Zambia part 1 – March / April 2011
Sunday March 27th
We only spent 10 days in Richmond after returning from Cape Town.  We got the Prado serviced and went to Home Affairs in ‘Maritzburg to ask about permits.  We spoke to 3 people who all agreed that we’d been given the wrong information in Port Elizabeth and that as long as we were going to be out of South Africa for a few weeks after our current permit expires that we would get another 3 months when we re-entered South Africa – we shall see!!!
 We left at 7.30am took the N3 and N11 to Middelburg via Ladysmith, Newcastle and Ermelo.  To start with it was cloudy but fine however in the afternoon it started to rain so instead of camping we found a self catering place in town – very comfortable and it had a TV so Kevin was able to watch the Sharks getting well beaten by the Crusaders at Twickenham.....
A couple of reports in the papers and the news lately have indicated that there’s some unrest in Zimbabwe at the moment with members of the MDC getting arrested in the lead up to local elections so we decided not to go through Zimbabwe and Mozambique to get to Malawi but to take the longer route via Botswana and Zambia.  In fact cost-wise although it’s a good bit further, so we’ll spend more on fuel, we will save a lot on the visas for Zim and Moz.
Monday March 28th
Once again we set off early, heading north.  We stopped at a couple of shops for provisions and at Makro to try and get a steering wheel cover (as ours is coming apart) but they didn’t have any the right size.  The weather was much better today so we phoned Kokomori Lodge, near the Botswana border, and arranged to camp there.  Rather than staying at their bush camp (the water pump isn’t working) we camped outside one of their chalets and had the use of the boma, kitchen and bathroom – plus a lovely view over a small dam and the use of a swimming pool – excellent!
Tuesday March 29th
We were at the border post before 8am.  While I was filling in the form for Customs Kevin had a chat with the immigration staff checking that we’d get a 3 month permit when we return in June.  They said that we’d only get a 7 day pass and have to go to Home Affairs if we wanted to stay longer – the same story that we were given in Port Elizabeth.  They then added that we would only get one 3 month permit per year, and as we’ve already had that for 2011 that we wouldn’t get one after our trip to the UK in June – this is becoming a real nuisance and we now don’t know what to believe.  However we’re still carrying on with our plans to visit Zambia ad Malawi but will only go back into South Africa a week before we’re due to fly out to the UK on June 15th.

As we drove through Botswana it was lovely to see how green it was after the rains – every other time we’ve visited much later in the year when it’s been very dry – so I was hopeful that there would be water in Sua Pan at Nata as there are sometimes thousands of flamingos there.  We actually drove past Nata Bird Sanctuary (which also has a campsite) as it was so poorly marked from the road and didn’t have any proper sort of entrance.  The girl at the gate said we could camp anywhere and that we could drive to the platform overlooking the Pan but that all the other roads were impassable because there was so much water.  She said that the flamingos were at the river mouth – which we couldn’t drive to! - but that there were likely to be pelicans and spoonbills at the Pan.  She told us to keep to the track and drive through the water but NOT to try to go around as we’d end up stuck in the mud.
The campsite is OK but looking a bit sorry for itself, a shame as it’s only been there just over 2 years - when we wanted to camp here on our first trip to Botswana we discovered that the whole camp had burnt down so it’s been rebuilt since then.

We choose a site and then drove to the Pan.  There was lots of water to go through, sometimes for several hundred metres at a time.  On one occasion I got out and waded through to check that the bottom was firm, in fact it was never more than knee-deep.  To either side we could see black soil and some deep ruts in places where people had tried to drive off the track but Kevin kept to the track so we were fine.  It was amazing to see so much expanse of water when we got to the edge of the Pan but a pity that there weren’t more birds about.  There were a couple of groups of pelican, a group of spoonbills, quite a few duck and, way off in the distance, a few flamingos.

Back at the campsite we got the fire going.  We watched the sunset and then had a lovely evening sat out under the stars – no light pollution, amazing.

Wednesday March 30th
We drove to Senyati campsite just outside Kasane (we’d enjoyed our stay here last year at the end of our Zimbabwe trip) and were there by midday.  On the road north from Nata (300km) we saw several groups of elephants plus a couple of lone bulls, a couple of troops of baboons and a giraffe.  There was also an accident involving 2 trucks on a straight bit of road so possibly one of the drivers fell asleep – easy to do on these roads if you drive for too long.  We managed to get around them by driving onto the ‘verge’.
After lunch we wandered down to the raised lapa overlooking the waterhole only to see 2 elephants there – great! – they love the fresh water being pumped into the waterhole.  Later Kevin put up the hammock while I took the camera, binoculars and laptop and sat in the lapa.  There were several birds about including some waders.
During the afternoon a group of 40 or so elephants arrived at the waterhole, what a lovely sight.  Some didn’t stop but quite a lot did have a drink and 4 youngsters stayed for ages.
I’ve just looked up from writing this and a lone bull has just appeared out of the bush and made his way down to the water! – Definitely a good elephant day (a pity Diana isn’t here to enjoy a birthday spectacular).
From 4pm there were always at least half a dozen elephants at the waterhole – and sometimes as many as 50 in the vicinity – wonderful.  We reckon that over 150 elephants visited the waterhole during the afternoon and evening!
Thursday March 31st.

