
  

      From the Editor: 

One must have thought that Hanneke was lying 

when she said that it is definitely nor our Last 

Peglerae, for it has been a whole six months 

since that March Publication. Your not-so-new -

any-more Public Relations Officer, Makkie 

apologizes profusely. It took me a while, but I 

am finally getting round to it. Thank you to 

everyone who contributed stories and photos! 

The stories included herein are picture filled 

and exciting tales of sweat and tears endured to 

ŜƴƧƻȅ ƴŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ Ƴƻǎǘ ŀǿŜ ƛƴǎǇƛǊƛƴƎ ǎƛƎƘǘǎΣ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ 

sunbird seen through a window of a hut to the 

tiny spec of a basecamp against majestic 

snowcapped mountains. And so our second 

Peglerae for 2015 features:  

¶ Gary van Vuuren on K2 

¶ John Fletcher on July Camp: Dinosaur or 

Treasured Institution? and 

¶ Lisa Walls on the Wolkberge 

Enjoy! 

    Membership Matters: 

It is with great pleasure that we 

welcome our New Members: 

 

¶ Janeke Schmidt 

¶ Jonathan de Villiers 

¶ Andra Bester 

¶ Louis Roodt  

¶ Daleen Roodt 

¶ Pieter Voges  

¶ Sonja Hofmann 

¶ Natasha van der Nest 

¶ Mila Lakic 

¶ Lilja Lakic 

¶ Lilian Glen 

¶ Suegné Botha 

_______________________________________ 

K2 ς July 2015 

It's not easy getting to K2 and when you do ς the 

Taliban and the Karakoram seem intent on 

dispatching you to the Great Mystery. There is 

nothing one can do ς in the end ς to mitigate the 

latter threat, the former may be managed by 

enlisting a mandatory armed guard. When 

several climbers were killed at Nanga Parbat 

basecamp in 2013, all subsequent trips are 

accompanied by a mandatory "liaison officer", 

generously supplied by the Pakistan military, but 

paid for [and not cheap] by you, dear trekker. 



Carrying a menacingly large AK47, ours was 

hopelessly unprepared for mountainous 

adventures and we left him several hours behind 

every single day. He progressed his fitness not 

one iota from start to finish ς 5 weeks did him no 

good at all.  

 

Jeep crossing the terrifying wood bridges over 

swollen rivers. 

The Karakoram are a young range ς thrust 

heavenwards by colliding Asian and Indian 

tectonic plates ς so most of the peaks are still 

jagged and spear-like. 

 

The jagged Trango Towers. 

The trek takes a dozen days along the Baltoro 

Glacier until one reaches Concordia ς a boulder 

strewn camp at the intersection of the Baltoro, 

the Upper Baltoro and Godwin-Austen glaciers. 

K2 stands majestically at the head of the 

Godwin-Austen glacier and it's hidden right up 

until one arrives at Concordia (as opposed to 

Everest which slowly comes in to view over the 

weeks). 

 

K2 ς basecamp in foreground. 

Standing at Concordia, the vista is beyond 

spectacular: there are many 8 000m within 

spitting distance and the vast majority of the 

remainder are > 7 000m. Broad Peak, 

Mashebrum, Chogolisa  Gashebrum, Marble 



Peak, Napko and Urdokas peaks, the Trango 

Towers ς familiar names, names of legend. 

 

There are worse tent-views. 

It is truly the throne room of the mountain gods 

(as Galen Rowel described it in his magnificent, 

now-out-of-print photography book of the same 

main). K2 is the clear prize, a towering hunk of 

rock, a giant of a thing, clearly visible from base 

to peak ς raining down thunderous avalanches 

on an hourly basis and sporting a terrifying ledge 

dedicated to memorials for dead and missing 

climbers. 

 

Mashebrum. 

And there are many. Only 300 have ascended 

and descended K2 successfully (5 000 have 

accomplished this on Everest), one in four 

climbers never make it down, or do so in a body 

bag. 

 

Stark reminder.  

Gary van Vuuren  

K2, July 2015 

_______________________________________ 

July Camp: Dinosaur or Treasured 

Institution? 

