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LROC KZN Committee :
Chairman: Brian Moore
chairman@landroverclub.org.za
social@landroverclub.org.za
Cell: 082 842 0064
Vice Chairman: Mark Kirkbride
vicechairman@landroverclub.org.za
Cell: 082 670 9063
Treasurer, Webmaster and membership :
Brendan Mitchell
treasurer@landroverclub.org.za web@landroverclub.org.za
membership@landroverclub.org.za
Cell: 083 2824318
Secretary: Andrew Kirkbride
secretary@landroverclub.org.za
Cell: 079 743 6488
Hardcore Trails : Kingsley Kemp
trails@landroverclub.org.za
Gates Co-ordinator: Russell Slogrove
gates@landroverclub.org.za
Cell: 083 630 4318
Gates/Trails Assistants :
gates@landroverclub.org.za
Ettienne Piennar (Cell: 079 490 2870)
and
Kyle Miller (Cell: 083 611 7441)
gates@landroverclub.org.za
Newsletter Editor: Bridget Slogrove
newsletter@landroverclub.org.za or bridget.slogrove@gmail.com
Cell: 083 270 0238

Disclaimer :
The views and opinions expressed in this Newsletter are not necessarily those of the Club’s committee or members and
may be incorrect.
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The Editor’s Letter
The start of another year end a fresh look for the newsletter. I am making the newsletter my own this year
and dropping a few articles and adding a few new ones. This year I want to hear from you, the members.
Yes, we need to know what you did during your holidays when it comes to off-roading or maybe not even
off-roading. Just where you went and what you did in your land rovers. So each month I will be needing a
story for the newsletter. It may be that you have had to repair or rebuild your land rover. Send us those
pictures and tell us what you are doing. We are no longer doing the photo competition as I battled to get
photos in on time. Instead if you wish to send me photos of your landy on outings and even at home when
you are giving that landy some TLC, please do not hesitate to send them. Just let us know where you are and
what you were doing.
January 2018 was a pretty quiet month for the club as most members were away on holiday. We were called
on to drive the NSRI team to different spots on the Umgeni River for a canoe race and there was a drive at
the end of the month but that was the only planned event for the club.
We assisted with the canoe race but when it came to the club event, we were stranded as our vehicle is still
not happy. The Friday evening before the recce for the club drive, Russell had gone to bed quite early as he
was not feeling well (a visit to the doctor on the Monday saw him being diagnosed with an infection of the
ribs). At about 19:30ish as I was about to go and make myself something to eat, my phone rang. Etienne
Van Zyl was stuck with is TD5 on the R56 near Baynesfield and was phoning to find out if any of our
members lived close by so that he could get his vehicle and himself to safety. After contacting two of the
committee members, I decided to wake Russell up and we would go a recover Etienne.
We found him standing in the dark on the side of the road and by this time his dad, who was in Pretoria, had
contacted the insurance company and they were sending a roll-back out to recover his vehicle. We waited
with him until the tow truck arrived and then his brother arrived as well. Once the TD5 was safely secured
onto the roll-back, we set off back for home. As I pulled off from the side of the road, it sounded as if there
was a branch from a tree under the Disco 2. We drove listening to the noise until we came to an intersection
where we had to turn right to go towards the N3 and the
sound suddenly stopped. We surmised that whatever had
been under the vehicle, was now gone.
Green Dragon was only used again on the Sunday. We were
on our way up to Waterfall to me the Kirkbride’s at their
house to do the recce for the club drive. As Russell turned
into Inanda Road and went to overtake a taxi, there was
suddenly a strange noise from the engine. We got to the
filling station near the Spar at Watercrest Mall and Russell
opened the bonnet to have a look if he could see anything.
One of the spark plugs was loose so he tightened that and
once we had filled up with petrol and got some ice for our
drinks and meat, we headed to Mark’s with the sound still
there.
When we got to Mark’s the bonnet was opened again and
the noise was believed to be a blown head-gasket.
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That has now been replaced after much blood, sweat and tears. Blood you may ask! Yes blood. While
Russell was booked off to recover from the infected ribs, he worked on the Green Dragon. I received the
above photo while sitting at work. Notice the red spots on the floor next the broken gasket. He managed to
slice his thumb open on the gasket. When I got home that afternoon, his thumb was wrapped up with black
insulation tape. I rushed off to the chemist the next afternoon for dressing as the cut was really bad and really
deep. This delayed the repairs being done. Eventually, the head was back together and I heard the engine
start and die, start and die. She starts now, but won’t idle. We have now bought new o-rings for the injectors
as Russell thinks that there is air getting in through the o-rings of the injectors or at least one of them.
Hopefully this weekend, she will be all ready for the Duzi next week.

