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Patricia’s great gran.d: “uncles, Sir
Richard Ge and his younger
brother, R yarked on the

ultimate Victorian expedition. They
would become the fourth party of white
men to reach the thunderous cascade of
water that, just eight years earlier, | David
Livingstone had named Victoria Falls

after his sovereign. To, the local African-
‘people, however, the falls had always

been referred to as Mosi-pa-Tunya, or
The Smoke that Thunders.

Sir Richard kept a diary of his four-
and-a-half-month journey, enabling
the Glyn descendants to gain a
fascinating insight into his courageous
exploits. As a child, the stories were
familiar to Patricia, but it wasn’t until
2004 that she decided to read the
volume for herself.
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rewarded for their services _:; or

three months at base camp report

read a typed éapy
had been given to h
b

horrified by thi: W
hardship and great br&very
in her book Footing with Sir Richard’s
Ghost. ‘It described brutal hunts,
appalling thirst and gruelling passag
through unc territory. It told
on and mutiny, blunders
and ac-::dents It also depicted a land
I hardly recognised, a land, teemlng
with wildlife, uninvaded b
vegetation, its rivers undan
its indigenous people still 1y
their customs largely intact.” A
turned the final page, she vowed
retrace her forebears’ route and travel
as they had - on foot.
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Richard found Durban to be a ‘paradise
of venomous insects. Mosquitoes in
clouds, dogs black with fleas, oxen
minus their ears from ticks, and
men driven mad by something like a
harvest bug’.

In place of the ox-drawn wagons,
servants, wagon drivers and camp staff,
Patricia had enlisted a back-up team
consisting of John Kerr and historian
Louis Changuion, and two Isuzu 4xX4s
that were to serve as modern supply
wagons. The team’s primary tasks were
to set up camp ahead of Patricia’s gru-
elling 35-kilometres-per-day schedule,
read maps and navigate, prepare meals
and fix any vehicle-related problems.
Changuion would also play a pivotal
role in connecting historical anecdotes
in the diary with present-day locations
and, if possible, find descendants of
people mentioned by Richard.

ABOVE One of the many campsites in
which Patricia stayed en route.

OPPOSITE, ABOVE Walking with giants.

OPPOSITE Hunting the giraffe by Sir
William Cornwallis Harris, 1837. In the
Mictorian era, big-game hunting in
Africa took a severe toll on the herds
of wildlife that roamed the southern
African plains.
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eaving Durban, the Victorian

party took three days to reach

Pietermaritzburg, where they
acquired fresh provisions. ‘Our stock
now consisted of three wagons,
with 69 Zulu oxen, 10 horses, about
12 dogs ... 14 oxen drew each wagon,
the spare ones and the horses were
driven behind. We clothed the horses
every night, tied them to the wagon
wheels, gave them a feed of mealies and
did not allow them to eat grass early in
the morning, when the dew was on
it, as that is said to be the cause of the
terrible African horse sickness.’

It was only when the Glyns reached
the grasslands of the Free State, a
month into their expedition, that the
hunting party came across the vast
plains game that had lured them to the
continent. ‘The killing had begun, and
the many accounts of it in Richard’s
diary would make for some nauseating
bedtime reading in the months to
come,’ Patricia records in her diary,
However, by 1863, the herds were
rapidly declining after three decades
of uncontrolled hunting. As Richard
noted, ‘The country is covered with
skulls of wildebeest.”

The brothers Glyn then headed for
Potchefstroom, known as Mooi-Rivier-
dorp at the time, This was the last stop
before heading into the wilderness,
so supplies had to be replenished,
‘Our wagons were surrounded all
day by Boers open-mouthed at our
breechloaders, but they did not seem
to believe in them, and could not
understand where the cap should be)’
Richard records.

Following in their footsteps and
entering Botswana, Patricia lefl her team
behind and took to the bush armed
only with a GPS systéem, the workings
of which she had just recently learned.
while Kerr and Changuion drove
the long way round on tarred roads,
Patricia was ‘completely enveloped by
dense thornveld and, for the first time
on the trip, deprived of vehicle back-
up’. It was a sobering trek. Richard's
diary entry for 25 May 1863 read: ‘At
night I heard a lion roar, not the fine
thundering sound 1 always imagined
the king of beasts produced, but a low
moaning noise very like a cow, and not
nearly so loud as a wolf [hyaenal.’

‘As little as 50 years ago, this area was
renowned for its rhino,” Patricia wrote,
‘but | wasn't seeing as much as a hare.
I searched in vain for wildlife tracks
but the sand whispered of nothing but
livestock, and the trees talked no longer
about the long-necked browsers that
once nibbled at their highest shoots.’
These observations indicated the
devastating effects of cattle ranching
and overgrazing.

Heading further north, with her
faithful team in tow once maore,
Patricia reached present-day Big Five
territory. ‘Some 60 kilometres north of
Nata | left the tarred road and walked
eastwards along what is known as the
Old Hunters' Road — a deep sand track
that snakes along the border between
Zimbabwe and Botswana. Within metrﬁ
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It was a profound moment On the
spot, Patricia decided to stop eating
meat and to help raise public awareness

of the plight of the planet’s animals.
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