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We made it within the expected time schedule. February the 
2nd was misty, cold but also dry. We left from home at around 
10:30 am, and parked by Jon’s office a bit past 11:00 am. From 
Nord Taxi next door, we booked a taxi to pick us up in only 
about 10 minutes, to take us to the airport, which gave us just 
enough time to turn over the car to Jon and to say good bye 
properly. Jon was in a meeting, and barely had time. The taxi 
arrived and we left for the airport, charging us not the 
estimated 350 kr. but 500 kr.  
A lot had changed in the airport since we had been there last, 
everything seemed bigger. SAS economy class- take the line 
to the right, business class- take the line to the left. There 
were a lot of people, but it went fast. We had been told to 
show up a couple of hours before e.t.d., but ended up having 
more than an hour to waste. To call it waste might be an 
exaggeration, we drank two large beers, which cost us 110 kr., 
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and Lone was allowed to smoke. I had time to give all my kids a 
call, before shutting the cell phone off. 
We were in our flight SK633 on time, but since a passenger 
had not showed up, and since his luggage was on board, they 
had to find it and remove it, before we could take off. Later 
in the day, in Frankfurt, we had to wait at the runway because 
of the weather situation. This all together, led to that I 
mentioned to our stewardess that if everything had gone as 
planned, we would just have one hour and five minutes to 
reach our connecting flight in Frankfurt. She looked at me as 
if she had heard wrong, but promised to return to me later 
with a list of the connecting flights. 
 
We bought a couple of open sandwiches and a beer and landed 
at 4:13 pm, but it wasn’t until 4:25 pm the plane had reached a 
complete stop. On the ground, however, there was a bus 
waiting for passengers with a connecting flight to Cape Town, 
and before we knew it, the about 14 of us, were on our way 
towards our next flight. I am glad that we had mentioned the 
problem to the stewardess; otherwise, we would not have 
made it on time.  Now we were led directly to the security 
check, boarded, got row 39 by the aisle and sat down half an 
hour before ETD. 
As usual I began this flight, an airbus 600/300, by ordering a 
bloody Mary. Shortly after we were given the menu card, 
which had three dinners to chose from. We had an appetizer, 
the chosen goulash, desert and coffee, cake and red wine. It 
turned out to be a long and horrible night. Without my new 
travelling socks, I would hardly have survived, and yet I 
managed to sleep a bit now and then. At a time, the girl to the 
left of me had fallen asleep on my leg. I didn’t dare wake her; 
she would probably have slapped me for inappropriate 
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approaches. Each seat had a monitor, on which you could 
choose to see a movie or other entertainment.  During most of 
the flight I had my seat belt fastened, since it was a “bumpy 
ride”, like sailing in a speed boat in stormy weather. When we 
finally landed in Cape Town, after having circled around 
waiting for the airport to open at 5:50 am, it was as if we 
were sailing through migration and customs, till we found 
ourselves standing in the warm and beautiful morning sun, and 
was being welcomed by the travel agent who brought us to our 
hotel Ritz. Here they told us that around 11 am, they would be 
able to estimate when they would have our room ready for us.  
We took a taxi to the water front. Everything was closed, but 
slowly people started waking up and appearing on the streets. 
Tables and chairs were being wiped off, and on the elegant 
hotel Table Mountain, by the pier of the cruise ships and with 
a view to the mountain, we were served the first beer of the 
day. 
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Cape Town with the Table Mountain in the background  
 

We walked about 3 km. Back to our hotel and ate a mix of hot 
wings and Roquefort salad along the way. We got room 901, 
with the most beautiful view of the ocean.  
A strong wind makes the hot sun beams feel less warm, but 
howls around the corner on the ninths floor. We went to bed, 
and slept until almost 4:00 pm. After a bath and a change to 
more comfortable clothes, we took a cab to Down Town, where 
we arrived just as the Green market closed down. We waded 
along Long Street to the far end and back again in the 
opposite direction, till we finally dropped in at: “The Famous 
Butchers”. Here we had Rump steak with excellent local wine, 
and a giant shrimp for an appetizer to share. We had an 
Espresso in a Cigars Lounge (an excellent local cigar Dunhill in 
its own humidifier), an excellent cognac and then took a cab 
home.  
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On the 21st floor of the hotel, lies the rotating restaurant, 
and under that a bar with an unforgettable view over the city 
and ocean, and at the time under a breath taking full moon.  
 

 
 
We shared the company with a couple of Christians, had a 
beer and went to bed. Lone suffered from increasing pain in 
her throat, a cold? But we both slept well. 
 
Sunday we bought an excursion to the Cape of Good Hope. 
After an overwhelming breakfast we were picked up by a mini 
bus. Under scattered clouds in fine weather, we passed the 
rich peoples’ houses along the beach road to Hout Bay, where 
we later sat in the marina near the tour boat to the island of 
the seals. Each of us with half a pint of beer, 33 rand - 40 
with tips or 32 Danish crowns…cheep! 
Around us black people sold all kinds of souvenirs, handsome 
masks, pearl woven stuff, and so forth. After a break, long 
enough for those who wanted to visit the island of seals, we 
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continued towards the peninsula where the Cape was the goal 
of the trip. 
 

 
 

It had been a good day, with a lot of spots to be remembered, 
an ostrich farm, Jack Ass penguins, an Eland antelope, and 
groups of baboons which jumped up onto the cars when 
stopping in order to avoid running them down. 
We watched the place where the oceans meet and we had 
lunch at the Curry Pot, not to be recommended, except the 
beer which is always good. 
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On our way back we made a break at Simons Town, the fleet 
base, and at Kirstenbosch, the botanic garden which we did 
not give much credit as we were both very tired and only 
spent half an hour there. 
Lone had not been well and went to bed, so I was on my own  
at the Italian restaurant on the corner with half a dozen baby 
prawns and a fine glass of dry white wine, all for only 50 rand. 
The evening turned out to be soft as silk but noisy, seated 
only a stone throw from the sea. 
 
