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Retracing Routledge is a project that in 2014 set 
out from Darlington, England to follow the path of 
Katherine Routledge and the 1914 Mana Expedition to 
Rapa Nui. It was undertaken in part as a fundraising 
mission and in part as a small, personal tribute to one 
of the most inspiring characters in the history of Rapa 
Nui research: Katherine Routledge.

Katherine Routledge and I share the same 
birthplace, Darlington in northeast England. But this 
was not a fact I learned at school in England, curriculum 
demands being what they are – it took a visit to Rapa 
Nui for me to discover that Darlington had a link to 
an island in the Pacific. During that trip to Rapa Nui 
in 2005, my eyes were opened to the unique nature of 
the far eastern corner of the Polynesian triangle, but it 
left me with many questions, including the following 
question: wouldn’t more people in Darlington be 
interested to know about Katherine Routledge and the 
Mana Expedition? 

Fast-forward to 2014: to celebrate the 100th 
anniversary of the Mana Expedition, explore global 
change, and spread the word about the link between 
Darlington and Rapa Nui, Retracing Routledge was 
launched. As a life-long runner, and part-time cyclist, 
I chose to connect on land with the sections of the 
Mana’s route that were most accessible within my 
allotted timeframe and budget. I also aimed to try to 
find a number of places that Katherine and her husband 
William Scoresby Routledge visited whenever they 
made overland excursions. Darlington was chosen as 
the starting place, and the final destination, Rapa Nui. 

This report focuses mainly on the part of the 
physical, ‘fundraising endurance challenge’ part of 
the project. The route was split into three stages, 
and in total I covered 1,350 miles over the course 
of five months, running and cycling across England, 
Argentina, and Chile, ending with a final marathon 
run on Rapa Nui. The project raised enough funds to 
create a new scholarship within the existing Easter 
Island Foundation Scholarship Program for a Rapanui 
student, and Retracing Routledge will culminate in an 
exhibition about the entire undertaking in Darlington 
at the end of 2015.

Stage 1: Darlington to Southampton: A 
300+ mile ultra run in 13 days

It felt only natural that any journey to follow in the 
footsteps of Katherine Routledge should begin in 
Darlington. Deciding exactly where to start running 
from was a slightly harder choice to make, but after 
a few discussions with my former high school, 
Hummersknott Academy, they happily agreed to act 
as the official departure point. We chose a date that fit 
with the school calendar and the project’s timeline, and 
February 14, 2014 was set as the official start date for 
Retracing Routledge. 

For those unfamiliar with Darlington, it is large 
town in the north of England situated on the major train 
line that runs from London to Edinburgh. However, it 
rose to a certain level of fame during the Industrial 
Revolution as the home of the modern railway, when 
the first steam locomotive ran from Stockton to 
Darlington in 1825. Edward Pease, Katherine’s great 
grandfather, played a major role in establishing the train 
line. The Pease family, notable members of the Quaker 
community, were instrumental in the development 
of Darlington in the late nineteenth century, and the 
wealth they accumulated eventually reached Katherine 
(who was born Katherine Maria Pease), and funded the 
Mana Expedition. In the weeks leading up to February 
14, I gave talks at Hummersknott Academy to students 
and staff to introduce the project, and also to a number 
of local organizations. As the morning of February 
14 approached, gear was finalized, accommodation 
along the route confirmed, and support team primed.  
It was a typically grey and overcast English February 
morning, but friendly members of the Darlington 
running community (Figure 1) and the Academy’s 
cross-country running team thankfully came out to join 
me. When everyone was ready, after photographs and 
interviews with local press, all runners lined up, and 
after the Headmaster fired an old starting pistol, which 
went off with an ear-popping bang – we were off and 
Retracing Routledge had started. 

