HIKING ALONE AND ENCOUNTERS WITH WILDLIFE (3/4 Nov 2012)

This weekend I decided to hike alone, as I have already walked down Woody Ravine numerous times this year and I felt like having a change. Besides, one tends to be more observant when hiking alone and one notices  so much more. Just as well, because I nearly trod on an adult cobra and a small black snake! I was also  welcomed by a troup of baboons and found 2 edible mushrooms, that I have not seen before.
   
I decided to take the path leading from Tokai Arboretum to Elephants Eye. Before reaching the top, past Level 5, there is a path to the right which does a pleasant traverse below Elephants Eye and Constantiaberg and then goes to Vlakkenberg. I took this path. I passed a small waterfall and steep cliffs to my left with water cascading down from the rocks above me. To my right there was a steep drop. Because the path was narrow and slippery I made a special point of being careful and I kept an observant eye on the path. Just as well I  did and was looking down at my feet, because I nearly trod on the most beautiful full sized adult Cape Cobra which was coiled, and was taking up the full width of the path.
   
Seeing the snake, I stopped just in time, avoiding treading on it. It did'nt rear or show its hood.  Having come to a very abrupt halt, close to the cobra, I very slowly started taking a few careful steps backwards. Now at a safer distance I took a good long look at this magnificent creature. Its eyes glistened and its tongue kept flicking trying to smell me. It must have been over a metre long if uncoiled and was about 8 to 10cm in width and had exquisite colourings of yellow, orange, light brown and black. I wanted to continue along the path to pass it, but the snake was blocking my way and I was unable to go round it because there were cliffs on both sides. I didn’t want to go all the way back the same way I had come  and I wanted to complete my walk.
   
So I decided to stop and watch it,as in all my hiking life, I have never had the opportunity to closely observe a cobra. Only twice before, I have had fleeting glances seeing cobras, which disappeared before I could begin to view them, and twice  I have been molested by rearing giant black mole snakes and have had numerous encounters with puff adders having nearly trod on a few.
   
I watched the cobra turn to the right of the path and for one fleeting moment thought it would slither off the path descending down but then it suddenly changed its course and started sliding towards me. This prompted me to take several hasty steps backwards. At this stage I decided to stamp my boots hard on the path and  I bashed my stick into the ground. Most snakes prefer not to have conflict and will prefer to retreat. Snakes have very bad eye sight but have a super sensitive sense of vibration and movement. The cobra sensed I was there and it started sliding and climbing up the steep rocks to the left of the path and ultimately found some sparce undergrowth to hide in. Watching its tail very carefully I quickly rushed past it and I was on my way again. Less than a kilometer from here on the same path, I saw and stepped over a less ominous looking thin black snake, about a foot long trying its hardest to hide away from me, in a shallow groove in a flat rock.
  
The moral of the story is that snakes are coming out of their winter hibernation called ‘torpor’ at this time of the year. Not too hot, as it is the beginning of summer, snakes being cold blooded, like to bask in the sun to get warmth. We all must try to be observant at this time of the year to ensure we don’t tread on snakes, especially  if we are, which is more often the case, engrossed in conversation and gossip, rather than observing where we tread.
   
Further around the corner, on the jeep track I was greeted by a large troup of baboons including their babies The whole troup appeared to ignore me while they proceeded to walk down the road towards me. A few big daddies were amongst them. Not knowing the mood of this troup, or if they would take kindly to strangers, I decided that discretion is the better part of valor and once again I started a backward retreat  ultimately to find another dirt track  back to the arboretum.
    
This is where I found these two mushrooms, Boletus chrysenteron (Red-cracked Boletus) which I must admit I have not seen before. It is different to the Cep (Boletus edulis or steinpil).  I have read that all 15 species of Boletus mushrooms found in the Cape are edible but Red Cracked Boletus apparently are not as tasty as Boletus edulis. Any way, we shall see when I make a small pot of soup with these two mushrooms. See the photo and please tell me if you have seen these mushrooms before, and if you ate them, and what did they taste like?. (see pics on next page)
   
As you can see, one ends up seeing and observing so much more when one walks alone, and being alone has some virtues but not all them.