The upcoming day we took a taxi to the cable station for the 
Table Mountain. The ride lasted only a few minutes, and the 
cable car turned all the way to the top so everybody got the 
same view. The view was marvellous, the bays, the two 
volcanoes, one called Lions head. We got the best weather and 
walked between boulders and bushes coloured with the 
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national flower Protea, seldom herbs and the air so fresh that 
Lone could only feel better by breathing it. And so she did. 
 

 
From the top of the Tablemountain  
 
At the agreed time, the taxi driver arrived to bring us back 
to the hotel. 
I realized that I should have picked up the car I had rented 
at Hertz between eleven am and twelve pm. 
It was 25 degrees hot and in the sun it was almost 
unbearable. The Italian restaurant was closed until late in the 
afternoon. It was Monday and most of the restaurants were 
closed, so we took a cab downtown to Hertz, got our brand 
new Opel and found our way back to the hotel. 
There at the pool in the shade, with two scrimp cocktails and 
two beers, it turned out to be nice with a little nap. 
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Lone still wasn’t well. I tried to get her some medicine from 
the Pharmacy at the corner, but it was closed unfortunately. 
 

 
 
Our last evening in Cape Town became a symphony of 
emotions. 
At the 22nd floor we got a table in the rotating restaurant. 
Lone thought that a tour around would take an hour. Anyways 
it was like sitting on a first class restaurant on board a cruise 
ship looking at the changing views.  
While eating - the lights in town and along the roads were 
turned on at the pace of the increasing twilight, the surf 
shined more bright and the moon was orange in a bed of dark 
blue velvet. 
We each had half a score of green mussels as a starter, 
disappointingly tough, and half of a shared rack of lamb, from 
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where the chops were cut at the table - delicious – and all to 
the music from the piano playing. 

 
We enjoyed a glass of Chardonnays to the marine part of the 
meal, and a perfect Chirac to the lamb.  Just too bad Lone 
dropped her glass - meaning the wine of course.  The evening 
ended at the 21st floor, with espresso, brandy and a small talk 
with the Christian guys we had met the day before. 
 
Heading for Stellenbosch. I got some cough medicine for Lone 
who still suffered from a troubled throat.  We left the hotel 
half past eleven, and were on the road again, but now in the 
wrong side.  
The weather was great, but we wouldn’t have minded if it had 
been a bit chillier. 
We passed the airport and townships, those unbelievable 
primitive racks and piles of garbage where thousands of black 
people live, surrounded by wired fences like fugitives but in 
their own land. We learned that the state had offered them 
flats to move into, which they had refused, due to their 
culture to be free, free from paying rent?  But the state 
provides them with electricity and water for free. 
 
We were approaching what in the distance seemed like blue 
mountains, but later as we got closer, they changed into more 
nuances. Lone was the navigator I just drove – in the left hand 
side, and finally we turned into the garage at our charming 
thatch roofed hotel. Room number four, the one pictured at 
the front of their brochure. 
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Someone in Cape Town told us to visit the winery Spir and as 
it was close to Stellenbosch, so we did. We tasted 5 sorts of 
wine, and learned that Savanha is sold to Coop in Denmark. 
Otherwise the winery was more like a goat marked, part of it 
a small zoo with a cheetah, owls, lots of picnic areas, 
restaurants and market tents selling all kinds of useless stuff. 
We had lunch, a tart with goat cheese and ruccula salad, in 
company with ducks begging around the tables. 
The temperature was close to 40, too much for me, but Lone 
seemed to be getting better. 
After a nap at the hotel we went for dinner, a nice sole to a 
cooled dry white wine, excellent. 
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Stellenbosch is a small nice village with charming houses many 
in the typical Holland style. In the evening lights from candles 
on the tables at the shattered restaurants serving outside 
seemed very cozy. People were eating, you could see the light 
from shops still open - it was like Paris. We dropped in at a 
complex of restaurants with a cigar lounge for a brandy and a 
smoke. 
 
It was February the seventh and Neil called while I took a 
shower. Lone still coughed a lot and I had to smear my arms 
with yoghurt to treat my sun eczema – now ready for 
Hermanus. 
 
The day before the temperature had reached 30 C and this 
day we were promised 33 C, hot, especially in the car which 
was a class A car and not a B as ordered, meaning no air 
condition. Still I liked the small Opel Corsa Light. 
 
On the way from Stellenbosch to Hermanus we passed a small 
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Mountain pass. The roads were fine and wide so you could 
easily go through the curb going 100 km per hour. On the 
slopes grew wine and from the rim you had a spectacular view 
over the savanna. 
Downhill towards the coast was Hermanus, which is also the 
breeding place for hump back whales and the hometown of 
Neil and Barbara. 
 

 
 
Barbara greeted us at the veranda to their most beautiful 
villa, with a view directly to the open sea. We chatted over a 
beer till Neil arrived after playing his golf. 
Later he drove me around in his Mercedes sport car to see 
the golf area, people playing bowls, funny small animals, Rock 
Dassie, the railway station without rails and the village. 
 
That evening we had Springbok pie and a friend called Nick 
showed up and took part of the meal. The strength of the 
wind increased and the clouds became threateningly dark and 
turned off the sunset. 
 
