
 

 

September 2
nd

 ó08 (Lisa. Lena, Helen, Germany) 

 

On one late afternoon, after having fed all the animals, Frikkie asked us go to the volunteersvillage. 

Equipped with cameras we met at the waterhole. He told us, that some San poeple who leave outside 

Harnas, had found a small, lost hedgehog. As they didnôt know what to do with it, they informed Harnas. 

Together with Frikkie we built a little stone den, as a protection against the sun. Immediately the 

hedgehog was hiding there. As it knew now where to find shelter, water and food, we released him with 

a light heart into his new gained freedom 

 

 

September 8
th

, 2008  (Juliet Dillard, USA)  

 

That was the first thing that I saw.  It was right before 6pm 

on the night of the 8
th
 of September.  I had been trying, 

without much success to call my parents on my cell phone 

when a group of volunteers ran up yelling for me to get to 

the water hole as fast as I could.  As luck would have it my 

phone call finally connected, my mother in my hands 

yelling, ñJulie?ò and the group of volunteers telling me to 

hurry.  I asked what was going on and all I got was that 

Frikkie was releasing something that looked like an 

armadillo and porqupine cross.  I was immediately excited, 

although for what I wasnôt sure, and told my mom I would 

call her back.  I told her the same thing I was told; a bizzare 

cross-breed was getting released.   

Cell phone in hand, I ran as fast as I could, without tripping, to the water hole just opposite of the dining 

area.  Most of the volunteers had gathered around the man-made pond and were looking just as excited 

and just as confused as me.  Very soon, shooing late comers out of the way, Frikkie drove up in his 

truck, a few people with him.  ñCome come!ò he kept saying, directing it to anyone that could hear.  

ñCome quickly.ò  Earlier Frikkie was explaining the feeling of releasing an animal into the wild, the 

goosebumps and feeling of accomplishment in the greatest sense.  The goose-bumps began to rise on my 

arm.   

Frikkie jumped out of the truck cab and was at the back, opening the gate door in a matter of seconds.  

Everyone, all 42 volunteers, gathered around the small opening, searching for any movement, ears 

pricked for the slightest sound.  All I could see was a small ball, a striking similarity to an artichoke.  It 

wasnôt moving.  It wasnôt making a sound.   

I knew what it was from pictures.  The weird cross-breed wasnôt too far off although at first glance one 

could tell that it had been around for millennia.  A pangolin.   

Frikkie held him up, descibing the rarity of this curious curled up animal.  ñI have been in this country 

for 63 years and I have only seen five.  You will not see one again.ò  He took the tight ball and walked 

towards the water hole, placing it delicately at the waterôs edge.  He stepped back. 

ñYou all have to be silent.  In ten, twenty minutes he will unroll and walk.  You must be patient.ò   

We all took our positions, some standing, some sitting, cameras all at the ready. Every single person was 

trying their hardest to be as still and silent as possible.  After about six minutes, the scales began to 

move, rising up and down to a steady breath.  Then, Pangolin unwound.   

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

With Frikkieôs voice in the background, describing how it walks on its hind legs and is completely 

defenseless apart from his spikes, Pangolin seemed eager to find a safe spot.  He half waddled, half 

crawled through a crowd of volunteers, almost as if  posing for the eager cameras and then continued 

walking.  Frikkie went up to the blind creature and demonstrated itôs defenses, then replaced it back at 

waterôs edge.  ñStay, take your pictures.  He will get up and go again soon.  I want a journal entry on this 

release.ò  Frikkie took one last look and then returned to his truck and drove away.   

A few people stayed behind, mesmorized by the unique and rare creature set before them.  I smiled to 

myself, amazed at all the little treasures that are ignored daily, that are so taken for granted that they are 

disappearing without notice, and was proud to be part of this one little guyôs chance at life.  As clich® as 

that may sound it is really the only way to describe it.  I walked back and tried to get ahold of my mother 

again.  She picked up and was eager to hear what I had just witnessed.  I could hear the excitement in her 

voice, excitement for both the act itself and my experience of it.  All she could say was, ñHappy birthday 

Julie.ò  Happy birthday indeed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

9th of September 08  

A heart touching experience (Simi R. Switzerland) 

 

Frikkie told us some weeks ago, that Simba the lioness was pregnant and due to have her babys within 

the next week or so. On one hand I was really excited, but then on the other hand, last year there were 

similar rumours, so I thought, Iô d better wait and see. They checked on Simba every day. On Thursday 

evening, Frikkie said: ñ I think the lioncubs might be born tonightò. In the morning of the 5
th
 of 

September, Jo told me that Kanna had indeed found two lion cubs early this morning-wow good news! 

