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The assignment:  
 
We had come as independent volunteers, to work for our keep and a small allowance.  
Our theory was that we had been inspired by the Peace Movement in Britain, although 
my Dad’s comment had been: “You’ve just got itchy feet”.  He was partly right.  
 
As well as taking over responsibility for building the school from Patrick, I was to teach 
English, French and ’Practical Building’. My qualification for the building role was that 
we had built our own house in Hampshire. My original training had been in furniture-
making in Sweden, and as I was a woodworker of course we had to build in wood - not 
specially relevant to building on the edge of the Kalahari.  
 
In Practical Building I was to teach building theory in the classroom during the week, 
while on Saturdays many of the students came back to school to put the theory into 
practice building classrooms.  
 
French seemed a surprising choice, in the heart of English-speaking Southern Africa. I 
discovered that the reason it was being taught was because the Director of Education 
had once been to a conference is West Africa where she had been obliged to ask a 
White man to translate for her when she wanted to talk to a French-speaking African.   
 
I did a calculation which showed that more countries in Africa have French as one of 
their national languages, though more people in Africa have English because of the 
huge population of Nigeria.  
 
In Botswana educated people need to be accomplished linguists. As well as Setswana - 
the language of the Tswana people - Batswana of Kalanga origin grow up speaking 
Sekalaka (Kalanga) at home. Kalanga are Mashona-related people who fled from the 
North under the onslaught of the Matebele and found refuge in ‘Khama‘s Country‘. For 
them, starting from being bilingual, English is a third language and French a fourth  
 
Mary taught English and Art. She also wanted to look after Helen and Celia - 
incomprehensible in a society where ‘nannying‘ is the norm.  Women’s faces at the door 
saying “Ke batla tiro” (I want work) turned understandably disappointed and annoyed 
when we told them ‘”Tiro ga e yo” (“There is no work“).  
 
For my English Literature class the set-book was to be ’The Black Tulip’ by Alexandre 
Dumas, translated from the French.  How relevant could this be to late-colonial 
Bechuanaland?   
 
In the book, an aristocratic twins (whose names I don’t remember) are dragged from a 
coach and beaten to death by a mob. One day during break some students managed to 
run down and catch a phuduhudu (a small buck), which they released in the playground. 
After disabling it by stoning, they bludgeoned it to death with shovels. There was great 
jubilation.  
 



Philip Segola - a talented artist student from urban South Africa - was obviously 
horrified. He turned to me and said “Just like ‘so-and-so’ in The Black Tulip!”. 
 
For much of our first year at Swaneng only one classroom was ready to use, while there 
were three classes of students. So two had to be held under makoba trees, which in the 
hot sun closed up their paired leaves to conserve moisture, giving sparse shade.  
 
The students crowded into what shade there was, forcing their teachers out into the hot 
sun and even sheltering in our shadows. Goats wandered through the class, nibbling at 
notebooks. 
 
Quite soon after our arrival there was a minor disaster. One morning the roof of one of 
the paired classrooms appeared peeled back like the lid of a sardine-tin. The contractor - 
of English extraction - indignantly claimed that there must have been a violent tornado 
during the night, so it wasn’t his fault. Indeed, a small thorn-tree had blown over but 
there was no other damage.  
 
On close inspection it was seen that the angle-iron purlins which carried the roof 
sheeting had not been properly welded to the trusses, so the whole roof had lifted. The 
contractor had to do the job again.  
 
This incident highlighted for me at an early stage that in Botswana, with light-weight 
roofing the most important thing is to hold roofs DOWN. To this end, hoop-iron straps 
are always built into the tops of walls, and securely nailed round roof-trusses. 
 
I once saw from a train a dramatic example of what can happen. There stood a church 
without its roof, with the entire roof lying on the ground beside it. 
 
 
Building in Botswana in the 1960s: 
 
Batswana builders were good all-rounders, skilled in bricklaying and stonemasonry. 
They could build a roof, and sheet it with corrugated iron.  They were adept at getting 
buildings built in an adverse environment where water was scarce and materials had to 
be ordered from afar, or else ‘won‘ from the environment.  
 
Some had already been taught the basics of their skills when they were at school in 
Serowe. Tshekedi Khama, while he was Tribal Regent during Seretse’s student days, 
believed that practical skills were an important aspect of all boys‘ education. Girls were 
taught cookery, needlework and how to make ‘milk showers’ (beadwork covers for milk 
and food, to keep the flies away). 
 
