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ŭŻŸ ŞŷżƇƂƅLƆ ťŸƇƇŸƅ 
 

and Rover people are a KspecialL ŵƈƁŶŻƑƇŻżƆ ƀƈŶŻ ƊŸ žƁƂw but is this just 
unique to South Africa? Nope; it seems this KspecialnessL prevails beyond 
borders. Brendan, whilst trawling the NET for ideas for a new club website 

came across the LROC Ghana and shared it with me. Got to love their welcome 
page and the highlighted sections! 
 

 

 
 
 
 

L 
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News & Events 
 
From the Dusi to the AGM to the mountains of LesothoƑ 
 
The Dusi P by Brian Moore 
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Thursday the 18th saw an early start to the day. Despite having set the alarm clock for 03:00 
Ŵ.ƀ., źżƉżƁź ƀŸ ŴƇ ſŸŴƆƇ 5 ŻƂƈƅƆL ƆſŸŸƃ, ŵŸŹƂƅŸ ŷŸƃŴƅƇżƁź ŹƂƅ ƇŻŸ ƅŸƁŷŸƍƉƂƈƆ ŴƇ ƇŻŸ ŜŴƇƂ ūżŷźŸ 
BP, I simply could not sleep. Whether it was the late night coffee together with the meds I am 
on, or just the prospect of missing the departure time of 05h00, I shall never know, but I saw 
every key hour until at 03h15 I could take it no more, and I arose bleary eyed, and tip-toed 
around the house so as not to wake the family up, as I loaded Dusky up. 
 
Bidding Sybil a hasty farewell, it was off in the pouring rain, to meet up with the gang. I 
thought I had left early, but when I arrived most of the gang were already there and receiving 
their sustenance and t-shirts etc. from George. There was just time for a quick cuppa, and a 
phone call to track the whereabouts of Dave Robertson, who had volunteered to replace Sur 
Ugo at extremely short notice (less than 10 hours in fact). Dave pulled into the forecourt with 
a few moments to spare, and after receiving his t-shirts etc., we were off, like the proverbial 
bat out of Fordsburg. 
 
Our contingent, incorporating myself, Russel Slogrove , Terry and Margaret Cowan, and the 3 
ŦƈƆžŸƇŸŸƅLƆ żƁ ƇŻŸ ŹƂƅƀ ƂŹ ŝŴƉŸ ŞŴŶŻŸƅ (1ƆƇ ŝƈƆż), ŝŴƉŸ ŤżƁź ŴƁŷ ŝŴƉŸ ūƂŵŸƅƆƇƂƁ (1ƆƇ ŝƈƆż) 
headed off to our allotted point on day one, Bishopstowe, in the pouring rain. After a quick 
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briefing by myself, the tape and banners were up, and not long after, the coffee pot was  on 
the brew, courtesy of Dave Roberston and his portable kitchen, hastily thrown in the back of 
his Puma, just in time for the first seconders and paddlers to arrive 
 
Despite the pouring rain, the control was reasonably easy, with very few paddlers choosing 
the portage on our side of the marshalling point, and by 12h00, we were on our way to the 
overnight destination. 
 

 
Image by Dave Eacher 

 
Fortunately, Dave King, the only one in our group who actually knew which route to follow, 
led our little convoy we left Bishopstowe, and took a delightful meandering drive through the 
Umgeni Valley, picking up the stragglers and the rest of the marshalling points along the way. 
We spent some time with Brendan, Leon and others, who unlike us, were languishing under 
the club gazebo, with not even a hair out of place as they reclined in all their majesty under 
the protective canopy. We were graced theƅŸ ƊżƇŻ ƇŻŸ ƃƅŸƆŸƁƇ ƂŹ ũŴƈſ Mŝƅ. ŬƇŴƁſŸƌ Ţ ƃƅŸƆƈƀŸN 
Stanley, who decided to lend some moral support as well as provide enough sonic disturbance 
to reduce the nearby wattle and daub structures to a quivering mass of the finest Msundusi 
Clay. Somewhere in the stratosphere, a Boeing flew over, and the distinctive crackle and fizz 
of a few cold ones being opened, got the red eyes even redder. Somewhat rusted internally 
and externally we eventually wended our way to the overnight stop at Dusi Bridge, where our 
five star tented accommodation and bespoke bedding awaited us. 
 
There were laughs aplenty as the gang drifted in and booked their spots. After a healthy braai 
provided by the sponsors, our rather jaded group retired to the tent, with bulging bellies and 
sagging eyelids. The bedding arrangements were hilarious, with some of the more 
adventurous adopting the camp tables in a rather unique manner, pulling up a patch of real 
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estate on the thorny ground, and in the case of the Van Schoors, a luxurious affair in the back 
of their Land Cruiser. 
 
George kindly reminded us all that we needed to be up and about at 04h00 for breakfast and 
05h00 departure. After a few hours of chin-wagging, it was off to noddy-land, lulled off to 
sleep by the distant sounds of a local Church service and the cacophony of snoring, that made 
the tent guy wires hum. 
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Day 2 
 
03h15, the sounds of the most melodious angelic music filled the air. Awakening from my 
slumbers, I initially thought I had died and gone to heaven. I was wrong. Russell Slogrove had 
set his alarm for 03h15! Not to be outdone, the three million roosters in the surrounding 
valley of a thousand hills took this as their cue to start their rendition of Morning Has Broken!  
 Somewhere in the inky black darkness of the tent, the sound barrier was also broken, as a 
ſŴƅźŸ ŹŴƅƇ ƅŴƁź ƂƈƇ. ŢŹ ūƈƆƆŸſſLƆ ŴſŴƅƀ ŶſƂŶž ŻŴŷ ƁƂƇ ƊƂžŸƁ ŸƉŸƅƌƂƁŸ ƈƃ, ƇŻŸ ƆƈŷŷŸƁ źƈƆƇ ƂŹ 
wind which ruffled the tent canvas certainly did the trick. With much muttering the gang 
arose, but not before I managed to snap a few shots of the interior and exterior sleeping 
arrangements, much to the ire of Geraldine Van Schoor, who was heard repeatedly muttering 
ŹƂƅ ƇŻŸ ƁŸƋƇ ƇƊƂ ŻƂƈƅƆƑN ŰšŨ ŰŚŬ ŭŚŤŢŧŠ şťŚŬš ũšŨŭŨŠūŚũšŬ Śŭ 03š30 żƁ ƇŻŸ 
!@#$%^& MORNING???!N ŴƆ ƆŻŸ ƆƇƈƀŵſŸŷ ŵŸƇƊŸŸƁ źƅƂƈƃƆ ſƂƂžżƁź ŹƂƅ ƆƂƀŸƂƁŸ ƇƂ ŵſżžƆŸƀ. Ţ 
ƀƈƆƇ ŶƂƁŹŸƆƆ ŠŸƅŴſŷżƁŸ, Ţŭ ŰŚŬŧLŭ ŦŞ! 
 
We staggered off for coffee and brekkers, only to be greeted by a catering crew, who were 
not ready for us. I think the sight of 15 bleary eyed Land Rover types snarling and an even 


