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LROC KZN Committee :
Chairman: Brian Moore
chairman@landroverclub.org.za
social@landroverclub.org.za
Cell: 082 842 0064
Vice Chairman: Kingsley Kemp
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
Gates/Trails :
gates@landroverclub.org.za
Russell Slogrove (Cell: 083 630 4318)
Kyle Miller (Cell: 083 611 7441)
Dylan Mickleburgh (Cell: 083 440 6086)
Etienne van Zyl (Cell: 081 756 0581)
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
March has been another month from hell. Our son arrived back from his second contract with MSC (he was
working on Lirica between Japan and China) on Friday, 2 March. I took the day off work to empty his room
of all the stuff that we had put into there since he went away and after our home invasion in September last
year. We went to the airport in the afternoon after Russell arrived home from work and as soon as he came
through customs, we had dinner at the Spur (his choice of his first meal back in South Africa).
He was extremely keen to see Buffel, so on the Saturday afternoon after we arrived back from Durban, where
he and I had met Russell’s and my
daughter (and Trevor’s sister) at a
bridal fair at the Expo Centre, he
dashed off to Toti to see his baby.
He and Lance worked on the
vehicle to get it ready for the first
Gates Competition which was held
at Big Rock.
If you have been following our
saga on what we have been dealing
with when it comes to Green
Dragon since our Christmas
function at Killarney 4x4 at the end
of November last year, you will know that we started with the vehicle misfiring. We changed the spark
plugs, plug leads, coil packs, MAF sensor and the head gasket. Well, on the day in the valley once we had
completed the gates set-up, or front diff disintegrated internally (I will fill you in more with that in the news
for the month with the Gates write up).
Russell had to go to Johannesburg on business on Monday this last
week. He drove to the airport in the Sirion and parked it there and flew
up with a work colleague. He asked me if I would please get him beers
on Thursday after
work. I asked Trevor
just before I left work
on Thursday
afternoon to take a
crate down to the
garage so that I could
pick it up and go
straight to the bottle
store. When I got
home he loaded the
crate in and I went to
the petrol station
round the corner from
our house. On the way there, Green Dragon developed a
3

nasty mechanical noise. While the petrol attendant was putting petrol in for me, I had a look under the
vehicle (without lying on the floor) to see if there was something loose. I couldn’t see anything and once I
had paid for the fuel, pulled off to go to the bottle store.
Within the first view meters the noise was worse. I headed straight back home, picked up Trevor and we
drove round the block. He then also had a brief look under the vehicle to see if anything was loose. As he
was about to leave for Oribi Gorge, he didn’t really have time to take a good look. I phoned Russell to let
him know about Green Dragon and to ask him to please get beers on his way home if he was early enough.
He asks me “Where is the Sirion?” – really! It was parked at the airport where he had left it on Monday
morning.
On Friday morning he went down to the garage to have a look at what was making the noise. After taking
Green Dragon for a drive around the block, he told me that the rear engine mounting was broken and had to
be replaced and that the transfer box was resting on the cross member and that was the noise that I was
hearing. Luckily he had engine mountings from previously replacing the front engine mountings. That was
duly replaced. This morning (Easter Sunday), Russell went off for a drive in Green Dragon again and when
he came back, he told me he suspects that the back diff is now on its way out.
Considering we have had the vehicle for nearly 6 years already, we have been extremely lucky that we have
not had to replace more (mechanically wise), considering what we have put the vehicle through and the
places that we have driven.
Hopefully, this back diff is the last of our replacements and repairs this year.
Until next time.
Bridget
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Calendar of forthcoming events
LROC KZN PROVISIONAL EVENTS DIARY 2018
When

What, where

More Info.

CONTACT
PERSON

5/6 May

Broadleaze Fun Day to
celebrate the 70th anniversay of
Land Rover

More details to
follow

George Goswell
083 658 1324

1-3

2nd Gates at Highstakes

More details to
follow

Russell Slogrove
083 630 4318

3-5

Cars in the Park

More details to
follow

George Goswell
083 658 1324

3-5

Tembe Elephant Park

More details to
follow

Brian Moore
082 84 0064

1-5

Valley Drive/Aloe Trail

More details to
follow

Kyle Miller
083 611 7441

3-4

2018
29/30
Sep

3rd Gates at Killarney 4x4

More details to
follow

Russell Slogrove
083 630 4318

3-5

2018
27/28
Oct

Day of the Clubs

More details to
follow

2018
24/25
Nov

4th Gates at Trailblazers
5th Gates at Non-Stop
Adventures - to be confirmed
with committee members at
next meeting