Calendar of forthcoming events
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LROC KZN PROVISIONAL EVENTS DIARY 2017/2018
When
What, where
More Info.
10/11
Feb
Boston Weekend Camp Over

2018

More details to
follow

CONTACT
PERSON
Kingsley Kemp
082 459 4938

Grade

5

15 - 17
Feb 2018
24/25
Feb
2018
17/18
Mar
2018
14/15
Apr
2018
29 Apr
2018
19/20
May

2018 Duzi Canoe Marathon

George Goswell

AGM at Killarney 4 x 4 with
possible camp over

More details to
follow

Brian Moore
082 842 0064

1st Gates Competition at Big
Rock

More details to
follow

Russell Slogrove
083 630 4318

3-5

2nd Gates Competition at NonStop Adventures
Broadleys Fun Day to celebrate
the 70th anniversary of Land
Rover

More details to
follow

Russell Slogrove
083 630 4318

3-5

More details to
follow

George Goswell

1-3

More details to
follow

Russell Slogrove
083 630 4318

3-5

More details to
follow

George Goswell

3rd Gates Competition at
Highstakes
2018
26/27
May
2018
Cars in the park
15/18
Jun
2018
Tembe Elephant Park
28/29 Jul 4th Gates Competition at
2018
Killarney 4x4
27/28 Oct 5th Gates Competition at
2018
Trailblazer
Not LROC Events but worth attending
29 Apr
Photoshoot of various land rover
2108
models at Shongweni Castle to
celebrate 70th birthday of land
rover with Kingsley Holgate

More details to
follow

1-3

More details to
follow

Russell Slogrove
083 630 4318

3-5

More details to
follow

Russell Slogrove
083 630 4318

3-5

Kenneth Jones
084 509 1427

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.

New Members
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WELCOME TO THE FOLLOWING 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.

Member
Member
No
Prefix Initials Surname Name
Salutation Email Address
647

Mr &
Mrs

T

Cordier

Terrence

Terrence
& Melissa

648

Mr &
Mrs

M

Moolman Michael

Michael &
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M/Ship

201801 Full
201801 Full
201802 Full

Ten Minutes with Mark du Plooy
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Tell me about your very first Land Rover?
1998 Fire Engine RED TDI 110. We always love Landys and when my wife Laura saw it in RED she was sold.
How long have you been 4x4ing and who taught you to 4x4?
We’ve been playing and going a bit of off roading since 1998. We both did all 3 courses with Landrover
Experince
which really gave us the confidence to go anywhere and the belief that our Landy could do it all.
What land Rover do you drive now?
Landrover Defender 110 2013 with
the Puma motor.
Does your Landy have a name and
what inspired that name?
It’s called Pumba, after the Warthog
in the Lion King
If
you
could
have
one
modification/accessory fitted to your
Landy, what would it be?
Wow, not too sure on that. It’s quite
kitted for overlanding already.
Probably a draw system.
What is your favourite Land Rover
memory?
Doing the “Faces of the Namib” in 2015. It really tested the Landy at times
What is your worst Land Rover memory?
We did a deep water crossing in the Moremi Area and as I came out the other-side she was sputtering.
My heart sank. Thank goodness she kept going and still is.
Where have you been in your Land Rover?
Not far enough. But we’ve been to:
Namibia / Dune driving/ Sossusvlei / Walvisbay and Ludritz.
We’ve been to Botswana several times, Moremi,Savuti and Ihaha thru to Kasane as well as Kgalagadi in
September this year. We’ve visited Ponto a few time and travelled up as far as Morrembene in Mozambique.
Wild Coast area and Lesotho. We’ve also done our fair share of the Wilderness areas and Game parks in SA.
Which place was your favourite?
It would be a toss up between the sleeping in the Dunes in the Namib and Nxai Pans, Botswana.
Where would you still like to travel to in your Landy?
Many places. Angola and up to Dar ea Salaam, explore Lesotho extensively