Batswana who had worked in the mines of ‘Gauteng’ (Johannesburg - ‘The Place of 
Gold‘) brought other skills home with them. Rrakesetse (known as ‘Dynamite’) knew 
how to use gun-powder to blast rock in preparing foundations for buildings. He made 
the holes for the charge by thumping a steel bit into the rock with a lump hammer. Once 
the charge was laid, a warning shout would go up and everybody moved away with ears 
covered until the big bang threw up rocks and dust. 
 
In those days cement had to be ordered by phone from Bulawayo 200 miles away in the 



(then) Colony of Rhodesia. It was brought by rail to Palapye, and then 30 miles on a lorry 
on the unmade road. Sand came from river-beds, often far away in the bush where the 
lorries collecting it were sometimes overwhelmed by flash floods. Ballast for concrete 
came from a local contractor who operated a stone-crusher to break up larger stones 
from a nearby hillside.   
 
Bricks were bought locally. At that time, finding bricks in Botswana was not a problem 
because small brickyards existed throughout the country. It was possible to arrive in 
any remote village and ask for the brick-maker. Tea would be served while he was being 
called, and the brickmaker would usually arrive before it had been drunk.  
 
The reason brick-making was so widespread was that Batswana migrant workers had 
long worked on farms in South Africa. The Boer farmers made bricks to build their farms 
using skills originating in the Netherlands. The Batswana learned these skills, and in 
due course brought them home.  
 
 
 
 

 
 
The Swaneng Brickmakers Co-operative ( Photo by Jon Maxwell) 
 
 
Bricks first came to England as ballast in the holds of ships returning from sailing to the 
Netherlands with cargoes of wool. The English must have suddenly thought to 
themselves: “Hey, we could build with these!”  



 
In Botswana - as in Britain formerly - bricks were formed by hand in wooden moulds, 
spread out to dry, and burned in ’clamps’. These are carefully constructed piles of many 
thousands of unburned bricks, incorporating tunnels into which firewood was packed. 
Coal was spread between the layers of bricks to carry the burn up through the pile. It 
could also be mixed with the clay. A lorry sent to the railway line at Palapye would 
collect coal from alongside the line, where it had fallen from the tenders of passing 
steam trains.   
 
In 1980s Britain, Noel Pyecroft - the sixth-generation brick-maker who worked on 
Hayling Island in Hampshire - sifted coal from ’town waste’, mined from rubbish tips in 
Portsmouth. This contained coal from pre-war ‘ashcans’, thrown out when every house 
had coal fires. Noel would mix the small pieces of coal with the brick earth, to burn 
through the bricks. 
 
Voluntary work: 
 
The hired builders built during the week, and on Saturdays many of the students 
returned to school to do voluntary work alongside their teachers in exchange for a good 
lunch of bogobe (maize-meal porridge), goat’s meat, and some vegetable. They put into 
practice to good effect the ’practical building’ theory which I was teaching them in the 
classroom during the week.  
 
Some of the older students became competent builders, well able to organise and carry 
out the work.  Eventually the Saturday building sessions almost ran themselves. Over 
time, a large part of the building was done through the efforts of the students and staff.  
 
This voluntary Saturday work made a highly effective reality of Pat and Liz’ conviction 
that manual skills and academic study should go hand-in-hand. It demonstrated for all 
to see that practical work produces results, and deserves respect. In a developing ‘Third 
World’ economy, the principle of ‘ipelegeng’ (self-advancement) met a real need. 
 
Molepolole work-camp 
 
News of the effectiveness of the voluntary work at Swaneng soon got around, and it 
wasn’t long before students at the secondary school at Molepolole invited some 
Swaneng students to come to their village to help them build a classroom. Some of the 
older, stronger and more experienced Swaneng students formed a work-party, and soon 
Donald Curtis and I were on the train with them. 
 
Travelling Fourth Class was a new experience. We had always used Second Class in 
Africa - relatively luxurious, with bunks and wash-basins, in compartments. Waiters 
would go up and down the corridors with chimes, calling mealtimes. It was probably like 
the heyday of rail travel in late-nineteenth/early-twentieth century Britain. 
 
Fourth class provided wooden benches in open carriages. Instead of bunks, people 
slept in the luggage-racks. There was a jolly sociable atmosphere - once people had got 
used to the sight of two White men travelling Fourth with a group of young Batswana. 
 