More details to
follow

Russell Slogrove
083 630 4318

3-5

More details to
follow

Russell Slogrove
083 630 4318

3-5

2018
19/20
May
2018
27 May
2018
15 - 18
Jun 2018
24 Jun
2018
28/29 Jul

2018

Grade

NOT KZN LROC EVENTS BUT WORTH SUPPORTING

29 Apr
2018

Photoshoot of various land
rover models at Shongweni
Castle to commemorate the 70th
anniversay of Land Rover

More details to
follow

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.
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For Sale
1. 1976 SERIES 111 WITH TOYOTOTA 2CT MOTOR, BULL BAR, WINCH AND TOW BAR. LICENCED AND REGISTERED
- CURRENTLY A RUNNER BUT NOT RUNNING PRESENTLY
R35000.00
2. EARLY SERIES 1 107 S/WAGON - RESTORED - NON ORIGINAL WITH SERIES 111 GEARBOX AND CHASSIS.
UNLICENCED BUT RUNNING
ASKING R155000.00
3. LAND ROVER SPARES
ROOF, WINDOWS, DOORS, TYRES, RIMS, WINDSCREEN, ENGINE PARTS - LOADS OF STUFF. WOULD PREFER 1
PERSON TO TAKE THE LOT AND CLEAR THE FLOOR
R15000.00
4. 1.7 TON ENGINE HOIST AND JACK -R2400-00 AND ANOTHER JACK R 2000-00

Contact Jean on 083 225 0669
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Ten minutes with Johan van Zyl
Tell me about your very first Land Rover?
In 2009 I opted to get myself an off roader after using my son Etienne’s Hi Lux extensively. It was
an extremely great vehicle, but the fuel consumption and hard ride was just not for me! By luck I
found a low mileage accident damaged Discovery Td5 advertised in Hilton at a very good price and
summarily bought it. I did a “quick fix” on it and on the very first opportunity “tested” it at Killarney.
Big was my initial disappointment as I literally got stuck at every obstacle previously conquered with
the Lux, accept for the sand pits where it exceeded all expectations as the Lux just would not go
anywhere on sand. After playing around for a while I realised that my Landy must first “get stuck”
before the traction control kicks in, turning it into a very eager capable AWD off roader. I soon
changed my initial opinion of the vehicle and restored it to its former mint condition. It looked great
and gave a superior ride on and off road with good fuel consumption. Well, Etienne was so
impressed with its ride that he soon got his own Landy as well, completely abandoning the Lux.
How long have you been 4x4ing and who taught you to 4x4?
I have been involved with 4x4’s, dating back to the early 70’s when the Ford F250’s and Chev
C110’s were still around. In my work environment they were later replaced by Land Cruisers,
Sani’s, Patrols, Isuzus and a few more, but no Land Rovers as mainly the Army had them as tools
of the trade.
What land Rover do you drive now?
I am fortunate enough to have three Discovery Td5’s but one unfortunately now have to donate to
the silver one recently obtained
Does your Landy have a name and what
inspired that name?
They all have names, one named Donor as it
was originally acquired for spares for Annatjie,
the recipient. Annatjie got its name from Wickus
vd Merwe’s song Annatjie my 4x4. The song
says all about Annatjie. For now the last one is
just referred to as the silver one until a suitable
name comes up. Annatjie is at present a donor
for the other two as it was involved in an
accident with extensive damages to the body.

If you could have one modification/accessory fitted to your Landy, what would it be?
I am not very keen on modifications, but a diff locker on the rear axle will be big compliment to an
already awesome vehicle.
7