The route for the run from Darlington to 
Southampton had been planned to be as direct and as 
flat as possible, which is fairly easy to accomplish in 
England. The Pennines are the major ‘hills’ that run 
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along the spine of the country, and meeting them was 
at some point inevitable, but the only time when that 
happened was on day four of the run. Climbing through 
a series of former coal mining communities, I ran up 
and over the edge of the Pennines. In total that day I 
climbed just over 1000 feet, and after that it felt like it 
was downhill all the way to Southampton! The weather 
was also a major factor that I had anticipated and 
equipped for – but winter 2014 in England was mild, 
and flooding rather than freezing temperatures became 
more of problem. In fact, when I reached the south 
of England on days eleven and twelve, some serious 
re-routing had to take place in areas that were cut off 
by flooded roads. The run was supported by a back-
up vehicle, which proved to be hugely significant in 
certain situations and ensured that I stayed on track and 
on time. On the odd occasion that a road was closed, or 
a path that was marked as public on a map was actually 
private on the ground, the support-car swooped in to 
redirect me. I ran carrying maps and a ‘route-card’ 
for each day, but even then I had to stay flexible to 
adapting the planned course. Thankfully, smart phones 
and a GPS running watch did make a huge difference 
to not only route finding and communication with the 
support-car, but also tracking and recording each day’s 
run. Every night I downloaded the data from my watch 
to see exactly where I went, the pace I was running and 
how much, if any, elevation I had gained. 

The physicality of running multiple long-distance 
days back-to-back was something I had prepared for 
as best I could in the months prior. The ‘ultra running’ 
community is open and friendly, and everyone I spoke 
to was willing to give me advice and tips for how to 
handle not only the impact of the miles on your body, 
but also on the mind. I gained inspiration from women 
such as Zoe Romano, who ran the 2000 mile course of 
the Tour de France in 2013 to raise money for the World 
Pediatric Project, and also Katherine and David Lowrie, 
ecologists who ran 5000 miles across South America 
on a ‘Mega Transect’ to record bird species. The key 
pieces of advice were mainly about recovery, and how 

important it would be each night to have an ice-bath, 
possibly wear compression socks or tights, and refuel 
and rehydrate adequately with the appropriate food and 
drink. The overall consensus was ‘you will be able to do 
it’ – which gave me great confidence, but it was still a 
daunting task and I had no idea how my body was going 
to react. Interestingly, my knees started to hurt first. No 
blisters, no cramping, just sore knees. Mentally, it was 
a battle from about day five onwards to ‘fire up’ my 
legs each morning and just get them moving. But the 
beauty of running from point to point each day was the 
constantly changing landscape, and discovering new 
parts of England. Additionally, because I was staying 
away from major roads and sticking to England’s 
network of minor roads, footpaths, and bridleways – 
I came across fascinating corners of countryside and 
numerous historical landmarks. On day seven, after 
deciding to follow a section of bridleway (designed 
for horses and mountain bikes, and ideal for runners 
with sore knees), I turned a corner and approached a 
section of thick, old oak forest. The trees were covered 
in emerald green lichen, whilst moss and damp leaf 
litter covered everything else. With a rough idea of 
where I was going, I followed the trail as it wound 
up the side of a large mound. Reaching the top, the 
sun beamed out from behind gathering clouds, and I 
turned around to be greeted by an impressive view of 
the surrounding countryside. The mound was an Iron-
Age hilltop fort, ‘Burrough Hill’, and research has 
shown that human activity in the area dates back to the 
Mesolithic. Reflecting for a moment, I realized that the 
run I was calling ‘ultra’ was nothing in comparison to 
the distances and efforts that people made in earlier 
eras, which paled to insignificance any niggling knee 
pain and certainly spurred me on! 

