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3

Editor’s Letter
April 2021 has come and gone and it was an extremely busy month. We had two events that that
members attended. The gates on the 11th of April which was well attended and the Tembe Elephant Fund
Raising Weekend. We also had part 3 of the Treasure Hunt. Unfortunately, Trevor did not have any
photos sent to him, so we are not sure if it was due to the school holidays, Easter and having the gates and
members having to carry our repairs to their vehicles after the gates (like us with Green Dragon) or whether
the steps put people off or the thought of going into the military base.
Our grandson is growing big and strong and he and our daughter saw
their respective doctors during April and were given the all clear. Both
are doing really well and Clayton is now starting to plump up nicely.
Even their one-eyed
cat Hissy, has settled
down well into life
with a baby in the
house. After Clayton
was born and arrived
home, Hissy was only
seen at meal times.
Now he is at home
most of the time.
Russell had to do
some major repairs to Green Dragon after the gates at Non-Stop. On my way home, I heard a snapping
sound around Cato Ridge area on the N3 and when I arrived at Marianhill Toll Plaza and tried to pull off
behind a line of other vehicles waiting to pay, I suddenly had no drive. I engaged low range and then diff
lock, took it back to high range and once again had drive. There was a nasty grinding noise all the way
home and I drove at about 70kms per hour all the way home. Each time I went past a road where one of our
members lives, I was relieved as I was getting closer to home. Russell had been ill and hadn’t gone to the
gates with me so it was only the next weekend
on the Friday afternoon that he started to have
a look to see what was wrong with Green
Dragon.
I drove her for a week as we still had not
sorted out the charging problem on Big Blue.
This was sorted the same weekend that Green
Dragon was repaired and happened to be the
plug that fits onto the alternator. We had to
get a new battery as well as the previous
battery had died due to being on and off
charge so often.
The rear diff was damaged. When he removed
the magnetic drain plug, it was covered with
metal filings. That snapping sound that I heard could have been the pin snapping.
Some of the teeth on the gears are really badly chipped. Luckily, he had brought a
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complete back axle about a year back that was sitting in the parking lot at the
company he works for. He asked one of his work mates who owns a bakkie, if he could pick it up and
drop it off. At lunch time on the Saturday morning, the axle was dropped off. He removed the diff from
that and between him and Trevor, they fitted the new diff.
Unfortunately, with Green Dragon, she is continued to make a grinding noise and I thought it was coming
from the gear box. Russell’s moto is that when it breaks, he will know what to fix. Until then, drive it. I
will let you know in the May 2021 newsletter what was causing this grinding noise.
Your newsletter editor
Bridget Slogrove
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Calendar of Forthcoming Events
LROC KZN Provisional Events Diary 2021
When

What & Where

Contact
Information person

9th Apr - 8th
May 2021

Treasure Hunt Part 3

Email sent
out

Trevor
081 276 6008

11th May to 10
June 2021

Treasure Hunt Part 4

Email sent
out

Keith Oliver
084 402 0202

11th Apr 2021

1st Gates of 2021 at
Non-stop Adventures

Details to
follow

23rd to 27th Apr
2021

Tembe Elephant
Fundraising weekend

Emails sent
by Bridget

16th May 2021

Ngoye Forest, Mtunzini

Details to
follow
Details to
follow

12 to 13 June
2021

2nd Gates of 2021 at
High-Stakes
Hluhluwe/Umfolozi
Game Reserve Camp
Over

27th June 2021

3rd Gates of 2021 at Big
Rock

Details to
follow

18th July 2021

Ngoye Forest, Mtunzini

Details to
follow

29th August
2021

4th Gates of 2021 at
Highstakes - Time Trial

Details to
follow

30th May 2021

Grade

3&5
Bridget
0832700238

3&5

Details to
follow
3&5

3&5

Trail Grading : All our events/trails are graded according to the 5 grades below.
1. Complete novice soft dirt trail, no low range required. Suitable for all Land Rovers including the Freelander.
2. Limited low range required but suitable for the novice driver. Suitable for all Land Rovers including the Freelander.
3. Low range and limited off road knowledge required. Suitable for all Land Rovers with certain trails not suitable for the Freelander.
4. A low range technical trail suitable for the experienced. The inexperienced will be able to do the trail, as long as assistance will be
available from the more experienced members. Suitable for all Land Rovers except the Freelander.
5. Extremely technical. Suitable for the experienced and/or modified vehicle only with the possibility of vehicle damage.
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New Members
Remember, it’s your club and you will get out of it what you want to. You have purchased THE BEST 4 x 4 x
FAR and now it’s time to use it. See you at the next club event.
New Members for Newsletter
MemberNo Prefix Initials Surname MemberName Salutation
693

