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www.trailsclub.co.za
	December 2006

	Hallo everybody

Welcome to Paula Fourie from Bellville who joined our club in December. 
Hope you will have many happy moments with us.

Just wanted to say a big THANK YOU to all our members or a wonderful year. 
Christmas is a time for giving and loving, and so we’re sending you lots of love and happiness for an awesome holiday season, travel safely wherever you may go and hope the new year brings new ventures and new dreams. 
Maré and the rest of the committee
SUPPER CLUB
Karbonkelberg Lookout - 13/12/2006

FOGEYS RAILWAY HOUSE RESTAURANT

Muizenberg Station Building 

Sat 27th January 2007

(specially for those of you that live out in the Southern Suburbs) 
Sip your complementary drink while enjoying superb views of the ocean. 
Check out www.fogeys.co.za 
RSVP BRETT HOLLANDS at 
021 4392607 by 24th Jan 2007 
  Meet 7.30 pm (19h30)
Leader and reporter: Lynne Fouche

5 members and 1 visitor enjoyed this short hike to the Karbonkel Lookout.

We followed the jeep track upwards and enjoyed the scenery and views.

We reached the lookout point in good time after a leisurely uphill trudge and proceeded to eat, drink and enjoy the sunset.

It was a lovely evening.  Not a breath of wind and warm.  A wonderful mini-holiday in the middle of a busy week.
BOLAND TRAIL : 27-29 October 2006 : Leader – Tommy

Always pleasant to begin weekends away with socialising, and this we did at “Eikenhof”, what used to be Hut No 1 of the old Boland Trail. Think of Eikenhof Eggs, that’s the area from which they hatch! Plenty of bunked rooms, 3 loos, 3 showers (hot) and the adjacent house was our kitchen/dining room/patio & braai. Could take New Year overflow. Trish and Anthony were the only ones to swim in the dam, while we wallowed in Margaret’s watermelon instead. Next morning the serious stuff, but first the drive around to Nuweberg Forestry Station. Quite organised, the boom and office is just off the R321, where Tommy had to give specific details of all persons and vehicles entering the Hottentots Holland Reserve.

Our first 4km (of 11) was all on a shady jeep track, hot, and quite steep in places, but manageable. Onto the proper mountain path with beautiful views of the surrounding countryside, apple farms and dams. Plus as always, variegated fynbos. At the top, a slight breeze helped us along in the heat and we reached the famous Landdroskop Hut in early afternoon.

A cultural shock awaited us - Yvonne K was ready to call in a helicopter – 5 smoking, hard drinking middle-aged males, one with his “kitaar” and what I thought was a neck brace, but in fact a gadget to hold his mouth organ! Later on another huge group arrived comprised of adults and youth. Horror of horror, what sort of evening were we in for?! As it happened everyone was very friendly, one of the youth took charge of the enormous braai fire and the 73-year-old dad of “Elvis”, put him to bed fairly early. The poor bloke only knew the first line of “No woman Don’t Cry”. Our group all faded in one room with 12 bunks at 7-30pm after a very interesting afternoon/evening.

On Sunday morning, an easy stroll down to the cars, koffie and koek at Orchards, ended a great weekend. Thanks to above plus Brett, Larry and Mary. Yvonne.

PS: Let’s try and get the L’Kop Hut to ourselves next time, on the other hand, … we’ve never been serenaded before!!!
Send articles/notices for future newsletters to the Webmaster @ mareascott@mweb.co.za
or mail to (only members without email): M Ascott, 8 Highways, 1 Bath St, Tamboerskloof 8001 




	LESOTHO PONY TREK : 23 September – 1 October 2006 : Hike Leader: Tony Burton

Reporters: Mary Holland-Ramsay and Anthony Sneath

After a long journey from Cape Town (+ 1,000 km) with seven of us in the Combi and two travelling by car, we arrived at Malealea Lodge in Lesotho (6,500ft) where we camped in our tents for the night.  The following day we hiked past Echo Cave to see the Bushman/San rock paintings of Tohlang.  The first site was notable for the three human figures that utilise natural nodule hollows for heads – something found at very few sites.  The Botsoela waterfall was our hike destination.  The beautiful scenery which surrounded us gave us a preview as to what we would be riding through the following day when we set off on our four-day pony trek.  