Sellers of food and snacks went continually up and down, crying their wares. A Church 



(the congregation, not the building!) was aboard. With the women all in white they 
processed along the train, harmony-singing beautiful hymns. At stations, people 
crowded under the train windows selling carvings and wood -turnery. 
 
Arrived in Molepolole, Donald and I were accommodated in the home of one of the 
teachers. Students were dispersed to the homes of their hosts. 
 
To build the classroom, we got hold of a ’Finemore’s Travelling Builder’ - a popular 
machine in Southern Africa. It consisted of a metal box - like one for making concrete 
blocks - which travelled along the top of the wall being built. Simple to use, and quite 
quick. 
 
A supply of ’River Sand’ - coarse sand collected from a river bed - and bags (’Pockets’ 
weighing 90lb.) of cement beig assembled, we started work. Boys mixed the 
sand/cement mix, and brought it to the builder. The water supply was some distance 
away, so girls in a constant chain brought it to the site in buckets balanced on their 
heads.  
 
Soon we needed door and window-frames. One of the teachers from the school 
undertook to get these donated by traders in the village. The teacher cunningly made 
the most of this situation, telling one trader after the other what had already been 
donated, spurring each to outdo the others in generosity. We rushed round the stores, 
and in a short time we had as much as we needed or more, incuding timber and 
corrugated iron for the roof.   
 
By the end of the week the walls were well-advanced. The work-camp was judged a 
success, and another was later organised to finish the job. I never saw the final result - I 
hope the Travelling Builder produced a strong building. 
 
The whole exercise was very effective in ‘bonding’ staff and students, and creating a 
link between schools.  There was a festive (though serious) atmosphere to the project. 
 
 
 
The Swaneng Dam 
 
Early in the 20th century - perhaps in the 1930s - the Ngwato Tribal Regiment built a 
small dam in a gap between two hills on land which later became part of Swaneng Hill 
School Farm. The dam had broken - perhaps because the crest of the dam ‘sagged’ 
towards the middle - and there was a gap through which a stream flowed when it rained. 
 
Patrick soon saw potential in this, and proposed that repairing the dam should be a 
‘voluntary work project’ for the school. 
 
With student volunteers we were down there for many weekends with picks, shovels 
and wheelbarrows excavating the bowl of the dam and building up the wall. A big pipe 
was placed in the gap with a tap at the end, and a concrete collar made around the pipe - 
hopefully, to prevent it being washed out. 
 
 



 
1966 The Swaneng Dam earth wall completed (Photo by Joyce Leader) 
 
 
The project aroused interest from the village, and men appeared to give a hand. There 
were discussions about the concept of ’go voluntera’ (volunteering). Seretse Khama 
(later President of Botswana) took up a pick and attacked the hard soil. Seretse’s wife 
Ruth came to inspect the works, and their daughter Jacqui passed by on her horse. I 
think their son Ian (also eventually president?) also helped. 
 
The wall was built, and we carefully constructed a spillway to carry away excess water. 
Finally the work was done, and we waited for the rain. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
1966: The Swaneng Dam holds water. (Photo by Joyce Leader) 
 
 
When it did come - one night - we hurried down in the dark to see the water brimming, 
and rushing with awesome power down the spillway. We made last-minute adjustments 
by lamplight. The rain stopped, and the moon came out. A student –Juliah Motlhasedi - 
wrote a lovely poem for the school magazine which started   
“Oh! little lake,  
You were seen at night,  
Glittering with your mouth full of water”. 
 
 
By next morning the water was gone. The concrete collar had failed to do its job (my 
mistake!) and the pipe had washed away. There was once more a gap in the middle of 
the dam.  
 
Patrick, nothing daunted, raised money from an aid charity to hire a bulldozer with 
driver to do a ‘proper job’. A water engineer surveyed the catchment, and told us that 
the dam wall needed to be at least twice as high as we had built it. For a while the 
bulldozer could be heard working. The dam wall grew. Then the bulldozer broke down. 
The driver sat beside it in the shade of an umbrella for many weeks, waiting for spare 
parts to arrive. When these didn’t materialise, he and his machinery went away. Patrick 
raised some more money (relatively little), bought thirty wheelbarrows, and hired a team 
of labourers who carried on raising the crest of the dam. When that was completed, we 
waited for it to rain again. When that finally happened, the small lake which formed 



looked like a puddle beneath the enormous dam wall. It would seem that the water 
Engineer had over-estimated 
In the rainy season the water provided a wonderful breeding ground for frogs, whose 
chorus could be heard all the way up to the school. Children amused themselves with 
makeshift boats, in spite of worries about bilharzia.  As far as I know the dam is still In 
place. I don’t know what use has been made of the water. 
 
