
Botswana April 2010 

We have embarked on a journey into Botswana from Khama Rhino sanctuary to Makgadigadi Nature 

Reserve. Then to Gweta lodge and down through the Sowa Pan and on to Kubu Island. 

 

We rose before the sparrows had a chance to wake us, only to be met with pouring, cold rain.  The 

nightmare we thought would not happen as we prepare the car for our camping adventure.  Despite 

the rain which dampened just about everything except our spirits, we embarked on our journey with 

the hopes of warmer, drier weather across the border.  It was not to be, the more we hoped, the 

deeper the grey and black sky became. 

The rural landscape unfolded with every kilometre and the donkeys multiplied.  Saved by a chalet we 

abandoned our tents and welcomed duvets and blankets in a dry, not warm, thatch haven.  Two 

nights and another wet roof packing and we travelled further north in search of cloudless skies.  

Again it was not to be as we set up camp and ran for cover intermittently, helped along by a swarm 

of mosquitoes.  The next day the Makgadigadi opened up like a watercolour of immeasurable wealth 

and depth.  The grassy plains roll out glistening powdery tops and hold the sun in their flowers.  

Herds of zebra, gemsbok and giraffe make you feel as though Africa is in your grasp.  The sky 

expands and your world grows until the freedom in your heart takes flight a soars into the clouds 

waving at you and reminding you that it is always there when you need to take flight.  My soul is 

inspired by this open space and searches for adjectives to describe it.  White elephants and 

potjiekos, how do I even begin. 

Mosquitoes are everywhere, each one demanding its own space on your skin, sucking the 

dehydrated blood and leaving only craziness and itching behind.  Swarms dip and dive around your 

face and ears until you stop short of slapping yourself in the eye.  The flit of a bird or the rustle in the 

grass has us stopping and starting through the long rain drenched plains.  The tips of the grass 

weighted with giant drops like crystal decoration glistening in the morning rays.  We rumble across 

the plains expecting vast herds but seeing none. The beauty of the landscape seems to occupy us in 

spite of this and hold our gaze.   

Kumaga gate and a polite exchange by the officious yet pleasant rangers.  Niceties come eventually  

and more talk about mosquitoes before we decide to take the long route across the tops of the pans 

back to camp.  Muddy elephants reward us with their sheer enormity by rising up out of the once 

dry river bed, now flowing deep preventing yesterday what should have been a simple river crossing.  

The Botswana sun is out at last and reminds us we are not yet in winter.  Tailgate picnics and a 

ripped tyre delay our trek back to camp.  An angry elephant flaps his frustration at our appearance 

around a corner without warning sending us speeding past trying to wave a frantic warning at our 

convoy.  The reason to take the low, long, hot road back are soon evident as herds of gemsbok and 

giraffe fill the view as shutters click and whirr.  More elephants so magnificent they change the 

shape of the distant horizon and we feel humbled.  The sun dips its rays like a shy debutant while 

slowly revealing its true intentions.  Magenta and gold edged clouds sweep across the sky as we 

settle in to a much needed cold sundowner and some flickering logs in order to add the day’s beauty 

and experience to our bank of adjectives. 