We packed up, bought fuel at Kazangula and drove the short distance to the Zambian border.  We drove past a long line of trucks waiting to go through customs and stopped at the Botswana border post which we were quickly through and then drove down to the ferry and only had minutes to wait before we were on the pontoon.  The Zambezi is very wide here but fairly slow moving.  We paid US$ 28 for the crossing.  Once on the Zambian side we parked and made our way to the immigration office.  Several guys offered to help us out but we ignored them.  Just outside the office a guy in smart clothes stopped us and told us to ignore any guys offering help or advice – he said they were crooks.  We got our visas, costing US$ 80 each for a dual entry as we’ll be returning though Zambia after our time in Malawi.  We then had to get a vehicle import clearance form, which took ages (and cost US$ 40.  A guy in police uniform then introduced himself – his name was Kevin, and said that he’d take us round to the other offices that we needed to visit to make sure that we weren’t hassled by the local touts. We had to pay the Carbon Tax duty, the local road tax and car insurance.  The last 2 had to be paid in Zambian kwacha so Kevin the policeman arranged for us to change some ZA Rand at a decent rate –a nice guy and it was good to have him to help us out.  We were at the Zambian border for around an hour altogether.

It took less than an hour to drive to Livingstone but then another hour to decide where to stay.  We firstly went to The Waterfront campsite just south of the town but the guy on reception said that they were expecting 2 large overland groups and that it might be noisy at night.  We then drove back into Livingstone and asked at a couple of the backpacker lodges but their campsites weren’t any good for rooftop tents so we then tried Maramba River Lodge where we decided to stay for a couple of days.  A nice quiet campsite as well as lots of chalets and a pool, bar and restaurant as well – perfect!  
We had sandwiches for lunch and then drove to the local Spar supermarket to see what it was like – OK but not much in the way of fresh fruit and veg.  The meat looked OK but not much choice so we decided to come back tomorrow as we didn’t need anything.  I did manage to get 500,000 kwacha (about £65) out of the ATM. We then drove to the Vic Falls entrance to find out the price ($20each) and when it opened in the morning (6am) – we’ll go there tomorrow.

We had a quiet afternoon at the campsite and had a swim in the pool.  As it was getting dark a family group arrived – 3 cars and 2 trailers and set up camp across the way from us.  In the evening we ate at the restaurant.  I had Kariba bream and Kev had a rather skinny t-bone steak but they were both tasty.
Friday April 1st.
We woke to blue skies but as we approached the Falls we could see huge clouds of spray so we knew that we’d need to take our waterproofs with us.  We had a look around the museum first which gave some interesting background to the formation of the Falls and then paid our entrance fee.  There are 4 main areas to visit on the Zambian side and we took our time visiting each of them.  We started with the central path to the Eastern Buttress which superb close up views of this side of the Falls – so much water....  As we approached the ‘knife edge’ bridge there was so much spray that we couldn’t see a thing so turned back and walked along the edge of the gorge with views out to the bridge and the Vic Falls hotel on the other side of the river.  We then dropped down a steep path to the water’s edge at the bottom of the gorge next to an area called the ‘Boiling Pot’ which was indeed like a cauldron with fierce eddies and whirlpools.  2 ½ years ago when we first visited the Falls on the Zim side we could see rafting groups starting off from this point, but at this time of the year when there’s so much water in the river they have to start much further downstream.  We could see the bridge from here and there was a beautiful rainbow beneath it.
After walking back up to the top of the gorge (along the same path) we then went along another track beside the gorge with views out to the Falls but, for the most part, all we could see was spray!  As we got closer to the bridge we saw a bungee jumper swinging on a rope below the bridge.  As we walked back along the path we could see the ‘knife edge bridge’ in the distance so decided to go back and go across it this time – once we’d put our waterproofs on.  As soon as you walked onto the bridge you were hit with a deluge of spray but once across the other side it abated.  From time to time we could see the top of the Falls when the spray cleared and all the time you could hear the thunder of the Falls – an amazing spectacle.  At this time of year with the water level so high and despite the amount of spray you get more to see than you would on the Zim side.

Finally we took the path upstream where you can stand on the bank at the top of the Falls and watched the water dropping over the edge – wonderful.

After that we walked along the road, past the border post, and onto the bridge.  We were, of course, soon accompanied by a couple of locals who started out chatting to us and then brought out necklaces and bracelets that they wanted to sell.  Me, being a sucker, eventually bought a necklace but Kevin was adamant that he wouldn’t buy anything!  We watched some bungee jumpers and bridge swingers for a while and then went for a drink at the cafe overlooking the bridge.  We were going to have lunch there but after 30 minutes waiting we gave up and just paid for our drinks.  
We had sandwiches at the campsite and then drove into town.  We decided to go to the Shoprite supermarket first to see what it had to offer but it was shut, apparently the staff had just walked out on strike.
We drove to the railway museum but it looked closed and very run down so next we went to the Livingstone Museum in the centre of town.  It was $5 each to get in but quite interesting with a range of rooms and displays.

Shoprite was still closed so we ended up shopping at Spar and managed to get everything that we needed for the next 3 days.

Saturday April 2nd.

Yesterday we decided to stay at Maramba for another day and just spend it ‘chilling’ – which is what we’ve done.  Lovely sunny skies today.  I’ve done some reading, sorted a whole lot of photos (I took 200 yesterday...) and have managed to catch up with my diary as well as having a few dips in the pool.
Sunday April 3rd
We stopped at the Shoprite store in Livingstone, which was open this morning, - a much nicer shop than Spar with a much better selection of everything but of course we’d bought most of what we’d needed a couple of days ago.  We then headed north-east towards Lusaka on a good tar road with not much traffic.  We passed through a couple of police check-points but were waved straight through.  There were often people walking or cycling along the road, some with big loads on their bikes.  At one point we saw lots of people walking and cycling and carrying containers and then came across a lorry which had shed one of its large paraffin containers, the people were literally trying to scoop the paraffin up off the road with bowls or even just their hands as, presumably, everything in the damaged container had already been taken.