What is your favourite Land Rover memory?
Hard to say as every trip in any one of them is a treat. One that was different in all aspects was a
trip to Katse Dam Lesotho during November 2013 via Sanipass.The road was extremely bad and
washed away on numerous places. Shortly after crossing the Sani border post from the S.A. side
snow and thick fog awaited us, only to worsen on the Lesotho side accompanied with heavy
rainfall.
What is your worst Land Rover memory?
Once again also that specific trip, as we left home in our summer clothes with almost no warm
clothes! Not far into Lesotho the left front passenger window failed to close after lowering it and
dear Ilse encountered extreme cold and got drenched in the car. Much later I somehow managed
to get the window up and had to wedge it to stay closed. Thanks to my deceiving GPS and the very
badly washed away roads, we arrived at the Katse dam camping site at around 2330 in pitch
darkness and extremely windy, cold weather. The next morning we were stunned by the beautiful
view over the dam, and the previous day was just a lovely memory not to be forgotten.
Where have you been in your Land Rover?
Manny places in Natal, OFS, Gauteng and Western Cape. We travelled Lesotho and Mozambique
on numerous occasions.
Which place was your favourite?
Travelling the sand track from Shemula Lodge to Kosi Bay Border Post between the fences forming
the border between the RSA and Mozambique.(SANDF escort.)
Where would you still like to travel to in your
Landy?
Kunene Falls, Van Zyl’s pass to Kunene Mouth
in Namibia. Baboons Pass Lesotho as well as
an extensive journey to the West Coast.
If you could own any Land Rover (besides
what you own already) what would it be and
why?
Defender 110 simply for its space and looks.
Besides land-rovering what else do you
enjoy doing?
I love deep sea fishing, boating, scuba diving and travelling roads less known.
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Past Events
Andrew (and Cassner Kirkbride’s) surprise baby shower
Although this was not a club event, it involves one of our club’s committee members, and therefore I felt it
was important to share this with our fellow club members. Andrew and Cassner are expecting their first
little bundle of joy in early May this year.
At the end of the committee meeting at the beginning of February, Andrew said that the next meeting was to
be at his house at the beginning of March. For those of you who have never been involved as a committee
member, once a month we meet to sort out events and discuss any matters involving the club and our
members. We meet at each committee member’s house and that committee member with cook us a meal.
We all take our own drinks. My guess behind Andrew saying the next meeting would be at his house, is that
baby is due in shortly and was wanting to get the meeting at his place done before baby comes along.
A few days after the meeting, my mind started working in overdrive. I emailed my fellow committee
members telling them that I was going to organise a baby shower for Andrew at his house on the evening of
the March committee meeting. Each person was to bring along a gift for Andrew (and Cassner) to open.
I then started the shopping – paper plates and
serviettes with baby shower printer on them (not in
pink or blue as we don’t know if they are expecting
a boy or a girl). The balloons were pink and blue
and the cake that I ordered was to have pink and
blue icing. I bought two bibs for the proud parentsto-be to wear as well as a sash for Cassner and a
rosette for Andrew (World’s best dad).
Then it was the gifts. Oh wow. We had two
children of our own and I have been to quite a few
baby showers
over the years
but there is so
much more that you can buy for babies now than what was available 20
odd years ago. To be quite honest, by the time I had finished with the
shopping for the gifts, I was feeling quite broody.
On the afternoon of the meeting, Russell arrived back from
Johannesburg, where he had been away on business and passed me on
my way to collect the balloons, which I had had filled with helium, and
the cake. The trip from when I fetched the balloons to when I got home
was interesting as they were floating all around the roof lining of the
Disco 2. The centre mirror was useless.
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We picked up Etienne van Zyl (as we pool car to meetings), and headed to Waterfall. When we arrived
Andrew wasn’t home yet so I put the balloons in the house and put the cake and plates on the dining room
table. The gifts we placed on a table in the lounge.
Soon some of the other members were arriving and
Andrew arrived home to face balloons and gifts.
After the meeting
and once we had
had our boerie
rolls, it was time
to unwrap the
gifts. The family
came from the
main house to
join in and
Samantha
Kirkbride very
kindly took photos for me. Bear in mind that I am the only female on the
committee and general men do not attend baby showers. This was all
very new to them and while I had been extremely stressed out hoping that the evening would be a success, it
turned out to be a wonderful evening. I was very impressed with the gifts that the guys (especially the single
guys) had bought for the baby as well as for Andrew and Cassner.

