2010 Doro’s Crater.

It was a bitter cold Saturday Morning when the buotAdventure Motorcyclists met at
Beestekraal for the long awaited trip into Botswand further North. 12June 2010 just as the
maddening crowds were really getting into the swohthe World Cup Soccer with vuvuzelas
roaring that we hastened toward Thabazimbi andimimight’'s camp out in the Tuli Block at
Camp Molema. In Ellis Ras we met a couple on a @38l they were soon part of the group for
the first two days of this 21 day trip.

Day twowe traversed the Tuli in search of wild Elepharid Game. Only on our way back to
camp that afternoon we spotted Elephant, a rediefife, as | had told everyone that you always
see Elephant in the Tuli. The Matloutsi River Bedyded some good laughs once again, the
track was very churned up and more of a challehge tisual, even JJ, who has in the past just
sped through it, took a break about half way.

T

Solomons Wall, The Matloutsi River Bed and JJ.

Day thredate in the afternoon we arrived in Makgadikgaan®, we could however not reach
Kubu Island as darkness rushed in to meet us anging in the open was our only option not to
end up riding in the dark, which is not suggested @n be quite challenging and unnerving in
Africa.

After a good breakfast on the fourth mornimg rode via Kubu to Gweta. From previous
experience we decided not to do the route from KwawWhapmans Baobab to Gweta; so as to
avoid the very thick sand encountered on the ré&ewe diecided that going via Kauxae Village
would be better. An easy route when Googling, butdd out even worse as the deep sand track is
lined with Mopani and thorn trees that keep grapla@ihhandle bars and pannier luggage. All our
hand guards bear testimony of this and Hardy'sadgggs pretty well worn and in dire need of
repair too. | am sure that every one of us hadséiydencounter with terra not so firma on this leg,
my fall was spectacular but unfortunately there na®ne to witness it.




Burqerd on the KTM 690 Makqadlkqadl near Kauxae VIIaqe

After a very hard days riding we arrived and camae@weta Lodge. Evening meal was prepared
and a hot shower enjoyed after two dusty days witfecilities. Day fivewe rode tar all the way

to Maun where we settled into our camping spot &itgoying some cold ones at a nearby
Restaurant. This was the start of something | eveted to do for a couple of years now; the
Okovango Delta, we were camping at waters edge.

Conrad crossmq a flood plaln in the Okovanqo




Day six,almost all tar on the western side of the Deltaitraliso proved to be one of the highlights
of the trip with massive water crossings. We aifedsuma Lagoon Camp but the waters proved
to be too deep and we decided to try Sepopa Caimiphwvs situated about 50 km North. Sepopa
we could cross without too much difficulty. Her wgent two days to enjoy a boat ride on the
swamps and to take in some leisure time while Qyas doing his best to catch up with us. Due to
a all too familiar misunderstanding, miscommunimatiCyril headed for Guma Lagoon and
believing that we had made it he plunged into tbed plain and duly submerged his KLR.
Fortunately he could get a sms through to us wigwaypoint of demise. Hein’s back up vehicle;
the bench mark of 4 x 4’s; a Nissan known as “Tahki&] was soon on his way to recover our
friend with his drenched motorcycle and gear

One of many friendly Crocodiles we encountered reitg in the Delta.

The morning of day eighhere were enough mechanics to get the KLR dnigchod the battery
totally flat. So on tow behind our kitchen trailee dragged Cyril for a couple of kilo’s till theka
spluttered, coughed and roared back into life. iéa theaded for Rundu, crossed the border from
Botswana into Namibia without too much ado and kdad our camp; Nkwazi, on the banks of
the Okovango overlooking Angola.

Day nine we travelled toward Ruacana and Hippo Pools csitepthis after repairing two
punctures; a first for me, on the same bike, astrae time. The front tyre had a thorn stuck in it
and the rear a pop rivet.

The evening camping on the banks of the KunenerRstd overlooking Angola. A really

beautiful camp site with alluring cool waters, r&é@ssured every one that if we take a really quick
swim the crocodiles would not bother us; the onlg tooked in the brain guy’s who believed me
were Cyril and Remo, who promptly joined me foruac§ in and out splash in the refreshing

water of the Kunene River. No crocodile in his tighind would have jumped into that freezing
water for a mere morsel of a meal like us.



