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A fter matric, I landed a summer job 
as a general dogsbody at a luxury 
game lodge in the Timbavati Game 
Reserve. I wasn’t paid much, but I 

was given a generous bar tab and got to live 
in one of Africa’s most incredible wilderness 
areas. And the camp was strung out along  
a dry riverbed. 

‘Do you think I’ll see the river flow?’ I asked 
Grant, a ranger, one day.

‘Not a chance,’ he chuckled. ‘We’ve had 
our rain for this year.’ 

A few days later, it started to rain. I lay in 
my tent wondering whether the roof would  
be able to support the weight of all that water. 
The next morning, the sandpit had become a 
proper river, with a proper name: the Nharalumi.

‘It won’t get higher than this,’ said Grant. 
‘It’ll be gone in a few days.’

But it did get higher and it didn’t go away. 
Instead, more rivers formed and our camp  
was cut off from civilisation. The guests were 
evacuated by helicopter, but we stayed to 
clean up. After a few days of manual labour, 
we treated ourselves to an afternoon off. 

IN The TImBAvATI ReGIoN of The kRuGeR NATIoNAl pARk, RIveRs ARe AlWAys DRy AND sANDy. 
Well, AlmosT AlWAys

By Nick Dall

Waiting for the rain

We blew up tractor tyre inner tubes, grabbed 
a few six-packs from the cold room and floated 
down the Nharalumi. fortunately, the river was 
not flowing too fast to be scary. We basked in 
the sun, sipping our Black labels and chatting 
as we drifted downstream. 

At one point, a family of elephants crossed 
the river just below us. At another, we saw an 
owl swoop in on a flailing leguan. 

The only time I felt at all in danger was when 
an egyptian cobra floated into my slipstream. 
luckily, it found an overhanging branch before 
it found my leg.

After a couple of hours, we beached ourselves  
on a sandbank and met up with the manager’s 
wife who had driven to meet us. We lit a fire 
right there on the sand and while some of the 
other okes braaied, Grant and I caught catfish 
in a newly formed oxbow lake. We ate kudu 
steaks and warthog potjie and chatted long 
into the night. 

No one thought to take a camera along  
and we don’t have a single photo of that 
incredible day. But I still remember it as if  
it was yesterday. 
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