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This book is dedicated to the memory of Sands, who fought the good fight 

with such courage and tenacity, always with the time and generous heart 

to listen and help where she could with others, in spite of her own trials 

and infirmities.  

 

RIP, dear Gal, 

20 June 2012 

 

 

But, those who hope in the LORD 

will renew their strength. 

They will soar on wings like eagles; 

They will run and not grow weary, 

They will walk and not be faint. 

Isaiah 40:31  
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ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS 

Paul Tingay, Zimbabwean author and script writer, who taught me to 

improve my initial writings from a ‘Richard Burton’ type prose, as he 

described it, to this more interesting presentation—you saw, you 

persevered, and you invigorated—thank you, Pablo.  

John Fynn, my cousin, who sponsored and led the Landy trip, and made 

his diary and photos available for this story—thank you, Johnno—

wouldn’t have been possible without you.  

Ant Fynn, for his soul-filled paintings of Fothergill in the colour 

section of photos—thank you, artist of note.  

Lizzie Chapman, the same Lizzie who started Kazungula Safaris with 

me, who laboriously edited the new script with unconstrained patience—

thank you, dear good friend.  

Marianne Holtkoetter who helped so much with the early manuscript, 

especially with the difficult writing about Sands and all—thank you Liebs. 

Joan Cameron, for her very professional, conscientious and sensitive 

final copy edit.  

Dick Pitman, the very one of White Elephant fame, for his touchingly 

gracious, although undeserved, Foreword.  

John Robertson, for his wise and weather-beaten political and 

economic insights.  

Tristan Vince, for his spectacular cover picture.  

And to all you Rhodesians and Zimbabweans who made this story, and 

sacrificed so much in the being there—I salute you.  

  



CONTENTS 

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS 

CONTENTS 
FOREWORD 

Chapter One 

A Safari Too Far 
Chapter Two 

The Dung Beetles Are Mating 

Chapter Three 

The Wind of War 

Chapter Four 
Mammas and Papàs 

Chapter Five 

Sandy and the Little Red Car 
Chapter Six 

Nyami Nyami–the River God 
Chapter Seven 

Pièce de Résistance 

Chapter Eight 

Dzimba Dza Mabwe 

Chapter Nine 
Neen’s Lion 

Chapter Ten 
Zulu Fynn 

Chapter Eleven 

Kunjiri 
Chapter Twelve 

The Fynn Tribe 
Chapter Thirteen 

Missiles, Spies and Conmen 
Chapter Fourteen 

An Island in the Sun 
Chapter Fifteen 

That Red Bike 
Chapter Sixteen 

Cobras and Caravans 

Chapter Seventeen 
Two Years before the Mast 

Chapter Eighteen 



Yo Ho Ho 

Chapter Nineteen 

A Tiger in my Moth 
Chapter Twenty 

A Funny One 
Chapter Twenty-one 

Sahara Sands 

Chapter Twenty-two 
Flying Landy 

Chapter Twenty-three 
Mountains of the Moon 

Chapter Twenty-four 

Ethiopian Thorns 
Chapter Twenty-five 

TanzanianTroubles 
Chapter Twenty-six 

Malawi Gold 
Chapter Twenty-seven 

Esmerelda 

Chapter Twenty-eight 
Fothergill Frolics 

Chapter Twenty-nine 

Pretty Python 

Chapter Thirty 
Don’t Mess Around 

Chapter Thirty-one 

In The Sticks 

Chapter Thirty-two 
Chief Chikwenya’s Baobab 

Chapter Thirty-three 
A Tusk-high View 

Chapter Thirty-four 

Angels and Aeroplanes 

Chapter Thirty-five 

No Uniform 
Chapter Thirty-six 

Hope Deferred 
Chapter Thirty-seven 

Church vs Sunday Roast 
Chapter Thirty-eight 

Is that You, God? 



Chapter Thirty-nine 

Adrift 

Chapter Forty 
Those Flying Machines 

Chapter Forty-one 
Veterans of Violence 

Chapter Forty-two 

A Far Off Land 
Chapter Forty-three 

The Agony and the Ecstasy 
Epilogue 

 

  



 

  



FOREWORD 

Rob Fynn—a long-standing friend and mentor—is an extraordinary 

man who has led an extraordinary life, as you will find once you get past 

this Foreword and into his book.  

I first met him in 1979 when—as a wet-behind-the-ears immigrant 

fresh from the UK—I washed up on the shores of Fothergill Island, on 

Lake Kariba. This was astonishing in itself, as the then Rhodesia was in 

the final throes of the vicious bush war that resulted in an independent 

Zimbabwe a year later. The country wasn’t exactly flush with tourists in 

those days.  

