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 Temperature       Rainfall Recorded 
 Average minimum:  20.8˚C   (69.4˚F)              For the month         : 40 mm 
 Average maximum: 36.6˚C   (97.8˚F)                        For the year to date:  335 mm 
 Minimum recorded: 14˚C      (57.2˚F)                 
 Maximum recorded: 41˚C      (105.80˚F)         
 
 

 

 

 

 

 



Bird bath 

We are fortunate enough to have a small garden where we live behind the lodge, and in the garden we have a 

bird bath which we ensure is full daily. This bird bath is a hive of activity at different times of the day. At any 

time of day we get birds coming to drink and bathe and either the family of vervet monkeys  or a female Nyala 

and her young come to drink. Every day is different and sometimes the times change too. 

On this particular day I noticed a female Ashy flycatcher swoop down into the water, which was pretty low as it 

had been a busy morning at the bird bath. She looked around to scan for any danger that may be present, had 

a quick dip herself and then all of a sudden she was joined by three young flycatchers. What a treat to see 

three young flycatchers as this particular species is parasitized by Cuckoos, in particular Klaas’s cuckoo. 

The mother seemed to keep a fairly intense vigil while the young hopped into the water and started to shimmy 

and shake. Bathing can be a vulnerable time for birds as their predators may be close to the water. The 

youngsters lowered their bellies until the water level was just right and then by wriggling and flapping their 

wings managed to cover themselves head to toe in water, however their heads were raised up and out of the 

water and out of the way of their flapping wings which was flicking water onto their plumage. From a very early 

age the birds have learnt about the dangers while bathing so each session of flapping is quick, with a break to 

scout around for any danger that may be lurking. Birds are generally quite hygienic choosing to come to bathe 

at the hottest time of the day to cool down and bathe but also as they know that their predators are more o be 

less active at this time. After a number of dips in the water, interspersed by a quick check for danger the 4 birds 

flew into the Russet Bush Willow above the bird bathe to complete the task of grooming and preening. 

 

    

 

 



Weaver Action 

The summer has arrived and with it the chatter of male weaver birds frantically building a nest that with luck the 

female weaver will find suitable to raise their chicks. There are numerous species of weavers, fifteen locally 

and the nest each one constructs, usually by the male is not necessarily the same.  We do however see 

weavers coming back to the same nesting sites year after year. They choose branches on which to construct 

their nests that are quite fragile, as near to the end of the bush or tree that is generally over water. Birds have 

hollow bones which makes them very light, they choose these outer extremity branches to reduce the risk of 

predation by larger birds and snakes who may fall into the water below should the branch on which the nest 

they are trying to get into breaks. 

The chatter of the males is incessant, as there is always a number of them weaving their individual nest at the 

same time. And there is competition; males will fight each other for position, the nest and the females. 

The delight however is in watching the males weave. They choose a long blade of wet grass which they pick off 

with their beaks, then fly to where they are going to construct the nest. Holding onto the blade with their feet 

against the stable branch to which they are going to attach the grass as the base for their construction, they 

then proceed to tie the grass on with their beaks. Once the base is set, they then fly back and forth time and 

time again picking further  blades of wet grass to weave onto the base. They choose wet grass as once it dries 

it will contract as it hardens up and be so much more stable. Some weavers weave a tunnel like entrance 

which is narrow, this helps to prevent predation and also helps prevent other, large birds such as cuckoos from 

parasitizing the nest. 

The thick billed weaver brings two vertical fronds of fragments together by weaving first to the one frond then to 

the frond next to it, and tightening it up so that they come together like the stabilizers of a tent or tepee.  

Sadly not all the females are an enamored with the arduous work and dedication that the males have put in 

and will destroy a nest that they feel may not be suitable or safe and the hapless male begins again. 

Articles by Andy Gibor 

 

 



Mamba and mongoose 

It was the third week of December.  We had received good rains, and because it was early summer, the 

vegetation was green, and there were plenty of insects.  My tracker Louis spotted a dwarf mongoose.  As you 

know, they are largely insectivorous, but also eat spiders, scorpions, birds’ eggs and even snakes.  The 

mongooses were vocalizing, with twittering sounds, whistles and chirps.  They were foraging in the short grass 

(10cm green flush), when suddenly all their heads went up as they stood on their hind legs.  One mongoose 

gave a sharp whistle, and they all ran hard in the same direction. 