Our party comprised Tony, Anthony, Larry, Doris, Steffi, Karen, Belinda, Denise and myself.  We waited in the departure area whilst the guides selected ponies that would suit the riders relative to their experience.  The Basotho ponies are a mix between short Javanese ponies and European horses, resulting in a sure-footed and gentle breed and sure-footed they certainly were when one considered the terrain that we traversed from rocks and boulders to very steep ascents and descents on sheer cliffs!  They were quite remarkable as were the guides who are villagers that work in association with the Lodge.  Our gear for the day was packed in saddle bags and the balance was carried by pack horses which were led by guides on horseback.

Our accommodation every evening was in huts in the villages and the average day’s riding was 6-7 hours.  The villagers were very friendly, especially the children who were hoping to get sweets!  The huts were very basic with no running water or electricity but we were provided with gas to cook on, mats to sleep on and we fetched water from nearby streams. With the stunning views, the peaceful countryside and hospitable people - what more could we want?

The second day of the pony trek took us over a mountain pass where we dismounted to look down on the Ketane waterfall and gorge with a 122m drop.  Soon after we had started off again we looked up to discover that it had begun to snow.   It was an incredible experience to be riding along with the snow falling and the person ahead of you just visible and fast disappearing in a white cloud!  It was felt that conditions higher up the mountain where we were heading would deteriorate and as most riders were not equipped for snow conditions we decided to turn back to the village of the previous night which was below the snow line.   The afternoon was spent relaxing and watching the snow build up on the higher peaks, which were covered in snow clouds.  The afternoon ended with a “monkey’s wedding” and a magnificent rainbow against the backdrop of the snow-covered peaks.  Since it was quite cold, about 30 little snowy-white goat kids decided to take shelter in the first hut for the night and lay huddled together along the wall and under the table and chairs, bleating occasionally.  Needless to say the moms tried to gain access but were refused and in the morning the little ones had to be persuaded to leave and go out into the sunshine for warmth.  Sleep was not an option for those in that hut that night!

On the following day (our third) we trekked down into the valley and spent the last night in a village which was surrounded by a ring of mountains.  The last day back to Malealea Lodge included a descent into the Valley of Paradise – probably well named since we felt it was when we had arrived back and had hot showers and a meal at the restaurant that evening.

The next day we did a half-day hike through the Pitseng Canyon where a cascade of three pools tempted some to have a dip and we had to jump off a 2m rock on the way back.  That afternoon was spent at leisure.  Some of us walked around the Lodge which comprises an assortment of buildings including curio shops, a school, a handicraft centre, recreation hall as well as the restaurant, bar and deck etc. The evening was spent at the restaurant and around the fire as this was our last night there since we were leaving early the following morning for our journey back to Cape Town.

The most humorous episode was on the last day of the pony trek when a very frisky young stallion from one of the villages that we were passing through took a definite interest in Larry’s horse and the rest of us were entertained to observe Larry’s trotting ability with the stallion in hot pursuit!

Pony treks from Malealea Lodge vary from a one to a six-day round trip back to Malealea Lodge (or a 13-day one-way trek across the whole of Lesotho).  The six day has as its destination another lodge on the third day, where one can overnight and take a day off to abseil a 292m waterfall under expert instruction provided by the lodge.  (Perhaps our next trip!)

Lesotho is well worth a visit whether for the pony treks or as a hiking destination for a variety of interests.   

Thanks to Tony for organising this great venue!


	MATROOSBERG WEEKEND OF 25-26 NOVEMBER 2006 LED BY MERVYN
Reporter:  Mary Holland-Ramsay