The house of Barbara and Neil is very beautiful and neatly 
designed. The room we got was on the first floor with a 
separate bathroom and ocean view. On a scale from 1 to 10, I 
rate it 12.  
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Rock Dassie 

 

Our plan was to visit their chicken farm, the projected wine 
farm and the landscape where the roads sometimes call for a 
car with four wheel drive.  We passed a winery, had a taste 
and enjoyed the shadow as the temperature reached 29C. 
The wind still increasing, the night before it had gone to gale 
force but later in the day it slowed down a bit, and the 
temperature dropped drastically. 
At lunch we had new harvested mussels from the cliffs and a 
crayfish for each of us, plenty of wine and then we all took a 
snoozer till 7 PM sharp. However mine lasted till 8, and then 
we continued our chat until one AM which was our bedtime. 
Neil helped me call Jon for his birthday without success, but 
I congratulated him on his answering machine and got an SMS 
in return. 
Nick lives in Johannesburg and wanted to leave early for the 
long drive, 1500 kilometres. Therefore he went to bed early 
and Neil as well, where as Barbara, Lone and I continued on 
the patio where smoking is OK and here Barbara explained her 
opinion on the political situation of her country. We all ended 
up a little drunk and turned in as I mentioned at 1 AM. 
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The house of Neil and Barbara  

We have now been in South Africa for a week, and tomorrow 
we shall continue to Swellendam, 230 km north. The problem 
with the AC will have to wait for Durban. This day we were 
having lunch at a place recommended by Neil and Barbara, 
which we enjoyed almost with our feet in the sea. Barbara 
urged us to buy medicine against malaria. She called a friend 
of hers at the pharmacy, which we passed on the way to the 
beach. We had fruits de la mere, smoked squids, king clip, 
oysters, green mussels, mackerel, French fries and a variety 
of sauces, washed down with a perfect glass of white wine. 
The weather was grey, there were shattered showers and it 
was cold. We had no special plans for the day, except to relax 
and play cards in the evening. 
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Cape Agulhas  

 
We had a quick good-bye and found the way to Standford 
following the Kleinriviersberge and Edasdorpberge to Cape 
Agulhas, the most southern part of Africa, much alike our own 
Vesterhav. 
 
Then we found the gravel road to hotel Arniston which lies on 
the beach of Waenhuiskrans, where the sea in the lagoon 
turns emerald green, and there we had lunch. A roast beef 
sandwich for me, the fishcake of the house for Lone. Along 
the road we met large flocks of white Ibis in small ponds 
eating. 
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Some 100 km. north at the Langeberge where the highest 
point is Zuurbrak, 1508 m. is Swellendam located. A village 
with houses made in the typical Dutch style. One of them was 
our hotel, with a roof made of thatch. The dinner we enjoyed 
at the nearby new steakhouse Mattesens. It was again rather 
windy with occasional gale gusts, and it felt cold and poor Lone 
was freezing. We shared a 300 grams rump steak, a bottle of 
red wine (with no label), a double espresso and brandy - 158 
rand. It was raining and we borrowed an umbrella. 
 

 
 

And it poured down, and when it rains in South Africa it usualy 
lasts shortly but is tremendous. Often at the roadside the 
gutters are half a meter wide and equally deep so one has to 
park very carefully. 
 
We drove 170 km. We watched flocks of cranes and ostriches, 
but mostly the screen wipers – over and back, over and back – 
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with a little noise due to a stuck grain which kept leaving a 
wet unwiped line after it.  
 
A few times I experienced aqua - planning, which was scary, 
but finally we arrived at Mosselbay and our lodging for the 
night Huis de Marquette. It was still pissing down. 
  
The place is situated where the coast meets the lighthouse.  
At Restaurant Kingfisher, we ordered sole served on great 
dishes to give room for a bunch of vegetables and mountains 
of rice. I had to put it on a side dish to give room to part not 
just one but two fish each. 
The wine was highly praised and good, but the whole dinner 
lacked finesse. As usual we got our espresso and brandy, this 
time from the wine cooperative.  
 

 
 
The five meters tall surfs hit the cliffs with tremendous 
cascades of salty water. It was still raining. We were picked 
up by the shuttle of the restaurant. 
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The next day was significantly better, even though, we had to 
pass a couple of showers on the road to Knysna.  
We made a break at the big lagoon, and had our pichet with a 
couple of oysters at the oyster bar built on poles in the 
leisure harbour. 
  
Apartheid is not as we thought over. All the kind of work the 
black people want is taken by the whites, and all what is 
refused by the white people, is given to the black people. We 
never met black people at the fashionable restaurants or 
areas. Their townships are wracks shacks made of sheet metal 
or plywood, all fenced in by wires, close to each other in small 
outskirts where it is dangerous to be a white guy. There live 5 
million white and 50 million black people in South Africa. We 
were told to keep away from the harbour district, an unsafe 
area they told us at our hotel. 
 
At the four stars hotel: NH Plettenburg Bay, the whole hotel 
was fenced in by electrical wires.  
Nelson Mandela called for forgiveness and to forget but the 
black people never forgave nor forgot and many white people 
fear the day when Mandela dies. 
Neil and Barbara are the 11th generation of Dutch settlers 
and feel the country belongs to them more than anybody else.  
The indigenous people of South Africa were hottentots, 
pygmies and a few other tribes, where most of the black 
people today are descendants of immigrant workers. 
 
Our new lodge consisted of bunches of houses, in a park like 
area. We stayed in number 13 with a sun terrace and a view to 
green fields with horses. 
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We were greeted with a welcoming drink and seated at the 
pool while our room was fixed. 
 
The guests who had had the room before us, but had changed 
to a larger one, came barging in as they did not know the room 
had already been given away to someone else. 
  
In the evening we shared a tenderloin and after that a dish of 
various cheeses. 
The chef in full ornate came to ask if everything was OK, but 
when they presented the bill I found that they had served a 
20 years old brandy, which was three times as expensive as 
the usual 10 years old. I asked if I shouldn’t have had the 
choice myself?  And in addition they had put 50cl beers on 
the bill, even though we only had had the 24cl. The latter 
might have been a mistake however. 
 