7

If you could own any
Land Rover (besides what
you own already) what
would it be and why?
I think I’d have to choose
my Puma again. It’s a
great drive and quite
reliable.
Besides
land-rovering
what else do you enjoy
doing?
Both Laura and I are
keen photographers and
Laura enjoys hiking.
It’s great being part of a
group of like-minded
persons.
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History of the LROC KZN – 1999
The AGM was held at the Westville Athletics Club on the 29 January 1999. The committee was elected as follows :
Chairman
Vice Chairman
Treasurer
Membership Secretary
Quarter Master
Events Organiser
PRO

Des Dandridge
Phil Williams
Peter Ramsay
Dennis Jordan
Phil Williams
Allen Cullen
Rob de Robillard

Denese Jordan was awarded full membership for life for service to the club.
In the January 1999 newsletter, Eric McMillan sent in his story on “A Sissy Trip Through Lesotho”. Events to look
forward to were the Shongweni 4x4 Track and Sani Pass weekend in February. There would be ca camping trip to
Darkest Africa near Weenen in March. Cars in the Park was to be held in April along with the Wreck Tour of Transkei
with Peter Ramsey. The Shu Shu Hot Springs was on the calendar for May and Mpenjati Parks Board near Glenmore
in June. There was a Beach Drive planed for July which would be co-ordinated with the spring tides. In August there
was a Boer War tour to the battlefields of the Zulu War around Ishandlwana and Rourkes Drift. There was a drive to
Nyandu Camp at Weenen Game Reserve planned for September and the Eston Gates event was to be held in October.
The Christmas party was to be held in November and there was to be a trip to the Wild Coast in December.

The Africa Touring Club was organising the 1999 Namib-Kalahari Safari which would give amateur on-off road
bikers and four wheel drive enthusiasts and opportunity to experience some of the thrills of doing a Paris-Dakar race
without too many risks involved. They reckoned that novices would cope extremely well.
There were now about 125 members in the club. 33 members had not renewed their membership and some resigned
but the club saw 38 new members join up during the year.
Some jokes I found in the Newsletter dated for June 1999 –
“Not many people know that the manufacturer of Land Rovers attempted to market a computer. Why did they stop?
They could not find a way to get it to leak oil.”
“A Land Rover doesn’t leak oil, it marks its territory.”
“Did you hear about the man whose Land Rover didn’t leak oil? The factory took it back and worked on it until it
did.”
“Did you hear the one about the guy that peeked into a Land Rover and asked the owner, “How can you tell one switch
from another at night, as they all look the same? He replied, “It does not matter which one you use, nothing happens.”
A tally was carried out of how many people attended each event that was listed on the calendar –
21 January Duzi Start
8 vehicles
29 January AGM
40 people
14 February Shongweni
12 vehicles
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27 February Sani River weekend
20 March Darkest Africa
18 April Cars in the Park
24 April Transkei Wrecks Tour
13 June Midlands Meander
26 June Technical morning at LRW
4 July Amatikulu Beach Drive
24 July Technical morning at RVC
7 August Nyandu Tented Camp

5 vehicles
11 vehicles
18 vehicles
5 vehicles
6 vehicles
10 people
11 vehicles
10 people
4 vehicles

18 vehicles arrived at Eston for the Annual Gates
Event. It was a wet and gloomy day. Eric, Allen and
Des set up the course which included steel inclines,
steeper descents, banked and sharp turns. A prize
was awarded to the driver with the least faults which
happened to be Trevor Budd in his soft-topped 90TDI
but as he had participated in laying the course, had to
forfeit the prize to Dave Burroughs.
The next AGM would be held on the 25 February
2000 at the Rotary Club next to Westville Athletics
Club.

