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Three Attempts to Reach the N/C Indaba 
         By Bruce Henderson 

The Third being a Total Disaster!!! 
 

 

There cannot be many people anywhere who can 
claim the dubious “achievement” of coming close 
to writing off two cars and then succeeding with 
the third all in one day – definitely not a case of 
third time lucky! 
 
The beginnings of our ‘convoy’ to Pretoria, Johan 
Kruger in his MGA and me in my Midget, left the 
Knysna Quays soon after 8am on Wednesday 
31st August (which now must go down as my 
least favourite day on the calendar!). We had 
travelled barely 1 Km past the Point around the 
lagoon when a cloud of smoke billowed from 
under the Midget’s dashboard. I turned off the 
ignition and jumped out of the car to retrieve the 
fire extinguisher but the smoke instantly 
diminished and there were no flames. My first 
thanks go to Ricky Cooper who immediately 
came to my rescue towing me to the Red Bridge 
turnoff to get us out of our dangerous position on 
the lagoon road. A cursory inspection showed 
burnt wires to instruments and the car was 
clearly not fit to go to Pretoria despite a full 
service and the trial run to Addo. Ricky kindly 
took me home where my belongings were 
transferred to my MGA. Johan had in the 
meantime continued to Sedgefield to collect the 
Joneses and subsequently the Meterlekamps 
beyond George. 
 

Despite the lack of specific preparation for a long 
trip, the A had been serviced recently and it was 
going well until the long uphill slopes of the 
Langkloof valley towards Uniondale and the 
following berg wind with a temperature later 

shown to be 35 degrees C, took their toll on the 
radiator’s temperature which rose to 212. I 
decided that we would certainly not climb the 
Potjiesberg Pass without facing into the wind to 
allow the engine to cool and then slowly made my 
way home boiling, stopped with the temperature 
hovering somewhere higher than made me happy 
until I came down the Outeniqua Pass.  
 
Once again my luggage was transferred, this time 
to my trusty Bakkie, and having already been “on 
the road” for six hours and travelled some 260 km, 
I left home again. The rest of the group were well 
on their way to our overnight stop 14 km north of 
Middelburg. My journey was comfortable and 
quick and I was relieved to see the lights of 
Middelburg in the dark distance soon after seven 
p.m. when my trip came to another very abrupt 
halt. A kudu doe jumped out of the dark into the 
road immediately in front of my vehicle with 
disastrous consequences for the kudu, my Bakkie 
and my trip. For those of you who have not 
experienced air bag deployment, it is a frightening 
and disorientating experience but being held firm 
under the incredibly rapid deceleration must 
undoubtedly be life-saving at times. Momentarily, 
I did not realise that the darkness in front of me 
was because the bonnet had lifted over the 
windscreen and folded on to the roof. Once I had 
opened the window and stuck my head out, I 
realised that I was off the verge of the road and 
down a bank on the right side.  
 
Then began a succession of kind deeds for which I 
remain very grateful. A young local farmer 
stopped and came to my aid. He called the only 






