We had a good night sleep, and the day was still windy but 
more moderate, with sunshine and clouds. We should stay 
there two nights and on this day we had planned to visit Tony 
in Buffalo Hills, an acquaintance to Neil and Barbara. The 
small road up hills, soon become a gravel road with too many 
potholes. We went too far, made a u turn and found the right 
way toward Buffalo Hills. 
That road was even worse and we had to back off the road to 
give place for Tony as he passed us in the opposite direction. 
We had never met Tony, but when we gave the greetings from 
Neil and Barbara to the guy at the reception, he told us that 
Tony had just left. 
We bought a beer and were showed around. We passed the 
electric fence in the Land rover and drove through the park 
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with zebras, antelopes and buffalos to the lodge and the 
tents where their guests live.  
 
We said good bye and returned to the coastline and 
Plettenberg Baii a huge wetland. Here we parked at the 
pedestrian street and had a dozen mussels at the Med, the 
best fish restaurant in town. We ordered a table for the 
evening and went to buy a pair of pants and a belt for me. 
Lone was feeling better and took a swim in the pool before 
her afternoon snooze. 
 
In South Africa when you park your car, black people often 
children, offer to keep a watch over your car while you are 
gone. 
That happened for us as well, when we went to the Med to 
enjoy maybe one of the best meals on the journey.  Lone 
chose a tomato soup; I graved sailfish and a Greek salad. The 
main course was a well cooked kingklip, a line fish from the 
deep sea. 
 
As usual we shared the course and a bottle of dry sauvignon 
blanc. We decided to have the coffee at home at the hotel, 
and the girl who took care of our car got 20 rand, 10 times 
more than she probably had hoped for, we in return got her 
great smile. 
 
There were shattered clouds, and it was fine weather. We 
followed N2 till we met the old coast road, a detour we were 
recommended. 
It sure is recommendable. Fantastic nature, we passed two 
mountain passes. We were warned against groups of baboons 
along the road, but we did not see any. 150 km ahead we made 
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a break to have a drink -“our pichet”, a lifelong custom of 
ours.  
The road along the coastline is a fantastic route through a 
great forest, great savannas till we met the highway just 
outside Port Elisabeth. While looking for the ramp to R335 we 
almost gave up - and then it came just as we were considering 
making a u turn. 
Road 335 was bad, we passed the outskirts with the townships 
and the road was full of potholes, big craters in the pavement. 
We had to slow down a lot till we arrived in Addo, then 
another 10 km and the road became a gravel road which from 
time to time called for a four wheel drive.  
 

 
At the Top of Zurberg Mountain we finally found the little 
paradise, Zurberg Mountain Inn. Our cabin no. 30 was a hut 
with a thatch roof looking like a beehive. And if no baboons on 
R112, we got them all here, right outside the door. 
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We drove 290 kilometres that day and were tired at the 
arrival, and relaxed at the pool the rest of the day - also 
because we were going on safari in the morning at 5 o’clock .  
 
That evening they served a buffet. The espresso maker was 
defect but the local brandy (6 rand) was OK. We ordered a 
double shot each and stayed awake. They knocked at the door 
at 6:15 – ‘oh I am so sorry sir that we have waken you up a 
little late, you have fifteen minutes to get ready.’  
We took place in the land rover and went downhill trough the 
clouds which nearly spoiled our view. It was cold and in the 
dusk we spotted a few monkeys, but after 27 bompy km we 
arrived at the 14.000 acres national park. The Park hosts 400 
elephants, 9 lions and 9 hyenas, 14 black rhinoceros, 2000 
kudu antelopes and a long row of other species 
 
It was like being thousand of years back in time. Soon we 
enthusiastically spotted a kudu, later lots of kudu, then a 
warthog, soon hundreds of warthogs. 
 
We saw mongoose. Stork, Ostrich, Buffalos, strange birds and 
in spite of only 9 hyenas in the park, we saw three of them. 
We watched jackals, zebras, bushbucks, brown bucks, 
waterbucks but none of the 400 elephants. Then we took a 
break at a lodge where we enjoyed the breakfast brought in 
picnic baskets.  Further on we arrived to a pond, a mud pond, 
and soon we spotted the first elephant. 
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Soon after, the elephants started to arrive in large groups 
for a bathe and a drink. A great male passed us just a few 
inches from the vehicle, horny and thereby dangerous, he 
stopped and glanced into my eyes as if he said –‘Try me’… 
At another pond there was a leopard tortoise and fresh 
tracks from lions, but we saw no lions this day and also no 
rhinos. 
It was a fantastic day, the weather too but still increasingly 
windy.  
 
We checked out in a chilli and misty morning. At ten o’clock we 
left Zuurberg Mountain Inn and went downhill to the potholed 
road, spotted a guenon, a bushbuck and a furious dog before 
reaching the asphalt- paved roads at Addo. 
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The hotel in Port Elisabeth, The Chapmans Manor House, room 
9, has a balcony and a great ocean view. 
It is situated close to the airport which makes it far easier on 
our departure to Durban tomorrow morning. 
 
Along the beach promenade we dropped in on a terrace 
shadowed by bushes of Nerium Oleander and other flowers, 
and enjoyed a shared croissant with chicken in mayonnaise in 
addition to two beers “Black Labels”. 
The ocean hit the rocks around the protected swimming pools 
with spectacular cascades and out there on anchor was a blue 
RoRo from Mærsk,  
 
We ordered a table at our hotel and shared a Cape Salmon (a 
fish which is closer related to cods than salmons) and a nice 
dry white wine from Spier, the winery we visited in 
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Stellenbosch. The espresso and brandy were served at the 
pool. The wind had decreased and we enjoyed the evening 
watching the lights from the town, as they were turned on at 
the pace of nightfall.  
 
