
SLIM SOUTH AFRICA REUNION SEPT 8 2007

It all began well after taking off from Heathrow on the Wednesday morning via Amsterdam to cape town then to find my bag did not arrive that same evening on my plane. I stayed at the airport travel lodge the Wednesday night after being told it would arrive by midday on Thursday. It never happened so had to hire my car as planned and set off to be in port Elizabeth by Saturday, Trevor had given me a route to follow, up and down dale the pretty way avoiding all the new upgrading works on the N2 garden route coast road as it was called then. I wanted to do this run to see a bit of the place and how it had changed since I was working there before Mandela was released. However getting out of Cape Town heading north proved a job in itself so abandoned that bit for the time being and went on the N2 planning to head north outside of cape town. It was afternoon when I was finally on my way minus my bag which had still not surfaced  but KLM  gave me a washing bag containing soap powder, toothbrush etc and a pair of socks with t shirt. It gave me confidence  that I could survive .How they got the bits in that tiny bag was a miracle in itself. The first turnoff was at Riversdale at 5pm which would take me north to Trevors  route and being a former scout ,at 5 pm no matter where you are you set up camp at the next turnoff which gives time for a wash up and more importantly a sundowner or 2. So Riversdale it was to be. It’s a beautiful little one street town with a Royal Hotel and a travel lodge. It has a police station as well and a tourist office. There is also a steam train on display in the park showing it was the first train to arrive when Riversdale  got train lines in 1930.Settled down in the travel lodge which was R195 pounds a night and had everything you needed it was time to take stock. I visited the local stores to purchase the survival kit, shirt etc to go with my socks then washed my other bits with the KLM get you there kit. I was more concerned bag wise about the fact that inside was my Slim folder and a dozen glasses I had painted for the reunion to have a toast with for the old days at Trevors. Nothing else was in the bag of value . The next morning Friday I continued the mission to Port Elizabeth being full of steak, baked potato and wine that went with the sundowner, on the local road north to meet up with the R65 which is the tourist pretty route Trevor advised. It goes about 80kms and joins the N2 with the R65 and goes through a pass and valleys. I saw 2 cars on this route and it was pretty but this time of the year a lonely road. Reaching the R65 turned right and off we go again. I didn’t know there were so many ostridge in the world and they all looked at me as I went by which is not surprising as I must be the only tourist for miles. I saw a further 10 cars in the next 200 kms. It was a very scenic route and stopped for brunch at midday at a pretty little café farm shop where the staff were so friendly it was like being part of a family. After the wine tasting  and armed with ostridge biltong I wanted to eat one while they looked at me just to get my own back, it was off again via Unionsville where I had to stop to see an old fort from the boar war. Again a one road town with all the amenities. The route was very awe inspiring through the mountains. Trevor was right it’s a beautiful sight and in the summer will have more open. Picking up the old road on the coast further down I arrived in PE at 6pm and then found my lodgings booked for me by Tanya. PE had built up beyond my imagination and it was hard at first to get my bearings. However being a former scout I kept the sea to my right which I knew hadn’t moved then turned left towards north to meet up with the road where I was staying. Easy really. It was also near PE airport. I had a job with phoning anyone as it always happens your phone doesn’t work on SA systems so that I now know that they were not trying to con me by offering to hire me a mobile when I arrived at the airport, nor could I drive the hotel one even with the help of the chambermaid. As luck would have it Tanya phoned earlier to see if I had arrived as I was a day late waiting for my bag and they were all concerned, she  left a message to be at Trevors for 2 pm on Saturday for the reunion. The place Tanya had found me to stay was beautiful being a self contained home with all kitchen etc so you were able to do your own exploring with own car park and entrance and lovely décor, it was also close to PE airport and cheap at 400 rands. The next day I duly found the house and already there was Tony and Pat and their son Mike who were staying with Trevor and Pat. Tony said whatever happens John will turn up and its nice to know I didn’t let him down, have faith it gives a sense of purpose. The rest of Trevors extended family were there along with the grandchildren who were trying to work out who all these old fogies were, and wonderful crowd of people it has ever been my pleasure to meet they were all so welcoming. The brie was well under way to say nothing of the wine tasting with Trevor attempting the 3 loaves and 5 fishes bit on the brie it was a feast for the multitudes. A smaller brie was demonstrated by Tracey which you can use indoors as well and the boerwursts  were cooked on that. Some really tasty morsels were produced throughout the day. Tanya having a lot of contacts phoned around about my bag and thanks to her it arrived at Trevors in the afternoon as I had put his address on if it was found. Relieved and all intact so the book came out and Trevor went through it policeman wise as he served in the Rhodisian  police  to see if we were at Slim at the same time. He has a multitude of old pictures from school days and the magazines not seen before so it would be nice to see them on the web sometime. It was fascinating to see the bar he has installed in a spare shed because that’s what sheds are for and armed with the glasses we toasted the reunion and the old days with the whole gathering, a real pub atmosphere. Trevor opened up some vintage samples for the occasion stored over the years as well and everyone had a great time. The youngsters went round and got the autographs for posterity. I don’t remember when it all ended but it did eventually. Tanya had booked Tony Pat Mike and myself on a safari at aldo park the next day Sunday so that was the next move. The safari was well worth the trip traveling in open trucks with Malcolm doing the tour guide it was fabulous to see it all in its natural world. At one stop we watched a coyote stalking a deer that had been separated from the herd  by a water hole and later that night would come to its conclusion. In the evening there was a meal in native huts and the food was  excellent and reminded me of the scout dinners ,everything thrown in and it tastes like heaven , elephants were not included but everything else was in it and the bread cooked on open fires. We got back at 9 that night so it’s a full day and I left happy to know that wild life would survive due to dedicated people like Malcolm who looked after it all in its wild state with a passion. The   Monday saw us gather again at Trevors and Pats for lunch and more wine tasting and reminisce. Trevors hobby came to the fore at this stage and he builds up steam engines from nothing making the bits as needed himself so that was an education in itself. With his lathes and bits and bobs he can still get his car in the garage which is a novelty in this day and age.  Pat also has collections of allsorts around the house and really fascinating so they are kept busy. Tracey does some wonderful paintings which adorn  the  walls around the house and a lot of them from family photos a really amazing artist. That evening Tony Pat and Mike  treated us all to a meal in a seaside restaurant on summer strand which was the finale to the weekend and a real treat. The evening finished off there with the traditional Auld Lang Syne and The Partys Over on the harmonica which went down well with the staff and others dining. Back to Trevors for a final chat and more vintage samples we all then made our farewells and started to head back to our destinations. On Tuesday I made my way back to Cape town via the N2 coast road which was now mostly open and to see how it had changed. It was closed due to riots on the Monday at Cape Town end but all clear that day. The N2 seems to be built along its length with squatters houses which I did not recall in the old days and this is what the riots were about. I did another stop at Riversdale for the night as the reunion was beginning to catch up or was it Trevors vintage supply. The Wednesday I stopped off at Gordons  Bay for breakfast just outside of Cape Town which boasts a bay and numerous bottle stores plus gift shops which sounded familiar. I carried on to Cape Town and the airport, handed the car back and then waited for the plane at 11pm which would take me back to reality. It had been a fabulous trip which I would not have missed for the world going over old ground and through it all it is still a beautiful land with wonderful people throughout. Don’t believe all you hear on the news and papers, its not like that. Thanks so much to Trevor and Pat , their entire family for their hospitality, Tony Pat and Mike for getting there, it was a dream and its awesome to know that one school could have had so much effect on peoples lives. .……John Cox