 

The July Camp will shortly be celebrating its 

100th year of existence. The exact year is still 

under dispute as a year was skipped during the 

war years. Essentially the July Camp has been 

going since the inception of the KZN Section of 



the MCSA, which, at the time, was not affiliated 

in any way to the MCSA. July Camp was born 

out of the need to facilitate the exploration of 

the Drakensburg. So early members would trek 

for two weeks, with loaded wagons, to be fully 

sufficient, to a new base camp to commence 

exploring and conquering first ascents. Books 

likes Barrier of Spears chronicle these amazing 

feats in some detail. 

 

In keeping with the tradition, today camp 

attendees are still required to trek the last 

kilometre, carrying all that will enable them to 

be self-sufficient for the period of their stay. 

Self-ǎǳŦŦƛŎƛŜƴŎȅ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜ ŦƻƻŘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ 

provided by the camp staff as part of the 

service. 

 Like many long surviving threatened 

institutions (read: Dinosaurs), the July Camp has 

its challenges. Dwindling attendance numbers 

makes it increasingly difficult to cover costs, the 

availability of suitable base camp sites, albeit on 

state or private land, the submission of an EAI, 

the reticence of KZN members to attend as 

hiking/climbing leaders, the MCSA National 

Meet, have all contributed to the questioning of 

the continued existence of July Camp. The 

mantra that was heard this July at the campfire 

debriefing on the last night was that to survive, 

Wǳƭȅ /ŀƳǇ Ƴǳǎǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΣ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΣ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΧ 

  

Younger MCSA members would argue that 

many of the regular attendees (read: been 

coming for 30/40 years) are dinosaurs and that 

the July Camp caters to the needs of a dying 

ōǊŜŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜŦƻǊŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ Wǳƭȅ 

Camp is under threat of survival. 

 The challenge, how does July Camp change to 

survive and yet remain a Treasured Intuition 

ŀƴŘ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ŜƴǘǊŜƴŎƘ ƛǘΩǎ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ȅŜŀǊ ƻƭŘ 

traditions? 

 The traditions of the July Camp have become 

entrenched over the last hundred years and are 

vigorously defended and protected by those 

from the KZN Section who currently have the 

responsibility of custodianship of the 

preservation and running of the Camp. The base 

camp location is alternated between the 

northern, central and southern Berg, with the 

exact location being very dependent on 

complex negations for land use and promises of 

responsible behaviour and long standing 

relationships of trust between the KZN Parks 

and the MCSA. 



 Concessions have been made. Families with 

children are now welcomed. This year we had 

solar panels, batteries and LED lights for the 

kitchen and eating area, which was nice as the 

Drakensberg gets very dark at night. Small or 

large concessions ς adequate to ensure 

survival? 

 

 

Today, the pleasure of attending July Camp, is 

not to be the first to set foot on a previously 

unexplored summit, but rather to explore areas 

of the Berg unknown to ourselves, in the 

company of like-minded members who share 

the thrill of being active in the mountains. For 

this reason, I believe that the July Camp has a 

secure future, however, ongoing considered 

concessions will have to be made to ensure that 

July Camp moves with the times, to 

accommodate the modern mountaineer, but 

still maintain the longstanding traditions. 

John Fletcher 

Highmoor, July 2015 

_____________________________________ 

Wolkberg- June 2015 

 

Good Grief! A tiny sunbird was fluttering in the 

window on the top floor of the Wolkberg hut 

when I went to put my sleeping bag up 

there.  How long has it been there?!  A broken 

window downstairs offers an explanation for its 

presence I manage to open the window and it is 

free.  Later we see it again (Lesser double 

collared) supping nectar from the Tree fuschia 

(Halleria lucida) by the verandah.  (wishful 

thinking, or is it the same bird?) 