Mr and W
Mrs

Tozer

Wayne

Email Address

Cell
No

Wayne and quattropd@hotmail.com 084
Christine
406
2040
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Date
M/ship
Joined
202105 Full

Advertising
FOR SALE
Defender Td5 engine and gearbox. Still in the vehicle for any potential buyer to test.
Owner looking to fit a replacement engine and gearbox.
Pietermaritzburg area.
R30 000 o.n.c.o.
Contact Hugh Harvey 082 953 3092
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Squeaky Mr Landy by Karin Marwick
Watson
One of our members wives has written a book all about the adventures of Squeaky Mr Landy. The story is
based on the adventures of a little land rover that comes over to South Africa on a big ship and is bought by
a couple who take him on amazing adventures. This is a children’s book but even I read it from cover to
cover. There are even a bunch of questions in the back to see how well your child has read the book.
This is the first book in the series and I am sure there are going to be
many more in this series.
Please support Karin and buy one of these books for your own
children/grandchildren. You can contact Karin on 067 164 9800 to get
your copy.
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Of Silver Streams and fings! – Another
chapter in the life of a Retard – By the Chairman
Well it’s been a long time since I sat behind the keys of my
trusty laptop, and I must confess to feeling a little like my Landy
at the moment, old, tired and more than a little rusty!
I thought maybe I would tap into the dark recesses of my
cranial cavity, in the hope that my last remaining brain cell,
which has been rather sedentary lately, might be cajoled into
doing some mental recovery.
So, I thought I would regale you all with our latest adventure in
the life of an ever-so-slightly slightly retarded merry-go-round
casualty.
Picture the scene. It’s Friday afternoon, and the prospect of a
trail into the valley to celebrate Don Erwin’s sad demise is looming. A perfunctory glance under the chassis is
required, in order all is still straight before venturing out to bend it again. Somewhere, sometime, a track rod guard
has gone AWOL, and yours truly is concerned.
Slithering on the oil stained Buffalo grass, mild steel and Stanley tape in hand, the ominous sight of a rather large
and unsightly glob of grease protruding from the front left swivel bearing looms, followed closely by series of diesel
drips onto the lens of my Dischem special 3.5 plus factor peepers. “Das is nicht Gut! Herr Oberst!” he said,
illuminated by the light of the only working Kamp Kenlgrad headlamp.
Wot started it all!
So rather than risk an unnecessary breakdown, it was decided
to haul Dusky off to Jeff at Tuneserve for some TLC. For some
time before, Dusky had suddenly developed somewhat if a
thirst for Radiator Coolant, TD5 for the use of, and It was
decided to add this to list of things to check, as a precautionary
measure.
Hands clasped in Prayer to the Gods of Access Bond, Dusky was
delivered and the waiting game commenced.
Sadly, for me, my bankers and my wallet, the news was not
good. After scrutinizing Dusky With his usual intense scrute, the
gut wrenching news was delivered that Dusky needed cranial
surgery, and like her owner, she needed a serious head job, some work to the seals in the front axle, a new fuel
pressure regulator, some new springs upfront and some sundry other bushes, bits and bobs.
A rather disconcerting two weeks or so followed, during which time there was a considerable amount of pining for
her in House Moowah and a constant checking and rechecking of the abacus, to ensure there would be sufficient
funds in the coffers to meet the expense.
In the interim, some 30 years before, I had made Sybil an offer she did not understand and requested her hand
and all the other good-looking bits, in marriage. As this was a rather special milestone in our lives, it seemed like
a good reason for her, to drag me off to the mountains, to celebrate, or perhaps to finally push me off a cliff and
claim on the insurance cover.
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Jeff in his usual courteous and efficient manner, pulled out all the stops, and no doubt a
few hairs too, to get Dusky ready for me, and during his labours identified a suspect diesel pump as well, and out
of the goodness of his heart replaced it with a reconditioned or second hand one, in order to save me some
shekels, and to ensure that Sybil would not have to push us uphill at some stage of our looming journey. Cranial
surgery in Jeffs surgery
Dusky and I were reunited with 3 days to go before our trip, which was
ample time for me to remember how to use her, check her fluid levels and
remind that my gas bottles needed topping up.
LPG cannisters in situ, I ventured off to Umgeni Road to the gas re-filler,
having removed as much of the surface rust and flaking paint off my gas
