
A 40th to Remember 

 

A few months ago, I was asked, “What are you doing for your 40th”. This came as a shock as I thought my 

40th was still years away. Where has the time gone? I certainly don’t feel like I should be turning 40!  

Anyway, as we always like to try and be away on swambo (she who always must be obeyed – Elmarie) 

and my birthdays, I thought we should try and have a trip that would stand out from the others. Not the 

usual local weekend trip away to somewhere local. 

I then decided it may be a good idea to take my 3 girls to Kubu,  mostly because they hadn’t seen Kubu 

yet. A previous attempt to get to Kubu was thwarted due to flooding of the pans and most of the roads 

leading to the pans in 2008 that saw us spending a night on the side of the road, but that’s another 

story. 

Speaking of my 3 ladies, (Elmarie and my two daughters 17 and 13); my eldest was not too impressed 

with our choice of destination, as she would have preferred to celebrate my birthday with her mates at 

some or other overcrowded place, with flashing lights and very loud music……… shucks I just realized I 

must be over the hill!!!   

Once I had agreement from my 3 ladies, well sort of, next was to approach a few of my friends. Eric 

Sommer ,and  Marc Hall, immediately said they were in but Mike Cliff claimed he was only 95% in. Guess 

who wears the pants in his house……a few days later Mike confirmed that he was also in. I also then sent 

an email to Overland with an open invitation to everyone to join us on the whole or part of the trip. The 

response was brilliant and initially I though there were going to be too many people on the trip, but 

Hennie’s warnings stating that only a small portion of people would turn up made me feel a bit better. 

Once the list of attendees had been established, a parental advisory regarding Mike, Con and Heine’s 

attendance was also given as a precautionary measure to those that we hadn’t met before.  

Like Hennie, I expected many of the people who said they would come, to not pitch due to a number of 

reasons and excuses. Boy was I wrong. In the week leading up to the trip, I had emails and phone calls 

no stop regarding the trip, making it hard to concentrate on work. Even my boss, who shall remain 

nameless, distracted me from my work to discuss VHF radios, routes, off road caravans and packing 

configurations!   

 

 



Day 1. – Plan JHB to Cutline 

The day of departure finally arrived. I hooked up our holiday home to the Landy, loaded my 3 girls and 

set off to the first meeting point where I would be meeting Mike and Estelle, and Marc and his two sons, 

Cavin and Roan. They were already waiting so we didn’t waste much time and left for the Petroport 

North of Pretoria to meet the remainder of our group.  

Traffic was a lot heavier than what I had expected and we ended up arriving at 5am. We were greeted 

by a bunch of excited Overlanders and introductions were done. Estelle also made a lot of new friends 

who all received a friendly hug after she had introduced herself to them…….funny thing was that most of 

them weren’t even part of our group. Heine also warned us about the guys dressed in Camouflage who 

were freaking him out for some reason, and who were thankfully not part of our group.    

We eventually left for destination Parr’s Halt/ Stockport. I have no idea why there are two names for the 

same Border post but we will leave that discussion for under the big tree sometime. The route was 

uneventful although there were many stop /go’s which we seemed to catch all at the wrong time.  Mike 

and Estelle also presented me with a sticker saying “Upper Class, trailer trash” for the Xplorer. As you 

may remember we had a “Trailer Trash” weekend a few years ago for several of us who had trailers and 

caravans. 

At the border post formalities were done pretty quickly and on my way out of the SA side, I volunteered 

to act as a decoy for those that had forgotten to bring their car papers along. Everyone got through and I 

along with some others was rewarded by not having to pay for Road Taxes in Botswana due to them 

running out of receipts. The official just gave us a hand written piece of paper with a stamp on it, saying 

that he had no receipts so couldn’t accept our money. While checking who was with us I suddenly 

realized that we had lost Con along the route somewhere. It turned out that he had taken the Martins 

Drift route and had ignored the newer maps that were sent out.   

The dirt road from Parr’s Halt/Stockport to the tar road just before Mahalapye was better than the last 

time I drove it and we averaged a speed of around 60km/h. I saved Fanie’s son from heading back to SA 

as he had turned right onto the tar road where you actually need to go left and then turn right at 

Mahalapye to head towards Palaype. An easy mistake to make. 