Best wishes, 

Tony     
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Phillip's winning Cape Argus photo and description of the recent Wild Coast trail
CONGRATULATIONS to Phillip Williams of Pinelands for his picture of cattle on the beach at Morgan Bay on the Wild Coast in the Eastern Cape.Williams was on a hike with a group from the Trails Club of SA. “We hiked 77km along the Wild Coast. Despite a few showers, the terrain along this pristine coastline ranged from unspoilt beaches with white sand to rugged cliffs with crashing waves,” Williams says.
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The Trails Club will never be the same again! 
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	Hike Leader: Tony Burton 
Hikers: John Powell, together with Gudrun, Steffie, Ute, Sabine & Margarethe. 
Yes, you have read that correctly - five ladies and all German. 
Needless to say, Tony and John were very well behaved, realising from outset that the five German Fräuleins were a formidable force to reckon with IF ....... 



The weather was perfect. A cloudless sky, gorgeous sunshine and endless views of our Peninsula across False Bay to Cape Hangklip. Tony changed his mind here and there as to where we would be walking to, so I actually cannot remember quite how the original plan was supposed to be. After days of intermittent rain, all of us were only too keen to get out there and enjoy the day in the fresh air. Up the bridle path we walked, past De Villiers Dam and then to Cleft Peak, via a somewhat overgrown path -  typical Tony, with slight rumblings of a threatening mutiny among the ranks of the German Frauleins - through rocky hollows, in one cleft out and out the other, with lunch atop the peak overlooking Hely Hutchinson and Woodhead Dams. After lunch we walked around the dams, along the road and then took a shortcut to De Villiersdam and back down along the road, with a shortcut through the forest - also viewed a little suspiciously by the German Frauleins, but then was not too bad after all - and then back to the car park at Constantia Nek. 

The dams are full to overflowing, lots of little streams and flowing rivulets, and the fynbos lush and green. It was a most enjoyable day out. Thank you all for your great company, and to Tony who led this hike at very short notice. As always, much appreciated. 

- Margarethe Schaefer (Hike date 29/7/2012)



Report on Hike Sun 22 July 2012 - Hikers: Geoff & Rosemary Davis 

I did not expect any takers as the morning dawned to heavy rain and very cold weather. The weather at the cable station was cold and wet but the cable way was operating as the wind was not strong. We entered the cable car with a large group of Chinese tourists and were soon engulfed in thick mist. Many of the Chinese were busy with their iPhones which looked weird with the screens filled with pictograms. A big cheer emanated from the Chinese when we popped out of the mist to wonderful views of Lions Head and Camps Bay. Read more.

EASTER WEEKEND AWAY AT KLEINMOND - LED BY THE FORD’S 

Here is my report on our weekend organised by the Fords, which included the Pitcock's, the Hiscock's, Barbara, Brett, Carol, Marjolein, Gudrin, Brett and myself.

Two out of four! That was the score for the sunny days we had.

Nevertheless none of us let the weather get us down.

We settled into relatively luxurious accommodation compared to what we are normally accustomed to when on a weekend away. We had luxuries including 2 T.V’s, 2 Microwaves, 2 stoves, 2 ovens, plenty of toilets and 2 comfortable lounges. We set out on a delightful coastal walk to Kleinmond beach and lagoon.

Having stretched our legs for 9km we were ready for our first braai.

Every evening was fun, thanks to Brian and Sue keeping us entertained with their games which helped us to broaden our general knowledge.

Saturday morning, due to the heavens letting loose, gave us an opportunity to watch the Stormers Rugby Team and for some to follow programs commemorating 100yrs of the sinking of the Titanic. Most of us, getting itchy feet ventured out in the afternoon and walked to the mouth of the river.

On turning round we got a thorough drenching. The following day was even wetter, resulting in most of us taking a drive to Hermanus.

Again, those braving the environment in the afternoon, once came back looking like drowned rats.
Fortunately on Monday the sun came out and we ended up doing a delightful hike which included wonderful views of Kleinmond village, the magnificent mountains, including Perdeberg and the Three Sisters.

As a cherry on the top we hiked to the estuary of the river and then a beach walk.

Thanks to Brian and Sue for organizing a relaxing weekend.