The Matroosberg Reserve is situated on the arm Erfdeel, 35km from Ceres and covers more than 1,000 ha of mountain area.  The Matroosberg Peak at an altitude of 2,249m is the highest in the Western Cape.  During the winter months it is often covered with snow, hence the ski huts, one of which was our accommodation for the Saturday night.
The Reserve offers a large range of activities including hiking, birdwatching, mountain bike trails, target shooting range, swimming in rock pools or dam, fishing (Bass), quad biking, 4x4 trail, abseiling, skiing or camping.
We left Cape Town in the early hours of Saturday morning in four cars – Mervyn, Nerina, Mary, Alex and Colleen, Ian and Ethnee, Paul and Gesine.  The day was beautiful and after parking cars and sorting out our packs, we set off for the ski hut.  
The ski hut is an open plan self catering mountain hut which sleeps 20 and is equipped with a hot shower, according to the brochure.  This was in fact a very small cubicle with a second one utilised as a change room.  The water was indeed hot but came out as a trickle.  We were provided with a microwave oven and kettles as there was electricity.  Two long-drop toilets were situated outside.  Foam-covered benches and a table faced windows providing a view onto the mountain slopes which in winter became the ski run.  The walls were decorated with pictures of skiing scenes, one in particular with various nude poses which was not be used as a reference for beginners!  A vast array of “How To Ski” books were provided on a shelf and other items adorned the walls or shelves including snow shoes.
The hiking trail has been in use since 1932 and leads to the top of the Matroosberg but after arriving at the ski hut and having lunch, we decided to hike up to Conical Peak and leave the higher peak for the following day.  As we climbed higher and higher we beheld a panorama of mountains which seemed to stretch to forever, until we reached a point where the path overlooked a magnificent gorge.  Matroosberg Peak loomed over this point and we could see the path we were to take the following day. 
We rose early the following day after quite an early night and after breakfast set off the Matroosberg Peak.  The path was open and easy to follow and our climb was rewarded by an even greater panorama of mountains and views of De Doorns and the surrounding valleys.  
Thanks for a most enjoyable weekend to a great group and especially to Mervyn for organising the weekend.   
Addition from Nerina
The allure of the Matroosberg, to me, is because it is so majestic: because of its scale and ruggedness.
The path we followed up the ravine is above the stream so we could hear it and be tempted to cool off in its amber pools. On the lower slopes we walked through vegetation, including beautiful woolly Protea magnifica (two-tone pinks). Much higher up, however, there were steep scree slopes forming a gigantic amphitheatre, topped by a range of cliffs and peaks. This was a lunar landscape of tumbled rocks almost devoid of vegetation . On closer inspection one could find plants that had survived the snows and fire, flowering in minute pinks and yellows.Hidden among the rocks were even a few  stunted, very rare remnants, dry leaves of the snow protea.(on a previous spring trip with Mervyn we had actually seen this species in flower!)
After we had lunch in the hut we went up to the skyline of the 'amphitheatre'.This was the EDGE ....the most dramatic view into the hidden gorge of the Matroosberg. From the peaks high above on either side the slopes plummet right down as if drawn into a vortex,so far below as if to the very base of this mighty mountain range.This cleft is extremely narrow, hemmed in by the opposing sheer  walls, ramparts of rock.What a mighty upheaval there must have been when this range was created millions of years ago, what power released by the Creator!  At one stage this mountain must have been covered by sea: fossils of marine creatures were  discovered high up by workmen during the engineering of the Hex River tunnel, after the war. When my dad worked on the tunnel project long ago he obtained a fossil of a  trilobite which we kept on our bookcase.
Back at the hut some dined and wined, as certain hikers came prepared with gastronomic delicacies like seafood; others (like me) carried light and had a plainer menu but all enjoyed the ambiance and company. This hut had equipment suited to its needs: continually running water (no need for an ice-maker), a spare machine, probably a generator for the ski-lift, a certain knitted device for keeping part of the anatomy warm, which Peter P would have appreciated. In true Alpine hut fashion, rows of bunks joined side-by side, in fact 3 decks of these, which kept the middle sleepers like Gesine or Ethnee the coziest.
My one regret about this trail is that the Matroosberg, which used to be remote, the domain of the mountaineer or skier in search of unspoilt nature, even the peak has been made easily accessible  via a 4x4 route to 'day trippers', propelled by the fuel of their vehicle  and the' fuel ' 'within (at 9am one group were filling up with brandy & coke).
Thanks to all for a memorable weekend, and especially to Mervyn for planning it for us.        Nerina
Click to see my pics of this hike on 2 Dec 2006.  Maré