The final stretch of the run through England 
crossed the rolling flint hills of Hampshire and wound 
its way towards Southampton and Bursledon. The last 
day, February 26, took me from the cathedral city of 
Winchester to the small, Hamble riverside village of 
Bursledon (Figure 2) and the Jolly Sailor Pub. I was 
accompanied along the last, tight and twisty stretch 
of road, ‘Land’s End Lane’ by a friendly local runner 
named Aisling (Figure 3), and cruised to a final stop 
right underneath the pub’s sign, where family greeted 
me. But why end at Bursledon and the pub? In 1913, the 
Mana had set sail from Southampton’s docks, but in the 
lead up to their departure day, Katherine and William 
Scoresby Routledge had lived in a nearby cottage on 
the banks of the Hamble River, right next door to the 
Jolly Sailor Pub. The cottage still stands today, and at 
low tide it is possible to walk down to the riverbed and 
gain a view looking back at its white wooden window 
frames and picket fence standing out against its red 
brick construction (Figure 5). It wasn’t difficult at all 
to imagine the Routledges looking out across the water 

Figure 1.  Setting out on the run from Darlington, with 
members of Darlington Harriers.
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Figure 2. Standing underneath the final signpost towards the 
end of the run.

Figure 4. Map of England with Stage 1 run route.

Figure 3. The final few meters of the run through England, 
Stage 1.

Figure 5. Ewers Cottage next to the Jolly Sailor Pub on the 
banks of the Hamble River, England.

Day Start Finish Distance 
(miles)

Notes

1 Darlington Thirsk 26 All road. Company from Darlington runners.
2 Thirsk Tadcaster 32 Solo run – all road.
3 Tadcaster Campsall 22 Company from Andy – all road. 
4 Campsall Worksop 24 Hilly day. Solo run – tough.
5 Worksop Southwell 18 Sherwood Forest – mix of road and trails.
6 Southwell Melton Mowbray 24 Mostly off-road.
7 Melton Mowbray Market Harborough 18 Footpaths & bridleways – muddy!
8 Market Harborough Farthingstone 26 Brampton Valley Bike Path – perfect running surface. 
9 Farthingstone Bicester 26 All road – company from Helen & Simon.
10 Bicester Wallingford 32 Mix of road and trail. Company from Ben, Pete, Pierre 

and Baptiste.
11 Wallingford Kingsclere 23 Solo – mainly road run. Hit fl ooding. Thames high!
12 Kingsclere Winchester 24 More fl ooding! Solo run.
13 Winchester Bursledon 15 Last leg – mainly solo.

Table 1.  The route of Stage 1 from Darlington to Southampton (also see Figure 4)
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gathering inspiration for their impending expedition 
from the nautical atmosphere surrounding them. 

Stage 1 was complete, and the physical recovery 
from running was underway, but stage 2 and cycling in 
South America was now the next priority.

Stage 2: 1000 miles of cycling across 
Argentina and Chile

The Mana reached South America in June 1913, 
viewing the coast of Brazil at Pernambuco after 
crossing the Atlantic from the Cape Verde Islands. 
The boat then made its way south along the coast of 
Brazil reaching Rio in early July. Next, they sailed on 
to Buenos Aires, arriving at the city’s North Basin on 
August 17, 1913. 

To help place a time frame around Retracing 
Routledge, I had set the goal of arriving on Rapa Nui in 
time for the June 1 marathon. This deadline set certain 
limits on the available free time for cycling in South 
America – and if the project was to retrace the route of 
the Mana along its full course around the continent – 
well, we’d probably still be cycling!

After spending many hours pouring over maps, 
calculating times and distances, and researching 
viable cycling routes, an approach was chosen that 
would still allow us to ‘connect the dots’ of the 
Mana’s route – but in a more direct and practical way. 
And so, rather than visit every location the Mana 
docked at in South America, Stage 2 would leave 
from Buenos Aires, Argentina and aim directly west 
towards Santiago, Chile. 

A small team of three eager cyclists arrived in 
Buenos Aires on April 11 to begin Stage 2: Jesse, 
my husband, Simon, my brother, and me. It took us a 
number of hours to set up our bikes, and after solving 
a few problems in the process (missing parts, luckily 
found in one of Buenos Aires’ many bike shops); we 
began to explore the city. We spent our second evening 
at the edge of the Atlantic, reflecting on the massive 
changes that had taken place in South America since 
the Routledges and the Mana had visited. Shiny new 
high-rise buildings stood all around the North Basin 
where the Mana had docked, and flashy billboards 
advertised the latest shopping trends – just like any 
other major, commercial city in the modern world. 

