
Journey through the Swartberg Pass South Africa.

We landed at George airport in bright sunshine and were met by friends, Charles and Pam Havenga, 

we were taken to their home in Sedgefield on the Garden Route. They were our hosts for the next two 

weeks. It was wonderful to be back in our beloved South Africa where a stroll round their indigenous 

garden full of insect loving plants brought back such memories of our living there. The scent of the 

flowers, the bright magenta of the bougainvillea bracts which flowers are like papery 

leaves and can be dried to keep their colour. Huge Swallow-tailed butterflies land on 

the flowers to gather nectar and all around the sounds and scents of Africa. Just a 

magic time, all our dreams come true!

As the weather was so hot and sticky we went down to the beach. South African beaches are 

wonderful to walk along, soft but firm sand underfoot and not many pebbles so, taking off our shoes, 

we walked along the shore line with our friends and their dog dashing in and out of the sea chasing 

the sandpipers. The river mouth was closed at that time of the year.  At times during the year jellyfish 

come onto the shoreline, they have long blue tendrils which can sting, leaving a quite painful rash.  We

were at the local Congregational Church on the Sunday which was packed with people and among 

them many visitors like ourselves. With holiday homes built on the lake shore there we met old friends,

we were made very welcome and it was lovely to meet up again. 

We took our hosts out to lunch at the Fairy Knowe hotel at the 

Wilderness which has large restaurant made famous in as much as

persons such as Edward & Ms Simpson and our Queen when she 

was Princess Elizabeth have dined there. We had a wonderful 

buffet lunch. With lots of local fish including mussels, squid and 

prawns as well as chicken dishes with lots of delicious salads. A

wonderful selection of sweet dishes, this included Pecan Pie, Cape Brandy, also fruit as well as 

biscuits & cheese - no wonder this hotel is so popular. 

The next day we hired a car for our Journey to Port Elizabeth. Our route over the Robertsons pass to 

Oudtshoorn (Ostrich country). We headed for the lovely town of Prince Albert passing through the 

wonderful Outeniqua Mountains offering amazing panoramic views. On either side of the road, 

wonderful Protea grow together with other flowers and fauna in this area known as the Cape Fold,  the

eastern part of the Swartberg and Outeniqua Mountains. They are divided into two parts with the Little 

Karoo in the middle following a seismic violence some 120 million years ago and this can be seen 

throughout.

After Oudtshoorn we took the the turning off to the Cango caves. We stopped in a shady lay-by to eat 

our packed lunch - cheese rolls and fresh fruit toether with a lovely cool drink.  A slight cool breeze 

blowing down the valley helped to refresh us for the rest of our journey.

Then we traveled on through the Swartberg Mountain Pass built by Thomas Bain. It is most 

impressive and such a wonderful experience to see all the rock formations which were formed some 

20 million years ago by volcanic eruptions with all its natural vegetation growing in abundance. By the 



time we arrived at the small town of Prince Albert it was late in the 

afternoon. We managed to find a nice place to stay for B/B, it was a 

lovely thatched house called “Kerbou”. Our room was huge with a very 

high ceiling up to the thatched roof. An old fashioned bed with a Brass 

bed head and an adjoining a large shower room. Oh what bliss it was to 

 cool off after the journey. It had been a long day! Our Hostess recommended a small  restaurant 

nearby. This was in a private house run by two couples with the food all home-cooked. The Afrikaans 

men did the cooking and the wives waited at table. The main course was roasted Karoo Lamb and 

deliciously tender but, tired as we were, we were soon ready to make for our bed. We slept well in 

spite of the heat. We were up early for a hearty breakfast - cereal, fruit juice, fruit and yogurt, egg & 

bacon etc plus coffee. 

We set out on the rest of our journey  through the Meiringspoort 

pass which is really breathtaking with its tremendously convoluted 

folding of its high rock walls (impossible to take photos). It is 

perhaps the most vivid record of seismic violence when the earth 

was young. The labour needed to build the road through was even 

more heroic than that which carved the soaring road over over the 

same Swartberg range. We noted the water of the Grootrivier 

followed the same path through. These waters destroy their carefully built causeway time after time, 

when the rivers are in spate you can't take this pass and we saw the remains of damage done only a 

month earlier. In 1875 it was all abandoned in favour of the high level Shwartberg pass built by 

Thomas Bain.

We had planned to visit Willowmore but on our way found the route we had taken uninteresting so we 

doubled back to Union Dale & Adventure. We then took the Prince Alfred's pass to Plettenberg Bay, 

through De Rust.  Again Magnificent views as you pass over the Langkloof Mountains. The Karoo had 

been very hot through the eastern part and farmers there must lead a very lonely, hard life in such a 

harsh climate. Now we are winding through the pass with the vegetation changing as we climb higher, 

it gets much cooler and we go up into low clouds. Soon we start to descend down the other side with 

hair-pin bends most of the way. We are then down into a more fertile valley, far better farming country. 

We stopped just above Plett Trout farm just below us. We took a few photos of the flowers 

and fauna around us growing by the roadside and on the Mountain 

slopes. The purple of the erica and the bright green and red tipped 

fynbos catch your eye as you travel along and we kept stopping to take 

more photographs. This was another wonderful part of our journey. We 

crossed many rivers before we reached the Kruisvillia settlement where 

we stopped to eat our packed lunch. There was a green lawned picnic area there with benches and 

tables with lovely panoramic views of the Mountains all around us.  Here we took the route to Plett and

Nature's Valley. We crossed the Bridge over the Bitou River before reaching the Keurboom river bridge



and we had now reached a tarmac road again, such bliss after all day on dirt roads through the 

Mountains, our car was so dirty and we felt hot and dusty.

The last part of of the day's journey was through rich farmland. The area was a bit like the Bavarian 

Alps with rolling grass slopes and a few lovely trees for shade. The cattle grazing on the slopes looked

like Ayrshires. Eventually we reached the village of Kurland from where we took the road to Nature 

Valley.  After a short distance we saw a sign to Honey Farm B/B where we managed to find a room for 

the night. It was by then 4pm and we were very weary. We had a nice rest and the hostess kindly 

made a light supper for us together with the family out on the Patio. Being so very tired we were early 

to bed after a nice cooling shower - and kindly, their gardener gave our car a good hosing down to get 

rid of all the dust and dirt. We woke to a lovely sunny morning, our hostess gave us a lovely breakfast,

which included cereal, yogurt, toast and home produced honey. 

We then set out for Blue Horizon Bay near Port Elizabeth where we stayed with a friend for a week 

before returning to Sedgefield via the Garden Route.

Thomas Bain (Colossus of Roads):  Plettenberg Bay and Knysna owe so much to him whose genius 

lay in the conquering difficult terrain. He opened up the land routes for the area west to George 

through the Phantom Pass and the Homtini Pass. Eastwards to Humansdorp, through the most 

awesome gorges of Groot Bloukrans and Storm Rivers then north over Prince Alfred's Pass. 

His most famous pass over the Swartberg Mountains on the road between Oudtshoorn and Prince 

Albert is the one we took. This truly is the most spectacular pass in the Cape if not in the whole of 

South Africa.
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