	My Second Camino – Going it Alone by Frances Hills:  Reply to : induli@new.co.za
The Camino Francés can be described as a foot path stretching from the French Pyrenees right across Northern Spain.  It draws perigrenos (pilgrims) from all walks of life and for varied reasons.  The distance and pace one walks is an entirely personal choice.  To qualify for a compostella one is required to walk at least the final 100 kilometers.  
Just over a year ago I attempted this walk for the first time. It was both challenging and rewarding.  It was everything I wished for and more, much more. So why did I feel compelled to do such a gruelling thing again?  Six months after my first Camino I realized that I had not quite walked the walk I’d intended.   I do not want to imply that the previous walk was unsuccessful and that I needed to pay any kind of penance.  The walk was indeed very special for me and in fact it kindled in me an awareness of the restorative value of disengaging from ordinary life, taking time out, as it were.
So what was missing from my first Camino?  I felt compelled to discover what life would be like completely out of my “comfort zone”. 
In my first Camino, I hadn’t anticipated the sense of loneliness that would take hold when surrounded by foreigners, none of whom seemed to speak English. This was especially so at the end of the day when one wanted to share one’s trials and tribulations, and experience mutual moral support.  The loneliness was magnified by disorientation, blisters, sore muscles and all sorts of consequences resulting from such forced resilience.  About eight days into my walk, I welcomed a gang of Irish blarney and dropped all my noble intentions with the ease of a princess.  Looking back, I can see how my original motives got clouded and how I abandoned THE STRUGGLE, bidding a dismissive farewell to solitude and opting for friendship, fun and laughter instead.  That was in the spring of last year.
I went back in the autumn of this year to where I had veered off course last spring time.
I am glad I returned.  Upon setting off I made a silent promise to permit the athlete in me to rest and to remember that this walk “was not a race” (family phrase coined by my grand children). This walk was very contemplative and not without struggle and strife.  Often times I felt daunted and that is when I would take out the picture of my grandsons posing as fearless musketeers - my much needed steroids.
Although I spent a lot of time alone, it took quite some time for the much needed quiet to manifest.  I met some wonderful people and at times drew on their courage and humour much as others drew on mine.  I so enjoyed, being told by an elderly man with handlebar moustache how nice it was to see red toenails in the desert as well as the gallant three young Greek gods sharing their gourmet meal with me in Villa Franca del Biers.  It must have become obvious to other pilgrims that I was walking alone and it was moving how people kept an eye on me when I looked a bit lost.   I saw a few couples and was touched by the care and comfort they offered each other.    One moving experience was the evening a  young Catholic priest held Holy Communion for  about twenty of us right there in the dust before we all (including the priest – who was a fellow pilgrim) turned in and slept on roll-up mattresses in one large crowded barn. There was a serious and dignified tone to our fellowship, enhanced by our leader’s Catholic robe which he had donned for the occasion and the beautiful song sheets we received.  A sense of wonderment and peace was created by the full moon and the rural setting.
My first phase of walking was through the desert-like Masetta, a harsh, uneventful and unrelentless stretch.  The unabating rain and cold winds did not make things any easier. Once through the Masetta, the terrain was surprisingly attractive, with an abundance of flowers and lush green countryside.  There had been a lot of rain, and in fact there was moisture in the air most of the time. There were some stunningly good days.   The soft, dark mornings were magical.  I often found myself walking for long stretches through beautiful, mysterious mist. Later the sun would break through to reveal the wonderful hillsides of Galicia. 
The pervasive farm smell that I remember so clearly from my previous walk was everywhere, even in the small villages.   In those very simple centuries’ old homes, the live stock sleep in the basement of the house while the family live right above, which serves as an efficient, affordable way of heating the dwellings.  
Although the Spanish folk are very accommodating, Perigrenos are often turned away with one word ‘completta’. You then need to walk to the next village even if you are tired enough to drop.  One would normally have walked as far as seemed physically possible and so the forced onward journey can be overwhelming.  A number of nights I slept on a roll-up mattress on the floor – not very glamorous, especially when the roll-up mattress right next to you accommodates a complete stranger.
The Camino brings out the worst and the best in her pilgrims.   One of her gifts is a special brand of humility. You are often awakened from a deep sleep (feeling as though you’ve just shut your eyes) by fellow travellers in their haste to get walking. You learn tolerance, courtesy and compassion as you realize the importance of treating others as you wish to be treated when you are away from all your home comforts.  You learn to patiently wait your turn for the bathroom. You’re fortunate when there is still some hot water left.  You queue for every thing from food, showers, access to the stove, the laundry basin.
Then there is the gift of yielding to the kindness of others with grace. I fondly remember one afternoon struggling up hill and passing two French women when one of them reached out to offer me a sweet – yet another reminder of people’s kindness.  I also recollect a fellow pilgrim sharing his meager sandwich with me when we could not find a place that would serve us a meal. Small gestures of kindness filled one with gratitude in a way they would not in ordinary life.  So I was blessed to experience that!
Then there is the gift of discovering how lightly one can live.  A walking pilgrim requires nothing more than a simple path and respect for the Camino.  You have as few possessions as possible - after all you have to carry them.  A week into my trip I lost my towel and a sleep shirt that I liked very much.  The good news was I no longer had to carry them.  Strangely, having less to carry – albeit I’d lost important items – was much more liberating than I’d have expected.
For me, this walk was in a way, a metaphor for life - the beauty was in direct proportion to the struggles.  It was also awesome to discover my own strength and ability to stay focused.  It was all the sweeter, the more profound, for honouring my original plan and going it alone.
 p.s. This time I walked 420km. When I received my compostella I was also given a new Latin name: Franciscus.
Click to see photos of Denise’s Camino

















