Where the Wild Still Shapes the Experience

There are few places where good food, wild animals and proper Kruger atmosphere come
together quite like they do at Skukuza Golf Club.

There are some places that surprise you, and then there are places that remind you why you
love South Africa quite as much as you do. Skukuza Golf Club is one of those places.

Now let’s be honest, the phrase golf club does not always immediately conjure up thoughts of
wildness, good food, birdlife and proper Kruger magic. But Skukuza Golf Club is not just any
golf club. It sits in the heart of the place many of us would argue is the best on earth, and
somehow it manages to feel both polished and beautifully, unmistakably wild at the same
time.

From the moment you arrive, there is something special about it. You are not just heading out
for a meal or a coffee stop, you are stepping into one of those wonderfully strange and
uniquely South African experiences where civilisation and wilderness sit side by side as if that
is the most normal thing in the world. One minute you are admiring a lovely meal and neat
setting, and the next you are scanning the edges of the course for animals or listening out for
birds calling from the riverine trees.

And that is exactly the magic of it.

The setting alone is enough to win most people over. The views across the water, the great
trees casting shade, the open lawns, the sense of space, it all creates this atmosphere that
feels calm and inviting, but never sterile. It still feels like Kruger. It still feels alive. There is
always the awareness that nature has not been shut out here. It is still very much part of the
experience.

Then there is the birdlife, because of course there is. In a place like that, how could there not
be? Even if you arrived focused entirely on lunch, your attention would quickly be stolen by
movement in the trees, birds along the water, calls floating through the heat of the day.
Places like Skukuza Golf Club are a reminder that birding does not only happen on long drives
or deep in the bush. Sometimes it happens over a table, between bites of lunch, while
glancing up from your plate because something feathered has just landed nearby. It is part of
the rhythm of the place.

And then there are the animals that frequent the course, which is where the whole thing
begins to feel almost too good to be true. Warthogs wandering across the green as if they
own it, which to be fair they probably do. Antelope moving through with absolutely no
concern for whatever human schedule may be unfolding around them. It is one of those
places where the line between “normal outing” and “classic Kruger moment” is wonderfully
thin. You are never quite sure what might appear next.

That is what makes eating there so memorable too. It is not just that the food is good, it is
that it is good in a place where, if we are being honest, some people might not expect it to
be. There is often this strange assumption that in remote places you lower your expectations



a little, that you accept “good enough” because of the location. But Skukuza Golf Club
completely refuses that idea. They get it right. The food was superb, the service was amazing,
and everything felt thoughtfully done.

And then, of course, there was the chocolate lava cake.

| am just going to say it, it was better than any | have tasted before. Now yes, | may be slightly
biased because it was eaten in what | firmly believe is the best place on earth, but still, credit
where it is due. It was absolutely incredible. Rich, indulgent, one of those desserts that makes
the whole table go a bit quiet because everyone is too busy appreciating what is happening.
In another setting it would still have been memorable. In Kruger, it somehow became
legendary.

But maybe what | love most about Skukuza Golf Club is that it represents something bigger. It
represents the kind of place we are lucky enough to have in this country, where excellence
and wildness can exist together. Where you can have a genuinely excellent meal, warm
service, a beautiful setting, and still be fully aware that this is not some manicured bubble cut
off from the real world. This is the park. This is Kruger. This is South Africa doing what it does
best, offering experiences that feel almost impossible anywhere else.

It reminds me of a story Dad has often told from when he was running the Kruger Half
Marathon a few years ago. All was going well, and the runners were being kept up to date
with what was happening on the route. Which, when you think about it, is already such a
wonderfully Kruger sentence. Not traffic updates. Not weather delays. Wildlife updates. And
then came the sort of announcement that could only happen here, the race had to be
stopped because there were lions on the route.

Just take a second to appreciate that.

Imagine being mid-race, focused on your time, your breathing, your legs probably screaming
at you, only to be told that proceedings are on hold because lions have decided they also
have plans for the road today. It is both hilarious and completely magnificent. It says
everything about where we live and the extraordinary places we can call our own.

That is the spirit Skukuza Golf Club carries so well. It is not trying to outshine the bush. It
works because it sits within it, respects it, and lets it remain the star. You come for the food,
the view, the experience, and leave reminded that in South Africa, even a golf club in the
middle of a national park can become a place of wonder.

And really, that is the magic of it. Not just that it is lovely, though it is. Not just that the food is
fantastic, though it absolutely is. But that it captures something deeply special about this
country, the ability to make the extraordinary feel almost normal, right up until you stop and
realise just how remarkable it actually is.