Later Schalk and Frikkie came back with 4 baby lions (all male) !!! Our small group of 14 remaining 

volunteers was allowed to go into the room and see the cubs. I was touched deeply when I saw these 4 

tiny creatures, moved to tears and gratefull for having been allowed to take a lion cub, only some hours 

old, and carefully carry it to its new home, a big basket. Now the 4 cubs are beeing handraised by Schalk 

and Frikie.  

In nature, the lioness would leave the pack and raise her cubs to a certain age and would only return 

when they are a bit older. But here, even in big enclosures thereôs nowhere she can really go to and 

chances are high, that the male or the other female in her enclosure would kill the babys. Thatôs why 

they are now beeing taken care of  by humans. For me it was was of the most beautiful moments in life,  

moved by the wonders of nature when I saw these tiny creatureséand to imagine one day they will be 

big lionsé 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

14
th

 of September 08 (David, USA) 

 

Two days ago, a large female leopard who had been captured by a local farmer sat terrified in a small 

cage, facing certain death.  Luckily, however, the team at Harnas was alerted, and a rescue vehicle was 

dispatched to retrieve the leopard, and allow it to escape this fate in exchange for a new life at Harnas.  

As a volunteer here at Harnas, I was afforded the opportunity to introduce this leopard not only to her 

new home, but also to her second chance at life, and it is an experience that I will always treasure. 

I first glimpsed this leopard, who would come to be called Hexi, as she paced around the back of the 

Harnas rescue vehicle in which she was brought here.  To be able to glimpse a truly wild, full-sized 

leopard up close was a humbling experience.  Uncertain of what was happening, Hexiôs yellow eyes 

glowed fiercely, and the curling of her lips into a defensive snarl displayed the full size and power of her 

fangs and teeth.   

 



 

 

 

It was determined that Hexi would be placed in a large enclosure previously occupied by Pacha, a male 

leopard.  Despite only having been at Harnas for a few days, I was offered the opportunity to assist in 

this operation, a proposition which I very excitedly accepted. 

In order to make room for Pacha, two other wild leopards needed to be lured into a vast, unoccupied 

enclosure.  This task required two permanent Harnas employees to lure the two leopards into the 

unoccupied enclosure as a small group of volunteers, including myself, assisted by scanning the 

enclosures in an effort to spot the leopards, and by keeping at bay and attempting to keep calm a group 

of seven endangered wild dogs whose enclosure bordered that of the leopards.  It was a thrilling 

experience to hear the yelps and howls of the wild dogs at my back as I scanned the trees, bushes, and 

tall grasses in search of the two leopards.  Seemingly out of 

nowhere the leopards appeared, in close proximity to one 

another, noiselessly carving their way through the tall 

yellow grasses which shrouded their movement, toward the 

smell of fresh meat.  We alerted the permanent employees 

of the approaching leopards, and these employees began to 

move deeper into the empty enclosure, attempting to 

maintain a safe distance between themselves and the 

majestic large cats.  Once the leopards had both traversed 

the boundary into the empty enclosure and were secured 

within, the permanent employees dropped the meat and 

retreated out of the enclosure.  We looked on as the 

leopards tore through their meal, all the while keeping a 

careful eye and issuing cautionary growls towards the wild 

dogs, whose howls and cries had intensified as they 

adjusted to and tested their new neighbors.   

After Pacha was moved into the enclosure where the two 

leopards had been in much the same way, it came time to 

release Hexi, the new arrival to Harnas.  Before releasing 

Hexi we did a sweep of the huge area which would be her 

new home.  We removed the bones that had accumulated 

from Pachaôs prior meals, and, working with local 

bushmen, we climbed trees and utilized handsaws to 

remove branches which might have allowed Hexi to access to neighboring enclosures where wild dogs 

or lions lurked.  Once Hexiôs enclosure has been prepared to the best of our ability it came time to 

introduce her to her new home.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


