached Gollel just before 5 before the border closed and crossed through into Swaziland. Because of the boys’ excellent effort on empty stomachs (28 miles) decided to put up at the local hotel for the night. Had a lovely bath and supper.

Day 11

Left Gollel at about 8.15am, well fortified by a first class breakfast. The weather was hot at first but we made good mileage, the Ubombo mountains always on our right, not huge but rolling and impressive, becoming shadowed as the day wore on. Passed a luscious-looking citrus grove; found that they were grapefruit after “borrowing” 3, then wished we had more. Reached Nsoko by mid-afternoon, had cold drinks and welcome cups of tea then pressed on in the last afternoon light. The mountains were coloured in a soft pink, and the harshness of the bushveld countryside, thorn trees and dry parchment-coloured grass, became muted and rather beautiful. Passed large herds of cattle being driven home. We all felt very fresh and made a total of 28 miles before settling down for the night in the long grass under a tree. We were visited by mice during the night but hung up everything edible, including shoes and hat.

Day 12

Set off at 5.30 sharp and, after a chilly walk, made Big Bend (12 miles) by 9.30. Stocked up and set off for Stegi. The road was very stony but we are all in good shape, so made a further 9 miles by lunch. Had a welcome cup of tea at a farmhouse at which we called for water. Stopped by the roadside for lunch during which Neville saw several parakeets, then on ‘till dark, when we pulled off the road and laid out our sleeping bags in the grass by the edge of a ploughed field. The road throughout the day had been shockingly stony and our legs are very tired, but we had walked a record 35 miles. It is lovely now lying down under the stars and letting our muscles slowly relax. Sleeping bags very snug. Have to hang up the knapsack, shoes, etc to keep away from the mice which we can hear gnawing around us.

Day 13

Got away at 5.20 and walked for 8 miles to the Stegi turn-off when we saw a most welcome signpost: Lourenco Marques: 75 miles. This means we can reach our destination in 3 days – Saturday evening instead of Sunday. Then began a long grind up to Stegi, not helped by our travelling on empty stomachs, but made the 5 miles eventually, then called in to the local hotel, shaved and washed feet and socks in a kindly-lent bathroom. Then sat on the verandah and ate a mound of sandwiches and tea. Dead right! Now, on towards Mhlumeni on the border, a further 18 miles. Came upon a dead cow early this morning but couldn’t decide on the cause of its death. Reached our destination at dusk, identified by a union jack flying on the Swaziland side border. Passed through both posts successfully after a bit of gesticulating on the Portugese side. They insisted on my car registration number and we had quite a battle to make him understand that we were on foot! Then on a few hundred yards where we bedded down in the grass for the night. Total – 31 miles. We had done the distance through Swaziland (93 miles) in 3 days, averaging 31 miles per day.

Day 14

Set of at 5.30am – pleasantly cool. After a couple of miles a light rain began to fall so we took temporary shelter under some bushes and then walked on along a winding, bush-lined road to Goba. The air was beautifully fresh and cool and patches of mist rested in the valleys. Goba turned out to be a quiet little village; we were directed to the “hotel” by one of the native heavy transport drivers which ply to and fro from Goba to Swaziland in the absence of a railway connection. Some “hotel”! but we had a most satisfying breakfast of steak, eggs, fried tomatoes and bread rolls followed by coffee. Cost after much calculating by the proprietor: R1.00! A very welcome break. Bought a few provisions (very little choice) then on towards our night stop as near Lourenco Marques as we can get, walking on pleasant gravel roads, reasonably smooth. The day was cool and there were lots of trees along the roadside instead of terrible scrub thorn trees. Struck tarmac eventually then my leg started playing up again – could only hobble with the aid of Neville’s walking stick. Saw L.M. in the distance at dusk. Anyway, we made progress, bought a few oranges and, by walking until about 7pm, we completed 31 miles. 21 miles to go. Bedded down under thorn trees at the side of the road; sleeping bags unfortunately damp from the dew.

Day 15

Got up at about 4.15 am, had breakfast and started walking at 4.40 odd. 32 kilometres to go. Roads pleasantly tree-lined – mainly blue-gum and pines. Stole a few oranges at a citrus grove then on. At 8.30am we had only 18 kilometres to go. More and more habitation, then passed the radio masts of the LM Radio Station – quite impressive. Offered a lift by a lady who, after our refusal, was very helpful and said the press ought to know about our trip. Carried on to the outskirts of LM when along came a reporter and photographer – the lady must have phoned them. They said they were from the paper Noticius; understood it was the first time the walk has been done (other than by John Ross) and took our photos and details. Proceeded into LM, arriving about 12.30 then deposited our baggage and caught a bus (what a relief!) to the beach area. Eventually found the camping grounds and were kindly allowed the use of a store room verandah. We then went back to town, fetched our gear and ensconced ourselves in our latest “hotel room” – very convenient and kept the dew out well.


The whole trip has taken 13 and a half days; we all have a wonderful feeling of having done what we set out to do, but thank goodness it is over as we are very tired and footsore.

13 July, 1964

It was unfortunate we had arrived over the weekend as we cannot find out when we can return home, etc.


Anyway, we walked into town on Sunday morning along a most picturesque esplanade, past the yacht club where a regatta was taking place and on into town. Our photo was in the paper and lots of people waved at us. The esplanade curves along the beachfront and dock area right into town; it is lined with hundreds of palms through which the waters of the bay and the ships at anchor can be seen. The bay is huge – one can just see the outlying islands on the horizon – a perfect spot for yachting and bathing if you don’t like surf, that is. There are just small wavelets on the beach.


This is a very big city, with some fine buildings and a very select residential area in the vicinity of the Polana Hotel overlooking the lovely homes and gardens. We had rather a frustrating day being unable to get advice of our return date and unable to find people to advise us where to go and what to see. Then Lawrence and I developed upset stomachs and spent a miserable nauseous afternoon and night.

14 July, 1964

Feeling a bit weak at the knees but otherwise OK. Set off for town early and managed to book our flight home for Tuesday by DETA Airways. Very relieved to find it was Tuesday as previously thought the earliest flight was Wednesday. Ships seem out of the question and for the railway, we could only buy tickets to Machadodorp, with uncertainty regarding further connections. Walked around town, visited the market and bought lots of fruit for supper and breakfast, also bread. Returned in the last afternoon, walked along the beach and saw small lateen-rigged fishing boats on the beach, a familiar sight coming home in the evenings, also many canoes made from palm stems lashed together with wire which seem widely used. Ate supper and the boys played on the beach until about 9. Amazed to see several children still about at 8 in the evening. Finally to bed.

15 July

Home today! All very excited. Walked into town, visited the Radio Club of Mocambique – boys very interested – and the cathedral, then on to the air terminal; out to the airport by bus and boarded the plane – lovely little 40-seater Fokker Turbo-prop. Took off at 1.50, lovely view of Delagoa Bay and the coast. Flew at about 16,000 ft at 300 mph. Flew over barren-looking country, softened eventually by the green of sugar-cane fields and timbered country. Passed St Lucia then on down our familiar coastline. Eventually picked out Umhlanga Rocks – just like our map – saw position of our house, then over Durban and the Bay – lovely view – then out to sea over the Bluff and down at Louis Botha Airport. And there, waiting for us, was Ray, Shirley and Mrs Gillis.


Wonderful to be home.

Total mileage walked: 372, averaging 26.5 miles per day.