Lynford Country weekend in September 1999

1
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Past Events
50 miler Canoe Marathon on 13 January 2018
Photos by Ettienne Pienaar
Clifford Ireland requested the club members assist with this event. We met at the Polo Pony Club and drove
to specific areas along the Duzi route with
NSRI rescue personnel where they had to be
set up and ready for actual before the first
canoes came through. The first vehicles had to
be on route by no later than 6:15am. Andrew
Kirkbride had two of the NSRI team in Zebra
with him and we had two with us.
When we arrive at our designated spot, the
NSRI team grabbed their gear and set up for
the day in strategic points along the bank of the
river. We found what little shade we could and
when it became really hot, we headed back to
the trees where we had parked.
I was actually trying to spot a canoeist who
does the Duzi but when I spoke to him on the Monday after the 50 miler, he said that he had not participated
in the race and would be doing the next qualifying race.
It was a warm day which grew hotter as the
day wore on. The drinks were flowing well by
midday with many of us still waiting for the
stragglers to come past. Our parking spot
became quite full at around lunch time as the
seconders
followed
their
paddlers
down the
river
towards
finish.

the

As the paddlers passed each point, the Land Rover Owners Club
members who were assisting the NSRI team, headed for our spot and
then made off to the finish.
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There was of course time to play as well
and a few of the guys decided to explore
the area. After getting stuck and being
recovered they eventually came back to
where we were parked and once the
NSRI team were sure that all the paddlers
had passed us, we left and headed for
Mfula Store where the fires had been lit
for the lunch time braai. Once everyone
had had their full and with less land
rovers than we had started with due to
some members having to leave early, we
headed for Big Rock.
The guys decided to show the NSRI
team just what the land rovers could do
so first we went through the swampy marsh on the left side of the road and once we got to Big Rock, we
found that two of our members were stuck in the stream on the side of Big Rock. After recovering them,
Brendan decided to play a bit and when descending the one slope, ended up bending the track rock due to
being stuck up against a boulder with the driver side front wheel. Andrew then drove over big rock and
snapped the side shaft on Zebra. It was then time to repair the vehicles while some of the NSRI team
soothed sunburnt legs and arms with supplies from our first aid kits.
Three of the members needed to leave as
two lived down the coast and the one could
not drive at night. I left with the three of
them and headed out of the valley, leaving
the rest of the members and NSRI team.
I believe that soon after I left, a group of
members that were just observing the repairs
being carried out, also left with the rest of
the NSRI team as they too, had to get back
to the Polo Pony Club before the venue
closed.
It was a great day but extremely hot out
there. I now know why I don’t assist with
the Duzi. I spent one day in the sun and fresh air waiting for paddlers. The members who assist with the
Duzi, have 3 days of standing in the sun and fresh air. Good luck for this years Duzi.
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Inanda Valley Drive held on the 28 January 2018 and hosted by Mark Kirkbride
as well as the recce for the drive held on 21 January 2018
Recce by Bridget Slogrove
As per my editors letter, we had arrived at Mark’s house
with an extremely ill sounding Green Dragon. Mark
offered us coffee and I tried to wangle a lift with him for
Russell and myself but he already had a car full of
people. His friend arrived as well as Lance and Haig.
We hitched a drive with Haig who agreed to let us have
the back seat of his Disco for the drive. Haig took the
lead and before long we had left the main road and into
the bush. I had a strappy top on and he told Russell to
hand me the jacket in the plastic bag behind his seat to
put over me so that I was a bit more protected from
being hit by branches.
We came to a marshy section and Haig put his foot down
and flew through but Zebra decided to wallow in the reeds
and water instead. With a bit of persuasion, Zebra was
recovered and we were on our way again.
When we arrived at the river, Haig first tried to drive up
the rock on the opposite bank. Without lockers he just kept
sliding to the one side. Eventually he gave up and drove
through the river (a fast flowing stream actually) and drove
out where it wasn’t so steep. Mark on the other hand,
decided that he had to give this rock all he could and easily
made the drive out of the river.
We stopped at a shebeen and the guys stocked up on
drinks as it was turning out to be an extremely warm day.
Guess what we found – kittens and cats. Now as you
know I am known by many as the crazy cat lady (Andrew
Kirkbride even says that I feed them cat meat when we
have committee meetings at our house). I was promptly
told to get back in the vehicle and leave the cats and
kittens alone. They were so sweet but also quite timid.
We headed back into the bush for the next stretch of the
drive. This was through a fairly flat area but to exit, we
had to go through the bush, dodging trees and leave the
area by ascending an extremely steep bank. Neither
Russell nor I had seatbelts on in the back of Haig’s vehicle and I was petrified of the vehicle rolling over. Every time
he was at a bad angle on the opposite side to which I was sitting, I would hang out to try and be the ballast to keep the
vehicle from rolling. I know I should not have my limbs out of the vehicle but as I had never been in the back of an
open vehicle before, it was pretty daunting. Haig eventually chose the correct line and bolted up the bank only to
1
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come out on the pavement next to the main road heading towards the bridge that we normally go over to go towards
Big Rock.
When it was Mark’s turn, he seems to take a
while to come out of the bush, but didn’t seem to
battle at all and had a huge grin on his face once
he was over the top of the bank.
We then headed to the cell phone tower on the
hill which overlooks the dam and from there went
up an extremely steep hill, which as you crest, if
you do not turn immediately to the right, you
would end up on top of a houses roof.
We stopped at Mfula Store so the ladies could go
to the toilet and the guys could stock up on drinks
then headed out to where we would be having
lunch. On the way, the hill that we were going
up had become extremely rutted. Mark managed to get
stuck and had to be recovered.
A bit further up the hill and with Haig driving rather took
quickly, he hit a bump and Russell smack the back right of
his head on the roll cage of his vehicle. I was bounced into
the middle of the back seat and was bending forward to
avoid being hit by branches. Russell was then thrown
forward and smacked the back right of my head with the
front left of his head. We both saw stars. Haig, if I ever
have to drive in the back seat of your vehicle again, I am
bringing a bicycle helmet with me to protect my head and I
will be wearing a jacket to protect my skin.
We eventually arrived at the area where we were going to have lunch
and once lunch was done, we headed back to Mark’s house. We drove
back home in Green Dragon, taking it really easy and watching the
temperature gauge the whole way home.