We got up at half past six, and enjoyed a continental 
breakfast at the poolside. We had to return our rented car to 
Hertz, which was a day too late according to the contract, but 
they chose not to charge us for it, due to our early return in 
the morning. It added up to 1332 kilometres for our first but 
also shortest tour.  
It took about 100 minutes to fly to Durban. Lone was far 
better now but still coughed.  
The weather was fine and quiet, and we had plenty of room 
for our legs on this Canadair Jet with seats for 50 
passengers. 
 
Luckily we found the way to our hotel, which was a little 
outside Durban, now in a new car, a Chevrolet Chevy Aceo, 
(which I believe is manufactured by Daewoo), and this time 
with AC. 
  
Flamingo Lodge was a nice small hotel, cosy and only a slope 
from the beaches, where modern hotels tall as towers 
covered the view to the ocean. 
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We moved into the Flamingo room. I mailed a couple of e-mails 
and after a short snooze we walked down to the beach where 
the waves still rose greatly in the strong wind. 
 
A whole day without red wine espresso and cognac, how come? 
We ordered a table for the evening at the elegant fish and 
game restaurant Razzmatazz, and waited at a little restaurant 
with a glass of white wine next to the sea in the dusk and the 
roaring surf.    
At this moment we decided to begin our cure against malaria. 
We took a pill, and after just 15 minutes, we were seated.  I 
however started to loose my appetite and Lone became ill. We 
therefore had to cancel our order and leave the restaurant to 
go home to recover. 
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On Sunday there was no wind, it was sunny and there were no 
clouds, and we had a shower and were both well again.   
The temperature was 33 C. the humidity 89%, so it was nice 
having A/C in our new car. After breakfast we drove 
downtown Durban to the beach promenade, watching the many 
bathing people, and the life there. 
If we had known about it before, we should have taken a tour 
with the coastguards, who every morning controls, the shark 
fences in front of the beaches. Often they see a shark and 
almost always dolphins. 
OK we took a beer in the shadow and had a chat with a 
catholic priest from England.  
Later on we parked at the marina and walked up some streets 
to the Indian supermarket. Only black people were on the 
streets. Many shops are closed on Sundays, so there was no 
pulsing life to watch at the marketplace.  
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It was really hot, so we fled back to the marina and The New 
Cafe Fish, and had two ice cold glasses of water and two draft 
beers to a Thai wok with grilled calamare and chicken liver in 
Mozambique pipi sauce, which is hot for the throat. 
 
The Black Ibis has a cry they call out when they circle around 
in the garden at the hotel, and they do it often, so it was 
disturbing the snooze and especially irritated Lone.   
To repeat the order at Razzmatazz we joined the table at 
half past 7, sat outside casually dressed and ordered crab 
soup for Lone and crocodile kebab for me. 
We shared a 300 gr. Sirloin, a bottle of red wine, coffee and 
a 5 year old brandy, and almost in the company of Winnie and 
Emil at the next table who invited us to take contact when in 
Pretoria. 
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Before we knew it we were on the road again. It had rained 
the whole night, but the day seemed to be just as warm as the 
day before, 33/87, but they had said that it would probably 
reach 40 degrees. Sigh. 
We reached St. Lucia, the vast wetland reserve with the 
largest saltwater lake in the South. There were no mosquitoes 
since they only live by freshwater, and therefore also no 
malaria. 
 
To be safe however, we sprayed our arms and legs before 
going sailing two hours on the lake. 
The breeze cooled us down, so the heat was bearable. Soon we 
saw crocodiles resting lazily on sand hills, and one was in the 
river. There were a lot of ducks and wade fowls and several 
other birds and plenty of small groups of hippopotamus. 
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We were told that some tourists a week ago watched a female 
hippo defending her cub from huge aggressive Nile crocodiles. 
She grabbed them and threw them around, she actually killed 
one. 
 
The vast saltwater lake is actually a cove, where people closed 
the narrow entrance from the sea and thus captured some sea 
bars and sharks in the lake. One sea bar was moved to the 
Durban Marine land as it grew too big, for the shallow water, 
it weighed 185Kg. But also the sharks are doing fine and I 
think I saw one in full speed crossing over like a torpedo 
ahead of the boat. Anyways I saw the wake made by the fin. I 
also spotted a Marabou Stork, a white headed vulture, a 
secretary bird and numerous of various herons.  
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It was five o’clock in the morning and outside it was dark. We 
and a couple from Holland were going to go by land rover on a 
safari that day. We were going to visit the 96.000 hectare of 
vast game resort with 100 lions. We did not see any lions but 
giraffes, baboons, gnus, red bucks, Impala, four black rhinos, 
groups of elephants, warthogs, water buffalos, hartebeest, 
nyala, reedbucks, zebra, brown bucks and exiting birds like 
kite, vultures, and small ones like kingfishers and plenty of 
others in spectacular colours. 
 
The temperature was around the forties and the landscape 
was mountains, hills, forest and savannas. We drove around 
for about 10 hours, had breakfast at a picnic area, and our 
lunch was grilled at a rest area - sausages and steaks with a 
delicious potato salad. 
 
