
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We left Africa in a blaze of cosmic glory. 

You say: Huh? I say this: 

In the autumn, the veld and verges along 

the highways and byways in Gauteng and 

the Free State take you to pink and purple 

places. The countryside literally explodes 

with colour; whites, pinks, reds, I like to 

think there are shades of purple of this 

delicate daisy-like flower known as Cosmos. 

You can ask Uncle Google about the Cosmos Season in South Africa and I believe 

Australia has one too. The origin of the flower in both countries is interesting and 

similar. Go and look when you are done reading here. The keywords are Horse Feed and 

Mexico. 

So, as Flight No QR 1364 took off from 

Oliver Tambo Airport, when I looked 

back down on the mish mash of runways, 

one half of me was excited for another 

adventure and the other a bit heavy and 

sad. Then I caught sight of thousands 

upon thousands of these exquisite 

flowers holding fort cheerfully along the 

runways, between the black ribbons of 

tarmac and I knew; everything is gonna 

be OK; with our loved ones in Africa and in Australia there are loved ones waiting. It 
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was the sign I needed and I could say Thank you, Lord and sit back and savour the 

present tense.  

I started writing this newsflash on board at about 15h00; timing is tricky when you are 

crossing times zones and are feeling as I am now…jetlagged!  

This one is mainly for you, Miss E, and of course, our knee-hi’s; because of your zest 

for life and to fuel your sense of adventure. Because of you, I am trying to see this 

travel thing through fresh eyes, your eyes. So as not to bore the others follow the link 

and read on. Our FFF’s, you know how to get there too, should you be brave enough. 

 

You asked; how do we pack for three 

months? Gogo rolls up everything and keeps 

it together with elastic bands and Buzz bags 

everything in plastic packets. We are both 

happy with our way of doing things and we 

can toss the stuff around when looking for 

something and then fit it altogether again 

when we are done. What do we pack? We are 

both list people; I try to do as the YouTube 

experts say and halve the list before I even 

start, but I am thorough and if it’s on the 

list it’s there because I want it and need it.  

This year for the first time we bought those knee-high compression socks. Here at the 

other end, after 30 hours of travelling, our feet and legs are not swollen and we don’t 

have blood clots, we don’t think, so maybe they work. Who knows? 

Let me try and give this flight details thing a good go. I tend to take so much for 

granted I forget it can be brand new for someone else; paying 

attention helps to alleviate boredom anyway. Our plane was a 

Boeing 777-300ER. It can fly a maximum distance of 14 685km 

without having to refuel. A comforting thought; seeing as 

Doha, our 4-hour stopover in Qatar is 6 750 kms away; that 

took us 8h20 minutes; Perth is 12 350 kms from Doha and took 

us longer than the scheduled 13h55 minutes because of bad 

weather in Australian skies.  

 

Traveling to Australia in a triangular format; first north, then 

south is almost half the price of flying straight there. 

Different airline but go figure. The final landing was traumatic 
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enough to have the little old lady sitting nearby pass out altogether. Thank goodness I 

ain’t a little old lady… yet.  

On the first leg, we sat on the right, just in front of the toilets, only two seats, not 

that it mattered with so few people on board; my seat number was 17k. I could sit 

there again on a full plane.  

Those little bags I told you they hand out, well Qatar calls them “comfort baggies”; 

more socks, some toothpaste, eye shades and a toothbrush. Before departure and at 

intervals on the flight you are handed a super-size wet wipe to freshen up. Singapore 

Airlines hand out moist and snowy-white heated face towels; that’s way cooler. 

I have never been on a such an empty plane, long distance. Both legs of the journey 

gave us and most other passengers enough room to lie down across seats for a nap.  Like 

we have announcements in Afrikaans and one of the other nine languages, all 

announcements were repeated in Arabic, which I found to be singsong pleasant on the 

ears.  Here’s a notice to ponder on: ‘For your own safety, please remain seated while 

praying on this plane.’ 

 

Drink loads of water, far more than you need. The air does dry you out, inside and 

outside. Use the moisturiser provided in the toilets. Don’t forget lip ice, I always do, 

it’s a good thing Buzz brings two tubes. Wear your baggies; loose comfortable clothing 

is best. Don’t take more than your necessary hand luggage, that is the tech stuff and 

connections and medications. You will have trouble finding space to park a big bag and 

then not use it anyway. Be prepared to fill in your landing card at the other end; have a 

pen; have the address and contact details of where you are going. Nothing is more 

frustrating to staff and yourself to have to scratch for stationery and info just before 

landing. 

The entertainment on board was the usual; no music to suit me. Buzz was absorbed in 

his book “Red Storm rising by Tom Clancy. I watched 3 movies: 

Mr. Church is one of those feel-good movies, by the makers of 

Driving Miss Daisy; Jane Austen’s Sense and Sensibility and 

The Accountant. Sleeping happened for a few hours and for 

the rest I invented occupations and life stories for everyone 

within sight of me.  

Hamad International Airport in Doha at 21 degrees was cooler 

than I expected. I have been spoilt by Singapore’s Changi 

Airport but it is a world class airport with sky train links to 

terminals and self-flushing toilets if you hang around too 

quietly and too long. During the graveyard shift wait for our 

connecting flight; we watched humanity sprawled across 
The knee-hi’s would have 

had fun here 
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loungers, surfing the net or trying to catch some sleep, whilst limping clutching 

belongings that seem to have had babies on the first leg of the journey. More fuel for 

life story inventions. I missed my knee-hi’s; we could have played in the playground, 

ridden the travellators and eaten ice cream at midnight; or something.  

 

After this trip, I want to find out why time zones are not in straight longitudinal lines. 

I understand about the countries and some islands but some of those time zone shapes 

on the flight information screen did not make sense to me. Maybe one of you can ask 

Uncle Google and let me know. The flight information screen also tells you all the time 

how fast we are traveling at land-speed, and air-speed. It tells you about temperature 

outside (minus very much); about the roll 

and tilt of the plane, how far we are in time 

and distance from where we have come and 

to where we are going. Every now and then 

you see the view from the cockpit, you how 

far above earth you are and how far to the 

nearest town. I waved and shouted to my 

brother in Dongara, 300 plus kilometres 

north of Perth. He didn’t respond, he was 

setting up his supper barbecue (they don’t 

call it braai here) at that stage, or maybe I 

embarrassed him. Boredom!  

 

If I may, some tips for the other end: Get into the time zone of the place you are going 

to, on your watch and in your behaviour as soon as possible. They served dinner with 

wine at 03h40 in the morning (departure place), that would have been mid-morning at 

our destination. Makes sense? Not to me. Very important: plan what you are going to do 

when you land. Write it down. You will be tired, have nowhere to rush to; linger in the 

safety of the airport a little longer and get tech connected and transport sorted 

before you rush out into the night. You will be tired. Don’t land hungry, hungry becomes 

hangry and no one copes well with that.  Don’t overeat either; I am not sure what the 

opposite of hangry is, but I am guessing it’s a worse condition to be in when you are 

jetlagged. If one person in your party is busy with something and you think you have 

done all you need to; start helping the other one with stuff he hasn’t got around to yet. 

What goes around, comes around; it helps you stick together in your heads and hearts 

and you can have more fun that way.  

I’m off to catch the caravan and camping fair in Claremont, Perth. No time to waste 

catching up on sleep or eating. 

It's not the tired traveller you must be looking at; read 
the notice 

Ice cream at midnight, or something 