We then spotted a large snake that was causing the commotion.  The mongooses ran towards and surrounded 

the snake, which Louis could now see was a black mamba!  For about half an hour we watched the interaction 

between the mamba and the mongooses, and we thought that the mamba was going to strike out and catch 

one.  The snake kept raising its head high, then dropping it again as it approached first one mongoose then 

another.  The mongooses continued to mob the mamba, and they were quick enough to dart back and forth 

between the snake and the safety of the holes in a nearby termite mound. 

Eventually, the mamba slithered away in the grass, and all the mongooses became quiet and disappeared into 

the holes in the termite mound. 

We realized that by working together as a group, the mongooses had managed to stand up to the snake and 

save one another from the danger.  There had been a lot of communication between the members of the 

mongoose colony.  A lesson for us is that so much more can be achieved when we work together as a team 

and communicate with each other. 

 

                                                                                                                          Article by Sipho Sibuyi  

 

 

 

 

 



Surviving the wild 
 

What does it take for predators to grow up and survive in the wild?  At a few weeks old they are helpless and 

reliant on parental care to make it through the critical first year. The mothers have to be valiant and wise but all 

too often tragedy is the end result. These predators have adopted techniques and methods forged through 

generations to overcome the harshest environment. Some are better than others and ensure that the species 

flourishes, while others struggle to overcome the daunting task of living in the wild. 

 

 
 

I have seen six litters from five different female leopards wiped out.  Lions, other male leopards, and hyenas 

are the main causes.  But it is in their instinct to procreate and they keep trying.  The Xikavi female, a leopard 

who spends most of her time west of our property, is yet to successfully raise a cub to independence, and she 

will be ten years old this year.  But she continues to try and we recently have been viewing her mating with the 

Nyelethi Male.  Hopefully her hard work will pay off in the future.  

But it’s not only the leopards that have it tough.  In 2012 the Sparta Pride produced 13 cubs between their four 

lionesses.  Five now remain.  A lioness lost all four of her cubs in a flash flood as she left them in the riverbed, 

while disease and hostile encounters with other lions was the predicted cause for the remaining cubs’ 

disappearances.  

 

 

 

 

The reason for this article comes from 

witnessing a recent event while en route 

to meet my guests for a morning drive.  

We had been viewing the Hlaba Nkunzi 

female leopard for several weeks as she 

moved in and out the lodges.  Her 

obvious signs of lactating and suckle 

marks made us believe that she was 

hiding a new set of youngsters 

somewhere close to Ebony Lodge. As is 

our policy, we avoided putting pressure 

on her with regards to finding her cubs 

and hoped that one day she would reveal 

them to us when she felt comfortable. 

That morning, while driving to Boulders 

Lodge, horror struck as we watched a 

hyena carrying a dead leopard cub in his 

mouth.  It is devastating to see and, as 

much as we attempt not to get attached 

to these animals, your heart sinks for the 

mother, who continued to contact call for 

two days searching for her lost son.  It is 

difficult to digest a scene like that but you 

have to believe that this is how it is 

meant to be and without the struggle to 

survive the area would be overcrowded 

with predators and new issues would 

arrive. The mortality rate of cubs in this 

area is massive.  In two years guiding in 

the Sabi Sands I have seen only two 

leopard cubs successfully raised to 

independence. 

 



 

 

 
 

Article by Nic Moxham 

 

Time to reflect      
                                                                                   
On 27 December, my guests (who had been with us at Ebony for 4 nights) departed by road transfer to 

Skukuza, and I was not going to be receiving new guests until the next day. This gave me an opportunity to 

reflect on the past few days and what my guests had experienced. Despite the heat wave and high humidity of 

the first three days of their stay, which had finally broken and given way to steady rain, the family from New 

York had been treated to some exceptional game viewing. Understandably, they had been keen to see the "Big 

Five" - while these species are no more or less important than numerous other beautiful creatures that grace 

our land, they are undeniably a major attraction to many visitors. It did not take long to get the first leopard 

sighting under the belt, and what a sighting it was! Mating leopards! While the majority of guests who come to 

Singita Sabi Sand do get to see leopard, I can safely say that only a small percentage actually witness 

leopards mating. Having been a guide for more than 22 years, I have witnessed such an interaction on 

numerous occasions, but it never fails to thrill me. The relentless flirting of the female, the stamina of the male 

and the sheer ferocity of the feline copulatory act need to be seen to be believed. 