The cycling began in earnest on April 13 and the 
first day was spent simply weaving our way out of 
the Buenos Aires metropolis. Long distance bicycle 
touring is not so uncommon in South America, and 
we mostly found that traffic gave us a wide berth. Yet 
buses and large trucks were the biggest concern, and 
we remained on constant high alert throughout the 
whole trip knowing the risks of potential collisions.

We settled into a cycling groove after a few days 
in the saddle. Life on a bicycle is fairly straightforward 

– just pedal – and for the first part of our route we were 
sticking to one major highway, ‘Ruta 8’ than took us 
west into the body of Argentina. Simon unfortunately 
had to leave the party after day three to return to life in 
the UK. Jesse and I pedalled on. 

Argentina is divided into 23 provinces, and the 
landscape of the large Buenos Aires province that we 
rolled through during the first week of cycling was 
extremely flat. The land was all agricultural, and as far 
as we could see, in use for bio fuel production. The fields 
were of industrial scale – no hedgerows or boundaries, 
just miles and miles of soy and maize. At the end of 
the week, we began to see the beginnings of harvest 
time. Large trucks gathered on the side of the road, 
whilst combine harvesters trundled off into the distance, 
plumes of dust drifting with the breeze in their wake.

During the second week, we began to climb, just 
ever so slightly but it was enough for our legs to feel. 
Reaching Río Cuarto in the province of Cordoba was 
the first big landmark, a major city and agricultural 
hub for the surrounding area. We found a municipal 
campground but did little more than shower, eat, 
and sleep. Over the next few days we left the major 
highway and found some minor roads where the 
landscape began to change – we passed more widely 
varying topography and began to finally see cattle in 
the roadside fields. 

With our bikes and bodies holding up well, we 
pushed on for Mendoza, the city at the edge of the 
Andes famous for its wine. We had planned to take 
one rest day here, but unfortunately due to a 24-hour 
sickness bug that I contracted, our stay in Mendoza 
took three days out of our schedule. At the time, it was 
the only thing we could do, knowing that the climb 
out of Mendoza would require a lot of energy and I 
therefore had to rest and recover, but it would later 
come back to bite us in the tail.

When we were finally ready to leave Mendoza, 
we cycled off with a sense of immense trepidation. 
We had two weeks of cycling behind us, but now the 

Figure 6. Stopping to check distances on the side of the road 
in Argentina.
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real test would begin. The first climb was into the 
foothills, as we made our way towards the mountain 
town of Uspallata. Instead of taking the highway, we 
followed a ‘provincial’ route 52, which turned out to 
be the best choice, although it was not a sealed road. 
The top of the pass rose to 9,700 feet, from where we 
gained an impressive vista of the true Andes. With 
very little traffic, great weather and numerous guanaco 
sightings, within two days we had made it up and over 
to Uspallata.  

Uspallata sits at roughly 6,000 feet above sea 
level. It is a dusty crossroads town, bustling with 
visitors from all over Argentina, Chile, and the world. 
It is also the Argentine hub for climbers heading 
towards Aconcagua, skiers, and in the summer, white-
water rafters. Highway number 7 leads out of the town 
and up the Río Mendoza valley towards the border 
with Chile, and that was the road we took on the 
morning of April 29. 

