Friday 1%’

Uncharacteristically organizeeve had packeduzj our little blue Suzukithe night beforeand were able tohit the
road shortly after 15h3@xcitedabout our first camping weekengith MHC and somenuch needed(and equally
well deserveditime away fromSleepy Hollow Ourlast two hikes having been rather strenuous cave hikeshoped
for a little more relaation this time, and were not disappointed

Although Suzi hagorque, she prefers a slow drive and so it was only afteto hourssquinting at the setting sun
another houranda bit gazing at
the rising of a spectaculariyist-
coloured fullmoon (appropriate
for Friday 1% | thought) and
our customary 5km misseithe-
turnoff  detour that we
eventually arrived at TO Strand!

Tent up, sbwered and a
relatively cold noralcoholic
beer in hand we =ttled down
for some chit chat with Pat,
Bushy and Brian who had all
arrived some time earlier, and
then to bed by 10pm.

Saturday 14

Dressed, breakfasted and
awaiting the arrival of the last
few members we discussed the
weather and plans for the
weekend. With all partieat the
ready by 9h30ish we
compresed 12 people into two
(thankfully spacious) cars and
set off for theUmtamvuna
Nature Reserve It was a
beautifully sunny day, but not
overly warm, and jerseys were
soon stripped off and packed
away. The approximately 8km
hike first took usalong the river
edge, pas a privately owned
pont ferrying the locals back and
forth, and then into the depths
of a cool shady forest.




At this stagethere was the unfortunate presence of other
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From up top we had beautiful (alges little smoly) views of the sparklingean river down below and as we sat quietly
taking in the sights, so too did we start to tune in to the variety of bird twemtsnkey cries and baboon grunts,
being especially blessed with a call from a fish ebgfgy to be heard and not seen. Just in case we should lose our
way, the baboons up ahead wegeaciousenough to drop their macadamia shells on route to our luncipstbough

we noted with disappointment that not everne solitaryuneaten nutwas leftbehind




We passed an interesting little art/restaurant café on the way to our lunch spot

which only served to makae wish for an ice cold beer as opposed to the bland
water we had packed, but
with time only for a toilet
break, it was back on the
path. Lunch waeaten at a
sunny/shady spot on the
rocks, under which Charlie
found what we assumed to
be pieces of a very lo
broken clay pot.



