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Hullo Bokmates 
 
 
And welcome to an extra-ordinary year.   
 
As Hendry Thoreau says: “Be resolutely and faithfully what you are; be humbly what you aspire to be.” 
 
May we all have an aspirational 2015. 
 
 

 
Welcome  
 
We welcome Priscilla and Marisa to the club and look forward to having them join us on many more hikes. 
 
 
 
In the News: 
 
There is one particular member having an extraordinary birthday this year.  And we look forward to celebrating a 
wonderful life with Arthur Singe.  He enters his next chapter on the 21

st
 March. 

 
 
And in true Arthur fashion – here’s a new addition to this edition 
 
 

   
 
 

Often wondered where Wimpie got his birthday greeting from that he sends out to bokmates-note the tinnie in his 
right hand and the only other residents in Woop Woop - the flies! Arthur.

 

 

NEWSLETTER 

2015 01 

Feb 2015 

 

 

We go places ………. Boots and all 
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Silver Falls Hike Day 1, 22 November 2014 
Arthur, Mark, Barney, John, Roshael, Marissa, Cindy, Thomas 
 
Loskop County was an area that I was not aware existed until recently. Sure, most of us have heard of Loskop 
Dam and the Forever Resort that is a popular vacation spot for long weekends, but as I found out over this hiking 
weekend, Forever owns many of the lodges and overnight places in the area, including the Leopard’s Trail house 
which was ours for the weekend and Silver Falls on the farm 10kms away from the dam down the road. There is a 
long 15 min sand road which you have to travel from the main entrance to the actual start of the trail, but pretty 
soon we picked up (what we thought was) day 1’s trail and were on our way. 
 
Descending into a gorge with a stunning view of one of the “Silver Falls” we headed north, away from the falls. The 
first half an hour entailed a few steep climbs down until we found ourselves at the bottom of the gorge with hills 
towering over us on both sides. The river flowed by silently, forming large pools in amongst rocks three or four 
times our size, as we stopped to take a group photo. After a brief walk along the gorge we ascended up the same 
side till we got to the top of the hill once again, negotiating a few ladders which assisted us in climbing over a few 
bordering fences.  
 
We stopped for tea after our descent from the top of the hill into the end of a small valley which seemed to run 
perpendicular to the gorge. The tea spot was also meant to be the same spot in which we would later stop for 
lunch, after circling the hill on the other side of the valley. Unfortunately we were unable to find this ‘loop’ that John 
said he had taken with another group of hikers that were testing out the trail earlier in the year – although I must 
confess, being a first-time hiker, I was grateful to hear that the 13km hike had been cut by about 4/5 kms. Lazy, I 
know! 
 
The trail then took us across the valley and onto the opposite side of the valley where we ascended again. At the 
top of the hill we were able to see that this was a point at which the valley and the gorge met, and we could see the 
place we had parked our cars a 2 hours earlier – white ants atop a huge mountain reminding us just how small we 
actually are! We stayed on top of the flat hill for 30 minutes or so before we made our way downhill into the wider, 
grassier portion of the valley. 
 
A fallen tree caused us to veer off the path slightly, and Arthur, proving once again that he’s better (fitter, braver, 
more adventurous) than most people half his age, decided to cut across the valley to join the path on the other 
side. The rest of the group caught up to him a few minutes later and we stopped for another quick water break, 
which we, thanks to the diligence of Rochel, had been taking quite regularly. Most of the day was sunny, with only 
one or two occasions of cloud cover. Thankfully, much of the climb up and down the valley and gorge was shaded 
by indigenous bush. 
 
The path then lead us back towards the meeting of the valley and gorge and we once again found ourselves going 
up. This time on the other side of the gorge that we had climbed earlier in the day. At one point the trees and 
bushes cleared, providing us with a breath-taking view of the gorge’s end below – hundreds upon hundreds of 
rocks the size of your head scattered like chocolate vermicelli on a cup cake. Once we reached the same section of 
the gorge we were lead on a steep decline (several ladders came into play here) towards the waterfall we had 
spotted this morning. 
 
