PHOTOGRAPHY: GERTI KUSSELER

DIARY: FREDERICKS ON SAFARI

Four-star hushand and wife duo
LUCINDA and CLAYTON

FREDERICKS swapped a wintery

Britain for a week’s South African
safari, They kept a diary of their
sightings of big game as well as an
encounter with an angry snake

Lucinda: We’d waited a long time to go on
safari, an idea first mooted by Fiona
Boughton, a former member of our staff,
who had so enjoyed her own experience at
Wait A Little, courtesy of horse riding travel
specialist In The Saddle. As Clayton and I
were to find out, it was well worth the wait,
plus spending six hours in the saddle each
day proved a good way to get back to fitness
ready for the season ahead.
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Lucinda: After a six-and-a-half hour drive
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above the South African scenery becomes particularly stunning at sunset

from Johannesburg airport our minibus
finally drew into Wait A Little in Ofcolaco.
The name, incidentally, comes from the
local, innocuous-looking bush that catches
you and requires you to ‘wait a little’ to get
out due to its hidden thorns.

The journey there had taken us from the
city across the country with wide, empty

tarmac roads running past fruit farms and
out towards the Kruger National Park.

A small sign indicated a turning into a dirt
track, scarred from water erosion in the rainy
season, and as we bumped along for the final
14km it felt like we really were on the road to
nowhere, Therefore the riverside camp, which
was made up of several well camouflaged tree-
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s — canvas tents erected on wooden stilts
ising a balcony, double bedroom, loo
wer (the latter open to the skies)—
was a welcome sight.

Greeted by proprietors and guides, Gerti
and Philip Kusseler, Clayton and I and our
friends and owners Vicki Miller, Frances and
Rhod Smart, Donald Reid and Michael
‘Bomber’ Dagostino, were shown the
swimming pool, the communal barn
complete with bar and our respective

After a quick change we were straight into
the saddle and a safety briefing from Philip:
“Stay behind me in single file, but close up
when the game is nearby; ride on a loose
rein, stay relaxed and let the horses graze
when standing,” he instructed.

Within five minutes of leaving the Wait A
Little camp we were riding 50m from three
young giraffe. No sooner had we got over the
shock than Philip heard a bull elephant
nearby, so we quietly followed him to see it
tucked into some trees, moving silently and
only audible when it munched.

Moving on, Philip gave his first offering
of what was to become his catchphrase of the
trip: “Shall we warm the horses up?” Th
came to mean galloping along stony tracks,
through rough bush, pushing past
overhanging branches and leaning out over
sharp turns for several kilometres.

Impala and baboons galloped or jumped
out of our way as we turned towards home,
stopping only for a ‘sundowner’ of beer, wine
or a G&T, and allowing the horses to graze
freely before we got back into the saddle

and walked them home. =
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