 - Tony Burton 


GREYTON/MCGREGOR TRAIL- BY PHILIP WILLIAMS

It’s all about timing & the club’s return to the Boesmanskloof trail after 7 or 8 years proved to be a lovely weekend breakaway. While some of us struggled through the late afternoon traffic in what felt like a mass CT exodus, others enjoyed an early arrival & time to explore the quaint village of Greyton.
Zebra Moon proved to be an adequate overnight stop & must bring back memories for many of boarding school days. When Julie arrived with Gesine however, there was great confusion. Julie was recognised as a Herschel staff member from a previous visit & coincidentally, there was a large group of Herschel girls on camp but staying at Genadendal. Fortunately the confusion was resolved when Julie’s membership of the Trails Club as well was eventually declared.
The large backpackers lodge offers various accommodation options for over 60 folks & we were lucky enough to have it all to ourselves. Sheltering from the gentle rain, we enjoyed a welcome and relaxed braai as a reward for the working week.

Then after an early breakfast on Saturday, we set off past the neat homes & colourful gardens of Greyton for the mountains beyond. Sadly, the nature reserve is still very blackened from a more recent fire but our route had grown back. The 400m plus climb up the mountain above Greyton was steep & unrelenting and tackled at a slow pace with many stops en route.

We eventually reached the saddle, still 600m below the towering Perdekop, & soldiered on to Oakes Falls for an early lunch. With a cool breeze, only Brian & Julie braved swims at the inviting pools while the rest of us tucked into lunch & a quick nap. The remaining trail continues up the kloof with a steep but scenic 200m climb up Gallows Hill near the end & our overnight huts. 

We stayed in the old Stone Cottage which for the price is well appointed with adequate facilities - only the beds left much to be desired. Luckily there were 5 surplus beds in our space & these were tested for firmness with those that failed progressively eliminated! Lynette eventually opted for the comfortable couch & my mattress moved to the floor where a damaged back was less likely.

The wind had turned very cold by late afternoon but we still elected to use the outside braai. This event looked like a Lesotho gathering with most of us resorting to using the Basotho style blankets & even a few balaclavas for warmth.

After some differences, the farmer’s wife, Ruth, did a sterling job supplying a long list of provisions ordered by our group. The braai packs were more than most could manage & we struggled to finish the extras ordered like salad & fruit. What a treat not to carry food & drinks!

Sunday’s return along the old road at first was easier going for most with far more downhill.
Again only Julie & Gesine took the plunge at our tea stop at the pools. We were on the saddle above Greyton by 11 as the mercury continued to rise & freewheeled down the long, winding jeep track enjoying the views ahead.

Warm showers for most again at Zebra Moon before some liquid refreshments at the eclectic & interesting Searle’s Trading Post and finally, our drive back home. As always, Geoff “Spielberg” dutifully recorded the event on camera for us all to hopefully enjoy such memories again soon.
To those who weren’t able to join us, I am sure it won’t be as long before we schedule this hike again.

CONSTANTIA GREENBELT VETERANS AND OLD CROCK’S HIKE 

· with Tony Burton - Saturday 10 March 2012 by Denise Hopkins. 

Thought as I have not hiked in ages I would join Tony last Saturday for his old Crock’s hike as my fitness levels are in serious doubt. About 17 of us gathered at Constantia Nek and I was pleased to see many familiar faces. The hike was downhill which was contrary to the description but not unwelcome. We were led down leafy lanes to our lunch stop where we had a leisurely chat amongst friends. The pace was indeed slow as promised and I had to check my urge to walk on ahead. The group ended up at the new “Alphen Hotel” without incident and the Manager ushered us around to the bar at the back of the hotel, the menu offered an unusual variety of milkshakes and teas and we enjoyed a leisurely drink. I was glad to learn I had been missed and will certainly keep an eye out for more easy Saturday afternoon rambles. 


Anniversary Hike - 4 March 2012 by Yvonne Hiscock 

A perfect morning greeted us and 6 others for this our 29th Anniversary ascent of "value for money" Lions Head. Many families were already coming down when we set off and I thought we were early. 
We caught our breathe while watching 2 or 3 paragliders and their paying visitors take off. It all looked so easy until the third couple came unstuck, because the wind was blowing "skive" - then, one has to be pretty agile to put on the brakes in the bush. Once up, they glided peacefully like birds, with all the time in the world to spot prey. We mostly all agreed, we prefer our feet firmly on terra firma thank you very much!

At last after many years, I got my way and we took the old path past the now forlorn and broken Club bench. How sad!   In 1988 the Club got permission to erect this bench for all to rest and enjoy the spectacular views of the City and Table Mountain before climbing that first chain. Every year Fritz Strempel would climb up to specially varnish it, a week before the Anniversary climb. Tommy and I seem to be only ones from that original work party still "young" enough to make it up! Where were you Mr. C? From there we linked up with the usual non-chain path to the top. Passing the old long chain route, Brett remarked that they have made it far too easy - double chains and hefty staples all the way now, with a steady stream of young and not so young  people going up and coming down. Champagne and photos at the top and the smiles never left our faces. Only then did Geoff tell us that he had temporary "misplaced his hip" on that first chain, but by slightly twisting his body, it popped back into place!