We were heading for a place where our ranger knew there 
were a few packs of lions, but our land rover however 
overheated and broke down. Three days earlier a group of 
tourists had watched a female lion kill a young giraffe and pull 
it away in this area. 
So there we were, on a dusty road rolling backwards towards 
a bit of shade, and rested for about half an hour. 
Finally the motor could start again, but our ranger did not 
dare to move on, so we slowly found our way back home to the 
hotel, which was about 100 kilometres away. We were back 
around 3pm. boiling from heat and totally exhausted. A day 
filled with something to be remembered. A cold beer, a swim 
in the pool and Lone needed a nap before dinner. 
I watched the mongoose playing, teased by the guenons right 
on the lane in front of our balcony, and a springbuck jumped 
by. 
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From our balcony  

We are very close to the nature here, and two days ago a 
leopard was spotted to cross the asphalt road between the 
villas here in St. Lucia.  Around all the houses are there 
electrical fences, but it is not the animals but us who are 
fenced in, while the animals are free outside. That is Africa. 
Lone woke up at seven PM and realized that it was dark 
outside. A quick shower, a change of clothes and off we went 
for dinner at the fish restaurant. 
At 8 we ordered 3 oysters each and shared 18 prince prawns 
and a bottle of white wine for only 35 rand. We took the 
coffee home, and enjoyed it on the terrace, while watching 
the Southern Cross, and I explained to our neighbours the 
position of the many constellations on the magnificent South 
African sky. 
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When Lone took her morning breath at 6 o’clock she found the 
lane full of small monkeys, small enough to pass between the 
fence to jump around on tables and chairs around the pool. We 
had breakfast at 8 and then back on the road again but this 
time only Lone and I sat in the land rover. We drove 36 km 
through St. Lucia Wetland game resort to cape Vidal and the 
famous beaches along the Indian Ocean. 
The wetland game resort covers 365.000 hectare and is thus 
the greatest nature reserve so far. All kinds of animals are 
represented here except lions, and it is thus an eldorado for 
leopards. Just as easy as you can see a European buffalo in 
Poland, as easy you can see the animals here in such a vast 
area. We only saw a cricket but from the highest point in 
Zululand we got the spectacular view over the big area where 
the St. Lucia Lake alone covers 54.000 hectares and host 
more than 2.000 crocodiles. 
I wonder how they count them? 
 
Later on we reached a viewpoint where we could see the lake 
Bangazi in front and cape Vidal further out at the Indian 
Ocean. In Mission Rocks we jumped in the ocean and took a 
swim, sheltered by rocks cutting off the tough surf, very 
refreshing. 
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Again it was a hot day, - 34 degrees, and we learned that the 
whole South Africa was suffering from a heat wave which was 
supposed to stay put for three more days. In Western Cape 
44 degrees had been measured.  
Back at our Guesthouse the lunch was ready. I made a call 
home and sent a handful of e-mails before taking a nap. 
This evening our hosts had prepared a barbecue for the 
guests. All together we were three couples, two from Holland 
and Lone and I. 
 
Again it was a hot day of 33 degrees. We learned that we 
needed an authorisation from Hertz to get the car through 
Swaziland. We did not have one, so our landlord spent about 
an hour explaining the office that they ought to fax the 
authorisation that we needed. 
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At first Hertz told us to go a 100 km south to the nearest 
office to pick it up ourselves. Finally everything was taken 
care of and paid, and we were on the road again. 
 

 
Guinea fowls  
 
We went for a drive of about 300 km, a road with little 
traffic and big distances between houses. We took a break at 
Mkuze to stretch our legs. There were various markets and a 
lot of swazi zulus, but nowhere to get a beer. 
We continued to the boarder of Swaziland and after the 
formalities were over, as paying for bringing the car (nobody 
asked for any authorisation which had caused us so much 
trouble to get) we left South Africa for a while to visit the 
kingdom of Swaziland. 
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We saw huge corn fields, and plenty of small huts formed as 
beehives placed in circles. As we were approaching Mozambi-
que more mountains appeared. 
Hlane halfway in Swaziland was the home of our camp for the 
following days. We got the lodge Msholo with four bedrooms, 
a living room, bath, and toilet but no electricity. 
Almost boiling we dropped on the beds for a snoozer before 
dinner, which was served on the huge wooden terrace for 
everybody. 
Between our lodge and the Terrace there was a small lake 
where you could watch antelopes coming in herds for water. 
Later other antelopes arrived and in the water you could see 
hippos, and Rhinos at the shore, all of them maybe just 100 
metres away from our lodge. An ostrich walked around in 
front of our windows. We saw Warthogs and later also 
elephants at the lake. 
 
By five pm we were awaken as someone was groping at the 
door. A black lady provided our lodge with 10 or 12 paraffin 
lamps for the night. It was an intense and exiting evening, now 
dusk with strange sounds, - the “grump” from rhinos, peculiar 
bird screams and the glow from the paraffin lamps. 
 
We walked out in the dusk and the noise, and strolled to the 
terrace for dinner where half a score of other guests had 
arrived. The dinner was T-bone steaks, the red wine was 
taken from the cooler, but in the heat it quickly reached the 
perfect temperature in the glasses. 
At the end of our meal, we suddenly heard peculiar sounds 
from drums and singing, and out of the darkness a group of 
black people dressed as warriors appeared. 
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Captured by video in infrared light  

Around the fireplace they gave a fantastic performance with 
native swazi dances, songs and music. All performed by the 
local workers at the Lodge. It was a peak back decades to the 
earlier native Africans. 
 
Lone and I was as usually the last people there, and the last 
guests who left the terrace for the night. With the Paraffin 
lamps as our only source of light, we were groping on the path 
toward our lodge, guided only by the glowing lantern at the 
entrance.  
During the night the weather changed. The humidity and the 
temperature decreased and it became windy. It felt a lot 
more comfortable in the morning, which was cloudy and misty. 
After breakfast, we started along with two other pairs in a 
4X4, on a two and a half hour safari in the 35.000 hectare 
great game resort.  
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Soon after we spotted a herd of female Impala, thereafter 
some red bucks along the narrow gravel paths. 
After we passed the electric fence that surrounds the area 
with lions and elephants, we came to a spot where we saw a 
pack of 6 lions, where the females were sleeping on top of the 
male and only a few meters from the road. We met more 
rhinos and elephants and listened to the ranger and his 
knowledge about the various trees and plants around us. Many 
of these plants are poisonous, he said, and some of them were 
earlier used as poison on hunting arrows. 
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And then the temperature rose again. We rested almost 
unconsciously the whole afternoon, but then it became more 
comfortable and during the night a cloudburst poured down. 
 