bottles that I could, with the hope that aforesaid gas refiller would not
confiscate them. Luckily, they did not and after loading Dusky, I turned the
ignition.
Nothing! Nada! Not even an explosion! After a few silent prayers and a
jiggle or two on the spade connector she sprung into life, but to the
melodious tune of a Bendix bending, or whatever else a Bendix is not
supposed to do. Now with a silent prayer that I would get home, I set off to
Midas to get some spare globes for my trailer, and parked face downhill
just in case. Just as well I did. For the second time that afternoon, the
Bendix screeched and after much cranking and strange pitiful looks from passers-by, she cranked over.
This was not what I needed less than 48 hours before a long uphill climb and a camping weekend in the middle of
nowhere on untried and tested repairs. I frantically called Jeff, hoping that the cellular connection would not ignite
the gas cannisters on the rear seat, or his patience fuse, and he kindly agreed to let me drive her up to him, so he
could try and establish what was faulty, with a dash of speed.
I screeched into his lot at about 4 pm, flustered and deeply concerned that my starter motor was packing up and
that I would now have to cancel my weekend as an alternative anniversary present.
Jeff to my eternal gratitude pulled out all the stops, and after diagnosing faulty starter motor solenoids and an
excessively noisy fuel pump, elected despite his current workload to get us good to go in time. So new solenoid kit
and fuel pump installed, I got the call on Friday afternoon late, to pick Dusky up.
Frantic packing ensued on Friday night and early Saturday morning, we pointed Dusky in the general direction of
uphill and progressed on our journey, festooned with trailer and enough kit, booze and food to cater for the wake, if
Sybil decided to hurl me off the cliffs, as well as all the necessary extra canvas for the girls and the girls, stopping in
at BP Oasis en-route to meet up with the parentals, who were
coming along for the celebrations, or to help Sybil push!
Meeting the parentals
The trundle uphill was slow and laborious, as we hauled our
way to Underberg, with my ears craning for the melodious
sound of the new fuel pump operating and my left eye glued
to the temperature gauge and Madman LED’S just in case. We
stopped off in Boston briefly to collect some stuff from
Kingsley and perchance had an encounter in the forecourt
with the Cullen family, who similarly were headed inland
although I must confess, with masks on I did not know who I
was talking to at the time. (I did apologize later!)
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It was rather a nerve-wracking tow, as I had not had much chance to do any extended
driving of Dusky after her repair, but despite the slow and sluggish haul, we trundled into Underberg to fill up.
The haul up seemed somewhat thirstier than previous trips I have done, but I assumed this was as a result of the
load, headwinds and head-job.
As is perfunctory, I unplugged the brad Harrison from the trailer at the pumps, filled up and we set off to Silver
Streams camp site, our weekend destination.
There are two turnoffs to the camp, and with parentals in tow, shortly after we bypassed the first turnoff, my Dad
pulled up next to us with Mom gesticulating madly from the passenger side as if something was amiss. As we had
just passed the first signboards to Silver Streams, we assumed they were indicating that we had missed the turnoff,
but with a thumbs up out the window to indicate that they were in the hands of a navigator extreme, we proceeded
to the dirt road number 2.
Some 28 Km into the dirt road, we saw our first signs of agricultural life with farmers ploughing fields and the
soothing smell of agricultural diesel permeated the cab, albeit briefly.
Finally with a sigh of relief we pulled into the Silver Streams campsite, intact and without any breakdown e -route,
which was a huge relief and weight off my mind. Sybil sprang into action to book in as I casually exited the car,
leaving Dusky idling. As I moved to the rear, I was greeted by the overwhelming pungent smell of Shell Ultra, 50ppm,
Moore for the use of and the sight of a rather ominous looking diesel trail disappearing under my trailer in the
general direction of Underberg and the sound of a nearby cascade.
Even sadder was the fact that the cascade was coming from under Dusky! A perfunctory glance at my fuel gauge as I
hurriedly shut the factory down, revealed consumption of about 45 litres to do 30 km!!!! I had been so mesmerized
by the sight of the looming Drakensberg, that I had not been looking at my fuel gauge along the road. It explained
the diesel smell!
Of diesel and dust
With many expletives later, and a beautiful diesel trail leading
from the reception to our lushly manicured grassed campsite
just in case we got lost, we debussed and de-trailered. It was
around this time that I discovered the remnants of my Brad