The tenth and eleventh night®re spent at the Oasis of Oasis’, Epupa Fallee e ate drank,

made merry and had our long overdue two sets thiclgp washed at a princely price by local
entrepreneurs.

Camp Site at Epupa Falls.

Day 13we filled up Okangwati, out of drums and bucke&tR#&1.00 a litre, so be it as it's the only
fuel available before Opuwu. Then on to Warmquetteere we spent the night, you could feel we
were moving South again as the night air had d ichil last felt at Maun. Most of us had packed
summer sleeping equipment and blankets were purdhatsPep stores as we had travelled, slits

cut in some for make shift poncho’s which were sexgry morning around the fires as morning
coffee and rusks were enjoyed.



Doro’s Crater.

From Warmquella, day 14ve travelled via Twyfelfontein toward Uis but toaldetour past Burnt
Mountain and on through the Doro’s Crater; whids ljust North of the Brandberg. The highlight
of the trip for me personally. We rode till duskdahen set up camp on some level ground for the

evening.

Bush Camp Doro’s Crater, Sir Rill, Remo, Burgerd ard Hein.




Remo and Welwychia’s Abound in the Crater.

One of 5 or 6 Black Rhino still surviving in the Ciater.




Cyril in the Thick of it.

It was new ground and “Twyfel” we did at some stags the two spoor track of 80km took us
about 18 hours to do. Lots of dry river bed riditigck loose river sand, rocks, slopes and inclines
A little water here and there but as | found outlevtrying to refresh in one of the pools was
totally saline water. | guess the white crystalsidhe the pools should have given someone with a
brain an indication. With a salty taste in my mowth continued day 1t Uis.

Arrival at Uis we met Basil; the owner of the Lodgkere we camped, he later took us on a Sun
Set Cruise to a nearby Tin Mine Dump. The dumpaslenup of little granite beads, fine with a 4 x
4 and a V8 motor but with two wheels, a 40 degneérie the bikes could just not get enough
traction. We tried but eventually had to take theken run which | am glad to say even some of
the folk in their 4 x 4’s took.



Down in the Dump. Remo First took this pic before eming to help.




Sunset at Uis on the Dump. Hardy in the Front Row.

Day 16 and 1Were spent at Swakopmund. Stopped over at Heddggor a cold refreshment on
the way along the beach with a cold cold off sheired blowing. In Swakopmund soccer was on
and the local pubs in Swakop were a bustle witltaiofever, here we even met up with some
riding buddies, Leon, Basil and Tolly from the Wiebgs. They had done a ride through Angola
and | cant wait to hear about their tour tales We.also met four other Adventure Motorcyclists,
some of them who have been travelling from sevezideen Months through Africa, and we
thought we were adventurous.

Day 18we travelled via the Khomas Hochland route an@®oghua Pass toward Windhoek, this
route was definitely also one of the highlightshad trip. The road up Boshua Pass has a warning
that only 4 x 4’s, no Trucks, no caravans and aibetrs were recommended. But the bikes and the
“Takelani” managed just fine. Camp was made in Woek and once again the soccer fans
amongst us headed for the local spots to watclydhee. There were a lot of foreign visitors in
Namibia and | am of the opinion that the fairer sékhese also added to the allure of a busy warm
pub and Soccer 2010.

Day 19we crossed the border back into Botswana at Bust&wyder Post. From the border post
we travelled till it got a bit late and turned affo a village where we found a camping spot at a
local Police Station come Governmental Buildingsitéd a local Shabeen that evening and did the
normal sacrificial offering on the open fire befgetting an early nights rest before the last two
legs of our journey home. The evening of tieldly we treated ourselves with fancy lodge
accommodation, white sheets and restaurant meatsmganied by many a cool frothy ale around
the bar counter before laying in a hot soaking tabhfor hours on end.



The last day of our trip had arrived and with sdouking forward to going home and some of us
looking for sponsors to keep us travelling till #ved draws nigh. Everyone returned home safely
with a trip of 6000km under the belt and more tmeoHope to see you all in the dust some time
again, sooner than later.

6000km and 21 Days of African dream riding.

As always my best regards to you all.
Michael.
www.dualpurpose.co.za




