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Preamble: 

At a collective birthday celebration event at Heine de Villiers house I bumped into 

Bruce Turner. Social Media is a wonderful thing. People post an invite on Facebook, 

which gets forwarded to friends of friends and the next thing you know you have a 

flash-mob in your own garden   Bruce (one of the weirdo’s there)  mentioned to 

me that they were going to Botswana to celebrate his 40’th birthday in a week and a 

bit’s time and asked whether Ronel and I would be keen to tag along. It was an 

attractive proposition because it would be a whole motley crew, well-known to me. 

Unfortunately at the time we had just returned from the Eastern Cape Drakensberg 

(Rhodes surrounds) in a hunt for snow. Partly travel-worn and platsak. So I politely 

declined the invitation, but the seed was planted. 

On Tuesday 07 August 2012 it snowed in Johannesburg. It snowed in most parts of 

Gauteng actually. And by then I was VERY gatvol of the winter and the cold. It didn’t 

help sitting in on the excellent talk by Lewis Pugh who swam (speedo clad only) a 

kilometre in the frozen waters of the north pole. But there was also a message there. 

DO STUFF ! Don’t sit at home. Soon we will all be geriatrics… On Wednesday 08 

August I attended a “bosberaad” at our business. This was followed by a nice lunch 

with an even better red wine and all the elements leading up to that moment started 

simmering in alcohol. I was milling over my own long weekend prospects, listening 

over a glass of fine Kanonkop Kadette to everyone’s plans. A SMS to Ronel 

confirmed that she would have to work. So I basically had no plans. 21H00 that 

evening I decided. Bugger this – tomorrow I am going to Kubu with Bruce & Co. Got 

up and threw a few things together. I have never been so unprepared.  

Day 1 : Thursday (Womans Day) 09 August 2012 

The rendezvous was scheduled for 05H00 at the Petroport north of Zambezi. I slept 

to 06H00 and hastily jumped into the shower, dressed, got my stuff and got into the 

Landy. I had very little in terms of food and drinks but decided to stock up along the 

route. There were many places en-route where I should be able to get the basics. I 

filled up at the Petroport, now 2 hours behind the convoy en drove on.  It was a 

lekker day and I enjoyed the solo drive. My tunes were playing, the N1 was quiet and 

all was well. Near Bela Bela I contemplated my border crossing options. In the past I 

had some bad experiences over long-weekends at both Martin’s Drift and 

Stockpoort. Without a paper map as a reference I decided to go and try the Zanzibar 

border post. Most popular due to no queues and no time wasting. I started to punch 

in the name on my GPS (whilst driving – sorry – I know - I am not a model citizen). 

However I could not get the spelling right, kept touching the wrong digits. And so I 

decided to try Platjan instead. It was easier to type in. And I was somehow (don’t ask 

how) convinced that Platjan is the Botswana name for Zanzibar, you know ? Like 



Stockpoort/Parrs Halt ? I can now tell you (after the 200Km detour) that Platjan and 

Zanzibar are completely different border posts. And Platjan is actually to-moer-and-

gone. But – in its defence it was the easiest border crossing I have ever made into 

Botswana. It did come at a price. The track next to the Limpopo through the Tuli past 

Baines Drift is SHOCKING. Despite deflating the tyres it was a rattling, shaking, 

agonising crawl (at 30 Km/h) to Zanzibar. I did stop briefly to get a beer, asking 

myself whether I was happy now after my impulsive decision to go to Botswana. And 

I got flagged over by a local resident who broke the engine mountings on that horrid 

road in his Citi Golf. I managed to assist him with some threaded rod I carry in my 

spares. 

Things got much better once I hit the tar at Zanzibar. The roads were practically 

deserted and it was an easy (if somewhat long) drive. I got asked to open my 

freezers at the VET fence near Selibe Pikwe but only had a pack of Vienna’s to show 

– so got waved through. Fortunately he didn’t see my packet of Seemann’s 

Bratwurst at the bottom (I grabbed what I could at home).   

Next problem was in Palapaye. I stopped to fill with diesel. Most notable was that no 

garage that I stopped at would accept my Credit Card. I had to draw cash. And the 

different mapsets on my GPS all had its own idea as to where the ATM’s are. But I 

managed. Filled up with diesel the Landy refused to start. The engine swung over 

perfectly but wouldn’t fire. Having been a long day already I was a bit gatvol. Just 

then I got a SMS from Marc Hall (who was suspecting I may tag along) who informed 

me that Mike Cliff had vehicle problems and the rendezvous point for the evening 

was changed to Khama Rhino Sanctuary outside Serowe. This suited me perfectly. I 

wasn’t keen on another 150 Km drive. I decided to try the Landy again and it started 

first time <curses>… Still don’t know why it did that.  

I arrived just 20 minutes after the main group. Paid for my campsite and drove to 

meet the group. The group was split over two campsites. In fact the campsite I drove 

into was already occupied by a “couple”. Brendon and Brandon (who shared a very 

small tent) appeared to be okay with half the motley crew crashing on their site.  I 

parked my truck and said my hello’s to Heine, Colin Brown, Nick Coetzee (and 

Hester) and Anthony (and Chantal) Walley. I went to say hello to Mark Hall in the 

adjacent campsite and spotted most of the others there.  

That evening was bloody cold. I was driven to bed by it at 20H00. Colin bravely tried 

to get a good fire going but the stash of wood was too small. Heine recorded -5 deg 

C. Everything was frozen the next day.  I slept cold and that with most of my clothes 

on under the only sleeping bag and blanket I brought along. I had my apprehension 

about the nights to come.  