Thanks fellow committee members for helping me to make the evening a success.
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1st Gates at Big Rock (photos by Etienne van Zyl and myself)
As we cannot leave poles setup in the
valley overnight, a group of us (Haig,
Lance and Michael) met at the Watercrest
Mall on the Saturday morning and made
our way down to Big Rock. It was an
overcast and rainy morning but by lunch
time it was partly cloudy and quite warm.
As we were only expecting two modified
vehicles to arrive on the Sunday, we
decided to only set up one lot of gates and
both the modified vehicles and the standard
vehicles would do the same course, using
only a standard locker and not any extra
lockers.
We set up 5 and had an axle twister planned which the drivers would have driven with blind folds and we set
up one for the modified drivers. As Etienne van Zyl’s vehicle has a damaged head, we had fetched him in
the morning and we would be dropping him at home in the afternoon. We had a braai quickly when we were
finished with the set up and Kenneth arrived to join us. Michael was keen to play so Haig led the way to the
swamp. Russell and Kenneth decided to stick to the road as the swamp was quite full during the Dusi week
and due to the amount of rain recently, it would certainly be even more waterlogged now.
We decided to drive to the end closer to the
picnic spot to see them emerge from the
swamp only to find both vehicles stuck fast.
With our 10m recovery strap and 10m snatch
strap joined together, we were able to put
Haig about 10m closer to the end of the
swamp. Michael was now about 10m behind
his vehicle. We then connected one of the
straps between him and Haig and the other
between Haig and Green Dragon and Russell
put his foot down. With a tug or three, both
vehicles emerged from the swamp. We put
the straps (now muddy and wet) back into
the vehicle and set off. One of the guys had suggested we go to a shebeen behind the picnic spot up the hill.
Russell, who was now leading the group, wasn’t sure where to go so he pulled over to the side and let Haig
and Michael past. He accelerated fast and all over a sudden we came to a standstill. No drive at all.
After playing around with the gears for a while (bearing in mind Green Dragon has an automatic gearbox),
the only way we could drive, was if the diff lock was engaged. When we eventually caught up to Haig and
Michael (Kenneth was behind us), it was determined by the guys that the front diff was shot. We decided it
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best to turn round and head back for Waterfall and home (if Green Dragon could limp that far). We
managed to get back out of the valley and picked up Etienne, who had travelled in the back of Haig’s vehicle
to take photos. When we met them at the petrol station, Michael had his bonnet open and they were
checking spark plugs. Haig discovered that the incorrect spark plugs were in the vehicle which was the
reason for the vehicle misfiring all day. He gave him two and Michael arrived home safely just after we
arrived home with the Green Dragon.
In the meanwhile, I had contacted
our son and asked if we could get
a lift with him the next morning.
I would fetch Etienne from his
place and Trevor and Lance
would pick us up at our house.
Russell opted to not go as he
wanted to strip the Green Dragon
to see how badly the diff was
damaged and to organise to get it
replaced. He had taken the
Monday and Tuesday off work as
the Wednesday was a public
holiday so he would be able to repair the vehicle while he was on leave.
Before 6am on the Sunday morning, I was off to collect Etienne from his house. We got back to the house to
meet an extremely exhausted bunch of youngster who had only had about an hours sleep. Buffel was
making a horrible noise. We packed in the gazebo, poles and one of the club banners and set off for
Waterfall. When we arrived at the mall (we were running late due to the circumstances which were beyond
our control really), there were quite a few other vehicles waiting for the lead convoy vehicle. I phoned
Andrew and told him that those of the guys already at the Mall were going down with us and if he could
please bring the rest of the guys down.
It had rained overnight and was spitting with rain when we arrive and the river was quite deep in places. Our
first casualty of the day was Buffel. We hadn’t even started the gates yet. She was recovered and the poles
were set up, the gazebo erected and coffee served before the rest of the members arrived.
We started the gates and because of the wet and slippery conditions and 11 vehicles going through each gate,
the ones involving water, were extremely interesting and there was lots of slipping and sliding and some
even managed to use their hand brakes to spin the
back of the vehicles round in order for the drivers
not to have to do extra roll backs.
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On the Saturday when we had set
up the gate below, we had noticed
a very big rock just below the
water level on the driver’s side.
As long as the right wheels were
on this rock, then they could
easily drive out of this gate. It
wasn’t as easy as it looked.
Then Clifford managed to bend
the track rock (third one now)
when he entered the one gate. He
was stuck there for quite a while
as the members try to free his
vehicle, firstly by pulling him forward and then by
pulling him backwards. Once he was free, we
continued with the rest of the vehicles.
I just happened to be wearing a white shirt that day
(big mistake) and I had told all the drivers that any
driver to shower me with mud, would receive Nil
for that gate. Dylan was the first one to do this. As
her came up the bank out of the river, he spun the
wheels and mud flew everywhere. So my nice
clean white shirt was no longer clean.
For the gate where we set up the target, we had two
members score points. Andrew got 10 points but
then had to do a roll back so promptly lost the 10
points. Ettienne Piennaar managed to score 100
points. Well done to both of you.
Michael managed to get some airtime on that
obstacle when he launched his vehicle up the
hill and over the top.
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The next person to splash me with mud or should
I say, mostly muddy water, was Andrew. I was
starting the vehicle at the Gate and George and
bunch of other people were standing chatting
down towards the river and Heather drove past
and revved as bit. I didn’t really take much
notice and as she drove away, I heard George say
something to the effect that that was a pretty
feeble effort. Then Andrew drove past me and I
still took no notice really as I was concentrating
on lining up the next vehicle to begin the gate.
Next thing I know, he come flying past, right
through a huge puddle of muddy water.
Apparently from the other side of the gate, it
looked like a wave of water rising behind me. I was drenched from head to toe.
So on the next gate, Andrew got to the axle twister in the middle of the bush and dug himself in which meant
that he had to be recovered and I had to score him Nil. Sorry Andrew, karma came back and got you.
All the other vehicles managed to get through that section but had to choose their line extremely carefully so
as not to get stuck in the same hole.
It was then time to do the modified gate. Many of the standard class drivers were keen to try the gate as well
so we the committee members present
decided to open it up to them as well. We let
the modified guys show us their route, which
we scored out of 60. We then told the
standard class drivers that if they started
where the modified guys started, then they
would be scored out of 90 points. If they
chose a different route to get over the rocks
and down the other side, then we would
deduct 30 points.
They were all game for this with one or two
trying the modified start by removing the
pole and trying a slightly different route to
climb onto the rock.
On behalf of the committee, I would like to
thanks all those who assisted with the setup
on the Saturday, all those who attended on
the Sunday and assisted with marshalling and
setup.
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Well done to our standard class drivers – Heather in 3rd place, Justin von Niebel in 2nd place and Ettienne
Piennaar in 1st place. Also well done to our modified class drivers – Haig Roth in 2nd place and Theo
Williams in 1st place.
Well do to all those other drivers who didn’t place but joined us for the day.
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Recce at Broadleze