Another group of tourists had arrived so we were quite a few 
people for dinner. We were seated separately from the group, 
had impala to eat, which was tough to chew because it was not 
cleaned for tendons. 
Again the employees entertained with drums, songs and music, 
but the show was shorter than the day before. 
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A pac of female lions relaxingon top of the male  

We were back alone on the road again. It was raining and 
after a while we typically were stopped by the police. Well we 
were released without remarks and soon after we passed the 
boarder and followed the road towards Mozambique until we 
turned right to the west through vast banana plantations. 
When approaching the mountains we ran into a toll highway 
which ran through a fantastic landscape following the 
Crocodile River almost to Nelspruit, a modern and obviously 
rich town very much alike many modern Californian townships. 
 
After a few detours we found the bumpy gravel road in White 
River, which led to our new four stars lodge, Kirbys guest 
house, where we occupied room 2, which was luxurious, large, 
with Jacuzzi and everything. We were now in the Mpumalanka 
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region only 8 km. from the nearest gate to The Kruger 
National Park of 2.100.000 hectare. 
After a swim in the pool, we were relaxing in the beautiful 
garden, where grasshoppers were as big as birds and talked 
Swahili.  

 
 
We enjoyed a four courses dinner, all very delicious. A 
splendid soup, then smoked salmon and the main course a 
perfect chicken stew, finally ice cream with fruits and of 
course coffee and brandy and a big cigar on the patio.  
 
It was grey and chilly.  After breakfast we headed west along 
serpentine roads uphill, great planes with spruce and 
pinewoods but then we went into thick fog that soon closed 
for any sights. 
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We discussed whether to turn back as the theme of the day 
was views, but decided to continue with the hope of an 
opening. 
 

 
 
We followed the panorama route to Blyde River and Blyde 
River Canyon and in spite of the bad weather, now with rain 
pouring down, we were lucky to get some openings just when 
we arrived at the best known viewpoints. The Pinnacle, The 
Berlin waterfall, the canyon itself, The potholes and The Mac 
Mac waterfalls. On the route we both had a baquette for 
lunch, stuffed with something. We spotted some monkeys 
along the road but apart from this, only fog, rain and busy 
windshield wipers. 
After 300 km. we returned to the Jacuzzi in the evening and 
now the rain finally stopped.  
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Kirby’s Guest house 
 
We had to get up at half past four, to be picked up to go on a 
Safari in Kruger Park. The weather was dry. After 30 km we 
reached a place where we changed car to a Range Rover, but 
the gate at the place where we should enter the park was not 
open, due to a failure in their PC-system. We therefore had to 
go to another gate, half an hour drive up north. It turned out 
to be in our favour. 
 
We alone had hired the car with the ranger for the whole day. 
Therefore we alone determined where to go and where to 
stop. Only an hour after we passed the gate a leopard rose in 
the bush to hunt another leopard we thought, it turned out to 
be a cheetah and both disappeared in the bush. 
Only minutes later a herd of impala appeared and suddenly 
became alert and jumped in all directions, most of them 
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passed the road in front of us, and out from the bush came 3 
cheetahs and they managed to isolate one of the impalas and 
all vanished in the bush. We expected a kill, but soon after 
the 3 cheetahs returned with another 3, all males, wow! - what 
an experience. 
 

 
 
Later we saw a group of cars which had stopped to look at 
something, we joined them, and there we watched a lazy pack 
of 6 lions. Only 20 meters from the road further ahead we 
spotted another pack of 6 lions, no male, but he must have 
been close by. 
It was a good day. We spotted many animals, and the weather 
was adequate between showers, but later when the sun 
appeared, the heat came back. 
We saw some hippos, 2 rhinos, several elephants, a pack of 
wild dogs, crocodiles, turtles and a 2 tortoise, hundreds of 
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impala, gnus, warthogs, giraffes, zebras, many interesting 
birds, vultures, storks, a flock of marabou storks, various 
monkeys, and huge bats hanging from the thatched roof of 
the place where we had our breakfast, which was delivered by 
the Kirby´s and enjoyed with no mosquitoes present. 
 
This is not like driving in the deer parks at home. You will not 
see animals in herds on great lanes; they all hide away in the 
bush so one really has to be attentive. 
In Africa even the elephants can be difficult to spot. If 
somebody sees anything they tell it to other cars they meet. 
The roads are generally fine, paved with asphalt but also 
gravel roads are common. Some demands a 4x4 vehicle, but 
generally the conditions in the park are like the best 
American national parks. The area is huge 350 km long and 
150 wide on the broadest part. 
The tiny part which we have visited, consist of shattered 
forest, mostly bush, and rocky parts with small hills. Lakes 
and rivers are often without water at this time of the year. 
We were tired and stuffed with experiences so we shortened 
the tour by two hours. 
 

The time was 6 pm and we were enjoying a beer on our 
terrace. I just checked my e-mails and mailed one back home. 
The evening began like a Danish late summer evening. Warm, 
full of colours and the low sunlight played in the trees, and 
leaves from flowers sprinkled from trees and bushes, the lane 
was dark green except for the white stripes where the sun 
rays hit – it become autumn in Africa. 
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Our room  

The dinner portion we had each day, was actually a bit too 
much, and again this evening we had a huge meal. We had a 
vegetable soup, a prima scrimp cocktail, a hot pot with lamb 
meat and a cake with something poured over it.  
 
