CHAPTER 1
THE FINAL WEEK IN CPT - 5TH -12TH
MARCH 2021

“Nothing lasts forever. Forever is a lie. All we have is
what’s in between hello and goodbye” - Anon.
Sometimes you have to self reflect and ask yourself
‘how old you really are and just what are you doing’…
in the last few months I have had a few times like this,
as the apartment complex - The Neighbourgood (not a
typo) has become a bit of a rooftop late night party
venue for some, and with my unit at the entry/ exit to
the rooftop, and with it having an open area with my
braai going most nights, the frequency of people
popping in for drinks and shisha and a chat have
grown, which is awesome, and I’ve got to meet some
great people, but when this happens and goes from 1
person, to 6 or more on a Monday or a Wednesday and
then goes until 2 or 3am, it does make me feel like the
old nightclubbing days as a 17-19 y.o when you would
be out all night and multiple nights but still rock up for
school/ uni the next day - feeling like shit, but still
rocking up.

This final weekend I had in Cape Town has been a
bit like this with people over Thu, Fri and Sat nights,
with 2 of these nights going past 3am. Luckily I don’t
for some reason seem to get a hangover, but I do
suffer from ‘lack of sleep’ and it was a push this week.
to get through and do all that needed to be done!
When looking at my FitBit sleep tracker for the sleep I
have had this week, the were more than 2 nights of
sub 2hrs sleep. To make matters even worse, another
one of those ‘great ideas’ took place during the week
when i decided to book to go to Rands - a bar in the
Khayelitsha township area on Sunday - in follow up to a
fairly big Thu-Sat already. In hindsight this was an
amazing day/night but the only issue was I didn’t
return to my home until 7.30am the next day, mainly
due to an inability to do so due to curfew etc, but it
meant a start to the last week with a lack of sleep
again!

RANDS - Cape Town

The final work week was hectic - more than the
usual zoom/ Teams meetings each day, and lots to
catch up on and finalise in the office itself with the
guys. All of this taking place with my usual packing
procrastination, with limited preparation being done,
just a box here and there, whilst still doing things at
night with people.
Each day I took something out to the office to store
and I packed my bike up and moved it out there as
well, and I simply left a few things in the apartment
cupboards too!
Wed 10th March saw the final day in the office with
all my team, so we all went out for lunch to a local
Bossa restaurant for a quick 1 hour lunch in between

calls and meetings, which was nice. The late afternoon
then saw a quick dash into town, to drop my car off at
my apartments carpark and quickly pack a few more
things, including attempting to pack my 2 suitcases as
much as I could, before heading to Shisha Hut Gardens
for beers with our Red Bull Account manager - I
probably stayed a couple too many, but then it was a
‘quiet’ catch up on the roof with a couple of the
neighbours - Celeste and Junior, before more plans
were made for what was going to happen tomorrow on
my last night. ‘Not a late night’ was all I said, as I have
a 6.15am car pick up booked…..

The Neighbourgood gang - Celeste, Junior & Kyle

Thu 11th March was to be my last day in town, and
in Sth Africa, so naturally it was going to be a crazy
one - and it certainly became crazy.
More house stuff was taken to my office to store
and then I had a few meetings and tasks to complete
before needing to get the car washed and handed
back, more calls and meetings, before a window of
time opened for me to head into town, with a very
quick run around to say farewells at the office and go
to Shisha Hut for some virtual new product training.
With work all done, it was time to fly back home for
one final quick run around at home to ensure I was as
organised as well as I would ever be in order to leave
early in the morning, it was self decided I was ready to
go. All that remained now was to have one final quiet
night on the rooftop with some of the people I had
become close to, and they were already calling to
check how long before we could get started. I needed
to make a quick trip to the shops downstairs for a final
time, to grab some mixers for the spirits I had left, as
well as some nibbles for the evening.
I gave the signal that it was showtime by lighting the
fire and getting myself all set up out side, and by set
up, I mean grabbing a drink and getting my shisha
pipe all sorted and ready to go. I had left over alcohol
to drink, rather than leave, so a few friends over for a
quiet night seemed a good idea…..the same was said
in the Hangover movies too if I recall!

Celeste, Junior and Kyle were the first to come and
later were joined by Tamara and Guy. Lots of total
dribble and absolute shit talk was endured. Games,
stories and a whole lot of other stuff that ‘stays on the
roof’ took place as some people started getting a little
bit happy, however we were doing a great job on the
grog, so good in-fact, that at around 1am we ran out,
and had to start raiding the other people units to see
what we could get to continue drinking. This in itself
became a challenge as there had been a scheduled
building power outage from 11pm-4am and it was
pitch black in the hallways….so this created some
opportunities for hallways attacks on anyone who left
to find alcohol!

Tamara & Guys @ Neighbourgood

I believe we lost Junior at around 1am ‘ish for bed
and Celeste not too long thereafter, so this left Guy,
Tamara and I to continue burning all my wood (and
anything else I could find inside to burn), and keep
with the drinking of all newly found Gin stocks. It did
get a bit nasty as we ran out of tonic, and red bull and
other mixers, so there were drinks such as Gin with
Pepsi, Gin with Rose and Pepsi and basically anything
that could be found mixed…some utterly terrible.

