
The Day the “Logs” Moved 

How many times do you drive past something in the bush and think, ah, it’s just a rock, or just 

an anthill, without giving it another glance? The truth is, more often than we’d like to admit. 

And every now and then, if you’re lucky, you get reminded in the most spectacular way that 

sometimes those “justs” are anything but. 

It was February 2025, and I was in Kruger National Park with my great aunt and uncle, Chris 

and Dave. We were driving around the Skukuza area, bumbling along the roads after what 

had already been a pretty unbelievable morning. Just before, we’d sat with two magnificent 

male lions lounging right next to the road, the kind of sighting that leaves you buzzing with 

excitement long after you pull away. You know the type, you keep grinning to yourself, 

replaying it in your head, as if the memory alone could stretch the moment a little longer. 

Not long after leaving the lions, we came across what I thought was absolutely nothing. Dave 

slowed the Land Rover, stared ahead, and asked, “What are those two things next to the 

road?” 

I followed his gaze, raised my binoculars, and rolled my eyes. “Logs,” I said confidently. 

“They’re nothing.” 

But Dave wasn’t convinced. “No,” he insisted, “I swear they’re something.” 

I was sure he was imagining things, so when he parked and kept staring at the so-called logs, I 

went back to casually watching an impala herd grazing nearby. It all felt rather uneventful. But 

Dave, didn’t just let it go. A few minutes later, he piped up again, this time with more 

certainty. 

“Gabby, the logs are moving.” 

That got my attention. I picked up my binoculars again, squinted, and suddenly the “logs” 

were no longer logs at all. They were cheetahs. Two of them, casually strolling down a small 

hill right towards us. 

My stomach did a little flip. We weren’t just about to have a sighting — we were about to 

witness a hunt. 

At first, the cheetahs walked with that effortless grace they’re so famous for, tails flicking, 

shoulders rolling smoothly as they closed the gap. Then their body language shifted. One 

slipped into the roadside bush, almost melting into the grass, while the other dropped low, 

crouching into full stalk mode. It used the slight dip next to the road as cover, every muscle 

primed with purpose. 

By now, the impala herd had no idea what was coming. They were still feeding peacefully, 

completely unaware of the strategy being played out just meters away. 

 



I knew if things escalated, I had no chance of photographing it properly. A cheetah hunt is 

over in seconds, and fumbling with camera settings would mean missing it all. So, I did what 

any modern wildlife lover would do, I hit record on my phone and held my breath. 

And then it all unfolded. 

The cheetah hidden in the bush suddenly burst out, charging straight at the herd, sending 

impalas scattering in blind panic. Their instinct kicked in, fleeing away from the attacker and 

right into the waiting jaws of the second cheetah crouched by the roadside. 

The coordination was perfect, the teamwork seamless. For a few electrifying seconds, it was 

chaos. Dust flew into the air, into our car even, as the second cheetah launched itself into a 

full-speed sprint right next to us. The sound of claws scraping the gravel, the blur of spotted 

fur, the raw energy of the chase — it was heart-pounding. 

But in the end, the impala’s luck held. Agile and alert, they twisted and leapt just enough to 

evade capture. Within moments, the dust settled, the bush fell silent again, and two very 

hungry cheetahs walked away empty-bellied. 

We sat in stunned silence, replaying what we’d just witnessed. To see a cheetah hunt from 

start to finish, at such close quarters, is the kind of memory that brands itself into your brain 

forever. Even though the cheetahs didn’t get their meal, for us, it felt like we’d been gifted 

one of the rarest moments the bush can serve up. 

As we eventually drove off, Dave gave me that look, the one that says I told you so, without 

needing to say a word. And he was right. That morning taught me a lesson I’ll never forget: in 

the bush, nothing is ever just a log, or just a rock, or just an anthill. Every shadow, every 

shape, every stillness deserves a second look. Because sometimes, if you take the time to 

notice, the logs move. 