Harrison plug! Somehow, I had forgotten to plug it back in, and
for the last 30 km it had been bouncing off the tar and every
conceivable bump in the road until destruction. It’s what the
parentals were trying to tell me, much to their frustration at
my grin and thumbs up from the window at the time! (There is
one in every family isn’t there)
Thank God the sparks of the two electrodes touching each
other intermittently had not ignited any diesel as we trundled. It did of course mean that there was a distinct
possibility that my beers were now potentially warm as well, which added to my misery.
The one consolation was that we were able after much slipping and sliding around our rig, able to find a bit of
uncontaminated site upon which to push the trailer the erect the tents and avoid the diesel trail, while I
contemplated how the hell I would sort the problem out and more importantly, how we were going to get back
home.
Fortunately for me-myself-I, I had some years back arranged for an access panel to be cut in the bin at the back,
and while the parentals and girls were erecting as much of the camp they could, I unpacked the entire back of
Dusky and performed open back surgery. After some frantic googling and a few videos to Jeff of the fuel gushing
from my tank like a Red Adair Brent Crude well, I resigned myself that trying to fix the
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problem in the 4 degree temperature and fading light was not an option, and that
tomorrow was another day. Consoled by the fact that we were not going anywhere in a hurry anyway, we lit out
fire inside the tent, had supper and retired for the night, to the sounds of pinging metal shrinking in the frost, the
gentle aroma of 50ppm in the sleeping bags and the gurgling of crickets drowning in the saturated grass all over
the site. Din dins while the crickets drown
The sun rose on Sunday morning, and by the time my digits
had thawed enough to open my toolbox, it was surgery time.
With nurse Sybil in attendance, we finally established that the
fuel delivery pipe on the new fuel pump had come adrift. After
a hurried apprenticeship in all things fuel pump related, and
with much cursing and swearing, I finally established that it
was a little plastic clip that had somehow not engaged the fuel
line properly and with the corrugations on the dirt road, must
have just popped out. Any-hoo, it got re-assembled, and with
Sybil behind the wheel a 60km/h test drive with me in the
back slipping and sliding in diesel all over the load-bin, whilst
videoing the repair for my memoirs, it seemed we had solved
the leak. Yes – that pipe there – the green one!
Quite how much fuel we had left was of concern, but having now had my
fill of disaster, I resigned myself to enjoy what was left of day as a mountain
hike was on the cards and I was now extremely nervous that Sybil was
indeed going to push me off a cliff.
As lady luck would have it, Richard Cullen and family had also decided to
camp at Silver Streams, and after commiserating with me, and accepting my
apologies for not recognizing him in Boston, nice chap that he is, he did
elect to lend us support on the road home should we need it, which was
reassuring, That was still a few days away, and we did not want to burden
them with our troubles but was definitely a huge comfort should we come
unstuck.
A thoroughly enjoyable remainder of our long weekend break ensued, with
some of the most memorable sunrises and sunsets and mountain walks,
including our
traditional winter
plunge ensued. Silver Streams has to be one of the most
beautiful little parks we have camped in. The streams nearby
are absolutely crystal clear, and trout abound. Although not
the majestic Berg as such, the scenery is astonishing and the
walk to the Twin Pools, although about 10km long in round trip
total, was very cathartic and the swim in the frigid waters at
the end, certainly got the custard pumps pumping.
Twin Pools – Crystal clear and refreshing
Some amusement did ensue when the girls had just finished
shedding their clothes and changing into their costumes,
when a whole gaggle of campers appeared over the horizon, nearly catching them all in the buff. The reverse
process was similarly well staged, with nobody having their modesty affected, but it was a close shave on both
occasions.
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Plungers about to plunge
When not climbing the mountains, we played some tennis,
and looked for lots of tennis balls in the shrubbery, and
generally had a calm and relaxing weekend with the folks,
celebrating our nuptials and sitting around the campfire in
the frigid night air toasting marshmallows and our toes.
We will definitely recommend this park to all and will
definitely take the club there one weekend this year as it
really is such an astonishingly beautiful venue, well managed,
tranquil and above all peaceful.