Horror of horrors - my fault entirely.

Later we went to another of Tony's favourite pubs at the top of Kloof Street for a celebratory drink. Next year will be the 30th Anniversary of the Club and we are already thinking up something special to do after climbing Lions Head, for those of you  keen enough to climb up of course. Never before have we seen so many families with little kids (and dogs) out there, a kindergarten for future hikers for sure. "A very sociable hike" as Geoff said. A woman who had parked next to us, said she ran up and down every day! Thanks to Julie, Lynette and Vasco and above mentioned for coming along with us. 

See you all again next year. Klaasjagerskloof hike from Scarborough to Cape Point Entrance Gate via The Swartkop Mountains by Yvonne HiscockWe were warned that this would be a difficult hike, but the description also included the words "don"t miss this excellent and unusual hike". So off we went! None of us knew the cyclists were warming up for the Argus. We first caught up with them on the Spaanschemat River Road, then breathed a sigh of relief as we turned right to go over Ou Kaapse Road. No problem, but what a shock to find hordes all the way along the False Bay coastal road, our route exactly. However, the first of many thrills that day, we had a motorcyclist (an official marshal), escort us speedily past a huge group, who in their excitement, had spread over the entire road!

Joining Tony, Gesina, Tommy and I was Thordis, who had driven all the way from Fisherhaven for this once in a life time hike. With 2 cars at the Cape Point Gate, we set off with Tony who parked outside the African Art Centre at the Redhill intersection. A slow warm up, up Redhill Road, then onto the mountain along a feint path, now facing south with our backs to Scarborough.   Up our first peak for tea and magnificent views never experienced before. From there facing east and some serious bundu-bashing (the fynbos mostly young proteas, were pretty high) we followed a few minor peaks all with impressive beacons. One was named Desemberkop. As we were "high-kicking" slowly along, down below in Klawer Valley we had a clear picture of a biggish Naval Base seemingly deserted. It is marked on a recent map as being a Naval Shooting Range, but luckily they were not practising that day!!  No wonder Tony found an ammunition box on a previous visit. At 1pm we reached Klaasjagersberg but did not summit it and embrace the beacon as is the custom, opting for a shady lunch and rest instead. Was it at this point that our leader commented that we had only hiked 4km since the start?!

Still facing east, we set off downwards initially through, by now, "wretched" fynbos (Tony remembered this fynbos to be ankle high previously) but we had been warned. What thrilled us though and made up for the bleeding and broken skin, was the fact that no man (other than Tony) had hiked this route before and we were totally alone!
And the sweeping views of both Atlantic and Indian coasts and the relevant suburbs were outstanding. We pushed on up and down and up hoping each "up" would be the last and that we'd stumble upon the main Simonstown/Smitwinkels Bay path on the Swartkopberg. What a pleasure when we finally reached it, to once again be walking on a proper defined good path - but time was pressing on and at 5pm we started the descent down the spectacular Smitwinkels Bay path. A first for our two Deutsche vroue which they both took absolutely in their stride. Half-way down they, then ourselves came face to face (a very close encounter) with a baboon troop of maybe 20.   That was so exciting - they eye-balled us in total silence and we photographed them. Another first, because Thordis could have reached out and touched them, we were so close!
We all made it down without any problems just very weary. The last "first" was that Tommy and I reached home at 8pm without even stopping for a drink! Thank you Tony that was a most memorable hike and we are so glad we could join you. Too bad if we were trespassing - were we?

MYBURGH RAVINE

-  led and written by Geoff Barton.  Sunday Jan 22, 2012.  

Five of us braved a very cloudy day to do the Myburgh’s Ravine Hike. We were able to spot a number of Red Disa (Disa uniflora) but saw no trace of the elusive yellow albino strain which has been seen in the past in the ravine. Due to the dense damp cloud on the summit we gave Judas Peak a miss. We stopped for lunch before proceeding down LLandudno Ravine. We shared the route (up and down) with three South African lasses and their two Chilean friends. Thanks Tommy, Yvonne, Phillip and Tony for braving the weather and making it a good hike.
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