Within a few miles of leaving Uspallata on a 
bright and sunny morning (Figure 7), we hit a strong 
headwind funnelling down the valley. At first we 
handled the conditions with fairly casual indifference, 
but we soon realized the wind wasn’t about to abate. 
The difficulty of cycling into the wind was not only 
the strength it required just to stay on course with a 
gear-laden bike, but also the fact that the wind was 
gusting, buffeting the bikes from side to side. To add to 
the experience, large trucks moving between Argentina 
and Chile heavily use the road, and any time a truck 
went past, the force created a huge draw that not only 
buffeted, but seriously swayed our over-sized set-ups 
from side to side. We stopped for lunch, exhausted, 
wind burnt, and dehydrated. The conditions only 
added to the dramatic scenery around us – massive red 
valley walls with convoluted features. The valley itself 
was fairly barren, the cold waters of the Río Mendoza 
carving down through the bedrock, leaving massive 
shingle banks where little grew. We were making such 
slow progress that we had to stop before our planned 
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destination, and reaching a tiny roadside village, 
enquired about accommodation or places to camp. Our 
question was answered with the reply, “But it’s going 
to snow!” After a brief conversation, we were directed 
towards the police station – for more advice. At the 
tiny police station, that was more of a ‘post’ than a full 
station, a smart, astute but friendly officer opened the 
door to our knock. After a lengthy discussion about our 
trip, the weather and our options, he kindly offered us a 
very basic, but warm and draft free room for the night. 
Winter had arrived early, and by the time we woke the 
next morning, two feet of snow had fallen, closing the 
road and the border with Chile. 

The next day, we returned to Uspallata with the 
police officer, bikes in his truck, tails between our 
legs. There was nothing to do but wait for the snow 
to be cleared, and hope it was a freak early storm. Our 
research and planning had indicated that we should 
have been able to clear the pass by mid-April – but 
there are exceptions to every rule. It took five days for 
the road to open, and the next time we cycled out of 
Uspallata, it was under very different circumstances. 
Jesse was leaving, his available window of time 
having expired, but I had joined forces with two other 
cyclists, Erica and Andy, who were also going to 
Santiago. With rested legs and a renewed mission, I 
finally reached the Chilean border after a two-day ride 
back up the valley, this time with Erica and Andy – no 
wind and no snow. 

The Routledges had also spent time in the valley 
of the Río Mendoza and I was able to connect with 
their path. In January 1914, on a side-trip while the 
Mana was being repaired in Talcahuano, Katherine 
and William had taken the Trans Andean Railway from 
Santiago up into the Andes, crossing through the border 
tunnel and departing the train at a stop called Inca 
Bridge. The railway itself does not operate any longer, 
but many remnants of its workings still lie in place 
– stretches of track, the snow shelters that were built 
out of corrugated iron and many of the old platforms 
and signals. To cross the border back into Chile, the 
Routledges transferred onto mules, and rode up series 
of switchbacks that took them up to the original pass, 
which had existed long before the tunnel was built. 
They are known as the Cristo Redentor, named after 
the statue that stands on the border line between the 
two countries at over 12,000 feet. The snow once again 
held me back, and I was unfortunately unable to cycle 
over the switchbacks (Figure 8). I was quite surprised 
to read that Katherine had found it “a delightful and 
easy expedition” (Routledge 1919:106) when they had 
ridden over the border. But maybe that would have 
also been my attitude if I’d been there in January, was 
riding a mule, and had been at sea for nearly a year! 
It is also a testament to the fortitude and approach of 
Katherine and William. 

Figure 7. Cycling towards the Andes on the road out of 
Uspallata.
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The final leg of the bike ride was downhill all 
the way. After exiting the tunnel, the stark difference 
between the two sides of the mountains was instantly 
visible, and the black, jagged rocks were a huge 
contrast to the grey and red, sloping valley of the Río 
Mendoza. Descending into Chile on the road via a set 
of switchbacks (29 in total) and after clearing customs, 
the cycling was, actually, delightful and easy. Erica, 
Andy, and I pedalled right into the center of Santiago 
two days later – the final stretch of cycling having 
taken us past vineyards, through urban developments 
and the dusty city limits. 

With Stage 2 now finished, I had to regroup, turn 
around and prepare for Rapa Nui.

Stage 3: The 40 mile ‘Ara Mahiva’ run 
around Rapa Nui

May 14, 2014 arrived, and the final stage of Retracing 
Routledge on Rapa Nui was underway. After a visit to 
the museum and a day reacquainting myself with the 
pace and vibe of Rapa Nui life, I began to work my 
way through a list of sites and scenes to visit. I also 
began preparing for the final part of the fundraising 
challenge, the marathon, and very quickly found 
myself taking part in a new ‘Night Run’ – 10km of 
running around Hanga Roa under starry skies. 