Once in the gorge again, we were greeted with a gorgeous view of the waterfall which we crossed over on a 
suspension bridge. Here, among the lofty hills on both sides, and the streams and pools that formed above the 20 
meter waterfall, we stopped for lunch. 
 
Signboards had labelled various points in the trail and our lunch spot was the aptly-named “Sandy Beach”. A small 
cove-like area where the stream flowing past had an island jutting out towards a ‘minifall’ comprised entirely of 
beach sand. John and Thomas attempted a swim but got waist deep before deciding it was too cold – even for 
summer. Most of the men landed up having quick power naps in spots of shade, hiding from the midday sun. 
Cindy, Rochel and Marissa opted to relax on the beach sand where they were greeted by a variety of small, non-
threatening creatures such as a swimming lizard and a large caterpillar. 
 
After lunch it was a steep climb uphill – once again with the aid of ladders – up the same side of the gorge that we 
had come from before lunch. At the top, the group encountered a lookout point: “The Falls of Silver Falls” which 
was truly the piéce de résistance of the hike. The group looked behind them, over the gorge, to see a cascade of 
four or five waterfalls stretching about 2 km up river. Between every fall was a suspension bridge joining one side 



3 

of the gorge to the other, one of which we would cross shortly, but not before the path seemed to spilt. Cindy, 
Thomas and John went right, further away from the falls, and the rest went left. Cindy and Thomas quickly realised 
that the trail dissipated and started their way back towards the other group through some short grass and rock 
terrain. After crossing the bridge, John re-joined the group stating that he found another path that lead to another 
bridge upstream, but decided against taking it when he saw several planks missing and turned back to join the 
pack. 
 
The last 10 minutes of the trail lead us to the Silver Falls camping and overnight hikers huts where we rested for a 
short while before heading back to Leopard’s Trail where beers and other refreshments were quickly opened. The 
afternoon was spent on a variety of activities which included sleeping, dipping feet in the splash pool and watching 
a really bad game of rugby! The evening was pleasantly mild, and we all gathered around the braai as we did the 
night before. My first legitimate hike (of hopefully many) was completed! 
 
Thomas Riest 
 
 
Sunday presented itself in overcast skies. Thomas and Cindy were determined to walk despite the threat of 
rain…all the others were determined not to walk  
On arrival at Silver falls, we wandered around a little until we decided on the route we would take on our “day 
two”…we discovered that the route we’d taken on “day 1” was actually signposted as “Day 2” and so were 
uncertain how long our “Day 2” walk (which is actually marked “Day 1”) would be.  We walked a little back up the 
road to where Thomas had earlier spotted some footprints marked on a scattering of rocks and followed the trail 
from that point.  
The trail meandered past cows (which we most gingerly and politely tiptoed past) and met up with the uppermost of 
the series of waterfalls we had encountered the day before.  We walked alongside these and then crossed over 
along the uppermost suspension bridge.  More flat rocky areas and pools followed before the trail veered away 
over grassy patches and through areas where the rocks formed really beautiful and big sentinels watching us as 
we traipsed past.  Cows were also occasionally heard in the distance, mooing at each other and responding – 
bovine choir members singing duets (or moo-ets) in cow-church on a Sunday morning … or so we concluded.  The 
rain also sporadically graced us with its presence, floating down in a gentle misty drizzle.  It was a truly beautiful 
grey day! 
We then descended the side of the mountain into a lush green valley with trees emerging here and there from the 
green grass. Thomas (who, it turns out is really excellent with keeping – or finding – his bearings,) noticed that it 
was the same valley we had encountered the day before.  We therefore left our trail and crossed over the valley 
until we found the previous day’s trail, and followed it back past the waterfall where we had lazed and lunched on 
the Saturday, and returned along the same route. 
We saw at least 3 different types of grasshopper (including a whole …colony? or perhaps more aptly, nursery, of 
juveniles crowded onto a clump of grass and the surrounding ground until we walked past, at which they took off in 
a panic and “hid” in the nearby grass, slowly venturing out and regrouping as we quietly watched in fascination). 
We were also arrested by a beautiful scent, which caused us to attempt to discover the source thereof…it soon 
eluded us, but we did find a whole bunch of bugs (as in 100’s) sucking on various parts of the tree which marked 
the spot where we had initially smelled the heavenly aroma… 
It was most definitely a morning that will be fondly remembered! 
 
