
The Thaarups- A Danish Families’ Botswana Story – 1968-1970. 

A Danish family: mum, dad and two kids of 6 and 3 arriving in Botswana on the Presidents 

private aeroplane? While we were in Gaborone trying to find our way up to Serowe, where 

we were going to spend the next two years, we were offered four free seats on the 

President’s flight. Gunnar was going to teach at the Secondary School at Swaneng Hill 

and I was to work as a volunteer where I could make myself useful. 

When we arrived at Swaneng Hill in the August school-holidays we found ourselves 

without accommodation and no personal belongings apart from our suitcases. 

The house allocated to us was not yet finished. It was called the Danish abortion, since the 

builders had forgotten to put a door in the building! After some weeks another house was 

made ready for us and we moved into the home where we lived for the next 2 years, next 

door to Charlottes best friend Ellen and opposite Kopano, Birgittes very best friend. 

The kids settled into primary school and “kindergarten” very well, and very soon they 

spoke English and a bit of Setswana,- often using a mixture of all 3 languages: Danish, 

English and Setswana. 

Ompatile and Tsametse were very important persons in our lives, doing housework and 

gardening. 

For Gunnar it was quite a challenge to come from a very well organized Danish 

Gymnasium to teach his subjects in a foreign language and with a minimum of equipment. 

But after some time you grow accustomed to the new situation and come to accept it. I am 

also thankful for all the experiences I got from various volunteer opportunities- experiences 

which have been very useful in my later life: 

• Working in the dairy and the office of the Farm. 

• Teaching French where all the students failed! 

• Helping in the “kindergarten”. 

But the most important thing for me was my friendship with the charismatic Nancy 

Moathlodi. The matron of the girls’ dormitory, she was a warmhearted and talented African 

woman from South Africa. Nancy, Harriet Barber and I re-started the project “Basadi ba ba 

ithusang” – the women who help themselves. We raised money so they could build a 

workshop, a place where they produced handicrafts, which they sold locally and to shops. 

Some craft work was exported to Denmark.  



To raise money we organized sales of secondhand clothes and we made fatcakes to sell 

to the teachers during their breaks, and on a market day in Serowe. The President Seretse 

Khama of Botswana took part. He bought a piece cake from our stall and talked to us 

about “Basadi ba ba Ithusang.”  

In our family we talk about before and after Botswana. Those two years changed us, and 

our way of thinking and was of enormous importance to us all.  

Thank you, Botswana! 

 

Alice Thaarup – 2013. 

 

 