We arrived at The Mooring campsite just before 1pm having decided to do the journey to Lusaka in 2 days.  A lovely quiet spot – and just us there.  During the afternoon some locals turned up and used the bar area and braai for a birthday party.  

Monday April 4th
No need to hurry today as we only had a couple of hundred km to do.  After packing up we visited the Women’s Centre on the farm, where they make hand and machine sewn items.  We bought a small quilt which we can hang on a wall.
As we travelled towards Lusaka we passed some large arable farms with sugar, maize and some sunflowers.  The main agricultural areas tend to be around Lusaka because of the access to the airport – by road it’s long and often difficult to transport products to other countries.
The drive to Lusaka was very straightforward but once we got into the city it was mayhem with 3 lanes, solid traffic queues and cars, lorries and trucks moving from one lane to another at random!  It took us about ¾ hour to get through the city and out onto the Great East Road where we stopped at one of the shopping centres.  As it was nearly midday we decided to have a meal first and ended up at Ocean Basket where we both enjoyed our linefish and chips meal.  We then shopped at the Spar supermarket (much better than the one in Livingstone) before heading for Pioneer camp on the Eastern side of the city.  
The sky was overcast and looking like rain so we quickly put up the tent.  Almost immediately we’d finished it started raining so we took books and papers and went to sit in the bar/lounge area for a couple of hours.  The weather then cleared up so we were able to sit outside by the Prado and light the braai – we just had toasted sandwiches.
During the afternoon a small overland truck arrived, parked close to us and proceeded to put their tents up near the Prado however they were a nice quiet group so no problem.

Soon after we’d finished our meal it started raining again so we went into the tent and shut up all the doors and windows as the rain was very heavy for quite a while.
Tuesday April 5th
An early start today (up at 6am) as we wanted to get to Chipata which is 560km from Lusaka.  Once away from the environs of Lusaka there was very little traffic, just kids walking to school and bicycles laden with goods, particularly bags of charcoal.  

It’s very green in Zambia at the moment as it’s getting towards the end of the rainy season so the countryside looks lovely.  There are huge areas of woodland, especially in the hilly areas with very few people.  Once over the Luangwa River the land became more level so there were less trees and more open and cultivated land and it was much more populated, in fact hardly a km passed without us seeing people walking or cycling along the road.  There were also fields of maize, sugar cane and some sunflowers.  Along the roadside there were stalls with charcoal, maize, tomatoes, pumpkins etc for sale and in the villages markets which looked to be selling brightly coloured cloth and clothes as well as food, bicycles etc.  For the most part we saw men on bicycles but from time to time we did see women riding them.  We saw all sorts on the back of the bikes – chickens in wooden crates, dead pigs, sugar cane, wooden poles and even a live goat tied onto the rack at the back!
For the most part from Lusaka to Chipata it’s a good tar road but there are potholes in some places so some care was needed when driving.  As usual we kept to around 80km/hr.

We got to Mama Rula’a campsite just outside Chipata around 2.30pm so it took us 8 hours to drive there from Lusaka.

As we approached Chipata the clouds looked ominously black and we could see that it was raining to the West so as soon as we arrived we put the tent up however, so far, although we’ve heard a lot of thunder rumbling around us it’s stayed dry. 
Wednesday April 6th
We drove into Chipata to get fuel and have a look at the shops, Shoprite was very well stocked.  There were lots of people on the road walking and cycling into town – often 2 people on a bike and sometimes 3 including a baby on the woman’s back!

IT was only 120km to South Luangwa and according to one of the tourist guides that I’d picked up “should only take a couple of hours on a good gravel road”..... obviosly not written by anyone who’d travelled on that road as, in fact, it’s one of the worst roads we’ve driven along.   To start with there were lots of roadworks (with long sections where nothing was being done) and then it became much worse with loads of potholes and gullies, made worse by the fact that the potholes were full of water so it was impossible to tell how deep they were – one of the hazards of travelling at the end of the wet season.  The last 20km however was wonderful by comparison as it was a tar road (although rather narrow) because it’s between the local airport and all the lodges in and around the Park.  It took us 4 hours to travel the 120km.  At one point, in one of the villages, we had to stop at the side of the road to let a procession go by, lots of people went by and then a lorry with some people on the back and some wailing women walking beside it and then lots more people walking along behind the lorry – we thought that it was perhaps a funeral.
We decided to have a look at Croc Valley campsite, the first one that we passed, and as it was in a lovely location right next to the Luangwa River we decided to stay there, having been greeted by 2 of the owners, Louis and Sean.  Soon after we arrived it started raining heavily but as there are open sided shelters at each site as well as a comfortable bar and lounge area it wasn’t a problem and the rain lasted less than an hour.  
Later in the afternoon Sean showed us around the camp and explained how they intended to expand and build more chalets as they had recently acquired more land along the river.

Thursday April 7th
We had arranged to go on a morning drive from the Lodge as we weren’t sure about the condition of the roads and tracks in the Park.  Our guide and driver was Martin and there were 5 other people with us, 3 Dutch girls currently working in Malawi and the couple who drove them here from Lilongwe and work for a tour operator there.  Our best sight was of a small pack of wild dogs, 5 of them, in the road ahead of us.  We stopped and watched them until they wandered off into the bush.  For the most part it’s thick bush in the park so difficult to see anything unless it’s close to the road however there are a few open area with better viewing.  We saw plenty of impala (very used to vehicles) and some zebra, warthogs and elephants.  There were also plenty of birds, particularly in the marshy areas.  We were out for 4 hours altogether which cost us $40 each for the drive and $20 each for the Park entrance.
We spent the rest of the day at the camp, having a dip in the pool from time to time to keep cool.  