Actual drive by Mark Kirkbride
Photos by Mark Kirkbride
The 28 January dawned sunny and warm. 13 vehicles entered into the
valley. First to breakdown was Mike in his Series. Brake fluid had
leaked on the way down the hill. We sorted that out quickly though and
were back on the road heading towards the dam.
We turned off the tar onto a dust road and shortly thereafter, we entered
a cattle path towards the river. Haig had to remove a fallen tree that had
not been there the previous week, before we could get going again.
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When we came to the river, Haig made it through
alright but Terrence in his Discover 2 was not so
lucky. It was going to be a long day at the back of
the convoy for us. Terrence was recovered and
everyone else made it through without getting
stuck.
Next stop was a little granite rock playing area.
We had a little fun climbing up the slippery rock
here and Kingsley had a little too much fun and
broke something. Mike’s series jumped out of
gear and ran into another vehicle. Good stop
though. Kingsley and a plethora of other bush
mechanics got busy changing a front side shaft.
40 minutes later we were back on the road again.
The shebeen around the
corner got a few
customers from our
ranks and we went
through a little play
area before the bridge
and before going onto
the tar road again.
We wound up the water
station road to the top
and down the hill
through very rutted
“roads” to the base of
the antenna hill. The
series was tested to the
limit up that hill and had to be cooled down near the top. A little cold water was all it needed to continue to the top.
At the top we found the other defender with the bonnet open and no water in the Toyota engine. 20 minutes later we
were back on the road to Pipeline.
Some of us took the
safe route over the
bridge. Others,
including the
“indestructible”
series, went under
the bridge. The
series broke down
and was left with no
drive at the rear.
This didn’t stop
Mike from being
dragged through the
river by Kingsley.
1
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After some discussion, it
was decided to go and
braai at Big Rock so that
we could play there too.
Braais were lit and
carcass charred and
some playing around
happened before I
escorted the limping
series out of the river
past big rock and up the
hill to a cooler climate.
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Your Stories
January 2018 story sent in by Brian Moore
Taking a sho’t right - Living life on the edge (Part 1 of a few) – By the Chairman
Returning from our annual vacation I was regaling a fellow enthusiast with tales of our recent adventure and
he suggested, “Why not write an article about it for the magazine”. I have not done it for a while, and it’s a
great stress reliever, so here goes.............Enjoy! It was Dec 28th Year of our Lord 2017.........In desperate
need of a break, and having been invited to attend the 70th birthday of a very good mate in PE on OLD
YEARS EVE, we (the “ROYAL WE” that is), decided to make an adventure of our trip. Instead of costly a
fly-in, fly-out visit, the obvious and only choice was to travel in Dusky the trusty Defender, having spent all
my Church money on presents anyway.
For a few months, my latest addition, a second hand roof-top tent, had been lying in my garage gathering
dust, just waiting for an ideal opportunity to be used, so it did not take too much grinding and kerklunking of
the cogs in my helmet for my last remaining brain-cell to fire up.
The kids were both working, so it was an ideal opportunity for us to take a much earned vacancy, to the tune
of “Just the Two of us”, which in itself, after 23 odd years of family vacations and “Dad....Are we there
yet?”, was an interesting concept to consider.
After a hectic 2 days packing , fitting the roof top tent and reengineering precisely how we would fit
everything we needed including the kitchen sink into Dusky’s cavernous rear end, and armed with the BP
Road Atlas 1967 edition, Carmin the 1990 Garmin, passports in case we got lost, and the 2014 Backpackers
guide to accommodation in South Africa just in case, we gave the girls and the mutts our farewell
“schlubbies”, and pointing Dusky’ in the general direction of her nose, put the proverbial foot down .
“FREEEEEDOM,.......WE ARE FREE AT LAST!!!” we yelled as we gleefully waved the girls good-bye,
and “Don’t forget to mow the lawn before I’m back!”. I slewed around the corner, nearly rolling Dusky,
forgetting all about the extra 50kg on the roof rack and the worn bushes on my anti-sway bar.
Having had no plan of attacking the Transkei, we decided to circumnavigate the land where the rivers have
only been washed in eight times before, and follow the road less travelled from Kokstad to Queenstown, via
the high road.
After a first night overnight stop in Kokstad with family, we ventured forth, well fed, rested and awoken to
the melodious music of a thousand turtle dove mating in the trees, for the bustling metropolis of Mount
Fletcher and beyond.
The ultimate goal was to get to PE in three days and two pieces, with at least a day to spare to shave my teeth
and buff my bald spot in time for the party, and for Sybil to decide what she was going to wear!
Nearing Mount Fletcher, and getting tired of watching all the mud huts and taxis go by, in a semi-hypnotic
state, the name RHODES suddenly jumped out of a dark corner in my mind, startling me and nearly causing
me to roll my Defender for the second time in two days.
1
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“I’ve never been to Rhodes!”, I blurted out to Sybil, “And lookkee here, it says there is a mountain pass
called Naude’s Nek – the highest pass in SA”, punching my grease stained index finger
excitedly on the map. “Shouldn’t take us too long and it looks like a reasonable road. “Can I take it..can I
....can I...can I...pleeeeeeease? It should not take us long and we have a day to spare”
“Oh alright then!” she sighed, as I slammed on my brakes to double back to the turn –off I had just missed.
Dusky gave a shudder of excitement as she sniffed the scent of dust wafting off the sand road in the mid –
day breeze.
It was a glorious day with nary a cloud in the sky and views to infinity and beyond. Two kilometres into the
approach to the pass, a low flying Toyota passed us, leaving a trail of dust akin to that last seen when the
Italian First Armoured Brigade, put their tanks into R for Race in Tobruk! Shortly thereafter we hit the
corrugations left by a thousand wheel-spinning Vespa Troop carrier treads and every conceivable nut and
bolt in both Dusky and my spinal rods, began to vibrate loose.
In the eerie glow of the dust infested interior, I could only just make out my windscreen washer stalk in the
gloom, and decided to give the windscreen a short burst. NADA!...NIKS...NUTTING!
“It’s not serious!”, I said, as a lone Lappet Faced Vulture soared majestically above, silhouetted by the sun,
as it blazed in the Topaz coloured sky. “At least we can still see out the side windows where the view is!”.
7km later, after taking a wrong turn, and making a 3 km sojourn up a mountain side, spotting the lonely
Toyota still churning up the dust in the distance heading for Rhodes, we stopped for a quick photo shoot and
turned around and began to ascend the foothills of the pass.

