
A trip
D~~n

by Susan Jewitt-Colby Funny how memories
colour our lives. The smell of bacon cooking, white-gloved
waiters, 'ginger squares' and the clean smell of waves breaking
on a long, sandy beach. All these memories take me back in
time to a classic hotel a short way past Hibberdene on the
KZN South Coast.

My first memories of the hotel we knew as Urnzumbe Hotel,
now named Pumula Beach Hotel, are of children's meals in the
old dining room, taken separately from the adults, and of our
very own waiter, who always wore white gloves and seemed to
always be there, no matter what time of the day we had our
meals. But my memories of the hotel don't go back nearly as far
as those of my family.

Way back in 1920, my grandfather, Archibald Mordaunt,
started the little trading store that still stands on the property. My
grandmother, Nancy, was best friends with the Mrs Ethel Denny
and ther Miss Hilda Eddy who started the hotel and named it
Denilda. My mother and her sister attended a small school at St
Elmo's Convent nearby that was run by the Dominican order.
They were in esteemed company as Archbishop Denis Hurley

Pumula Beach Hotel has
been around a long time
and. following a bad spell,
is once again a great
venue for a family h91iday

also attended it. Latest rumour has it that the convent will soon
be turned into a hospital. So it's no wonder that our family has
a long history with the hotel, one that spans more than 80 years
- a daunting thought.

My sister Rosemary and I recently spent the night there and
were thrilled to find that the current owners have maintained the
hotel's timeless look and feel. During the past 20-odd years it
had gone downhill and become very shabby, with occupancy
dropping off to where it was almost not worthwhile trying to
restore it to its old glory. But the McKay brothers of Champagne
Castle fame had faith in it and brought in Philip Gibson and
Michelle Fortune to do the necessary. Their faith is paying off
and the hotel is well on its way back to being the delightful
family hotel it once was.

Arriving at the hotel, Rosemary and I parked under the same
trees we climbed as children, and although the reception area
had moved, it blended in so well we couldn't remember where
the original one was. I had rather hoped my room would be on
the wing known as Fisherman's Row, but instead we stayed in
ocean-front rooms on the opposite side of the building.
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Fisherman's Row, which is the original wing, looks just the
same, with stable doors opening onto the same veranda where
my oldest brother took his first steps and, incidentally, later spent
his honeymoon. Even the old sundial is still on the lawn in
front of the rooms.

As we wandered around the grounds admiring the
renovations, Rosemary said, "I'm trying to find the balcony I
jumped off." She is a bit older than I am so I have no memory
of that, but she was adamant. "The brothers dared me and I
jumped from the balcony onto a water tank," she laughed. "I
remember how the soles of my feet hurt when I landed."
Although we didn't find the exact location of that memory, I did
recognise the family suite where I brought my two boys when
they were little tykes.

Pumula is the perfect family holiday hotel, with a great
games room for the children. During school holidays the
management run entertainment programmes for them, leaving
parents free to enjoy their holiday as well.

Perhaps the biggest draw, though, is the beach itself. Pristine,
stretching for miles, broken only by rocky outcrops ~

_OPPOSITE The long pristine
beach in front of -the hotel is
studded with rocky outcrops.

ABOVE Looking south.
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that are a fisherman's delight, with wonderful swimming areas
(there are shark nets) and rock pools. Surfers have a choice of
breaks along the shoreline, and fishermen can surf-cast or
clamber out on the rocks to fish from them. A tidal pool is the
perfect place for small children to play and for the not-so-
adventurous to laze away the day. Tidal action regularly flushes
the pool and there are public ablutions close by.

The day we arrived it was hot, in the 30s, so a swim was
definitely in order. It was low tide and the tidal pools were
very tempting but we resisted them and walked down to the
swimming beach instead. We waded far out, with the water
silky smooth, warm and crystal clear. We bodysurfed for what
seemed like hours, but unlike my surfing experiences as a child,
I didn't get dumped, performing quite admirably to the
amazement of some youngsters also out surfing.

Beyond the swimming beach, Stiebel Rocks jut out into the
surf, offering fishermen a multitude of platforms. These rocks
also hold a rather unusual memory for me. When I was a
teenager, my mother took me to the hotel for a few days holiday.
Being a teenager I didn't really want to go but I had no choice.
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So, making the best of what I considered a lousy situation, I
donned a skimpy bikini, borrowed a fishing rod and headed for
the rocks, there to languish elegantly in the sun, hoping to
catch something of the male species. What I caught, much to my
amazement, was a large bream that somehow attached itself to
the line I had dangling in the water. When I took it back to the
hotel kitchen, hoping to have the chef cook it for supper, he told
me it was a record size. Must have been a boy bream attracted
by the bikini.

One of the first questions I asked our hosts upon arrival
was, "Does the bar still make ginger squares?" "Of course,"
Philip answered with a big grin. So that evening, out on the
veranda, more memories flooded my brain as I sipped on the
drink. For those not in the know, it's ginger brandy and ginger
ale in a tall glass on ice. Mine came decorated with lemon and
a cherry and I thought of the time I had come to the hotel on the
way back from Port Edward with my first love. We sat in the
lounge in the old rattan chairs, sipping our drinks as the sunset
turned the sea red and then pewter, before heading back to
Durban on the old South Coast road. Then, many years later,
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sitting in those same chairs with my two sons climbing all over
me, trying to relax after chasing them around the beach all
day, The drink still tastes great, .. , ' , " .. "
:,' The dining room.hasbeen moved to"the'~ont~9ftPe b~ildm.g,

,givipg diners an unsurpassed view of the sea.' Anti though the
waiters - and now waitresses - no longer wear white.gloves, the
service was just as good as I remernbered. And to top it all,
Isaac, the head waiter, brought out the original gong that still
makes the rounds through the hotel grounds, summoning the
guests to dinner.

So although the breakfast smells of bacon and eggs no longer
permeate the dining room 24 hours a day, and waiters wear
colourful uniforms instead of the black and white ones of yore,
Pumula Beach Hotel is a place to go to both make new family
memories and rekindle old ones, like mine. ~

TOP LEFT A quiet corner.

ABOVE LEFT The original sundial
in front of Fisherman's Row.

ABOVE Fisherman's Row.

OPPOSITE LEFT The entry to the
~new,dining room; ,

RIGHT Head waiter Isaac
Sangwe with the original dinner
gong.

Pumula Beach Hotel, P. 0, Box 17, Umzumbe4225 .
. "B' 039 684 6717/6303, email pumula@mweb.co.za
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