
    
 
                  CAMPERS CHATTER 
 
Thanks to Johnny & Sandy V for the camp report 
 

UITVLUGT CAMPSITE, McGREGOR 

MONTAGUE CAMPSITE, MONTAGUE 

15th – 17th June 2018 

 

Campers: 

Trevor and Sandy 

Ginger and Ruth 

Johnny and Sandy 

 

Usually the camps are spaced approximately 4 weeks apart but this time around we only had to wait 3 

weeks for the June camp to come around which was a bonus.  Took the day off on Friday so that we could 

leave early’ish and met Trevor and Sandy at Rooiberg for lunch.  The  hearty beef pie at Rooiberg is always 

very delicious and didn’t disappoint once again.   

We stopped for diesel and milk in Robertson on our way to McGregor so arrived at Uitvlugt a little after 

Trevor and Sandy.  Thought it a bit strange that there was some sort of silver trailer parked in front of the 

lapa and at the time, thought oh dear what a pity, we are going to have to share the lapa with some other 

campers instead of having it all to ourselves.  Sandy was standing on the dam “wall”, the only place where 

one can sometimes get a cell phone signal, and not looking too pleased.  On driving past the front of the 

lapa, we realised why.  The whole lapa looked like a squatter camp with tents pitched inside the lapa area 

and cooking utensils, old shoes, scruffy mattresses and all sorts of other stuff lying around on the floor, on 

tables etc. making it completely impossible to even get into the lapa let alone share it.  

 
Apparently these people (not sure how many of 

them there were because there was only one person 

looking after all the stuff at the time we arrived) 

were making food (if that’s the way they keep the lapa, heaven help the people they were supposedly 

serving food to) for a film crew who were filming in McGregor.   We immediately SMS’ed Ginger and Ruth 

who had now arrived at Rooiberg and were having lunch themselves and advised that the campsite was a 

disaster and to await further instructions.  Thank goodness for cell phones.  Anyway, after trying 

repeatedly to get hold of the farm owner, Melanie, who had decided not to answer any of our calls or 



SMS’s, we decided that the situation was totally unacceptable not to mention unsafe and that we were 

definitely not going to camp right next to the “squatters”.  We then made our way back to Robertson.  We 

now had to find an alternative campsite… pronto!  As we were making our way back to Ginger and Ruth at 

Rooiberg, we decided to try Silwerstrand Campsite, just outside Robertson, and SMS’ed Ginger & Ruth to 

meet us there.   

 

Arriving at Silwerstrand in a howling gale force wind, we had a look around and were pleasantly surprised 

with the neat facilities.  With it being winter though the campsite was just about empty but the wind was 

howling and there was absolutely no protection from it whatsoever. Whilst we were trying to make up our 

minds whether to camp at Silwerstrand and brave the wind or to just can the whole camp and go home, 

the receptionist suggested we try their Montague Campsite as one of their workers had just arrived from 

the Montague Campsite and said the wind wasn’t nearly as bad there as it was here.  So off we went in 

convoy to Montague.   

 

Managed to get three sites together on the upper level by the outside pool and TV & Pool Room.  Wow, 

couldn’t believe how many people were camping at this campsite especially with the predicted weather for 

the weekend.  We set up camp in a laager type fashion and then settled down to a well-deserved drink, or 

two or three.  What a great campsite – complete with an outside pool, inside heated pool, a nice size dam 

for fishing (bass), a TV and Pool Room, a Laundry, great ablutions and many other facilities.   

 

  
 

 
 

By the time we had lit the fires, the evening was cooling down quite a bit but not a breath of wind – 

another amazing winter evening with the smoke going straight up.  Being a small group (Sandy B. 

nicknamed us the “Brave Six”), we sat together to eat which was really nice and then finished off our meal 

with some delicious apple crumble and cream – thanks again Oumie.  

A windless morning with a fairly blue’ish sky and some weak sun greeted us from a very good night’s sleep.  

Instead of waking up to the crowing cocks as we did at Fynbos, we woke to the clucking sounds of ducks 

and geese who decided to visit us early in the morning, no doubt hoping for something to snaffle.  



Breakfasts were started and champagne popped but Ginger and Ruth couldn’t hang around for too long as 

they had to dash back to McGregor to meet their sons’ ex-Headmaster for lunch at their house in 

McGregor.   Johnny and I decided a walk into town was in order where we visited the local market and 

parted with some of our ‘Dollars’ and then decided we were thirsty, stopping off at the Route 62 Brewery 

Company for a drink.  Trev and Sandy decided to stay at camp and catch up on their reading and perfecting 

their relaxing pose. 

For lunch, we filled our tummies with 

some delicious homemade soup made 

by Sandy B. and bread bought from 

Rooiberg the previous day.  The 

afternoon was spent walking around 

the campsite exploring and then later 

relaxing back at camp.   

What a bonus, there was a TV Room 

and a Lapa with another TV not far 

from where we were camping so quite 

a few of the other campers as well as 

us congregated to watch the Boks take 

on England.    Talk about heaven on 

earth – being able to dash back to 

camp for a drinks top-up as well as 

checking on the potjies for our evening 

meals.  Can’t get better than that! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

After a win by the Boks, we settled down to enjoy another 

windless chilly evening with lots of chatter and laughter and 

later after some delicious lamb curry, lamb shanks and 

stuffed fillet, we then celebrated Ginger’s past-birthday 

(12th June) and Trevor’s future-birthday (21st June) by 

digging into some lemon meringue and cupcakes.    

Another good night’s sleep, waking up to an even better 

day on Sunday - the cloud cover  prevented any dew on the 

tents so we didn’t have to wait for the canvas to dry but no-

one was in a hurry to pack up anyway. 

Eventually though we could not put off packing up any 

longer and eventually we were all ready to depart for our 

homes.  Unfortunately we won’t be seeing Ginger and Ruth 

at the next couple of camps as they are off to the UK and Alaska to see their children and grandchildren.  

Looking forward to hearing all their stories and seeing all the photos when they get back. 

The next camp is at Koningskop in July – hope to see you there.   

 

And then there were 6 Brave Winter Campers: 

 

 