As with all good things, the weekend had to come to an end,
and it was with some trepidation that we set off for Underberg
to refuel, with parentals providing the support rear guard,
having repacked Dusky in such a way that I could access the
fuel pump should we have a relapse on the road (No fun when
you see how much we tote along at the best of times, but for
once Sybil was very happy I had packed what I did, and I think
now understands why us men do so!).
We had a small stop at the farm robots to break the journey
back to the tar road Waiting for green
We made it safely without incident to Underberg where we able
to refill the tank and grab a great cuppa the coffee shop to
settle nervous stomachs and empty bladders. Dusky purred like
a kitten all the way from Underberg, to about 3 km from the top
of the mountain pass between Underberg and Boston.
Suddenly, and without warning, a large fog descended over the
bonnet, which was strange as there were no clouds in the sky.
Maddie the Madman started screaming at me! Yup, you
guessed it, the radiator! Fog on the Tyne is all mine, all mine

For some inexplicable reason, Dusky chose that time and
location to shed her radiator of the primary hose. Fortunately,
the hose was intact, but it had parted company with the
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radiator completely, and there was not a full bladder among us to top her up!
The hose Boss – she is broken!
Thank God I had packed additional water and anti-freeze as
a Just-In-Case measure and thank God the parentals were
behind with an additional supply of Bon Aqua. With much
cursing and scalding of fingers, I was able to re-attach the hose
and bleed the system, and we were able to proceed, albeit
now very gingerly and 15 litres lighter until Boston, where we
pulled off at the garage to check everything. I contemplated
giving Kinglsey a call, as he stays right across the road, but
decided he probably needed a weekend break himself and
with the whole gang in tow, he would have probably been
very intimidated by the sudden and unexpected rent-a-crowd.
Fortunately, all appeared good, and we headed off on our merry way again after a quick toasted sarmie and another
cup of Java, now more anxious than ever to get closer to home and a Land River indie near you. We narrowly
escaped having a farm tractor trailer remove the complete left-hand side of Dusky in the garage forecourt as we
laboured under the bonnet before we left, which was a close call.
With one eye fixed on my Madman and the other now bloodshot from steam scald, we hit the N2 in convoy of two.
As we climbed the hill at Market Road, the damn bonnet fog descended, or should I say ascended again! Repairing a
Landy on a mountain pass, with trailer in tow is nothing compared to repairing a Landy in the yellow lines on the N2,
let me assure you. Those semis come perilously close. Sorry to disappoint - They never hit me!
Nevertheless, after depriving the parentals of all their Bon Aqua stock for the month we hit the road again.
The relief of getting to Westville was only tempered by the major grid locked traffic jam on the N2 northbound, and
we detoured back to Umhlanga via 45th cutting and Springfield Park, in peak afternoon bumper to bumper traffic. It
was an anxious hour as we progressed rather intermittently to the M4, with all the womenfolk on standby to jump
out and push or pee in the radiator, and eventually after a rather stressful drive home, pulled into the driveway,
unpacked and watched the dogs eat all the cow turd off the mudflaps as we raised our glasses to the Gods of Land
Rover Adventure.
After some more calls to Jeff the morning after, and a nervous drive back up the hill with the gogok of water sloshing
in the back, it was finally established that the radiator output flange, for want of a better description, had perished
just where the main hose attaches, and sadly, to add to my woes, another radiator was now required. It has since
been replaced, together with a few more things which Jeff picked up and hopefully for the not-too-distant future, I
am not going to have to phone my Bank manager again for the next 4 years!
At this stage of my narrative, I really do want to say a huge thanks to both Jeff and Kay from Tuneserve as well as
Chard from Landy Parts for helping me to get back on the road so promptly, and for their genuine concerns and
more importantly for their phenomenal services rendered both before, during and post this trip. I am truly indebted
to you both for everything you did for me, and I shall never forget it.
Anyway, It was a 30th wedding anniversary to remember and as seems to always be the case with me when I depart
on a long trip, an ideal opportunity to add to the memoirs of a Retard, and more importantly, as I ultimately was not
thrown off a cliff, live to regale you with my experience – your bad!
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P.S. I never did get to buy Sybil and anniversary present. She is planning the next trip as I
write, and last heard her muttering something about a
crocodile farm???
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Previous events
1st Gates of 2021 at Non-Stop Adventures
About three weeks before the 1st gates were to be held, Russell had lifted our club Gazebo out of the back of
Green Dragon and ended up with a pinched nerve in his left hip. This was causing pain into the left leg as
well. He was back and forth to the doctor and at the start of the week of the gates, he went back to the
doctor. He was given extremely strong pain killers and sleeping tablets. These really affected him badly.
He wasn’t eating at all and by the Saturday morning, after Trevor and I had packed the camping gear,
gazebo and gates poles into the back of Green Dragon on the Friday evening, Russell made the decision that
he would not be joining me at Non-Stop.
This was the first gates event since we joined the club where I have camped without him at one of the
venues. I left home to a grinding noise coming from somewhere under Green Dragon. When I stopped to
top up the fuel tank and get some eggs (I had forgotten to take some out of the fridge for Theo and my
breakfast on Sunday morning), the noise had stopped already.
I continued on my way and after a delay at a stop-go control, arrived at Non-Stop at about lunch time.
Gareth, Rochelle and their three daughters were already there, having camped over on the Friday evening.
They were waiting for their other daughter and her boyfriend, who were coming with a friend of theirs and
Theo was expected to arrive after 2pm that afternoon to assist with the setup.
With plenty help setting up the gazebo as well as my tent and stretcher (a woman will always need a man to
help with something – I couldn’t get the one clip on the stretcher to fasten), I was soon set up in the camp
and Gareth, one of his daughters and myself headed for the sandpit. We chatted to the guy who was in
charge of the sand digging in the sandpit and he asked us not to go near the white sand to the right of the
sandpit but told us if we wanted them to do anything in particular for us for the Sunday, to just give the
driver of the digger instructions. We asked him to fill up one or two holes and then told him we were happy.
We started to scout around and see where we were going to set up when Theo arrived. We waited for him to
setup his tent and unpack and when he returned, we started with the setup. By around 5pm we had finished
and headed back to camp. We had started the braai for our evening meal and Kenneth and his daughter and
her friend arrived. They would be camping with us as well. After setting up their tent we all sat around the
fire and chatted until around 1am. At about midnight
Theo and Kenneth took Rochelle and myself on a night
drive. Quite scary as you cannot see too much in the
bush at night.
On the Saturday evening Theo and Kenneth had
convinced Rochelle and myself to drive the gates.
Rochelle was going to drive Kenneth’s landy. On the
Sunday morning I told Theo that I was going to pull
out. He took the white shoe polish and drew a number
one on my windscreen and told me I didn’t have a
choice now and had to drive.
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After driving the first gate, I enjoyed the rest of the gates and could feel myself
gaining confidence again. Due to Russell doing gates
setup for the last couple of years, and me helping him
with the setup and taking photos, I didn’t do any
driving of gates.
When Kenneth drove the first gate and was going to
make his way back to the start of that gate to pick up
Rochelle, he broke a part on his land rover. Rochelle
ended up co-driving for Gareth and unfortunately did not
compete.