In the evening while we were having our meal Kevin heard a noise and looked behind us and saw a hippo munching away at the grass about 70m away.  It stayed around for half an hour or so and at one point was quite close, only 20m away but then wandered away.  We could see it quite clearly most of the time as they have lights on around the campsite.

Friday April 8th
We’ve decided to stay here for another couple of days and will go on a night drive later today and then tomorrow will go into the Park on our own as the $20 entrance fee lasts for 24 hours.
The guy from Lilongwe has told us that fuel is in short supply in Malawi – he had to queue for 2 hours to get some a few days ago – so we’ll have to fill up a Chipata and then to see what happens when cross the border.

It was cloudy all day and then it started raining around lunchtime and there were showers all afternoon and into the evening.  We lit the open braai at our campsite but then had to get our braai pan down and put the hot coals in it (with a shovel) so that we could use it under the thatched circular shelter out of the rain.  We had wors and then corn on the cob followed by chicken wings and also made some bread to eat in the evening.
We were a bit doubtful about the night drive but decided to go.  We had a different driver/guide this time, Fred, who wasn’t as good as Martin yesterday as it was very difficult to hear what he said and his driving was rather erratic – on a few occasions I thought we were going to end up in the ditch.  This was his first day back after a bout of malaria so perhaps he still wasn’t really fit.  We started out at 4pm and just as we left the campsite saw a group of elephants but then it took Fred ages to drive to the Park gates and then we had to pay so we didn’t get into the Park until just before 7pm.  We did see a big group of buffalo pus the usual impala and zebra.  Once it got dark we saw very little, the rain had finally stopped but everything seemed to have gone to ground.  We did see several nightjars on the road and later a genet and a hyena crossed the track in front of us.
We got back to camp around 8pm and after a drink in the bar had bread and cheese for our evening meal.

Saturday April 9th
We got up soon after 6am and were at the Park gates by 6.45pm.  I had to pay an extra $15 for the vehicle (I’d already paid the $20 entrance fee last night which lasts for 24 hours).  I’d decided that we’d take it easy and spent most of the time looking at birds, trying to identify them and, if they weren’t too far away, attempting to get a decent photo.  We did see animals as well of course including several small groups of elephants, a couple of giraffe and a hyena than ran across the track just in front of us.

We kept to the main track all the time as it has been built up with gravel – many of the smaller tracks are impassable because of the mud.

We got back to camp around 11am and went for a dip on the pool before having lunch.  Since then it’s been raining on and off and there’s still thunder rumbling around.  I tried to use the Internet at the camp office but although I could read my emails I wasn’t able to send any – rather a pain after having written it.

A couple of days ago we were told (warned!) that there was going to be a party tonight – and that we were invited.  We debated whether to stay or move somewhere else and decided to stay.....
Sunday April 10th
We really enjoyed the party last night.  Most of the people were from the local lodges and were very friendly.  We also chatted to Len and Nicole who are from KZN and are taking 3 months out to travel around Zambia, Malawi, Tanzania and Mozambique.  We went to bed very late for us – it must have been well after 10pm but apparently the party went on for most of the night.....

We didn’t set off until just before 10am and had to take the same road that we’d travelled in on a few days ago.  Although it was probably a bit wetter and muddier it actually didn’t seem as bad as we’d remembered, possibly because Kevin had let some of the air out of the tyres but it still took nearly 4 hours to get to Mama Rula’s camp just outside Chipata.  There was a big overland truck in the open part of the site so we parked up where we’d stopped the other night.  Kevin then asked one of the guys to wash the Prado which took a good hour.  By then the overland truck had gone (they might just have stopped there for lunch) and soon after Len and Nicole arrived in their Cruiser.  There was quite a cold wind blowing so we moved the Prado in the open area so that we could get a bit of sun.  
When we’d arrived earlier in the afternoon there were at least 20 police cars outside the gates. Kevin then learned that the President of Zambia was staying at the lodge as he’d been opening a new shopping Centre in Chipata.  He was away in the afternoon but returned in the early evening and sat in the bar so Kevin went and introduced himself!!  
Later a bit truck arrived which had a huge screen set up and parked it so the President could watch the screen from the bar – he was watching UK premier league football.  We went for a drink in the evening and Kevin introduced me and then we had a photo taken with him.  He asked how we were enjoying our time in Zambia.

April 11th – May 25th – Malawi (separate diary)
Zambia – part 2 May / June 2011

Thursday May 26th
We spent 6 weeks in Malawi and our last stop was at a motel (no campsites in the area) in Chitipa in the far NW of Malawi.  After a cuppa we packed up and set off for the Malawi/Zambian border.  We were quickly through the formalities at the Malawi border post and then made our way to the small office on the Zambian.  We had to wait for the guy to arrive (we think someone had to go and wake him up!) but then were soon done as we’d already paid everything when we first entered Zambia in April.  The road became narrower and after 30km we turned off onto an even smaller single lane track for 40 km to the main road.  We passed quite a lot of people on the way and most of them gave us a wave. Once on the Great North Road we were driving on tar but, from time to time, there were potholes – some of them quite deep – so care was needed in driving and also in avoiding the big lorries coming the other way, some of which seemed to think that it was OK to move over to avoid holes even if there was a vehicle coming the other way!  Sometimes we could tell that there were probably potholes ahead by the skid marks on the road.  We saw lots of charcoal for sale at the side of the road but no fruit or veg.
We arrived at Kapishya Hot Springs around 3pm so we’d been on the road for 7 ½ hours.  We found a shady spot at the campsite and soon went to have a look, and a dip, in the hot springs where water bubbles up through the sand and a pool has been formed – lovely.