The 6:15am look as I was off to the airport!

It was a bit un-planned in that Tamara first arrived
not to join us, but as a ‘walk by’ past my unit and had
a cup of tea and had no intention of drinking due to
work tomorrow….yet once she was there for an hour
and finally said ‘Oh, I’ll have one then”….things went

downhill from there…after a lot of arguing and some
constructive feedback, I finally decided to call it a night
and go to bed just before 4am, as I had a 5:45am
alarm set for my 6:15am pick up. I told Guy and
Tamara to stay out the back of my place and continue
on, and that they did….I think I got a bit of sleep
before rudely awoken by my phone…

Type to enter a caption.

Burning crap

CHAPTER 2
THE JOURNEY TO OZ

“A hangover is just your body telling you you’re an
idiot” - Unknown.
With just 1hr and 11mins sleep, I was awoken by the
irritating beeping of my phone’s alarm, and then from
the corner of my eye the sight of Guy walking through
my kitchen at 5.45am. He was just leaving from
outside from the previous night (or like an hour and
3/4 ago when I was still up). He and Tamara had
decided to stay on - good for them. After a quick
shower and final house check, I grabbed all my
belongings, consisting of 2 suitcases, a small bag and
my laptop bag and departed from my unit - in what
was a very anti-climatic scene with me just placing the
keys and lift passes on the table and then I walked out
the door!
I popped into Guy’s apartment as he and Tamara
were still up and partying there now. It was
now6.15am and I had a car to meet downstairs to take
me to the Cape Town Airport for the start of my trip
back home…

As much as the driver (Tania - who was a driver I
had when first checking out Cape Town several years
ago) wanted to talk, I just wanted to sleep and had one
of those car rides where the eyes are closed and not
much else is going on around you, apart from some
murmurings around you to which you respond with a
grunt here and there. Too quickly, we had arrived at
the airport.
The airport process went easily and smoothly, a
Government Health Declaration and temperature check
was about the only Covid related protocols in place.
Bags were checked all the way through to Perth, and
boarding passes for the entire trip were also issued,
which will prevent any potential stresses in O.R Tambo
- Johannesburg during the domestic to international
swap over. Once through all the airport formalities it
was off to the Lounge to relax (sleep) and wait for my
CPT-JNB flight..

The Golden Tickets!

BA6428 left on time at 8:30am and was a nice 1hr
40min flight with all going as planned. No service due
to Covid, mask on the entire flight, so shut the eyes
and wake up when landing….Once in Joburg, make the
massive walk from Domestic to International
departures. Another health form to complete and
another temperature check before going through
luggage scanning, then it is onto customs - again very
smooth vs the usual chaos of Joburg, surely due to
limited people travelling, but a much more pleasant
experience. Off to the Lounge to again chill for an hour
or so before heading off to board the big bus.

CPT - JNB with British Airways

Farewell Cape Town

QR1364 was due to depart for Doha at 13:10 and I
think we left reasonably well on time. I boarded and
got all set up in my new little house - my Q Suite,
grabbed some airline PJ’s and reclined the seat and
snoozed after take off, grabbing a few hours of well
needed sleep after the prior 24hrs. We landed in Doha
around 10:30pm local time and the time was killed in
the lounge with a bite to eat and a shower before
heading back to the all important flight.

Set to leave SA.

QR900 to Perth scheduled for 2:05am on the 13th
March from Doha. On arrival to the gate, just as per
last time it was very quiet. The Business Class seating
area had around 7 people waiting to board, and around
30 or so in economy. I know Perth has a 500 pax/
week limit, and I have no idea how the airlines are

allocated, but I would assume QR get no more than 50
per flight, as there are not a lot of carriers bringing
people in. Coming back to my earlier point on the
availability of options to get home and the reporting of
people trying to, and I know this sounds an easy
solution, but pretty much a business class seat would
secure a spot. I know this isn’t necessarily an easy
option, but if economy are being bumped, this does
give peace of mind.

The main prize flight!

The other factor is that people are doing this and
playing the game and travelling semi normally (and I
am one of them). There were a few in Business Class
talking amongst themselves as we boarded, and one
was about to do his 4th quarantine, another 3rd and
me my second, so people like this (me) are clearly
playing the system and ‘doing the time’ to get in/ out

as Australian citizens. I’m not saying this is right, or is
wrong, but there are seats in business on the flights I
have taken, vs rolling the dice on economy.

QR900 to Perth departure gate

Anyway, after again settling into a another pair of
Pj’s and getting all set up and cozy, we were off along
the Arabian Gulf towards the Indian Ocean and all that
water, before hitting Oz….more sleep, too much food,
and quite a bit of turbulence and a couple of movies
and tv series later, and Australia was in the distance.
The last hour or so was spent flicking back and forth
between flight map, cameras, shoving my head out the
window and my show I was watching, looking for the
coast line. All started getting a bit real as I could see
Rottnest Island out the window and then the WA
coastline….I was back baby!

The final stages of the flight. Always good to see land!

Perth……