Day 2 : Friday (Bruce’ Day) 10 August 2012 

Fark me it was cold. Brendon and Brandon appeared to be unaffected by the cold. 

They were strutting around in their shorts. Getting up and packed and ready and 



showered was laborious and slow in the chill. The showers at Khama still suck. No 

water pressure. The water was warm so we didn’t complain. As the sun got higher 

things were getting better. I filled my shower Jerry Cans with water and we left 

Khama at about 09H00 and met Bruce at the gate where we wished him a happy 

birthday. I proceeded ahead to Letlhakane. It was an uneventful drive. In Letlhalane I 

drew money, filled with diesel and stopped at the Spar (clean, well-stocked, fresh 

produce) and got a few essentials. I drove out to where Bruce was waiting next to 

the road. We had a beer there (as we do). The rest of (our) group had caught up. 

Only Eric and Mike Cliff and another couple (the pretty chick and the surfer dude) 

were still unaccounted for after their repairs in Serowe. Oh and no-one knew where 

Anton Heiberg was. Ready we proceeded onward.  

At Mmatshumo Village Marc pulled over to deflate tires, so I pushed past. In the end 

I had a very nice solo drive all the way to Kubu Island. No issues at the vet gate but I 

did get that “wow that beer looks very lekka stare”. I arrived at Kubu Island and was 

surprised with the number of campers there. I saw a wave from Hannes Thirion from 

ahead and drove on to where they were setting up camp. Anton and Setilda Heiberg 

was also there busy pitching their tent. It was nice to finally meet Anton. Up till then 

we have chatted via email only. I chose a parking spot and chilled. The weather was 

nice and warm and the sky was clear. Perfect weather for the, otherwise, very 

temperamental Kubu. The rest of the group must have had a very jolly drive because 

they only arrived in dribs and drabs 2 hours later. Heine had some GPS difficulties 

and took his group along the scenic route…   

Again we had a split into two areas. It was a natural thing and most of the group 

congregated where they felt most comfortable. We had some migrators late in the 

evening  It was nice catching up with friends we have not seen in a while and there 

was lots of jokes and laughter. Later the afternoon toward sunset most grabbed their 

cameras to utilise the afternoon light to capture some spectacular images… We went 

to bed late that evening after a lekker braai and fortunately slept much warmer than 

the previous evening.  

Day 3 : Saturday (Party Day) 11 August 2012 

It was a lazy start to the day… Not much to report. Everyone chilled. The weather 

was still (mostly) perfect. Anthony Walley decided to search for the source of his 

Discovery 3 suspension error. Nick Coetzee decided to re-wire his Echo trailer  

Some went for walks, others sat around and talked kuk. I say they talked kuk – but 

the truth of the matter is that there is a number of wise elders in the group. The 

average IQ must be high (if their stories are to be believed)  Seriously – a trip like 

this can be very educational. Topics that came under the hammer ranged from IT, 

tech and gadget wizardry, photography, astronomy, botany, evolution, creation, 

racial harmony, life sciences, sport, philosophy, you name it. The place is very 

conducive to a good debate.  



Two micro-light pilots flew over and landed a short distance away from our campsite. 

They were freezing and came to inquire about the possibility of a coffee. In return 

Fanie Dup’s son scored a flip with one  

Eric Sommer and March Hall and Mike Cliff surprised us by setting up a Sundowner 

Cocktail Spread in celebration of Bruce Turner’s birthday on the pan. That was 

awesome. Very yummy and forced some of the group to mingle with the ‘others’  

The goodies were so ample I am sure most went to put their braai meat away. Well 

done to you guys. That evening we had another session around the fire. Many 

stories and many laughs. But we could feel a bit of chill rolling in. So it was early to 

bed for most. Colin Brown dabbles in the “Human Pincode” science and explored the 

topic with a few of the attendees. Very interesting. Some were kept up quite late in 

the exploration of their personal and family dynamics  I enjoyed Collen’s stories 

and wisdom. The man has a vocabulary of note and in his vernacular had me smiling 

the whole time.  

Day 4 : Sunday (Windy Day) 12 August 2012 

We woke up to a miserable day. It had been freezing cold during the night. It was 

windy and very dusty. So we packed quickly and as soon as everyone had said their 

goodbyes we headed out. I drove out with Anthony and Chantal Walley, all the way 

to Palapaye. Anthony wanted to head home. The groups was split into three factions. 

The homeward bound ones, us who wanted to stay at African Ranches near Martins 

Drift and those who wanted to travel the lesser routes and bush camp on a cutline.  

I reached African Ranches just after Anton Heiberg. Unfortunately the entire 

campsite was taken up by large party from NIX in KZN. Friendly folks. We made 

camp on the side and I suspected we may the only two cars from our group when 

Heine, Nick and Con rolled in. We settled payment and organised a batch of wood 

and had an awesome evening around the fire. Con was in charge if the braai and 

Colin in charge of the Jaffles. We called a curfew at 22H00 to allow our neighbours 

some peace and quiet. By that time it was already very chilly. Froze my butt off again 

that evening.  

Day 5 : Monday (Homeward Bound) 13 August 2012 

A blue Jerry Can with water became dislodged from his bracket on the dirt road from 

African Ranches on the way to Martins Drift. The latch must have rattled loose. It 

shot up and crashed down on the roof of the cab leaving a nasty dent  Other than 

that it was plain sailing all the way home.  

End. 

It was a great trip with great mates. Thanks for the invite Bruce. We don’t do these 

things often enough. I enjoyed it tremendously. Cheers till the next one…  
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