Just a few photos by George Goswell and
Brendan Mitchell of the recce at Broadleze for
the event at the beginning of May to celebrate
the 70th anniversary of the Land Rover.
Brendan’s vehicle, Goat, was used as the chief
bush cutter. This would have caused any
vehicle to run hot. Without the volunteers on
the day to assist, George would not be able to
hold a successful event. Looking forward to the fun and action on the day. See you all there.
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Your Stories
Russell’s 88” shorty rebuild by Bridget & Russell Slogrove
About two years ago we were given a Series 3S land rover. When we went to fetch the vehicle, the tyres
were flat, the vehicle wouldn’t start and the brakes were non-existent. Unfortunately, I do not have any of
the photos of the vehicle as they were all on my cell phone that was stolen in September last year. We towed
the vehicle to our place using a tow bar from our tow hitch to the tow hitch on the front of the vehicle (which
we tied on as we were not sure that the tow hitch would stay on the vehicle). Trevor left for his first contract
with MSC just a few days later.
Russell decided that we needed to move the S3S into the garage as he could not work on the vehicle while it
was parked outside. So with me in the driver seat he started to push the vehicle down and then up into our
garage. Eventually, when he was really exhausted from pushing, he went up to the house and got the ignition
key. Bearing in mind that the ignition was dangling by cables, he managed to get the vehicle started enough
to get her into the garage and to straighten her up on the one side.
Then we removed a concrete and brick step which was rather in the way in the single garage so that we could
park the Sirion in that side of the garage. Then the stripping began. When he removed the body, I assisted.
We had a skate board under the body on the one end and a trolley jack under the other end. We eventually
with a lot of pushing and shoving managed to move the body out of the way of the garage and against the
wall in the alcove in the driveway. This was so that we could get Green Dragon and Siri out of the garage.
Once the vehicle was entirely dismantled he started to assess the amount of work to be done on the chassis.
The front and rear cross members of this chassis were quite badly rusted so he started cutting sections out and
welding new pieces in. This was along the entire length of the chassis as well in places. Clearly one of the
previous owners had used the vehicle to launch boats and the salt water had started to do its work on the
metal.
Then one of our fellow
members mentioned that
he had noticed a couple
of land rover chassis’s on
a property in northern
KZN. He organised a
deal and Russell duly
paid for the chassis (this
came complete with an
engine, gearbox and
transfer box). He
organised to tow the
vehicle down to his place
and on the same day that
nd
Trevor was arriving home in March (2 ), Russell organised for it to be picked up on a roll back truck and
delivered to our house. As I was at home that day, I took delivery of the vehicle. You can see the purple S3S
body to the right of this chassis.
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Before the vehicle had
even been here for a
complete day, there
was already an oil leak
on the tarmac in the
driveway. Talk about a
vehicle marking its
territory. Russell
seemed to be extremely
happy with the chassis
and immediately
started making plans of
what to do first. His
only perplexing
problem was which
engine to use. The S3S arrived with a petrol engine. The new chassis has a diesel engine. We have never
owned a diesel powered vehicle so I think it was a bit daunting for
Russell to actually think of working on that engine.
He borrowed an engine lift last weekend and with the help of our
son, they removed the diesel engine and replaced it with the petrol
engine. The rear engine mountings lined up perfectly but the front
engine mountings had previously been altered, so after much
deliberation, Russell decided that he would have to design new
mountings.
Unfortunately, and much to Russell’s disgust, he had to go to
Johannesburg on Monday this last week and now it is the long
weekend and he cannot do any work on the vehicle until he is able to
get the steel for the engine mountings and start making them up.
More to follow as this rebuild progresses….
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Sho’t straight – Day 3, PE or Bust