It was at the river gate that Green Dragon ended up with a
dent from just behind the front passenger wheel, all the
way to the back, on the fenders and doors. I hadn’t notice
this at the time but when the guys were replacing the rear
diff the following weekend, they notice it and called me to
the garage to have a look.
Once all the competitors had driven the final gate back at
the camp site, I collected the score sheets, we had the prize
giving (well done to Wayne Tozer for winning the standard
class gates – there were no competitors in the modified
class) and then it was time to pack up. I had help from the guys to pack up the gazebo and once I was done
and had said my goodbyes to those still sitting round the braais, I followed Theo out of the back of Non-Stop
Adventures and headed for home.
I am looking forward to the 2nd Gates at Highstakes but I don’t think Green Dragon will be ready by the time
we go as the reason for the grinding has now been found (that is for the May 2021 newsletter).
Until next gates, keep driving and look forward to seeing you all there.
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Tembe Elephant Fundraising Weekend
Russell and I packed Big Blue (yes, we were taking Big Blue), on the Thursday evening and on the
Friday morning, we loaded the last minute stuff into the car. After giving my neighbour across the road
instructions on looking after the cats (Trevor has a week stomach and cannot handle the litter trays), we
locked up and hit the road. We were to meet at Queen Nandi Drive at 8:30 to leave at 9am on the Friday
morning. When we arrived and had filled up with fuel and got our coffee and something to eat, we met up
with Robin, Kerry, Tony and Jenny and hit the road. Unfortunately, Mervyn and Allison could not make it
for the weekend. We topped up with fuel and for toilet breaks along the way and our last stop was at a new
filling station in Jozini.
We arrived at the gate around 2:30 that afternoon and after having our temperatures taken and signing in and
being given our information packs, we started to make our way to Ponweni Camp. Russell, who had driven
all the way from home, was being impatient and instead of waiting for me to get my bearings, turned left at
the first intersection and we ended up in a dead end by the entrance to the main lodge. We turned around
and headed but by this time, I had no idea where we were.
Robin and Kerry eventually took over the navigating and in due course, we arrived safely at the camp, after
having to stop to take off Big Blue’s front number plate
that has come until on one side. Sharon, Rick and Richard
were our hosts for the weekend and welcomed us and
showed us to our chalets and the camping area. The camp
fences have been extended on two sides (where the out
door toilets are to protect the soak pit and behind the
chalets to the right of the gate as you enter to provide a
bigger camping area).
The Guthries, Watsons and Allen and his son had already
arrived earlier in the day and we were now waiting for the
Van Zyls and Kenneth to arrive.
For
those
members
who
have
never
been to
the