Quick picture taken on the wrong road to the pass
Not very long after, the sky fell on our heads!
In a cunning Communist plot, Mother Nature, decided to throw the mother of all fogs at us. Not a little bit at
a time, but ALL AT ONCE!!!!
Ordinarily, this would not be a problem, but
now, as my rusty pip remembered, we had no
windscreen wipers! And so our traverse of
Nade’s Nek Pass began.....
In a cunning Communist plot, Mother Nature,
decided to throw the mother of all fogs at us.
Not a little bit at a time, but ALL AT ONCE!!!!
Ordinarily, this would not be a problem, but
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Nade’s Nek Pass began.....
The view through Dusky’s windscreen up the pass – all the way!
My arms tugged at the steering wheel as I strained pulling my face up to the windscreen, and with Dusky
now moving at 20m per hour we edged our way along the approach, beginning slowly to recognise
each rock in the road ahead, just visible over the edge of Dusky’s bonnet, by it’s distinctive moss green hue.
The precipitous edges of the pass were distinctly different as marked by the obvious missing rock patches
and Toyota skid marks off the edge on the right, and vehicle paint residue on the cliff faces just off the metre
deep rain water gulley on the left!
4 hours later, with both arms in one socket and an indentation in my windscreen from my forehead, we made
out a sign in the gloom.
“ Congratulations on reaching the summit of the highest pass in South Africa – Viewpoint 100m to the
right.....Watch your step!” Well I was not able to look up anyway, as a permanent cramp spasm had already
set in my neck, and alighting from my vehicle I strode to the viewpoint, tapping my right foot ahead of me,
feeling for the precipice edge, like an Irish Mine detector, in the murk.

