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from the yard - and back on- toa hpm
Finally, I'was to find out. By

‘Macatoo is almost invisible untll,}'ﬁn’;‘# m"
it. Guests’ tents ave laced cleverly between
trees, and the main lodge isa chic, open=’
sided eanvas and timber affair. Though
you wouldn’t guess it from brochurés,
the Okavango is not a watery, lily-strewn
paradise year round, but floods each March
for several months, after which it reverts to
a verdant region strewn with mini islands.

My visit fell in the drier (and cheaper)
Okavango summer. If splashing through
spray and water lilies was off the agenda, a
major upside was the chance to enjoy long
-anters, only limited when aardvark and elephant holes
(dug to help them tap the freshest water) are obscured.

Within hours of arrival we prepared for a first evening
ride, shorter and more sedate affairs than the morning
ones, Gathering us around as if we were cub scouts, our
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it should
be ‘no wifi,

lady 84 years your senior is doing fine.”
Togetherwe shared an incredible -

week-long wildlife odyssey, our rides

encountering quizzical giraﬁ‘es,

Macatoo is one of only three lodges
in an area of half a million hectares.
This is safari as it should be; there
are no rangers radioing each other
discreet updates; no WiFi, no mobile
phone signal, no concrete. There is a
generator, but one feels surrounded
only by hurricane lanterns and wood fires, though guides
carry satellite phones with which to call a chopper if
Anyone comes a Cropper.

On horseback, blistering, twisting canters and
hops over elephant-flattened trees provide abundant

ronlytﬂﬂuni{ "Pu]lwas geth «,ﬁ W

‘straight-tailed warthog, giant monitor
lizards, reed buck, eland, tsessebe, wild

ﬁO mOb]]e dog, buffalo and so much besides.
signal, no
concrete’

was only two ¢ days before we ‘;avourui our b&st
champagne momient, yisiting a watering hole SO full of
activity, one half expected Dav;d A en{;ﬁomugh to p@p
up to complete the scene.
A croe slunk away, half-submerged hippo ears

flickered. Then, as fish eagles skimmed the water,

94 ellies arrived to drink and cool off.

‘Reed buck alert’

SWAPPING to a new member of the forward-going
Macatoo horse herd every third ride, we soon learnt
where to be on “reed buck alert”, given this antelope’s

habit of springing up almost from under your feet. Only
once was anyone unshipped by a spook, but another day

a shout halted us mid-canter to see Rose’s grey npended
in the grass having tripped, his hooves in the air, Rose
invisible beneath it. Happily, both stayed calm and
emerged unscathed.

We soon settled into the rhythm of a Macatoo day;

www.inthesaddle.

com
©® Aweek at
Macatoo costs from

-£3,185 per head for

a week, plus flights
® Recommended for
experienced riders

BOTSWANA

i Lucy in the tent next-door was

ntly into her binos when 1 arrived on
is starting to look serious.”

guest powwow, we debated whether

. M]NDFUL that the best hohdays throw up somathm

Macatoo springs more welcome surprises.
letoa mdgmﬁaent table set up in
to dine on pizza baked in a converted termite’
'mound. Another ride ended at a tree-top platform
where lunch awaited, along with fresh clothes dug out
of our tents and laid out ready. Another night, John
erected a “bush cinema”, allowing us to watch a BBC
programme on the delta under a starry Okavango sky.
Night is scarcely less exciting than day and certainly
noisier. With only canvas and mesh windowpanes
between you and the bush, it thrums with nature’s
chirrup, tick, buzz, screech and bellow. My top three
nocturnal interruptions? The sawing rasp of a nearby
leopard; the rising “Woooop” of the scops owl; and
the elephants that once came browsing through camp
(raiding the staff kitchen tent en route). So close were
they to our tents, their stomach rumbles were deafening
and sent me cowering beneath my sheets.

What is it then that puts the Okavango on so many
wishlists? It’s the isolation and authenticity, the way it
requires you to concentrate only on your surroundings.
It’s the sumptuous but Edwardian feel of your tent; the
confidence you feel riding excellent horses for some 40
hours in a week. It's the thrill of watching a bush baby's
extraordinary trapeze tricks in a tree as the sun sets; or
finding a glass of bubbly and a pair of shorts suddenly
waiting for you at the end of a hot ride. It's as good as
they say. I strongly advise you to go. H&H

HORSE & HOUND * 25 June 2015 91