Again we were ready to go. The sky was without any clouds, 
except for those hanging over our landlords’ heads, since they 
once again got their cobber wire for their phones cut by 
thieves. 
 
We followed the fantastic panorama road to Pretoria. The 
landscape was very much like America, with mountains, mesas, 
streaming rivers and flourished woods. Even though most of 
them had started to loose their leaves. 
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In Water Fall Borgen we stopped for a break, a quiet village 
along the road. Lone shortened the tour with 100 km. which I 
naturally loved, but it turned up that our next lodge was in 
Pretoria and not in Witbank, as Lone presumed. 
 
After a couple of detours we found the Farm Inn, which has 
four stars but no A/C and no refrigerator in our room. 
You can call a boy, however, if you need something. Then 
everything is possible. 
It was a thatch roof complex of interesting buildings with 
bars, more restaurants, the reception, us and a game area 
with all the animals we had already seen, but now fenced in 
areas like the deer parks at home. 
We did not want to spoil our experiences of the nature by 
that sort of circus, thus we might as well have taken a flight 
to Johannesburg and spend a few days at the Farm Inn 
instead and then back home. 
They had 40 lions behind fence, leopards and so forth. 
 



 

 50 

 
From our balcony  

We had room 81, parked the car and found a couple of chairs 
close to the reception where they served 2 glasses of ice cold 
White wine - 70 rand…hello! 
After a swim in the pool, we had dinner in the restaurant 
which was Kingklip accompanied by a good dry white wine. The 
coffee and the brandy were OK too, but it took them a long 
time to bring the coffee. 
 
The night was disturbed by the horny male lion who copulated 
with all the female lions. I guess we listened the whole night 
to the deep roar from lions only 20 meters away. 
The fan in the room had a noise whenever it passed an 
obstacle, the lions were roaring and Lone did not sleep. 
 
 



 

 51 

It was another beautiful day. After breakfast we drove 
around on the premises. Farm Inn reserve is of 150.000 acres. 
We had a nice 2 hour tour alone with the ranger in his Toyota 
Land cruiser.  
 
There were 40 lions, a leopard, more kudu, impala, brown buck, 
tortoise, white ibis, and even a tiger present. 
 
The ranger let us in to 3 cheetahs. They liked to be with 
people, and are very social animals, actually so much that they 
might be dangerous when you leave, but the ranger stayed 
with them as we slowly backed out. We also got the 
opportunity in the same way to pet a warthog. We saw wild 
dogs, 2 giraffes, more vervet monkeys, a mongoose and 
various coloured birds.  
 
The day before, we had called Vivian in Johannesburg, and had 
agreed to meet her and her sister Leslie on Thursday. The 
last part of the day we spent at a nearby shopping centre. 
There we had lunch at a place, where vaporized water kept it 
cool. 
 
The African night, at least where we lived was full of sounds. 
A shrill of cries from birds, deep sighs, the orgasmic roars 
from the lions. We believe they do it every 20 minutes during 
the night, not strange they are so tired in the daytime. 
 
The howling from leopards and cheetahs sounds more like 
home, kind of like the sounds which cats make - miau. From 
the dark and far horizon sounded the thunder, and our fan 
even on half speed still hit the obstacle with a tjunk ...tjunk .... 
tjunk.  
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That night we had lamb flamboyant and the inevitable 
espresso and brandy.  
 

 
 
Vivian arrived with her niece in her white Mercedes shortly 
after 11 am, and we welcomed them with a glass of cold white 
wine on the patio. 
It was a hot day. She took us downtown Pretoria, and the 
niece knew the town well and told us this and that. The town 
looks nice with the wide roads and avenues of Jacarinda 
trees, at this time of the year without the lilac flowers. 
But there are plenty of other flowers; actually Pretoria is like 
a botanic garden. 
Vivian invited us to lunch at an active dairy. I said that it 
should be our treat, even insisted, but she would not hear of 
it - you are my guests, she said. Her sister Leslie now showed 
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up, so suddenly I became the only cock in the hen house.  
Leslie knew a lot about Pretoria and pointed out the best 
known and interesting places as we drew by on our way back to 
the Farm Inn. 
We were pretty tired, and it was 33 degrees C. in the shadow, 
so we took a nap and slept till half past seven, when it was 
time for dinner.  
We had filet flamboyant, delicious, just a shame that we were 
not hungry.  
There was lightning at the horizon and the far thunder 
reminded the lions that maybe they were not as strong as 
they thought they were. 
We began this our last night in South Africa with a glass of 
red wine at our balcony.   
Of course the lions stopped their game the moment I was 
ready to record them on video.  
 
The time was 7Am and we were going home. A thick and moody 
layer of fog covered the horizon, but later as the sun raised, 
it had to give in. It was another beautiful day. We checked 
out, said good bye to the chef, and to the game guide and left 
the Farm Inn at half past eight, which gave us plenty of time 
to reach the airport.  
 
Soon after we found N1 for Johannesburg, and passed a sign 
for the international airport, but since we had the feeling 
that there might be two exits, and since we felt that it could 
not be the one we needed already, we continued on N1 till we 
stopped in the middle of Soweto, the most criminal sub ort in 
Johannesburg. 
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After groping around a bit we found a police station which 
gave us the right direction to the airport, but soon again we 
had to stop for help. 
We returned the car at Hertz, 1688 km. and found a place for 
Lone to smoke. 
ETD is 20:20 and normally the check in time is 3 hours before 
departure, but because we fly SAA we may check in anytime 
after one o’clock. This also gives us an opportunity to get a 
better seating, and better legroom. 
 