By Brian Moore

The sun rose bright and early, and lulled from a deep sleep by the sound of the Ha Dee Dahs falling out of the
branches at 05h00, we arose to bid a quiet departure from the Rambling Rose, after paying for our stay of
course, to face another day of challenges . Having now had an unexpected two nights of stops on the way to
PE, we were now fresh out of extra time to get to PE, where our mates 70th and a whole lot of fresh beer
awaited me.
After a perfunctory glance under Dusky to ensure we had no spreading pool of oil from the centrifuge, we hit
the tarmac.
After a hasty phone call to our mates, to let them know we were mobile again, we headed south from Bedford
to Queenstown. The tar roads were an absolute blessing in disguise and after carefully nursing Dusky for a
few kilometres I was able to open the taps a bit, but not without some trepidation.
After an hour or so we stopped alongside the road, just to make sure our temporary repair was holding out.
Joy of all joys, it was, and I was able to put foot down and make all haste to PE.
The sun was shining again, and by the time we hit Queenstown, the temperature was in the upper 30’s, and a
quick stop for breakfast and a basin wash, Queenstown was crazy and the Shell Ultracity in town was
extremely hectic. There were far too many travellers lurking about in Toyotas for my liking, so we decided to
pop in for a brief look at Tarkastad, before stopping on a roadside picnic spot for a refreshing breakfast under
the shade of the only two trees between Bedford and PE.
There we sat, watching all the cars
going by and getting very strange
looks from all the cars full of
lemmings, as they hurtled past in their
frantic rush to get to the sea before it
drained away. As I sat on the roadside,
I could not help but hearken back to
the old days, where as a youngster, our
family would never contemplate a road
trip without a compulsory stop
somewhere in the middle of nowhere,
to have condensed milk coffee and my
Oupa’s special “game reserve
biscuits”, or an ice cold glass of water decanted from Oupa’s bumper mounted canvas water cooler. Those
were the days!
It really saddened me to realise that an entire generation of children have never experienced the pleasure of a
roadside picnic, owing to the high levels of crime on our roads and the neglect of so many wayside stops.
As I sat being mesmerised by the cloud formations slowly starting to form over the mountains beyond
Queenstown, bringing the promise of the first summer rains, I was suddenly overcome by an urge to take
back what was once ours, and resolved to myself to do this again. So often , as is the norm in our modern
world, we become entrapped in the daily hustle and bustle, scurrying about like army ants with no time to just
stop and smell the roses.
It was really so peaceful, as we dined in our own company, with nothing but the sound of the wind rustling
in the leaves of the tree , the cawing of the roadside crow perched on the telephone pole behind us, the
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occasional ping from Dusty as she cooled down a bit, and the buzzing of the bee that was trying to crawl
down my drinking straw.
Our idyllic little picnic, as we sat drinking our milkshakes and eating our sarmies eventually had to come to
an end, and off we set again, not without another perfunctory glance under Dusky for the tell tale signs of a
looming oil slick.
Dusky performed like a dream, and we stopped at the little town of Middleton, one of the smallest an oldest
privately owned towns in SA, to take a few pics to send to the kids as a reminder of our stop there with them
two years prior, and possibly buy some
memento’s from their quaint little farm
stall.
Unfortunately, being a Sunday, their little
farm stall there was closed, and we set off
for PE again, with a quick prayer beside the
quaint church for safer travels.
We climbed up the Olifantshoek pass,
where we stopped for a quick leg stretch
and a photo opportunity.
There we were joined by a few like minded
fellow travellers, but we did not have too much time to linger, as time was against us. Setting off down the
pass, just as I
thought our
trip was
going to be
uneventful,
another
curved ball ,thrown at us deliberately to slow our progress, hit us slap bang in the middle of our windscreen,
with a resounding slap.
There in front of us, as we rounded a particularly sharp curve on a precipitous stretch of the pass, was a
vehicle, which had left the road, and was sitting straddled against the Armco barrier, rather bent and buckled
and with a very distraught looking middle aged lady standing all alone on the edge of the roadside.
Any thoughts of the car moving were immediately rendered nul and void as I observed the Armco barrier
wedged under the front right wheel arch and protruding out of her fender.
Now having been a good Boy Scout, but missing out on my Help a Damsel in Distress Badge, I could not
venture further without at least rendering some roadside assistance of sorts.
After finding a safe spot to park, I alighted from Dusky and strolled up to the lady, who was obviously
distressed and crying, and asked if she was alright, and if she needed a hug.
To my dismay, she rebuked my approach, backing off with outstretched arms, and with tears coursing down
her cheeks, began to back away from me as if I was beset with the Black Death. It was not quite the reaction I
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was expecting. “Leave me alone! I am fine!”, she retorted, “I’ve been here an hour already, and my husband,