Not long after leaving the mating leopards, we saw three magnificent male lions and two lionesses close to a 

scenic water-hole...and all this was before we had stopped for our first sundowner break! 

 

I witnessed two wild dog pups get killed 

last year.  While nonchalantly following 

the adults on a hunt, two young male 

lions ambushed these tiny puppies and 

with a swift blow of a sizeable paw the 

pups stood no chance.  It is in every 

predator’s instinct to eliminate as much 

local competition as possible, and wild 

dogs, because of their incredible success 

at hunting, are essentially “envied” by 

lions, who will take any chance that they 

get to eradicate them.The purpose of this 

article is not to make you feel depressed 

or sad.  It is reality. These things happen 

and, if they didn’t, the balance of life in 

the wild would be compromised.  The so-

called “circle of life” keeps everything in 

check and ensures that one species 

does overcome the rest. To end I must 

add the good news that after three days 

of searching in vain for her cub the Hlaba 

Nkunzi female revealed to us a secret.  A 

second cub, held gently in her jaws was 

displayed to us one morning as she 

moved it to a more secure den site.  Life 

in the wild goes on and we continue to 

watch in admiration as these powerful 

predators fight to survive in one of 

Nature’s harshest conditions.  

 

 



The rest of the "Big Five" were duly accounted for over the next day or too, and sightings were of high 

quality...magnificent elephant bulls having mud baths, large herds of buffalo cooling off in water holes and 

streams, several more sightings of leopards, a couple of them actively hunting...really great viewing.   One of 

the highlights regarding "Big Five" species surely had to be sighting of a large herd of elephants with some tiny 

calves, all at play in a muddy patch that had appeared on one of the roads in the southern part of the reserve. 

There were of course numerous sightings of a host of other species that were memorable, such as hyena cubs 

at a den, nursery groups of impala lambs running after each other and "stotting" spectacularly, and of course a 

male cheetah on the move just before dusk, being followed by a journey of nine very inquisitive giraffe.  

I know the guests had hoped to see more lions than they did during their stay, but on the whole, the game-

viewing that they experienced was excellent all round, not only in terms of quantity of animals seen, but also 

the quality of the sightings, where interactions and behaviour made for splendid viewing. There had also been 

time enough to enjoy some of the less obvious treasures of the wild, such as dung beetles in action, termite 

alates emerging from holes in the mounds, while workers busied themselves with building activities and the 

large-headed soldiers prepared to defend the colony against any invaders. Some of the more colourful birds 

were also appreciated, and I encouraged the guests to develop an interest in frog calls, trees, reptiles and 

plenty more. 

 

That afternoon, I went out alone in my Land Rover for a few hours, to further reflect not just on the last few 

days, but on the year that had come and gone so quickly.  It had been yet another Christmas spent in the bush 

with guests.  I haven't counted, but I think I have spent at least 18 of the last 22 Christmases in the bush, 

conducting game drives, bush walks and other activities with guests from various parts of the world.  I reflected 

on a career in guiding that has been hugely enjoyable, and what it is that keeps me doing it, year after year.  

Never yet, in my years of guiding, have I reached a stage where I have not eagerly looked forward to my next 

game drive. 

There is something very soul-touching about being out in the wild alone on occasions. Naturally, I love being 

out there with guests, but sometimes it is important to just spend time alone in a place one loves, and absorb 

the essence of what is so appealing about the place.   

 

 



Pretoria Hemizygia, a little flowering leafy herb that has an aroma very 

reminiscent of Thai curry; 

A magnificent old Leadwood tree (Combretum imberbe), whose rough but neat 

silver-grey bark just beckoned me to rub my hands up and down it, and as I 

did so, I wondered how many leopards had climbed into the limbs of this tree 

over the decades, and how many elephants had rubbed their hides on it;  The 

yellow version of the Flame Lily (Gloriosa superba), which reminded me of my 

upbringing in rural Matabeleland, Zimbabwe;  Sour plums, the fruit of the 

shrubby tree Ximenia caffra, which are deliciously refreshing to suck for half a 

minute or so, when popped out of their smooth, shiny skins.  The experience 

instantly took me back to my youth; I took time to pause at a stream, and listen 

to the sound of water trickling musically over rocks and pebbles; I watched a 

rhino blissfully enjoying a mud wallow, and remembered how, many years ago, 

a nephew and I had wallowed in similar mud ourselves!  This reminded me 

that I still have every intention of doing this once again.   