There were 3 other vehicles with rooftop tents, quite a surprise after only seeing 2 in the 6 weeks that we’d been in Malawi. We briefly chatted to a couple who live near Nottingham Road and are on their way back there after a few weeks in Tanzania.  This camp and lodge is near Shiwa Ngandu which is an estate that was built by Stewart Gore-Brown back in the early 20th centuary.  We had originally intended to have a look around the house but when we found that it cost $20 per person we weren’t too keen however Chippy and Bessie (Notting Road couple) persuaded us that it would be worthwhile so we booked a tour for tomorrow morning.  In the evening we went to the lodge for a drink and chatted to the owner, Mark, who a grandson of Stewart Gore-Brown.
Friday May 27th 
We were at the house at 9.30am and were then taken round a few rooms by a guide.  We saw the chapel, dining room, library, sitting room and a couple of corridors – everywhere was packed full of items brought over from the UK by Stewart Gore-Brown, huge paintings, china, books, ornaments etc .  Amazing that he was able to transport all of it overland for miles.  We enjoyed our visit but felt that $10 would be a more realistic price as you only get to see a very small part of the house.  After Gore-Brown’s death the house was empty for several years and starting to return to the bush but then some of the grandchildren re-located their farm from Lusaka to Shiwa and it’s now a going concern with some rooms that can be stayed in.  We then drove up to the site overlooking Lake Shiwa where Gore-Brown is buried – a beautiful location with a wonderful view.  We drove around part of the estate near the lake for an hour or so and then returned to the campsite in time for lunch.
In the afternoon we had a swim in the pool and then wandered around the Lodge gardens when are beautifully kept and many of the trees and shrubs are names which is interesting.  The vegetable gardens look wonderful, small raised beds with all manner of plants – tomatoes, asparagus, cabbage, pineapples, strawberries, salad veg etc etc.  
We stopped at the hot springs on our way back to the campsite and chatted to an Australian couple, Rob and Gail, who have been travelling in America, Europe and now Southern Africa for some time.  While we were in the pool we noticed that a nearby tree was starting to slowly fall – we could see a break in the trunk a few above the ground and as it looked like it could fall into the pool we got out and then I went to reception to report it.  Mark came down for a look and soon had one of his guys cut the tree down with a hand axe – amazing quickly too.  While we were waiting for the tree to fall Mark threw a small rock into the pool and his dog went in for it and, much to our amazement, started ‘diving’ for the rock as she was out of her depth!  Eventually after several tries she did managed to get down and pick the rock up....
We decided to eat at the Lodge tonight as a raclette with beef was on offer – they have a set meal in the evening.  There was a very tasty starter of vegetable in a light batter with a sauce and then wonderfully tender beef to cook on the raclette with salad, potatoes, etc and finally followed by a chocolate cake.  We didn’t go to bed until 10.30pm – after I’d had a dip in the hot springs on the way back....
Saturday May 28th
In the morning we went for a walk to see some newly discovered caves and rock paintings which were very interesting and also involved crossing the river on a narrow bridge made up of poles.  The rest of the day we spent quietly at the campsite or the lodge.  
Having chatted to some of the locals working at the Lodge we decided that we’d be able to do some shopping in Mpika on a Sunday so will leave here tomorrow.  As we haven’t much Zambian cash with us we were able to pay for our stay here via a UK bank transfer as they have wireless Internet here – and, at last, I was able to access my email account and send a couple of emails as well. 

Sunday May 29th
We drove back to the main road, passing Shiwa Ngandu on the way, and then turned south.   We didn’t see many people or villages, we were mostly driving through the bush despite being on the Great North Road.  At Mpika we went to an ATM but it wasn’t working so we drove to another bank where the ATM was working but, despite having VISA signs, we weren’t able to get any money out.  Luckily we still have some Zambian money as well as some US dollars and can do without fuel for several hundred km.  We drove to the market and did some shopping.  There was much less fruit and veg compared to Malawi but plenty of tomatoes, potatoes, onions and bananas which we bought at a good price.  We also bought half a dozen eggs and then visited some of the small shops nearby to get powered milk, bread and pasta.  As we were driving back through the town I saw a road with a row of shops so we drove down it and, right at the end, was a ZAM Beef shop which was open so we stopped and were able to buy mince, stewing beef and a frozen chicken which means that we won’t need to break into our emergency rations – corned beef and tinned curries.
70km south of Mpika we turned off the road onto a good sand track for 25km until we reached the lodge at Mutinondo Wilderness Area.  It was 2pm and we still hadn’t had any lunch so we had a drink in the bar, paid for 2 nights camping (rather expensive at $30 a night) at their remote bush camp and then drove to the site which was 11km from the lodge.  We were greeted by Harrison who looks after the site and he showed us where we could park, the bucket shower, long drop toilet and a covered shelter with a couple of table and chairs.  Harrison soon had a fire going for us and we decided on an early tea as it was too late to bother with lunch.  We had pate (tinned and bought ages ago in South Africa) with toast with lettuce and tomatoes (the lettuce provided by Harrison) followed by sausage and bacon rolls, beans and potato wedges and then bananas in chocolate and brandy for pudding.  Around 5pm Harrison filled the bucket shower with hot water so, between courses, we each had a shower and then sat round the fire until 7.30pm when we retired to read in the tent.  Soon after the sun went down it got much colder and I soon got a fleece to wear although Kevin was OK with just a shirt.
Monday May 30th
Harrison lit a fire for us around 6.30am and took away our dishes from last night to wash them up!! We made coffee and toast for breakfast and then had a short walk out to some rapids on the nearby river – it only took us about half an hour so we were back in camp by 8am.  We’d hoped to do a bit more walking but hadn’t realised that most of the walks are in the area around the Lodge (where there is also a campsite) so we spent the day at the camp mostly reading.  We did go down to the river which is just below the site but the bridge has been washed away so we couldn’t get across and it was too cold to swim in the river.