 

While we were filling up with fuel in Palaype, Mike came on the radio saying he had a problem with one 

of his wheels and he thinks the bearing has given in. He was around 10 kms from town.  I then started 

looking for a mechanic.  At the Caltex garage I was given a name and number of supposedly Botswana’s 

best mechanic. I radioed Mike and told him to meet me at the Caltex. I could not wait for him to arrive 

so that I could rub salt in his wounds for all the Landy jokes I had endured over the years.  Did I mention 

his vehicle is a TOYOTA? 

While waiting for Mike and Estelle, the rest of the group headed on towards the planned shopping 

destination at Serowe. Heine and Colin, Graham and I waited with Mike while he called the mechanic. 



We sent our better halves to do some shopping in the mean time. The mechanic eventually arrived and 

Mike left his trailer for Graham to tow to the workshop, where we were to meet once all the shopping 

was done.  Anton and his family also arrived and I suggested that he carry on to the cut line as he had 

two small children who were probably getting a little bored and grumpy from being in the Landy all day. 

By the time we got to the work shop the wheel was off and in pieces. Eric and Margaret were on their 

way back from Serowe with bearings from Toyota and Mike was about to leave to go to an engineering 

shop. A decision was made that I was to head to the group who were waiting in Serowe and take them 

to the cut line. 

 

When I got to the Spar in Serowe there were some red faces from sitting in the sun all day. I must say 

that not one person was grumpy and everyone was in high spirits considering that they had spent 

around 3 hours in a parking lot waiting.  What a good bunch or perhaps they had just consumed copious 

amounts of alcohol in the sun? 

Marc had thankfully found me some fillet which we had failed to find in Palaype. A suggestion was made 

that we would stay at Khama Rhino Sanctuary as it was only about half an hour drive from Serowe. The 

parking lot group had also seen Anton arrive and then leave so we knew he was at least heading in the 

right direction.  

Eventually we arrived at Khama, paid the exorbitant camping fees and struck camp. Three Captains later 

I noticed a green 130 landrover with stars on the side of it making its way to the next campsite. Nope it 

wasn’t the Captain causing hallucinations!  It could only have been one person. That same person who 

said I would be lucky if 3 people pitched up; that same person who had turned down my invitation and 

all my attempts to convince him to join us. Yes it was Hennie Rautenbach. He greeted everyone with a 

loud “A-HOY There”. Nice surprise!  We also found Con and his family who had struggled through a 

rather busy Martins Drift and had clearly not kept track of the emails leading up to the trip.   

That night was freezing cold. Someone said temps reached -4deg C that night. I could not help but think 

about Mike and his broken TOYOTA  and how much abuse I was going to give him as well as Anton and 

his family but knew they would be fine if they followed the maps and plans that had been sent out to 

everyone before the trip. I could not wait for Mike to rejoin us so I could get some revenge for all the 

Landy jokes I’ve had to tolerate on many a trip to the bush in the past. 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 2 – Khama to Kubu 

The next morning I woke up to make coffee but unfortunately all the taps on the Landy and on the 

Xplorer had frozen, so it took a while before I could get water. Fanie greeted me with a Happy Birthday. I 

had forgotten it was my Birthday……don’t tell me another sign of things to come at this age!  

Swambo was also not feeling 100% and said she felt like she was coming down with flu. This worried me 

as she is never sick and when she does get sick she does it properly. 

We packed up and left Khama at around 9am. I tried calling Anton on the radio with no luck. While 

driving out of Khama I heard Margaret calling Mike on the Radio. They were in Serowe and would be 

making the trip after all. Brilliant!! I was stopped at the gate by Heine who presented me with a gift and 

a birthday greeting but thankfully no birthday kisses.   

Some of the convoy decided that they would do some shopping for blankets in Letlhakane as they had 

frozen the night before. In hindsight this was not necessary as Kubu was warm. 

I waited just North of town for everyone to regroup. Heine and Colin turned up. Thankfully Heine had 

not lost or forgotten Colin anywhere as his did the day before in Palaype….   

We all decided that the next meeting point will be as you come down onto the pans. R10 was offered to 

the kids as a prize to the first person who saw the pans. Unfortunately it wasn’t me and Cavin (Marc 

Halls son) made sure I paid the debt. 

    

There is something about the pans when you first arrive onto them; there is a definite excitement in the 

air. As the hop-along-Cassidy’s were not far behind us and from all their chirping over the radio we 

decided we had better wait for them.  