About the clearest part of Naudes Nek we saw – the signboard at the bottom!
“Where are you, I can’t see you!” yelled Sybil, in a panicked tone of voice.
“I’m alive” I replied, “Just start sounding the Landy’s hooter so I can find my way back to you!”
“So much for the view!” we said, as we
resolutely steeled our nerves for the way
down as we stood eerily in the middle of
nowhere in the fog tapping the bodywork
to find where the doors were. Not a sound
could be heard, except for the incessant
dripping of fog-dew from my bumpers.
I lost my sporran in the fog – note fog dew
residue on ground!
Just my luck! The one opportunity I’ve had
to traverse a serious pass and I cannot even
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tell you what it looked like – except for each damp rock in the road that is.
Undeterred we ventured on, after a quick cup of Coffee to warm us up, listening carefully for the sounds of a
Toyota tumbling in the fog ahead of us.
No sooner had we begun the descent, than we crossed a low level causeway. Suddenly there was a weird
noise from the front of Dusky. It was a strange noise, one I had ever heard her utter before.
It sounded something like “ Phweet...phweeet....Phweeeeeeeeet!”
“Argh Great!” I exclaimed “ Just what I bloody need right now, a blown turbo!”, as I banged my head
repeatedly on the steering wheel.
Suddenly, from out of nowhere, the sound took on a more ominous tone “Baaaaaa.....
Baaaaaaaaa......BAAAAAAAA!!”. As if by magic, in the absolute middle of nowhere, between Couldn’tsee-a –bloody – thing and What- the heck-is-that-in-front-of –us, we were attacked by a flock of low flying
Merino sheep. All six thousand of them, followed, by two of the finest members of the Naudes Nek Sheep
Shearing Club. It was the most surreal experience after seeing nada, nix, zut, for miles!
And there we sat, Dusky’s turbo pinging in the fog slowly counting them by multiplying the legs and
dividing by four, as they emerged from the fog , plunging headlong into our path, totally oblivious of our
need to get to Rhodes before the nearest bar closed and my bullbar.
I began to feel very sleepy at 200 as they encircle us! “Look!” I said to Sybil as I peered out of my window
with bloodshot eyes, “ It’s like looking at the clouds from an aeroplane window!” as the rolling mass of
fluffy cotton wool encircled us, as far as the eye could see.