In the evening we made spaghetti bolognaise with the mince we’d bought and a packet of tomato and herb sauce.  Despite adding onions, tomatoes, herbs and pepper to the sauce it was still tasteless and the mince was horribly chewy so we didn’t enjoy it and half of Kevin’s went on the fire!  Luckily we’d still got some banana bread so were able to fill up on that.

Tuesday May 31st
After breakfast we packed up and headed back to the main road and, once again, turned south.  Since Mpika the road has, on the whole, been in better condition but there are still sections with potholes so lots of concentration needed.  It’s now nearly 10am and I’m writing this as we’re travelling.  We’ve passed more roadside stalls today and as well as charcoal being sold we’ve passed stalls with potatoes and beans and, on a few occasions, live chickens being held up as we passed.  A little later we passed enclosed baskets for sale, which looked like they were for keeping chickens in.
After saying that the road had improved it, of course, deteriorated and although there were sometimes long sections of good tar road we would then come across big potholes stretching almost all the way across the road.  We travelled south as far as the junction with the Mansa road where we turned off to visit the Kasanka National Park.  We were still on a tar road but in much better condition than the Great North Road, probably because it gets relatively little traffic.  After 50km or so we arrived at the entrance gate to the Park and after signing the book drove for 20km to the lodge and reception near Lake Wasa.  On checking the prices for the park entrance fees ($35 per day) and the campsite charges ($10 per night) we found that we had enough US$ for a couple of nights so then drove to the Pontoon campsite which overlooks part of the swamp area and had a thatched shelter, bucket shower and long drop toilet.  We could see several puku grazing on the grassland by a small area of open water but for the most part we were overlooking papyrus swamp.  The camp area is under large shady red mahogany trees.  We had a late lunch and then stayed at the campsite until 3pm when we had a drive out to a hide overlooking a much larger area of swampland.  The hide was at the top of a large mahogany tree and about 18m above the ground and reached by a steep wooden ladder.  From the top we had a great view but sadly didn’t see a single animal!!   We stayed for a while and then drove back to the camp where the puku were still in evidence.

There’s a scout camp nearby and the guys there provide water and firewood for campers.  We’d asked for hot water at 4pm so that we could have a shower before tea and there was just enough for 2 showers.  We had chicken & mushroom ‘paella’ for tea.  We used a dried packet ‘sauce’ and it was delicious, we didn’t need to add anything else.   It’s not as cold here and I was able to sit outside in the evening without a fleece.
Wednesday June 1st
We decided to stay at the campsite today and not go out for a drive at all.  Although we should be fine for diesel as it’s only 120km to the nearest fuel station we’re not sure whether there’s an ATM that’s working so many only be able to put 20litres or so in (all we’ve got left in Kwatcha).

It was overcast for most of the day but very pleasant sitting out under the trees.  The puku were around the grassland all day and there were also a variety of birds in the trees or visiting the small lakes.  One of the puku only had 3 legs but seemed to be able to manage getting around slowly- and argues that there can’t be that many predators around!  Kevin out up the hammock and we took turns to use it.  We made French toast with bacon for lunch (we were going to have tomatoes as well but the foil tore and they ended up on the sand) and then spent the afternoon reading.  

We’d heard monkeys yesterday and today saw a small group of blue monkeys in the mahogany trees.  They were quite shy (unlike most of the vervet monkeys and baboons that we’ve had problems with at other campsites) and kept to the high branches.

We had a beef potjie for tea with the meat we’d bought in Mpika and it was excellent – very tasty!
Thursday June 2nd.

We left the site just after 7am, stopped to pay at the lodge and then made out way back to the entrance gate and back to the Great North Road.  Hopefully we’ll be able to get cash and fuel today.  We also need to try and sort out a Temporary Import Permit (TIP) for the Prado.  We got one when we came into Zambia at the end of March but had to hand it in when we crossed the border into Malawi.  When we re-entered Zambia at Chitipa neither of the officials there mentioned a TIP and we’d forgotten that we needed one until several hours after we’d left the border post.  If we don’t have one we may have problems at police check points and on leaving the country.  We were stopped at a checkpoint a few days ago but the policeman was OK about it but suggested that we should go to an immigration office as soon as possible.  We’ve been told that there’s one at Seranje which is also where we hope to get fuel and cash but we may have to sort it out when we get to Lusaka tomorrow.
We got to Seranje soon after 9am and went to the bank first.  I couldn’t get any cash with my FNB card but did manage to get 1 million kwacha (£130) with my Nationwide card.  It was much colder this morning with overcast skies and quite a strong wind so we both needed our fleeces.  We then went to the Total garage but they didn’t have any diesel so our next stop was at the immigration office.  On relating our problem the officer told us that we needed to speak to the police and kindly took us to the appropriate office.  The police inspector was very helpful and decided, after Kevin explained the situation, to complete a ‘lost’ form for us which we could show at any police checkpoints.  He said that he couldn’t issue a TIP but that we could go to the Zambian Revenue Authority (ZRA) in Kapiri.  It cost us K50,000 (£6.50) for the form and we were soon on our way again.  We decided not to buy fuel at the other garage in Seranje as, in the guide book, it said that it had been ‘disowned by BP’ but to carry on to Mkushi where we were able to fill up – we got 100 litres which cost nearly £100.