Fundraising weekend with the club members before, the camp has 5 chalets, two gas powered bathrooms
(one for ladies and one for men) and a communal kitchen between them which has a deep freeze and two
fridges as well as crockery and cutlery and a stove. There are also outdoor showers and toilets (two
showers and toilets for the ladies and one of each for the men). The toilets used to have the fence right in
front but that fence has been moved back to enclose the soak pit. The showers have the fence right
outside and you can often stand in the shower and watch the animals outside the
camp. These showers get hot water from the solar panels only so if you shower in
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the morning, the water is often only just
warm. That evening I toasted rolls and viennas on the
communal braai for our supper. It had been a long day
and we were quite exhausted from driving all day.
On the
Saturday
morning,
Russell and
I headed
down the
West
Swamp Road to Mahlasela Hide. We saw Nyala and Kudu
and two
birds at the
hide but
nothing
else. We then headed to the Viewing Tower where we did
see a huge pile of bones in the distance (when Catherine, a
ecologist came and joined us on the Sunday evening for
the
Nyala
Potjie,
she
explained that at one stage the rangers were collecting the
carcases of any dead animals and placing them in
secluded areas away from the publics eyes in order to
entice the scavenger birds as there are none at Tembe.
The trees and plant life have died off a bit in that area and
that is why we could see them from the Viewing Tower.
From there we headed north and then east towards the
newly revamped picnic site. There are new braais and
benches and the electric fencing has been replaced all
around the area. You still have to keep an eye out just in
case as contrary to what some people believe, animals
cannot
read.
We had
some lunch there and then headed back to Ponweni Camp
where we encountered a large herd of Impala on the way.
When we eventually got past them and arrived at the
camp, we kept watching a bush snake in the one tree
inside the camp. It was hiding in the bark on the one
branch of the tree by the bench. That evening we
braaied steak for our supper and while having supper,
Leonardo, who is a ranger and deals with the elephants,
told us all about the elephants in the park. He, his wife and young son had joined us
for dinner.
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We had organised to go to the Muzi Museum on the
Sunday morning. Russell and I went to the Ponweni
Hide after we had showered and when we arrived back
at the camp around 9am, we ate our breakfast and
everyone headed up to the Muzi Museum.