a hunter from Addo is on his way, and if he finds you here, there is going to be serious trouble!”
There was a sudden de-rusting and ker-klunking of cogs in my helmet, as I realised all was not well and
wondered if maybe the box was not as full of chocolates, as it should perhaps have been, or worse.
Gleaming Knights Armour slightly dented and pride somewhat bruised, I nevertheless backed off and
chatting to Sybil, advised her to step in, as maybe the distruaht woman may appreciate a female’s delicate
approach. She genuinely seemed quite terrified of me.
Quietly minding my own business as I stood leaning against the bull-bar pondering what to do as my Rockys
started melting on the hot tar, I casually observed the hairpin bend on the pass, around which the hapless
individual had been travelling, and immediately it became apparent to me, that there were no heavy brake
marks on the tar, or skid marks of any form, which one would normally associate with a car careening out of
control.
A slow realisation started forming on my mind that this was no accident and my unease at the situation
escalated considerably.
Sybil in the meantime had received the same treatment, and the woman obstinately refused any form of
counselling or assistance, and continually asked us to leave her alone!
Sybil, I think by this time, had also began to come to the realisation that all was not as it appeared to be.
Noting the cliff face and sheer drop adjacent to the car, she casually enquired of the woman, if she was
maybe planning to do something stupid, to which she replied something in the vein of “No, it’s not high
enough here anyway!” .
Anyway, as she steadfastly refused to engage with us or accept our help in any way, we left her, but not after
Sybil had calmly laid a hand on her shoulder and said a quick prayer of moral support with her, whatever her
problems may have been.
We drove off unsure as to whether she was going to jump as soon as we left, or her husband would arrive
with a 306 to blow her head off. As I was not suitably armed with a firearm of equivalent velocity, I thought
it best to invoke my family motto, “When in doubt run away” and preserve all historical links to a long list of
survivors.
I was still extremely uncomfortable abandoning this woman in the wilderness, and recalling that there was a
police station at the bottom of the pass in Patterson, we bid her adieu but I made a bee line to the SAP charge
office. There I filed a report with our boys in blue on the strange encounter and suggested they dispatch a
vehicle up to her post haste, just in case the husband was a wife beater, or in case she was planning to jump.
We never heard another thing after that so I can only assume all ended well for her, but what a weird an
unsettling encounter it had been.
Nevertheless, an hour later we pulled up into my mates’ driveway, extremely relieved that Dusky had made it
all the way with a full tank of oil and with less than 4 hours to spare to get ready for the 70th party we were
attending that night.
“You should have bought a Toyota!” my mate Bruce chirped, with a big grin on his dial as I pulled into his
yard. “Does your LAND ROVER break down every time you come to PE?” he enquired with a sardonic grin
on his dial.
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I laughed, but only just. The last thing I needed to do was lose my sense of humour and maybe my
accommodation for the next three nights as well.
Unpacking, just to serve him right for mocking me, I coated his front lawn liberally with a fine coating of
white fire extinguisher powder, which had applied itself liberally to every conceivable piece of luggage in the
back of Dusky and then dribbled it all the way across his carpets and into our room.
What a trip down it had been and what insane memories we would have for the rest of our lives!
I could not help musing to myself later, as I relaxed on the verandah of my mates’ house, sucking on a cold
beer, that had I never bought a Land Rover, I would never had had half the excitement and adventure I have
experienced over the last few years.
I wondered what it would be like to spend a night on my new rooftop tent, which again had not been
baptised for the 3rd night in a row!
Who would have thought such a simple trip, and such spur of the moment decisions, could have provided so
much anxiety and angst and adventure. Anyway, we were there and it would only be a few days before the
service technician at Savoy Motors in PE would see my frowning brow crossing the threshold of his
workshop for the second time in two years and say “WHAT!NOT YOU AGAIN!!!!!!” as he imagined the
sound of his cash register jingling.
That night we joined my friend Tony,
to celebrate his 70th birthday, which
was the ultimate reason for our trip in
the first place, and reunited with many
of my former colleagues and PE
friends, with whom we had shared so
many years with before returning to
Gods own country, and what a
beautiful re-union it was.
Tony took great delight in regaling his
visitors from far and wide, with tales of
British Engineering at its finest, at my
expense. Everybody laughed.
I made a mental note to warn him that
I may not come down for his 90th, if he
kept this up!
The night’s festivities and nostalgic
reminiscing, among the company of so
many good friends, certainly made up
in so many ways for the trials and
tribulations of our journey down. We
wished it could have lasted for longer