After Mkushi the road improved and there were no more potholes and not too much traffic so we made good time to Kapiri.  We decided against going to the ZRA as it was lunchtime and also now we’ve got the form from the police and the original receipt for the TIP which shows that we paid for dual entry we think that we’ll be OK at the border.
At Kabwe we stopped to get some more cash so that we could go shopping as there was a Shoprite supermarket.  We parked outside Barclays Bank and I got the cash with my FNB card.  As I was walking back to the truck I noticed a puddle underneath the engine and called Kevin to have a look – water was definitely dripping from the engine.  A man came over to have a look with us and on opening the bonnet discovered that there was a problem with the water pump.  The man introduced himself as Casey Kazaso, a pastor from a local church.  He offered to ring a mechanic that he knew so I bought some airtime from a shop across the road and he used my phone to make the call.  After a little while Mateau and a couple of his guys arrived and agreed that we needed a replacement water pump.  Fortunately there was an auto spares shop just across the road and so I was able to buy a water pump K285,000 – Mateau went with me to make sure we got the right part.  By now the radiator was just about empty so Kevin couldn’t drive the truck so arranged with Mateau for a tow truck to take us to his place which was on the outskirts of the town.  We said goodbye to our good friend Casey who asked us to call him later to let him know that we were OK.  We then spent an hour and a half at the garage yard while a couple of mechanics replaced the water pump and once everyone was satisfied that the Prado was running OK we paid K150,000 for the tow and K200,000 for the work, plus a tip of K50,000.  Altogether we spent about £90 and, from when we first discovered the problem, about 3 hours so well worth it.  We were so lucky that (a) we had this problem in a town and (b) that Casey was such excellent help.

It was just before 5pm when we left the garage so we headed for Shoprite to buy water and beer.  There was a long queue so I waited to pay while Kevin kept an eye on the truck.  On arriving back with our good I discovered Kevin chatting to Casey so I didn’t need to phone him after all.  We said our goodbyes and headed south again having decided to make for Fringilla Lodge and campsite rather than stay in Kabwe as we want to get through Livingstone tomorrow.  Usually we try to avoid driving at night in Africa but one this occasion we agreed that we should and, fortunately, it was a good tar road with clear central line markings and no potholes.  There was quite a lot of traffic but, for the most part, vehicles did have lights and there were no animals on the road so it only took us just over an hour to drive the 80km to the Lodge.  As we were going to reception we saw a sign offering pizza so decided that we’d eat at the Lodge and then, on finding that a chalet was only K200,000 (£26) we agreed that we’d stay there rather than go to the campsite.  After a long day it was great not to have to bother putting up the tent, shower in the dark and then cook.
The chalet was fine, it was clean with a shower and toilet – and water!!  After a nice hot shower we watched TV for a little while and then went to the restaurant.  While we were waiting for our pizzas (which turned out to be excellent) the owner of the Lodge, George, came over and sat and chatted with us and later his wife joined us.  There was a small cat in the restaurant that came over to see us and is the image of Tiggy, even down to similar markings on her face – uncanny.  

Friday June 3rd
We had a coffee in the restaurant and then paid for our room, meal and drinks – just under £50 altogether.  We visited the butchery at the Lodge but although it was open they didn’t have anything ready to sell apart from some frozen meat so we set off south again.  It was about 50km to Lusaka and, amazingly, it only took us 30 minutes to drive through the city.  
We passed several roadblocks but were waved through most of them.  At a couple where we were stopped we were only asked where we were going so didn’t need our ‘lost TIP’ form.
We reached Livingstone around 3pm and on the way into town could see the spray from the Falls about 10km away!!  We stopped at Shoprite for provisions and then went to Maramba River camp, which is where we stayed when we were in Livingstone a couple of months ago.  The first things we saw at the campsite was the large green trailer of a couple from Gauteng who we’d spoken to at Kaypishya Hot Springs.  There was also another vehicle with a caravan and 4 people who’d arrived shortly before us and, once they’d set up camp they drove off to check out the Falls.  When they returned after dusk they said that they’d be robbed when they’d stopped to watch the sun set over the Zambezi.  They’d got out of the vehicle but didn’t lock it and some guys appeared out of the bush wielding pangas (large knives).  They took handbags (containing cash, credit cards, passports etc) and cell phones from the vehicle before disappearing back into the bush.  The people then drove to the police station in Livingstone to report the theft but there was only 1 officer on duty there so were told to go back tomorrow.  
Saturday June 4th
We spent the day at the campsite.  The 4 people who’d been robbed went off to the police station and returned to say that someone had found their credit cards and passports at the side of the road so they were very relieved to get them back.
In the afternoon Kevin had a very quick dip in the pool but it was too cold for me!  It’s warm enough during the day but starting to get cold once the suns goes down and we’ve been wearing fleeces in the evenings here.

Sunday June 5th
We took our time packing up as we were only travelling to Kasane today, about 70km plus a border crossing.  On Friday we’d seen the immigration offices in Livingstone so Kevin suggested that, as it was open on Sundays, we visit it to check that we’ll be OK at the border without our TIP.  We were directed to room 13 and chatted with an officer there who said that our police report would be sufficient so after doing a bit of shopping at Shoprite we headed for the Kazangula border crossing.  There was a barrier across the road as we left Livingstone and on saying that we were going onto Botswana he said that we had to pay K20 000 council tax for leaving the country - weird.  We didn’t have enough Kwatcha as we’d spent up with the shopping and buying fuel so we had to pay $5, but we did get a proper receipt.