This was quite a major infrastructure project, involving secondary school students 
supporting other agencies with initiative and voluntary work. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
A group of  students enjoy the Swaneng Dam after rain 
 
 
Development of Swaneng Hill School: 
 
A volunteer teacher - Donald Curtis - started to prepare a course in ‘Development 
Studies’ to demonstrate how educated people could play a part in rural development. A 
basic precept was that schooling should be seen as a preparation for this, and not as a 
‘ladder to privilege’ (to quote Patrick).  
 
Robert Oakeshott, who had previously been advising the Zambian government on 



economic development, further expanded the Development Studies theme, and over 
time it became an important part of the school curriculum. Later Robert was to be head 
of  Shashe River School - a daughter project of Swaneng Hill. 
 
In traditional Botswana society men and women both did productive ’hands-on’ work. 
The women collected firewood, fetched water, washed clothes, prepared food, looked 
after children, made pots and baskets and built the earth walls of the houses. They also 
did the ’traditional’ shaggy thatching - also ’women’t work’ - in which grass laid over the 
roof is held down with weighted ropes.  
 
The men cleared the land and ploughed the fields. They also carried out more 
specialised work such as roof construction, and the neat ’European’ style of thatching, 
in which thatch is tied down to ‘dipalelo‘ (‘ties‘ - battens) - attached to ‘dithomeso’ 
(rafters). They also provided meat by hunting. 
 
It may have been this tradition of closeness to basic work, which in ’The West’/‘North‘ 
has almost all come to be done by specialist professionals, which enabled the students 
to take part in building their school, and gave Batswana in general the confidence to 
carry out seemingly daunting ‘development’ works.    
 
In Botswana as in Europe, when education starts to elevate a section of the population 
away from ‘down-to-earth’ activities productive work  can be under-valued, and with it 
the people who do it .  
 
‘Swaneng Principles’ aimed strongly to discourage this. Patrick wrote early on that 
“Education should not be a ladder to privilege“. ‘Education with Production’ would 
continue to be a ruling preoccupation with Patrick long after he had made his point by 
establishing the school through the voluntary hands-on work of staff and students. 
 
A factor which maybe few of us foresaw, has been that technological development has 
reduced the need for human labour in production, making manual work seem 
redundant.  Consequently, mechanisation and industrialisation - mimicking the way ’The 
North/West’ has developed - has been seen as The Way Forward in international 
development.  
 
Ironically, in ’developed’ countries growing awareness of the ‘Limits to Growth’ and the 
environmental impact of energy use, as well as the alienating and harmful effects on 
mental and physical health of eliminating actual work, is leading to a new interest in 
promoting manual skills, together with a measured amount of technological input.  
 
Older students were big and strong and responsible. This was because traditionally 
boys would spend several years in the bush at the ’cattle-post’ minding the livestock 
before starting primary school - some not until well into their teens. When we arrived at 
Swaneng in the second year of the school the youngest boy in the first year was 
fourteen, and the oldest was twenty-eight.  
 
Patrick’s practical, hands-on approach ticked all the boxes for aid agencies, and funding 
soon began to flow. The school was seen as ’a growing point for development’, and 
during the following three years mushroomed.   
 



Building work expands: 
 
More building workers were taken on, including stone-masons to build foundations from 
the abundant surface stone, and a newly-trained carpenter.  A very able stonemason 
and general builder - Sekgele Sosome - came to work with us. In common with several 
of the other builders, he had learned his trade at Tiger Kloof - a centre of further 
education for Africans in South Africa where many of the leaders of post-apartheid 
South Africa were educated. Sekgele became general foreman at Swaneng. 
 
The builders were very generous with their skills. There was none of the ‘caginess’ often 
shown by trades people in ‘developed’ economies, where competition for work-places is 
fierce. I learned much from them about building in an ‘under-developed’ sub-arid 
tropical region. In turn I brought skills and knowledge previously unknown to the local 
builders, as well as access to information. I showed them how to lay drains (a very 
misguided thing to do - associated with water-borne sewage - on the edge of the 
Kalahari!)  
 