At least our extended stay would give
us a bit of a chance to recharge our
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batteries until we waited for the workshop to open on the 2nd of January and while we sojourned in the
company of mates, over the New Years period, we packed in a hell of a lot, but more about that on another
day.
At least for now, our worries were over!
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The Life of Mkhumbe (White Rhino) – Part 2 by Dylan Mickleburgh
So, last month we left off with a Landy that didn’t want to stop, this turned into a couple late nights, I started
at the rear and worked my way through to the front, replacing absolutely everything, every brake line, every
cylinder, every brake shoe. I managed to borrow a brake line flaring tool, and using a size 19 long reach
socket as a jig I managed to do all the bends perfectly without pinching any pipes. It was a long and tedious
job, but nothing a couple castle light can’t sort out. Doing all the work on my own tended to pose a problem
when it came to bleeding the system. Its moments like these that I should have a gopro, pumping the brakes
to build pressure, then jamming a piece of wood onto the peddle to hold pressure while I ran around to the
wheel and released the blead nipple…. Let’s just say, I exchanged some colourful words with Mkhumbe that
night.
Once all the brakes were sorted, it was onto my very first LROC event with Mkhumbe, this was a trail blazer
at Killarney, I got to meet a lot of new faces and ended up having a great day out… First event with LROC
KZN…. And what do I get in return, a Wally award! That’s got to be some kind of a record! Now, there is a
side to this story that no one wants you to know, this whole Wally award was planned well in advance, I
could tell something was up by the laughter on everyone’s faces, as it turns out, a Landy sitting close to the
sea side for some 5 odd years doesn’t do too well with rust. My fuel tank had developed a hole in the rear,
roughly half way up, so I could never
have more than half a tank of fuel, and
every time I took to the hills, while
climbing, she would mark her territory
as we plodded along. I ended up
getting stuck half way up a fairly steep
climb where the territory marking fluid
had all but run out. This is where my
survival instincts kicked in, I was in
the middle of nowhere, with no food
and only enough water to last 19.2
hours, I had to come up with a plan
and fast. Fortunately there was a
chainsaw hitching a ride in the back of
my Landy with a full tank of gas and a bit of 2 stroke oil. Landies can never have enough oil. So I poured the
1.5L of mixed petrol into my tank and it happened to be just enough for me to crest the hill, once on level
ground I was fine and made it back to Killarney main camp with everything but my pride intact.
It was after this long hot day in the sun that I decided it was time to start thinking of a roof configuration for
Mkhumbe. I decided I wanted something different, and after many hours of trawling the internet for ideas, I
decided I was going to make my own double cab roof, of course the series Landies never came out as a
double cab from the factory and the defender roof is different, so this was going to take some fabrication
work, and a fair amount of time…. But it will be worth it.
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Something Technical
Land Rover Discovery Rear Diff Change How-to

The Discovery rear diff has been whining for
nearly 4 years, so because I would be taking
the 6×6 chassis to Bradford for galvanizing, I
was concerned that the extra strain of pulling a
16 foot Ifor trailer + chassis could finish the diff
off, so I figure its better to change it in the
workshop rather than be recovered having
broken down on the journey.
The first job is to make it safe for me, so that
means using axle stands as well as the trolly
jacks. My theory is; you can’t be too careful
when working under a 2 ton vehicle. So, once
safely in position remove the rear wheels and
then drain the old oil into a tub.

The half shafts have to be removed next. I use a
piece of angle iron wedged between two of the
wheel studs, this locks the hub so the half shaft
bolts can be removed. The half shaft can be
pulled free of the axle.

Next job is to unbolt the prop shaft. Three bolts if with a doughnut or four bolts with a Hardy-spicer flange. Now
secure the prop so it is out of your way. Then remove the diff mounting bolts and lift out the diff, But be careful, as
the diff is heavier than you think!
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Make sure all the old g. asket and sealant is removed from round the diff pan, also clean out the inside of the axle
casing as sometimes you can have a build up of filings from the diff gears and bearings.

This is the old diff prop shaft doughnut, the
lines you can see are actually cracks in the
rubber, whilst changing the diff it is a good
opportunity to change this as well.

Apply liquid gasket to the diff flange then offer
it up to the axle casing and bolt in, make sure
you have a good seal all the way round or it will
leak !
The prop shaft can now be bolted to the
replacement rubber doughnut.
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Apply liquid gasket again to the half shaft flange
then slide into the hub and axle case.

This picture shows the half shaft slid into
position and ready for the bolts to be tightened.
You can reuse the angle iron to stop the hub
from spinning whilst you tighten up the bolts.
All that is left to do is refill the back axle with oil
(please do not forget to do this !)and refit the wheels.
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