As part of the ‘retracing’ element of the project, 
and also to look at how time has changed many of 
the places where the Routledges worked, I undertook 
the compilation of a photographic log. The Mystery 
of Easter Island by Katherine was my reference, 
guidebook, and companion on many long days spent 
cycling around the island from site to site.

I had come across a term deep in the pages of 
Katherine’s book, which kept drawing me back time 
and time again: Ara Mahiva. A major part of the Mana 
Expedition’s work looked at ancient roads that radiate 
out from Rano Raraku. But Katherine also described 
what islanders told her was the Ara Mahiva, a different 
road (ara) that a spirit or deity – named Mahiva, had 
created. The Ara Mahiva wound around the entire 
coastline of the island. In certain areas, mainly the 
south coast, it had turned into a path used mostly by 
fishermen, but in other areas, specifically the north and 
west of the island, it could be seen following the rocky 
shoreline. Katherine mused over the origins of the Ara 
Mahiva:

“There is no reason to suppose that it is due to the 
imported livestock, and it has no connection with 
ahu, or the old native centres of population, yet to 
have been so worn by naked feet it must constantly 
have been used. This silent witness to a forgotten 
past is one of the most mysterious and impressive 
things on the island.” (Routledge 1919:199).

Day Distance
(miles)

Elevation
gain (ft)

Towns visited

1-3 134 0 Escobar and Arrecifes.

4-7 203 444 Colón, Venado Tuerto, La 
Carlota.

8-11 200 3,106 Río Cuarto, El Volcán.

12-15 164 724 Balde, La Paz, San Martín.

16-20 
(including 
2 rest days)

108 7,512 Mendoza, Villavicencio, 
Uspallata.

21* 30 1,175 Polvadera.

22-end 166 3,810 Uspallata, Santiago.

Figure 9. Route map of bicycle leg from Buenos Aires to 
Santiago, Stage 2.

Figure 8. At the bottom of the snow covered Cristo Redentor.

Table 2.  Route and cycling distances in South America (also 
see Figure 9).  * Snow delay
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By the end of the following week, I had decided 
to change the original plan of the project and instead 
of running the marathon, would instead attempt to run 
the route of the Ara Mahiva. The more I read and the 
longer I spent on the island the more it just seemed to 
make sense - retracing an ancient road that Katherine 
herself described was more fitting to the mission.

Any trace or form of the Ara Mahiva today exists 
in a very different state – as you can imagine, but it is 
still possible to cover a large proportion of the island’s 
coastline on foot. Erosion processes have changed the 
detail of the coastline dramatically, livestock now roam 
much more freely, and parcels of land are now privately 
owned. But with plenty of provisions and a clear day of 
weather, I felt it was not an impossible task. 

In between trips around the island, going back and 
forth to the museum and preparing for the island run, 
I also visited the Aldea School. I had an opportunity 
to meet with a group of students and their teacher, 
Francisca Contessa. The group, who were learning 
English, all wanted to work in the tourism industry. 
The students had also recently researched the Mana 
Expedition and Katherine Routledge, in light of the 
centennial anniversary of Katherine’s stay on the 
island. I watched a great short film they had written 
and acted in, which depicted Juan Tepano recounting 
a Rapanui legend to Katherine. We exchanged stories 
and I then gave a small presentation about Retracing 
Routledge in England and South America, and also 
explained the recent update to follow the Ara Mahiva 
path (Figure 10). The students expressed concern at the 
fact that I was going to run alone, and suggested I make 
an offering to the island’s spirits, an umu tahu, before 
going anywhere. 

The day I had scheduled to do the run soon arrived, 
and on Saturday, May 31, I set off at 8 am towards Tahai, 
just as the low autumnal sun was rising. Breakfast had 

consisted of black coffee, some oatmeal with manjar 
and a local banana. I had also boiled a piece of chicken 
breast, dropping it into a bag while it was still steaming 
hot – and carried it with me. When I reached Tahai, 
I found a small hollow in the ground in front of Ahu 
Vai Ure, knelt down and made a small umu tahu. I 
placed the steaming chicken in the hole as an offering 
of thanks to the island and everyone who had helped 
to the project to happen – just as the Aldea students 
had recommended. Only the wind created any sound 
as it whistled around me, the temperature was perfect 
for running, and as I stood up, I pulled on my running 
pack, started the GPS watch, and started running.