Nevertheless, a year or so previously, Rob had successfully completed 

the building of his Fothergill bush camp—an exercise that involved the 

acquisition of enormous quantities of sand, cement, gum poles, thatch, and 

all other necessary items, their transport across some 30km of open lake, 

and assembly into what was, in those days, an amazingly luxurious and 

comfortable safari lodge—all this in the midst of the aforementioned war. 

This was, I’ve always felt, a defining achievement. Rob exemplifies the 

southern African ‘can do’ mindset.  

Not long after, I returned to Fothergill for six weeks and stayed there 

for three years, during which, through his instruction and example, I was 

privileged to acquire the basics of wildlife guiding at the hands of one of 

the finest bushmen in Africa. Rob’s knowledge of Zambezi flora and 

fauna is encyclopaedic; his bushcraft and knowledge of animal behaviour 

is extraordinary; and his patience with raw Pommies almost (not quite!) 

inexhaustible—the eruption may be a long time a-coming, but it is 

volcanic when it does.  

Since then we have, I like to think, maintained and strengthened our 

friendship in spite of long absences and sometimes divergent pathways. 

But what does one really learn of the ‘inner man’ beneath the youthful 

Royal Navy officer, the genuinely intrepid aviator, accomplished sailor, 

dedicated conservationist and totally expert bushman?  

I’ve already noted his ‘can do, let’s make a plan’ attitude and should 

say in passing that—coming, as I had, from a feather-bed environment in 

which this is almost unheard-of—it also came as a profound revelation 

and example that I have tried to follow ever since.  

But the bedrock, I believe, is Rob the thinker and Rob the seeker. Over 

the years I have known him Rob has explored many avenues, none—I 

suspect—fully satisfying, but each contributing a little to his journey 

towards what some like to label truth, enlightenment, or—maybe more 



correctly—a personally satisfying philosophy of life. I say this partly 

because we have, over the years, shared many such discussions; but also 

because of the way in which he has melded his lifetime of adventure and 

mental exploration with some priceless, and ageless, attributes: an old-

school courtesy and sense of fair play; loyalty to friends and family; and a 

self-deprecating sense of humour that is never cruel and always at hand.  

 



 

You will learn vastly more as you read his book. But I think one thing 

will become obvious to you. Rob is sui generis (one of a kind) and—

sadly—they don’t often make ’em like that anymore. I’ve been privileged 

to enjoy his friendship, and to write this Foreword, and I commend him 

and his book to you.  

 

Dick Pitman 

November 2012 

Conservationist/Author/Photographer 

Founder-chairman: The Zambezi Society  

 

Books: 

You Must Be New Around Here (Books of Zimbabwe, 1979) 

Wild Places of Zimbabwe (Books of Zimbabwe, 1980) 

Rhinos: Past, Present and Future? (Modus Publications, 1989) 

A Wild Life (Summersdale, UK, 2007)  

  



Chapter One 

A Safari Too Far  

It is September 2008, after a hot, dry, exhilarating day in the Lower 

Zambezi Valley, Zambia. Evening has come at last. In African fashion 

we’ve cooled off with sundowners, on the grey green greasy banks of the 

great river (forgiveness and thanks Mr Kipling), hippos grunting, water 

chortling past, and now my guests are sipping liqueurs after a five course 

dinner under a star-spangled sky, prepared by our Italian chef, Phillipo. 

They are escorted to their tents by the night watchmen. Phillipo and I 

make our way along an unlit path to our staff tents upstream, his small 

flashlight barely illuminating the way ahead. I had forgotten to charge the 

big light I normally carry.  

Nightjars shrill in the still air, distant lions roar, crazed hyenas giggle, 

and away to our side a leopard coughs.  

The night engulfs us.  

The crack of a branch up ahead alerts us to elephants quietly browsing 

in the dense forest. We’d better be careful, some may well be on the path, 

silently observing us.  

“Robeen, you don’t have your light tonight,” Phillipo says, on reaching 

his tent, “shall I escort you further?”  

“No thanks, Phillipo. I can see myself back safely.” (Being, after all, 

the senior guide in camp.) “It’s only a few metres on. Thank you. 

Buonanotte.”  

In the pitch darkness I take a few more steps down the path … 

shuffling of big feet … standing dead still I listen …  

Nothing.  

Probably a hippo making its way to its evening grazing. Is he standing 

watching me? Or has he quietly moved on, as they do … so nimbly, even 

for such great lumbering-looking animals.  

I take a few more steps …  

Sounds of heavy feet fill the black void ahead.  

I have no idea what it is. Or in which direction it’s going. But it’s close.  

Suddenly, immediately in front of me, white tusks glint in the starlight.  

I dive sideways into a vicious jesse (thorn thicket) of Woolly Caper 

bush, aptly named caparis tormentosa for its sharp hooked thorns.  

I see the light in Phillipo’s tent just metres away through the foliage. 

Hear the crushing of branches behind me. And trumpeting.  

“Life! She’s after me!”  