We got our passports stamped but then the guy at the vehicle desk wasn’t happy that we didn’t have a TIP but Kevin said that we’d spoken to an officer at the ZRA in Livingstone and eventually we went to another office and they were able to look up on the computer that we’d got one when we first entered Zambia at the end of March so that was OK.  We were then asked for the council tax receipt.  Finally we had to pay for the ferry ($28) and waited in the queue.  There are 4 ferries but today only 1 was operating so we waited for it to cross to the Zambian side and then we were first on.  It took 2 cars then a lorry and then 2 more cars, no wonder there is such a long queue of lorries waiting to cross the border on both sides of the river, we must have passed at least 30 vehicles parked up on the side of the road.
Getting through the Botswana border was fine although we had to wait for ages to pay our ‘return’ vehicle insurance so we were at Chobe River Lodge around midday.  There were only 3 pitches left so we had a look around and chose number 7.  I then walked back to reception and paid for 1 night and also booked a river cruise for this afternoon. 
We set off on the boat at 3pm and had an excellent trip (and no rain this time, unlike our experience here last November).   The guide, Geoff, was very knowledgeable and clearly spoken and we saw lots of groups of elephants, hippo and plenty of birds.
Monday June 6th
We were only going to Senyati Camp, about 20km from Kasane, today so didn’t pack up and leave until after 10am.  We got some cash, fuel and then did some shopping in Kasane and then drove to Senyati where we met up with Jan and Sylvia, from Holland, who we’d met at Chobe and suggested that they should visit Senyati.  They’d shipped their vehicle out to Cape Town and were travelling in Southern Africa for several months.

We didn’t see as many elephants here as we did when we stayed here at the end of March but from late afternoon there were usually several around the waterhole.  After tea we went back to watch the elephants from the deck and heard some hyenas calling, then 3 of them wondered down to the water for a short drink before heading off into the bush.
Tuesday June 7th
We chatted with Louw, the owner of the camp, for a while and said goodbye to Jan and Sylvia before setting off for Nata.  Soon after turning onto the tar road we saw a giraffe browsing and later 2 groups of ground hornbills on the verge. Just after Pandamatenga we were pulled over for speeding – doing 83 in a 60km/hr zone.  Kevin had reduced his speed to 60 through the village but hadn’t realized that the de-restriction sign was in fact a good km outside the built up area so he ended up having to pay a P560 (£60) – we only just had enough and we shall have to get some more cash in Nata.
After driving in Malawi and constantly seeing people it’s quite a change to drive for miles without seeing anyone!  It is rather surprising however that Malawi, which has good rainfall and all that water in the Lake, relies heavily on foreign aid whereas Botswana and Namibia, which have very little rain, get by on very little aid.  It’s perhaps true that too much aid can create a society that expects to receive it – and can afford to continue having lots of children....
There was an ATM in Nata so we were able to get some money and then bought a plate of chips which we had with the chicken wings that we’d cooked yesterday.  Yesterday I’d bought a phone card (P10) and P60 airtime in Kasane but wasn’t near a mast at Senyati so tried it our at Nata and was surprised to find that there was no signal (whereas my UK phone card had a good one).  There was a guy selling airtime so I asked him if I should be able to get a signal.  He tried my card in his phone and confirmed that the card wasn’t working.  He then offered to sell me another card for P20.  We decided not to bother and then sold him the P60 airtime for P50 – luckily I hadn’t scratched the panel off the pin number.

We then stopped at Nata Lodge, had a look around the campsite and decided to stay the night.  After choosing a site a leaving our table and chairs we drove to the Bird Sanctuary and drove out to the same platform that we’d visited at the end of March but this time the road was dry.  There was still plenty of water in the pan although not as much as last time but there were lots of flamingos so we stopped to watch them for 30 minutes or so before heading back to the Lodge.
The last 3 days we’ve not needed fleeces in the evening and hardly needed a blanket overnight.

Wednesday June 8th
We drove south again, stopping to do a bit of shopping in Francistown, and then continuing on to Kwa Nokeng Lodge which is right next to the Martin’s Drift border post so we’ll be able to cross the border early tomorrow morning so that if we only get a 7 day permit we’ll be OK as we fly out to the UK next Wednesday.
We had sweetcorn, then an excellent porterhouse steak bought in Francistown (only £3) followed by bananas with chocolate and brandy – great meal!  Mind you it was much colder today and as soon as the sun went down we needed our fleeces.
Thursday June 9th
We were at the border post at 7.30 and through the Botswana and South African immigration and customs by 8am – very quick.  The lady at the South African immigration desk gave us a 1 month permit so we could have crossed earlier – mind you someone else might have only given us 7 days so it was as well to be on the safe side.

We stopped for a Nandos wrap in Mokopane (very cold wind) and then took the N1 and then N3 freeways south.  We were lucky enough to avoid any holdups in the Pretoria/Jo’burg area and having decided that it was much too cold for camping stopped at a ‘Holiday Park’ next to the Vaal river in Villiers where we got a self catering rondaval for R350.  We were both cold so had a nice hot shower and then changed into long trousers.  There’s no heating in the chalet so we’ve got both rings on which are keeping the place just about warm enough.
Friday June 10th
We left Villiers around 7.30am and headed south again stopping for lunch at Rawdons in Nottingham Road and then, of course, we bought a few bottle of beer before heading back to Richmond.