Route description

1. Tahai to ‘Anakena
The first section of the run took in the seaward slopes 
of Terevaka and followed the coast north/north-east out 
of Hanga Roa. For those familiar with the coastal hike 
to ‘Anakena Beach, this is the route I followed. The 
topography definitely created an interesting challenge 
for running and it was a constant battle to resist the 
urge to gaze out to sea and instead keep my eyes on the 
ground! There were no major climbs on this section, 
just a few gullies to traverse in areas of heavy erosion. 
As the coastline began to curve, I reached Hanga Oteo 
and ran through the lonely cow station. Just as I began 
to sense that ‘Anakena must surely be approaching, at 
the top of the next small climb, the distinct features 
of the Poike Peninsula appeared on the horizon and I 
knew that meant the beach wasn’t too far away. 

2. ‘Anakena to Tongariki
Reaching ‘Anakena was the first milestone of the run, 
meaning one third was complete. The plan had been to 
refill my water bottles at the food and drink stands, or 
the bathrooms, but they weren’t open at that time on a 
Saturday morning. My supplies were still in good shape 
thankfully, I just knew I’d have to be conservative to 
ensure they lasted the whole day. Running across the 
beach, I felt slightly euphoric but it didn’t last for long 
since soon enough I was climbing out of the bay and 
up around the Ovahe headland. From the highest point 
I could see the crystal clear turquoise water below, 
which looked incredibly inviting, but I ploughed on. 
I picked up the surfaced road for the next section of 
coastline and was joined by two dogs, one of which 
accompanied me for the rest of the day (Figure 11)! I 
ran the stretch of road leading up to Poike at a slower 
pace in anticipation of the energy that would be soon 
needed. Just before I reached Poike, I took a quick 
break and rested in the shade of an ahu. A large chunk 
of po‘e was part of my food for the day, and I threw a 
small piece over my shoulder, and then set off on the 
climb up the northern edge of Poike. 

Figure 10. Sharing the project with a group of students at the 
Aldea.
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I found myself following a cow trail as I climbed 
up towards the highest part of the peninsula, which was 
much easier to run on compared to the thick grassland, 
but it led me unwittingly away from the coast, and I 
started to run inland. At a cattle watering hole, I ran into 
a kettle of hawks, unsettling them from their resting 
place in the grass. They scattered in the sky around me, 
which snapped me out of my cattle-trail plod, and I 
readjusted my route to head towards the coast again. 
The ocean appeared over the edge of the peninsula and 
soon enough I spied the features of Tongariki.

3. Tongariki to Tahai
It took a while to find a path and an easy way ‘down’ 
from Poike, but eventually I made my way to Tongariki, 
where I took a short break before picking up the 
southern coast road. With the peak of Rano Kau in the 
distance there was something to aim for – but it seemed 
a long way off. The sun still had some intensity and as 
it beamed down there were even a few patches of heat 
haze over the road surface. In due course, as is often the 
case on Rapa Nui, a light rain cloud blew in providing 
some much needed precipitation and refreshment. 

At the point where the roads splits, and just before 
I began to follow the dirt road towards Rano Kau, I 
realized my water supply would not see me through 
the final few hours of the run. Luckily, I was close to 
a tiny white house but it only had rainwater to drink 
and the owner held his hands up as he explained that 
it could make me ill! At that point, I really didn’t have 
any choice, and I willingly accepted, also holding my 
hands up. We chatted for a while, and feeling seriously 
refreshed after two glasses of rainwater, I began the 
final section of the run.

