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Gluhwein weather
Laurence Davies

Jenny and I booked a well earned, weekend’s rest at Giants Cup Wilderness Reserve,  
(www.giantscup.co.za) early in June, and when the forecasts showed a number of cold 

fronts coinciding with our trip, we were excited at the prospect of snow and cold weather, 
with projected temperatures in single figures and minus 4° overnight. For many this 
excitement at the cold weather might seem strange, but for us Durbanites, it meant roaring 
fires, soups, red wine and of course some Gluhwein (mulled wine), a drink served hot, 
which warms you from your toes to the top of your head almost instantly. In Durban we 
rarely get the excuse to make a pot of Gluhwein.

Of course, fishing in Goshen Dam would present challenges because of the cold fronts, but 
the fishing was a minor part of our plans, although I did tie up a whole bunch of LBJ flies 
(little brown jobs – Zaks, GRHE, Woolly Worm etc) which were stored in a little ziplock 
packet and safely ensconced in my top pocket when we left Durban.

On Friday we drove most of the way through some miserable rain which only let up when 
we passed Bulwer. At Underberg we made our mandatory stop at Pucketty Farm to pick 
up fresh bread, farm butter and 'Amazing Apricot Jam', which is truly amazing. We arrived 
at the reserve at dusk, to find Giant's Cup proprietor, Wolf  Avni ,warmly wrapped up and 
he promptly directed us to our cottage, the Fisherman's Cottage (of course).

After unloading the car, I set about lighting the fire. The room was instantly warmed by the 
wood fire, so we were warm from the outside. The next job was to tackle the inner self, so 
I set about making the Gluhwein. The recipe that I use is one which Mark gave me many 
years ago when we had a trip to Highover, on the Umkomaas River, and it includes cloves, 
cinnamon, sugar, water, orange peel and of course, most importantly, red wine. I got the 
stove going, added the water, sugar, orange peel and spices from their pre-packed ziplock 
packets and when all the flavours had been infused, added the red wine. When it was warm 
enough I poured out a steaming mug for each of us. Jenny complained that it was not spicy 
enough, and I had to agree, but it did the job, because in no time we were warmed from 
within. And it was great, sitting in front of the roaring fire, sipping the Gluhwein and being 
hypnotised by the flames and crackle of the burning logs. 

Fishing the Goshen Dam at the Giants Cup Wilderness Reserve. Photo by Wolf Avni.
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Wolf had suggested fishing from the boat, rather than using my kick boat, because he said 
that the water was cold enough to freeze the proverbials from a brass monkey, so I heeded 
his advice. I have not fished from a boat for a long time but I was soon reminded why I 
prefer the kick boat. Boats are noisy things and do not always want to stay in one place, or 
go where you want them to. The water was cold, in fact bloody cold, crystal clear, and the 
outside temperature was in the single figures, so I did not have much confidence in catching 
any fish over the two days. I did try all of the recognised tricks to entice the trout, but to no 
avail, not even seeing any fish. I probably only fished for about five to six hours in total over 
the weekend. When we were leaving, Wolf agreed that my chances of catching would have 
been very low in the circumstances. But, as I said previously, the fishing was a minor part 
of our weekend, and we thoroughly enjoyed the beauty of the area with the Giants Cup and 
its mantle of snow as a backdrop to the lake. We enjoyed the quiet, the lack of traffic noise, 
and the silence only being broken by the geese, or fish eagle calls. The nights were pitch 
black, and on the Saturday night, with the clear sky, the stars lit up. During the day 
Wolf's dogs (Australian Cattle Dogs) would follow us around. One in particular took a  
fancy to Jenny and kept her company all day, and stayed in the cottage until we went to 
bed. Lovely dogs.

All in all, it was just what we needed, a break from the hustle and bustle of our suburban 
lives and it was with a heavy heart that we packed up on the Sunday. I found my packet 
of LBJ flies, which I had completely forgotten about, on the bedside table. I thought to 
myself that I had better put them in their fly boxes before I lose them. After peering into the 
packet, I gave it to Jenny and asked her to tell me what was in the packet. She said 
"CLOVES". Her mouth dropped when I told her, that they were supposed to have gone into 
the Gluhwein - I must have put my flies into the Gluhwein instead. No wonder the Gluhwein 
wasn’t spicy enough!   Thank goodness I weighted those flies, because they stayed in the 
bottom of the pot and were chucked out with the dregs of the Gluhwein.

I have made Gluhwein since then, when we had friends around one cold evening, and, as 
you can imagine, I took some ribbing about whether there were any trout flies in the 
Gluhwein. 

As one of proprietors, Wolf Avni’s Australian Cattle Dogs looks on. Photo by Wolf Avni.