  

After an early start at CSIR we met up in 

Haenertsburg for coffee and by 12 we were on 

our way again.  aȅ [ŀƴŘȅ ŀƴŘ ǘǿƻ ¢ƻȅƻǘŀ пȄпΩǎ 

struggled up for almost 2 hours up a road 

reminiscent of the one on Keerom we used to 

do and down to the A-frame on 

Vetspruit.  Thank you Ian for making me a 

competent driver!   Low range is 

marvellous.   Petrus says he does it in an hour 

but his car has better suspension and he got a 

slow puncture en route!  We drove through a 



logging route belonging to forestry.  A long 

valley ς L ǘƘƛƴƪ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ DŜƻǊƎŜΩǎ ǾŀƭƭŜȅ ςtakes you 

between high mountains and rugged cliffs and 

river, till eventually you get to a gate which says 

you are now at the Wolkberg Wilderness 

area.  CǊƻƳ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ р ƻǊ с ƪƳǎ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ 

been maintained in years and is more rock and 

donga than road.   But Landy shrugged it off, 

ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭ ƛŦ ŀ ¢ƻȅƻǘŀ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ƛǘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ǇƛŜŎŜ ƻŦ ŎŀƪŜ 

for a Landy.  Has satisfied my desire for exciting 

4x4 driving for a while! 

  

 

The stone hut is situated by a wonderful bubbly 

brook with a splashing waterfall into a pool 

which must be wonderful in hot 

weather!  Surrounded by Keurbooms ς 

presumably planted here as they belong in the 

fynbos from the Cape!  A couple of lovely oak 

treeǎ ǘƻǿŜǊ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƘǳǘΣ ǇƭŀƴǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ΨрлΩǎ 

when the Jhb section built it, the fellow with 

the most drive being honoured in a frame on 

the wall in the hut.  One can also come up to 

the hut from the East side from Tzaneen. 

 

In those days they used to come up from that 

side as the lorries in the forests drove too 

dangerously fast on the narrow road.  Looming 

overhead is a row of buttresses stretching off to 

the right.  

 

{ŜǊŀƭŀ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŦǘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘǊŜŜ ΨƭƻŀǾŜǎ 

of ōǊŜŀŘΩ ǿƛǘƘ ƴŜŎƪǎ ƻǊ Ŏƻƭǎ ƛƴ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ŜŀŎƘ 

bump.  /ŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ψ¢ƘǊŜŜ {ƛǎǘŜǊǎΩ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ 

unoriginally.  A couple more bumps are further 

along, visible from lower down in the valley, 

stretching down to that deep valley we drove 

up. 



  

The balmy afternoon slowly got colder as the 

evening progressed and eventually I lit the fire 

in the lovely large fireplace inside.  We had 

collected gum logs en route earlier in the 

forests and Petrus and the boys chopped some 

nice firewood with the axe which lives in the 

hut.   We saw a tiny snake in the woodpile next 

to the hut ς tiny but nevertheless an adder of 

sorts!  Left it in peace.  The evening progressed 

with some lively ς if slightly falsetto ς singing 

and strumming guitars till the wee hours in 

front of a blazing fire warding off the chill.   A 

wooden attic was nice and warm for three of 

us, four downstairs also on a wooden flooring 

over the cold stones and four in tents 

outside.  On one occasion apparently there 

were 30 people in the hut!  Ψ{ƭƻƻǇ WƻƘƴ .Σ Ƴȅ 

grandfather anŘ ƳŜΧL ǿŀƴƴŀ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜΩ ƭǳƭƭǎ ƳŜ 

to sleep in my eirie above the communal area 

where the die hards are still strumming away. 

 

 Before seven, coffee in hand, I was watching 

the sunlight creeping down the cliffs 

above.  Pierre wanted to leave by eight but 

mountaineers are notoriously non regimental 

and eventually everyone was on their way by 

nine.  ¢ƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ΨƳƛǎŦƛǘǎΩ ŀǎ tƛŜǊǊŜ ŘǳōōŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ 

went off to try and climb a cliff.  The start was 

marred by lots of bracken and masses of dried 

bushes of everlastings.   From the hut we 

veered left around Serala and skirted above a 

small indigenous forest and then on and 

eventually up a neck to behind Serala.   

A beautiful stroll takes you over grassy 

meadows which apparently is perfect habitat 

for the highly endangered blue swallows which 

like to nest in sinkholes in the peaty 

substructure.   I saw a couple such holes with 

tree ferns growing out of them.  Little pockets 

of forest cling to the mountainsides, with the 

splash of red of Aloe arborescence in bloom.    

We follow a little stream which suddenly 

tumbles down a yawning precipice ς a deep 

chasm which rents the mountain apart ς at 

least 250m deep.  A huge rock face rises on the 

far side.   We walked up the gully and through a 

glade with huge yellow woods and clivias to the 