This give-and-take - a willingness to learn from each other - made us an effective team, 
and bore fruit in our later work together as a co-operative. 
 
Once the school was well underway Patrick initiated the ‘Builders’ Brigade’ - a training 
scheme in practical skills for primary school leavers not able to find a place in 
secondary education. The Brigades taught building, carpentry, tanning and 
farming/vegetable gardening. Some basic relevant academic subjects were also taught. 
 
Two volunteer biology teachers - Tessa-Harris-The-First and Jenny Baker - worked with 
a group of girls and women - the Basadi ba ba Ithusang (Women’s Self-Help) - with some 
moral support from Patrick. The Basadi set up a garden not far from the school close to 
a river bed, where water could be found throughout the year beneath the sand.     
 
The Construction co-op: 
 
By 1966/67 (the time of independence) Swaneng Hill School was substantially built. 
There were staff houses and specialist teaching accommodation, as well as classrooms. 
Work on a huge school hall, based on a large steel-frame agricultural building 
manufactured in Johannesburg, had been started. This was to absorb a vast number of 
bricks and many hours of  voluntary work before it was finished.  
 
The Swaneng establishment had the appearance of a sprawling village. At least one 
hundred workers were on the payroll - including domestics, and workers on the school 
farm. So the question arose: “What is to happen with the builders?” 
 
While the school was expanding Patrick had started a consumer co-operative in Serowe 
with support from an enthusiastic expatriate Registrar of Co-operatives, Trevor 
Bottomley. Following this, the suggestion arose: “Why not encourage the builders to 
form themselves into a workers’ co-operative, to find work outside the school?“ 
 
Many meetings had to be called to introduce the idea to the builders. They were 
accustomed to frequent long meetings as a feature of Tswana society, where decisions 
are made by consensus after lengthy discussion.  



 
I was privileged to take part in several of these meetings, when procedure had to be 
explained and accepted. The builders would sit in a circle, with a senior person being 
‘chair’ or ‘facilitator’. Each in turn made his contribution. Some were very brief, and 
some lengthy. One would start with “Ka bokhutshwane” (“Briefly“), and then carry on 
for a very long time. Another would have little to say.  
 
 
Eventually the discussion would have passed round the circle, and the ’chair’ would 
formulate what he understood to have been the ’feeling of the meeting’. Either all would 
nod and the matter was decided, or one or more would get up and say “Ga ke dumele!” 
(I don’t agree). In that case the question would go round the circle again, and again if 
necessary, until agreement was reached. That could take a very long time.  
 
Meetings sometimes happened after work, before the builders started their journey 
home on foot to supper. Occasionally one would be heard to say “Ga se phutego!” (“Not 
a meeting!). 
 
After many meetings and much discussion, the builders agreed to form themselves into 
a workers’ co-operative, and the ’Con.Co-op’ was  registered with the Registrar.  The 
idea of collective work was not alien, because traditionally ‘regiments‘ had carried out 
public works.  
 
The regiments were survivals from the times of tribal wars, when boys in an age-group 
were circumcised and initiated into the tribe to form regiments which fought the battles. 
With the arrival of ’Pax Britannica’, this function became redundant. But the regiments - 
of women as well as of men - were still called out to build roads, or to construct dams. 
 
Aspects of ‘Transition’:  
 
The builders and I occasionally had to have long meetings to try to sort out problems 
which arose through introducing a ‘modern’ project into a traditional society. An 
example of this was the difficulty of explaining the connection between pay and time 
worked.  
 
A worker would come and say: “My uncle has died and I must go to the funeral. I’ll be 
away for a week”. The following week he returns, and finds no pay-packet. “Madi a me a 
kae?” (“Where is my money?”). A difficult conversation follows, trying to explain how 
wages depend on hours worked. “But I told you I was going, and you gave me 
permission!” 
 
This misunderstanding could arise because in traditional Tswana society non-family-
members - often ‘Masarwa’ (San people) - might live in the family compound doing 
menial tasks - cleaning, child-minding or looking after the animals. They would get their 
keep and if things went well, at the end of the year they might be given a calf. But they 
didn’t lose out if they took time off from work with their employer‘s permission. This 
system was raising controversy at that time around the issue of ‘slavery’. 
 