Once everyone had walked through the museum looking
at the numerous snares and stuff animals and skulls (I
think it was Robin who counted 48 rhino skulls and 1
elephant skull in the cage at the museum), we headed
back to the suspension bridge where most of the group
walked to the other end of the bridge and then back
again. They saw an elephant in the distance from the
bridge and photographed that but it was a long way off.
When we left the bridge, Russell and I headed back to the Ponweni Hide and the rest of the group headed
along the north road to see if they could see the Rhino and Wild Dog. We arrived at the Hide to find Carl
and Allan there already. They had been doing their own thing all morning. When we first arrived, there was
a herd of buck far off in the distance towards the east. This
was about 13:15. By 16:15, we had seen a little of the
crocodile, two monkeys, a monitor lizard that was being
dive bombed by a bird and close on 50 elephants. Russell
and I still had not seen an elephant other than the one that
had been rampaging through the bush outside the camp on
the Saturday evening and then the one that had crossed the
road in front of about three vehicles ahead of us to the
museum.
This was an awesome experience. We had them all
moving from the north of the swamp out of the bushes to the south. Some of them would come to the
watering hole and then move off towards the south, some played in the mud holes and other just ambled
along towards the south.
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There is a concrete pipe at the one side of the watering hole which is the overflow for the water tank at the
camp. The elephants will drink from the watering hole and then find the pipe and start drinking water out of
the pipe. Often the elephants will start to blow air into the pipe, which causes the tank to overflow as there
is now air going through the pipe.
On the Sunday evening, Catherine joined us for the potjie and was telling us
about the cameras that are positioned around the park. These are being used at
the moment to track and count and collect data about the leopards in the park.
They think there are about 33
of them in total. The cameras
are not directly opposite each
other because they are taking a
photo of each side of the cats.
There was a story told about a
couple who arrived at Ponweni
Camp and the husband was
furious. The wife had been
seeing the cameras flashing
and had been telling her
husband to slow down as he
was going to get into trouble for speeding.
After supper, Kenneth, Allegra and her friend and Carl, Allen, Etienne and myself went on a night drive to
see if we could spot any lion. We saw the spoor all over the place but unfortunately could not find the lion,
well that is Carl, Allan, Etienne and I didn’t find one. Allegra and her friend spotted a lioness in the long
grass. They managed to get a very short video as well as
a photo of her.
On Friday and Saturday nights I had heard lions calling
but I heard nothing on Sunday and Monday night so I
don’t know if we maybe chased them away with the night
drive or they were just tired of us by then.
On the Monday morning, Russell and I headed out
along the East Swamp Road, where we saw Buffalo in
the Swamp (unfortunately I didn’t get a very
clear photo of them) and we managed to get stuck in the mud. Luckily for us, Tony
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and Jenny were leaving and they had been travelling the East
Swamp Road on their
way out the park.
They managed to tow
us out of the mud so
that we could carry on
the Mahlasela Hide
again.
We arrived at the hide,
and there was a
nothing at first and
then one male buck
that called a female
buck and then another
male arrived on the
scene and they ended
up chasing the female around. We also saw two bull
elephants. We managed to video phone our daughter,
who had our son visiting her and Clayton at the time so
we showed them where we were and showed them the

elephants and buck. As we were leaving and I got down to
the bottom of the steps out of the hide, a big snake slithered
under the tunnel wall and out of the tunnel just in front of
me. It was the third snake spotted over the weekend.
Etienne and his family had seen one at Ponweni Hide.
Kenneth and Neville went to the shop at the nearest town
that afternoon and one their way back they were lucky
enough
to spot
a lioness. Unfortunately, this photo is not clear but it is
a sighting nevertheless. Russell and I had toasted ham,
cheese, onion and tomato sandwiches done on the braai
that night for supper. Around the camp fire that
evening, we discussed our options of our journey home.
Robin, Kerry, Kenneth and the girls, Allen, Carl and
Russell and myself opted to drive through
Hluhluwe/Umfolozi Game reserves and exit at the
Cengeni Gate. This photo was taken by Etienne on the
last evening of our weekend at Ponweni Camp.
We left Ponweni Camp at about 8:30 on the Tuesday morning and headed towards Hluhluwe where we
topped up with fuel and headed for Memorial Gate entrance. Along the way, we saw elephant, rhino,
bush pig, baboon, zebra, buck, and giraffe. We stopped at Mpila Camp and stretched our legs used the
toilets there. We also had a bite to eat while we had stopped. We left there and all was well until we
stopped to see some giraffe. We drove for a little way and suddenly Russell said he
had lost all power. Big Blue was idling but not going anywhere. He switched off
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the car and we sat for a little while and then he started her again and we drove a
little way and the same thing happened. Robin, Carl,
Allen and Kenneth all got out their vehicles and they
were looking at different things to get her going.
Eventually Robin said he would tow us to the gate
which was probably about 10kms away. Unfortunately,
just after he started to tow us, his wheel bearing burst and
he had to stop towing. Allen pulled in front of us then
and towed us to the gate.
While I was on the phone with the insurance organising
towing, Kenneth organised with Rick to get the vehicle
uplifted on a flatbed to his place. This was done on the
Wednesday morning at 6am. I managed to track the
vehicle to Empangeni and then on Thursday she was put back onto the flatbed and brought the rest of the
way home. I reversed her off the truck and drove her into the garage where she was parked until the
weekend and Russell replaced the fuel filter was extremely black inside. We still have no idea if this is the
real cause of the vehicle playing up but I have driven her to and from work for a week now and she hasn’t
given me any problems (thankfully).
It was an absolutely amazing weekend spent with a wonderful bunch of people. Russell and I plan to go
back in about three years time when our grandson is older so that we can take him with us to see the big cats
and ellies. Looking forward to that.
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