Counting the legs and dividing by 4
We looked at each other and sighed. An hour later( well it felt like that at the time!), the two of Lesotho’s
finest, batting the last sheep ahead of them with their crooks, passed us, and with a polite doff of their straw
hats vanished into the gloom, like the proverbial Yeti.
Baaaah – surrounded by sheep in the middle of no-where
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Now 16h00 in the afternoon,
it dawned on me that what
goes up must come down,
and if the last 4 hours were
anything to go by, we might
just make Rhodes by 20h00,
if my headlights come on.
Off we ventured again, my
brow pressed into the
windscreen, Sybil peering
out her side window, wiping
the precipitation off her face
occasionally with my
chamois, giving instructions
“ Left hand down a bit
chiefy!”
As we turned a spectacular hairpin bend, the nose of Dusky dipped suddenly, and as if by magic, we
emerged from below the layer of fog that had blanketed the pass into sunny skies, and there in front of us lay
the most spectacular serpentine road down into the valley. It made Sani pass look like Fields Hill in
comparison. Far in the distance we caught the glint of sunlight off a cluster of roofs. There was no sign of a
Toyota, but here were the remnants of a vehicle smashed beyond all recognition, or what was left of it
anyway, lying on the side of the road. I peered up the pass to see where it must
have turned left instead of right, hearing the vertebrae in my neck crick. “It must have come a hell of a long
way down to look that that!” I thought to myself, thanking the Lord for providing me with a wife with better
eyesight than mine.

The only view we got of the pass when descending
With a collective sigh of relief, we put foot down the pass, now desperate for both a beer and a toilet. As we
approached Rhodes, we passed the only horse. As we entered Rhodes, we passed the only Bar. It was closed!
So was the only campsite! There would be no roof top tent sojourn here! So off to Barkley East it was.
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2km out of Rhodes, the corrugations were back. This time, Dusky’s speedo needle began to flutter
erratically.
We limped into Barkley East at 2000rpm, there now being no life in the speedo needle at all , covered in dust
and still vibrating from the pummelling, somewhere between 18h00 and 6 o’clock at night. We passed a
bar. It was open, and it had a restaurant. Smiley face!
Well we thought we would just pitch tent in the local campsite and amble along to the bar for a well-earned
bottle of Jagermeister before retiring to a night under the stars, only to find the municipal campsite derelict
and locked! Just lovely!
By now, I was exhausted and looking for the first person to pass a sarcastic joke about Land Rovers! Not
willing to drive one more kilometre, we decided to look for an alternative place to kip for the night. We
stumbled upon a quaint looking B&B, called Lalani Nathi, and after a hasty call to the proprietor, procured a
room at the Inn for the night. What a fantastic B&B it was.

Best B&B in Barkley East – Could have kissed the proprietor!
As we booked in, upon enquiring as to the crime rate in Barkley East, the owner made a quiet reference to
the fact that the night before, in the open field directly opposite our room, the local inhabitants
had set upon an Ethiopian who was living in a converted hotel opposite, and had killed him. They had
decapitated him, and left what was left of him and his head lying on the verge in the open space over the
road!
I wondered why as we entered Barkley East there were more than 15 police vans parked at the police station,
in a town with 4 inhabitants. Now I knew!
I asked him if he had a safe parking space for Dusky! I also asked him if he was ok with oil dropping on his
grass, and if his overnight rate included for allowing some repair work in his yard in the morning. He
happily obliged.
2

2

Dusky safe from being decapitated in Barkley East
After settling ourselves in, and testing the strength of the burglar bars on the window, we freshened up and
ventured out to the bar, which was two doors away from us, and biker friendly, taking great care not to speak
any Ethiopian en route.
What a beautifully manicured bar it was, warm and cosy and the proprietors very hospitable indeed. We
drank lots! I never got beaten up by any bikers.

F.K . Sports pub in Barkley East –Best pub we saw the whole holiday!
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Nervous of being decapitated in a lonely street in Barkley East at midnight, we eventually decided to pack it
in, and head for our bed, to have a well-earned rest and hopefully drain some of the blood from my eyes. It
was a somewhat longer walk back to the B&B.
The room we had was palatial and the bed like a giant marshmallow.
“Night, night, sleep tight Dusky!” I murmured, as my eyelids got heavier, and I counted the lines in the
panels in the beautiful press panelled ceiling in our room, now that the day’s snow blindness had dissipated.
The sound of gentle snoring started in the bed beside me.

Studying the pressed panel ceilings
I remember thinking to myself just before my own world plunged into
darkness, “ If this is how the holiday has started, it’s going to be an
interesting one!”
It was...........The next day was even worse.......!

Chairman contemplating the next day on the stoep at Lalala Nathuis B&B
in Barkley East. Great spot!
I’ll share some more next month – if you’ll have me back of course
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Something Technical
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