Learning to Drive... Kruger Style!

There are some memories that stay with you forever — golden threads woven through the
tapestry of your childhood — and for me, one of those memories was learning to drive in the
Kruger National Park.

How many of you can say the same? Whether it was sitting proudly on a parent's lap,
gripping the steering wheel with wide-eyed excitement, or nervously navigating a quiet dirt
road while your dad gave whispered instructions from the passenger seat, learning to drive in
Kruger feels like a rite of passage for so many of us.

| can still picture it now: little legs barely reaching the pedals, hands tightly on the wheel,
heart thudding with the thrill of doing something so "grown-up." And, of course, the moment
another car would drive past — you'd sit up extra straight, trying to look as professional as
possible, secretly hoping they noticed the young prodigy at the wheel! There was something
so exciting about it, as if you were part of a secret club of future adventurers, training in the
wild.

For as long as | can remember, once my legs were just long enough, my parents made sure |
was introduced to the basics — always, of course, on the quiet back roads where traffic was
virtually nonexistent. The ones winding through mopane forests, or snaking past lazy
waterholes, where the only "traffic jam" was a stubborn buffalo taking its time across the
road. It wasn’t about recklessness; it was about giving us a sense of confidence and calm. In a
place where the pace of life slows to the rhythm of nature, there was a certain magic in those
early lessons — a feeling that learning to drive wasn’t just about steering a car, but about
understanding responsibility, patience, and awareness.

And it was never just about the mechanics of driving. It was about sharing time together,
laughter echoing down the dusty roads, and building a silent trust between parent and child.
There’s something so deeply grounding about learning a life skill in the heart of the bush —
where giraffes watch from the treetops and elephants occasionally become unexpected
"obstacles" in the road! Those drives shaped more than my driving ability; they helped shape
who | am.

There was an innocence to it, a gentleness that feels so different from the rushed, pressure-
filled way driving is often taught today. In Kruger, learning to drive meant learning to watch

carefully — not just for traffic, but for the movement of a kudu stepping onto the road, or a

bird swooping low across your path. It meant learning to anticipate, to be aware, to respect

the space you were moving through.

| know, | know — technically it’s not allowed under park rules. And sure, it’s controversial if
you look at it from a strict perspective. But let's be honest: if you grew up with parents who
loved the Kruger, there’s a good chance they taught you to drive on those long, dusty roads.
Most of the time, parents were hyper-aware, ready to jump in if anything unexpected
happened. It wasn’t about breaking the rules — it was about carefully creating a learning
moment, in one of the most beautiful classrooms on Earth.



You could argue that speeding (which we sadly see far too often) is a far greater risk to the
park’s wildlife and visitors than a child sitting safely on a parent's lap, learning the ropes with
loving guidance. And in truth, these slow, cautious, deeply attentive "lessons" may have
instilled in many of us a far greater respect for safety and care on the road than any formal
driving course could.

Even recently, when | found myself easing my car slowly along a quiet back road, eyes
scanning the bushveld with careful attention, | think back to those early days. To my dad’s
patient voice, guiding me. To the gentle pressure of his foot ready over the brake. To the
excitement of growing up, one slow kilometre at a time.

And somehow, that early experience of driving in Kruger shaped more than just technical
skill. It shaped a lifelong love for the road, for exploration, for patience, and for the wild
world we are so lucky to witness.

So now, as | prepare to do my learners test, | want to ask you —

~ Did you also learn to drive in Kruger?

~ Were you that little person sitting on mom or dad’s lap, beaming with pride as you
cruised past a herd of impalas?

~ Have you passed the tradition on to your own children?

I"d love to hear your stories! Whether you had your first "lesson" just outside Lower Sabie, or
found your driving feet somewhere on a sandy road near Satara, these are the moments that
make Kruger not just a park, but a part of who we are.

Let’s celebrate those special memories — the ones full of laughter, nerves, a few stuttery
starts and stops, and a whole lot of heart.