Another aspect of the difficulties of transition from a tribal society to the modern world 
had to do with status. Seniority on the building site did not necessarily correspond with 



traditional roles. Hence the foreman on the job - who may have ow status in the ribe - 
might have to give instructions to or to reprimand a labourer who is a relative of the 
chief, which could cause difficulties.  
 
This confusion was seen for example when in the middle of a working day builders are 
found sitting round holding court, trying a teacher from the nearby primary school. 
Although in the modern world he is socially superior as a teacher to the builders, by 
tribal custom they are entitled to try him, and to impose a fine for misdemeanours.  
 
The transgression in this case had been that he had sent round one of his pupils (during 
the school day) to collect money from the builders for some suspect purpose, and they 
felt that he was trying to cheat them.    
 
Independence and Language: 
 
The discussions about co-operatives gave rise to some linguistic problems. In societies 
seeking a national identity, creating a ’pure’ language becomes an issue. As 
independence approached for Botswana efforts were being made to substitute ’created’ 
Setswana words for English ones. This caused much puzzlement. Many English and 
Afrikaans words have been absorbed into Setswana over time, and are regarded as 
belonging. This problem usually had to be resolved by falling back on the English or 
Afrikaans equivalent: 
 
A new Chapter: 
 
At the end of 1967 we left newly-independent Botswana for Engand, to return less than 
three years later. We wanted our children to have some experience of living in Britain, 
and for them and their grandparents to have the opportunity to get to know each other.  
 
Also, I felt I needed some further training and qualification. I had struggled (besides 
teaching) to be architect, supervisor, clerk of works and quantity surveyor all-in-one - 
learning as I went along.  
 
What happened with the newly-formed builders’ co-operative while we were away, as 
well as later on, will be the subject of the next chapter. 
 
Summary: 
 
Why did we come to Botswana?  Taking part in early Aldermaston Marches in the late 
1950s, the simplistic idea came to us that for ‘Peace’, there needed to be social and 
economic justice. Charities like Oxfam and War on Want were being set up, and it was 
obvious that the ’Under-Developed’ countries needed support. It took several years of 
training and preparation for us to get to the point of departure (that might be the subject 
of other notes).  
 
When we said we were going to the Bechuanaland Protectorate there had been alarm 
and despondency. Everybody knows that Africa is ’The White Man’s Grave’. “You 
mustn’t let the children touch the ground!”. In the event we found Botswana to be one of 
the healthier places in the world, thanks to the dry climate.   
 



How can I summarise thoughts on that amazing period in our family’s life? I feel very 
lucky to have been involved in such an inspired and inspiring enterprise. Pat and Liz 
through their initiative and commitment created a situation in which the potential of all 
of us could be realised. At the same time, though ostensibly ’teachers’, we surely 
learned far more than we taught!  
 
The experience showed us the extraordinary in the lives of ‘ordinary’ people, and the 
ordinary in the ‘extraordinary’. It has coloured everything that has followed - mainly 
through our having learned the lesson of “Go for It!” - as Pat and Liz had done when 
they committed themselves to building a school. 
 
That isn’t to say that there weren’t problems - the inevitable differences of opinion, and 
difficulties with relating to each other. The important thing was that we stuck with the 
project, against obstacles - internal as well as external - which could have caused it to 
disintegrate. Why was this so at Swaneng, when other projects fell apart?   
 
Considering the state of the ’developed’ world today, how could we have imagined that 
we had solutions to offer to the dilemmas of ‘development‘? Strong voices from ’The 
South’ are now telling us that ’aid’ is potentially harmful. 
 
We were people of our time.  We had lived through the War years, to grow up in the 
post-war euphoria of free health-care and education, and the Welfare State in all its 
aspects. We had ‘Never had it so good’. We thought we were well on the way to solving 
social and  economic issues. This seemed to be a model worth sharing.  
 
The Scandinavian countries managed to grow from poverty to moderate affluence in the 
twentieth century, bypassing our dark-satanic-mills episode to reach the post-industrial 
era in a couple of generations. They are now regarded as models of moderation. There 
may still be grounds for hope that Botswana will be able to distinguish the baby from 
the bathwater! 
 
We brought some useful skills, and had a real sense of ‘mission’. ‘Missionary work’ is 
how Festus Mogae, later President of Botswana, described our assignment when he 
wrote to us at that time.  That was probably intended as a compliment.    
 
 