The climb up to the peak of Rano Kau started at 
the archaeological site of Vinapu (a place I knew very 
well from the work I had conducted there in 2005 with 
‘A Po). The first part required some serious hiking 
through a dense patch of lupine vegetation. Once back 
into the open, the craggy slope showed its true colors, 
it was steep and rough underfoot, but I found a final 
reserve of energy to speed hike up the seaward edge 
of the crater.  The views were breathtaking, and when 
I finally reached the highest point, I was literally lost 
for words! The land fell away and looking down to the 
sea my eyes scanned across to the motu, and then back, 
up to the Kari Kari. I sat down for a moment to soak up 
the dramatic scenery, but then reluctantly stood up to 
resume running, the route now following the rim of the 
crater. Gusts of wind occasionally rushed around me, 
but the path rolled along. Soon enough, I found the trail 
that led down towards Hanga Roa and steadily began 
the final descent towards Tahai. 

Figure 11. At Tongariki with the little black dog that ran with 
me for about 20 miles.

Figure 13. Route map (not GPS track) from the run around 
Rapa Nui.

Figure 12. At the edge of Rano Kau, looking over the motu.
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When I reached Tahai, I stopped in front of Ahu 
Vai Ure and looked up at the moai once again. It had 
taken me nine hours to complete a forty mile loop of 
the island, staying as close to the coast as I possibly, 
safely, and respectfully could. With a mixture of relief, 
tiredness, and happiness, I lied down in the grass to 
look up at the sky. A moment later, Francisca from 
the Aldea greeted me, and she luckily remembered to 
record the moment on camera. 

The remaining few days that I had on the island 
were spent gathering final images, checking references 
and books that people had recommended, spending 
time with my host family, and visiting friends. The 
closing of Stage 3 on Rapa Nui came to an end all 
too quickly, but a new perspective of the island had 
been gained, thanks again to the work of Mrs. K. M. 
Routledge. 

Conclusion

Retracing Routledge began with the goals of celebrating 
the 100th anniversary of the Mana Expedition by 
following the path of the expedition, exploring changes 
that have taken place in the world in the last 100 
years, and sharing the accomplishments of Katherine 
Routledge with the town of Darlington. 

With a number of the original goals either 
completed or near completion, the work of continuing 
to share the project goes on. With the use of social media 
and thanks to local, national UK, and international 
press, the project has already been able to share its 
achievements with a wide range of people all over the 
world, from Rapa Nui to Darlington, on and offline. 

At the Festival of Thrift in Darlington, September 
2014, I gave a talk about the project to a group of 
enthusiastic festival goers who came to listen because 
of interests in either archaeology or travel. I also 
met with the Darlington Soroptimists to present the 
project and travelled full circle back to Hummersknott 
Academy to share a full update with the school in 
person. Hummersknott Academy’s Art department 
also worked with Kando Arts to create a shadow 
puppet theatre production inspired by the Mana 
Expedition’s story.

A further stage of Retracing Routledge will take 
place at the end of 2015 in Darlington. A selection of 
images from both the 1914 and 2014 journeys will be on 
display to the public at an exhibition in Darlington town 
centre. There will also be public talks and presentations 
about the project. Additionally, a full account of the 

project will be available by the end of the year in book 
format, discussing environmental changes in the last 
century, and also the concept of an ‘expedition’ in 
relation to historical and modern cases, including the 
Mana Expedition and Retracing Routledge.

The fundraising work of the project took place 
in partnership with Pacific Aid Australia. Originally 
the plans were to raise funds for the placement of a 
‘BioMAX’ unit on island, which would treat sewage 
on a small scale, and produce a class of grey water 
that could be used for restricted irrigation purposes. 
Unfortunately, due to a combination of factors, the 
BioMAX didn’t receive enough backing and was 
ultimately sidelined. This led to a new examination of 
potential sources for donations that were made to the 
project, and the Easter Island Foundation Scholarship 
Program was chosen as the recipient for the funds. 
A new scholarship was created for 2015: The Mana 
Scholarship for Environmental Studies, which has 
been awarded to a young Rapanui women enrolled in 
an Environmental Engineering University program in 
Valparaíso.
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