I then realize that we had somehow we had now lost Heine.  I didn’t think we were doing too badly as 

we had only lost two vehicles on the trip so far. (Heine and Anton) The others, Con and Mike had been 

found.  

We eventually arrived at Kubu to be greeted by Hennie, Anton and family, and Hannes Thiron. Heine 

also turned up a while later…….. now everyone was accounted for. 



 

Camp was again struck, drinks were poured, stories were told and Hannes took some keen 

photographers for a lesson on how to take pictures. Unfortunately for my swambo who had been 

looking forward to taking pictures with Hannes (that sounds bad – lessons with Hannes……umm getting 

taught how to use the camera by Hannes!!!)  , missed out as she was really starting to feel under the 

weather. The milky way and stars gave us a great show. 

 

Day 3 – Kubu Island 

The next morning I woke to a very sick swambo who was trying to put on a brave face for me. I was also 

told by Eric that they would be making a Champaign breakfast for us. What a brilliant surprise. 

Scrambled eggs, salmon and cheese, I think………it was flippen nice whatever it was!  

I also got some really nice presents which was very unexpected. I even got a plastic fishing set with a 

magnetic hook and fish with metal teeth which I can play with in the bath. Thank goodness the fishing 

line doesn’t have a real hook on it………..ouch!    



 

We took a drive, sat around talking nonsense, discussed each other’s set ups, stole some idea’s  and 

tried our hand at geocaching, which the kids were very excited about. After not being able to find the 2nd 

geocache, and getting blisters from all the walking, the kids all decided I was full of it and threw in the 

towel in disgust and I am sure wanted to tell me what to do with myself but refrained from doing so.  

Just before leaving on the walk I was given instruction to meet at Lovers rock for sun-downers. It was 

nearly time to do so anyway. 

    

We headed back to camp. I saw activity at the meeting point but just presumed that some people were 

very keen on sun-downers. Any excuse I suppose!   

We piled into the Landy and noticed my table and chairs had been appropriated. Didn’t bother me too 

much as I thought Mike or Eric had borrowed them for some or other reason. Poured myself a steep 

Captain after almost dehydrating while geocaching (don’t tell the kids I said that) and we all got into the 

Landy to go for sundowners. I saw Mike driving up to lovers rock earlier, so I thought I would just drop 



Elmarie  off there and then go and park the Landy on the “shore”. About half way I was chased away 

with lots of hand waving etc, so did a U-turn and with my tail between my wheels retreated to the edge 

of the pan. Got out and started to walk to the rock. 

 

  



 

Let me tell you, if Eric and Margaret, Mike and Estelle and Marc ever invite you for sun downers ….. 

GO!!! They had put on this massive spread of food, biscuits, balloons, candles in paper bags marking a 

passage to the tables, cheese, prawns, you name it, it was there. On the side of the table it said Happy 

40th. I had no idea this had been organized and I must admit to it being a very special memory that I will 

treasure for a long time…… I was then asked to say a few words. I have no idea what I said as I was so a 

taken back by it all I didn’t have words to express anything. Amazing that I picked these brilliant friends 

up on the internet.  (through Overland) Thank you!! 

    

 



Day 4 – Kubu to Home   

Swambo had started feeling  worse during the night and I had hardly slept. We decided it would be 

better to get her back to a proper warm bed and a Pharmacy at least. I initially planned to go all the way 

home but was advised not to, which was definitely the right advice. Martins drift was packed anyway 

with a queue out the gate.  There is a great pharmacy in the same shopping center as the Serowe Spar 

where we managed to stock up on all sorts of things for swambo. 

We split up into our separate groups and headed back to reality. Marc travelled with me and we ended 

up staying at Kwa Nokeng Lodge where we arrived at around 3pm. Another awesome meal was cooked 

by Cavin and Catherine and it was an early night to bed. Eric, Margaret, Mike, Estelle and Graham ended 

up staying bush camping near the tropic of Capricorn and the rest of the group headed either for 

Pretoria or African Ranches. 

 

The next morning we left for JHB and arrived at around lunch time after a pretty uneventful trip..  

 

New friends were made, and the bond between the old friends has become stronger. 

 I would like to thank everyone who made this such a brilliant trip. I could not have asked for a better 

40th.  

 

See you at my 50th!   

  

 

 

 

 

  

 