Cindy  
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Tonquani , 23
rd

 – 25
TH

 January 2015 
Arthur, Marge, Barney, Wimpie, Graham, Karen Roshael & Marissa  
 

  
 
DAY ONE: 
Two years ago, I hiked this trail with Celia and the rest of the Bokmates and we had a rather nasty injury.  Celia 
had to have her hand stitched up as a result of a cliff hanger type fall.  And I had been the one to suggest the 
easier route, which turned out to be quite an expensive one in the end.  For much of the first few km’s I was heavy 
hearted about the faux pax from 2012 and was noticeably quieter. 
 
But after the fateful tree had been spotted, spat at and cussed out – I am glad to report that the joy of Tonquani 
was exactly as we had hoped it to be. 
 
The trail itself is non existent in many places and the team found themselves being led up and down the garden 
path, safely and soundly, by Wimpie.  We trekked through overgrown forest and waded chest deep in water at 
some points through the river.  The gorge is a spectacular out carving of earth that has shaped itself over the 
millennia to form possibly the most spectacular gorge in the Magaliesberg range.  Free standing boulders took on 
the shapes of humans, animals and hens nesting on giant eggs as we made our way into the gorge. The landscape 
is uniquely picturesque in its eternal tilt – almost creating the impression that the world is somewhat skew. 
 
  

   
 
DAY TWO 
A few of us headed out to the Grotto – a romantic lovers getaway that forbids any bathing in the crystal clear pool.  
 

 
 
And after a lethargic break, we headed to the West pools that buzzed with the excitement of people and children. 
The team had been spoilt with the serenity of the Grotto and opted to skip the hum drum of society and headed 
back to camp to swim the in the pristine lodge pool. 
 
Barney, Wimpie and Graham headed back to JHB shortly after returning to camp.  And there remained a few party 
animals who dared to break the tradition of leaving early and hung around till 15:00. 

 
Bokmates: “We Came, We Saw, We Tonqanied!” 
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Forthcoming Attractions: 

 
 

The Bermanzi Trail (12km on day one and 4 or 8km on day two) is rich in cultural and historical sites, like genuine 
Bushman rock art paintings, ancient kraals, as well as sites of the Anglo Boer War. 

 

There is plenty of time to cool off in the refreshing waters of one of the many rock pools. 
 

It is breathtaking to take in the magnificent sight of the Bankspruit (also known as the Bride's Leap or Uitkoms) 
Waterfall which is the second highest waterfall in Mpumalanga. It is truly a must-see! 
 
 
Please book with Karen if you haven’t already.  We are expecting to have a riotous time in the water . 
 
Happy Hiking! 
 

Remember - Go places! Boots and All! 

 

 
Committee 

 
Chairman : John Mehliss 072 725 6128 john.mehliss@liberty.co.za 
Finance : Susan Louckx 082 408 3204 susanlouckx@cybersmart.co.za 
Hike Bookings : Karen Williams 082 336 5477 kwilliams@tarsus.co.za 
Newsletter : Roshael Hoosen 079 473 1518 roshael01@gmail.com 
Memberships &  
B/Days : Wimpie vd Berg 082 339 0976 willemthomasvandenberg@gmail.com 
 

 
Book for all hikes with Karen Williams:  082 336 5477 kwilliams@tarsus.co.za 
 
PAYMENTS:  
Electronic transfer or direct deposit into Bokmakierie Hiking Club, Absa Fourways Mall, Account Number 
9146512023. 
Use the hike name and your name as reference on the deposit. 
 
Fax/email legible deposit slip to Karen Williams at fax 011 887 0929 / kwilliams@tarsus.co.za within 24 
hours of payment. 
On your fax/email to Karen please clearly give a breakdown of your payment, e.g.  
 
Name Surname, R300 – Name of Hike 

 

 

Barney’s fine for not 

going Boots and All! 
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