Before I eventually call it a day,  

 

 

 

 

I pledge that I shall indeed once again get into a particularly inviting, 

black, porridgy mud-wallow, and roll around in it like an old buffalo 

bull…they sometimes call me a “dhaga boy” of guides, but I trust that this 

doesn’t suggest that as I get older, I get more cantankerous!  I don’t think 

I do – I consider myself pretty mellow, on the whole. The memories that I 

have made, and the friendships that I have formed over the years as a 

guide, are not something that can even be touched upon in a little article 

like this.  Those are for the book (or books?) that I hope to write. 

Sometimes I wish I had made far more of the opportunities that have 

come my way as a guide.  Surely I should have had an amazing 

collection of photographs by now!  Truth be told, I never really took 

photography seriously.  I think I was reasonable at it, in my first few years 

as a guide, when we had not yet hit the digital era.   I used to be quite 

selective about the shots I would take, because slide film was expensive, 

and I used to mount my own slides, individually!  Ridiculous, really, when 

one thinks of how easy it is now.  But these days I don’t even carry a 

camera (well, occasionally I will carry a little “point-and-shoot”).  I would 

rather let my guests take the photographs, or enjoy some of the high 

quality photography produced by some of my colleagues in the guiding 

department. 

  

 

 

As I drove, I stopped frequently to just listen, touch, taste or smell what was around me. Just using my 

BlackBerry, I took a few snap-shots of plants, rocks and other objects often taken for granted by too many 

people. We as guides need to strongly encourage our guests to use all their senses, so it is important that it 

comes naturally for us to do so ourselves.  

 

Over the next couple of hours I took time to experience and take photographs of some of the following: 

 

 

 

How time flies!   

To think that I have been a guide for 40% of my life, and yet I feel that I still know so little.  It has been huge 

fun, and I know that I intend to continue to have a great deal of fun for a good while yet.  I haven’t yet settled on 

a date to hang up those old guiding boots of mine, but when I do, it is going to be with a huge lump in my 

throat.  I have enjoyed many thousands of hours of guiding in our beautiful wilderness, and feel privileged to 

know that in some small way, I have been able to touch the lives of so many people, with whom I have shared 

some of my experiences.  Now I need to give some very serious thought about what I am going to do when I 

grow up!  I have a wonderful wife, and I owe it to her to plan a comfortable future together.  

 

Article by Leon van Wyk 



Game Viewing Summary for February 2015 

 

 
 

Lion 

 

Leopard 

 

Cheetah 

 

Elephant 

 

Buffalo 

 

Wild Dog 

 

Hyena 

No. of Sightings 58 65 11 106 75 9 5 

                            

 
 

Statistical analysis: 
 

 Lion sightings: Down from this time last year, although up significantly from January, due to a big 
increase in sightings of the Manghene pride, who have spent a lot of time in the southern parts of our 
property in February.  

 Leopard sightings: Leopard sightings in February driven by Hlabn’nkunzi who continued to keep and 
move her cub around Boulders & Ebony lodges. On the male leopard front, regular sightings of both 
Nyelethi and Kashane have characterized February – it has been interesting to see how these two 
dominant males skirt around each other, each one trying to gain both control and increase size of their 
territories 

 Elephant sightings: With Marula season drawing to a close, we are seeing a return of elephants back 
into the area. Early storms decimated the Marula trees and Marula fruit yield this year was poor 
throughout the property, forcing Elephants East into Kruger in search for Marulas. Elephant sightings 
were up 20% from January.  

 Buffalo sightings: The fresh green grass especially in the southern parts of the reserve were a huge 
draw to the buffalo in February, and we saw a significant increase in their numbers during February, 
especially of the large herd, numbering over 500 individuals.  

 Cheetah sightings: Up by one sighting from January.  

 Wild dog sightings: Up over 50% in February. A particular highlight was following the pack as they 
made an Impala kill and then demolish it to bones! We noticed particular presence north of the river 
this month. 

 



 
 

 
 

 



 

 
 

  
 
Kashane vs Nyelethi sightings, Jan& Feb 2015 



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
  



 
Predation Analysis: 

 

 Impala  Zebra Waterbuck Kudu Warthog  Nyala 

Leopard 7   2 1 4 

Lion  1 1     

Wild dog 3      

 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 

Photographs on location by Ross Couper, Andy Gibor , Leon van Wyk and Michelle Campbell 
Singita Ebony and Boulders Lodge  

Sabi Sand 
South Africa 

Twenty eighth of February 2015 


