
 

FIRST IMPRESSIONS CAN BE MISLEADING! 

Yes off to Botswana, I would say to everyone as much as to say; you stick to your 

highly predictable boring 9 to 5 jobs, I am off to the sun! 

I knew more about the Basarwa Bushmen and the Tsodilo Hills than they did 

themselves by the time I got on the plane or at least I thought I did.  

Yes, I have all the arrangements made and everything will be fine thanks and 

stopping worrying as I said goodbye to my father and mother at Heathrow. 

I went out to Serowe on my own initially and Anna was to follow later. 

After some 14hours flight to Johannesburg and another couple of hours to Gaborone 

I stood on Gaborone train station heading north and had hoped to meet someone 

connected to the brigades, but like most of my precision plans they never 

materialised. Anyway I headed towards Palapye in the early evening. The Batswana 

people were gracious and easy to approach even though they must have thought 

this strange sounding dude must have come from another planet and certainly didn’t 

know his ass from his elbow. The next stage of the journey was a cold initiation to life 

ahead. Getting off the train at Palapye at about 2.00am and finding a bus that went 

to a place of the name of Serowe was a lottery. Everyone keen to get on a bus that 

went somewhere and the last thing they had time for was to explain which bus I 

should catch.  After fighting to get on the bus with another hundred odd people when 

30 was the limit seemed even for a Welsh farmer crushed amongst some cattle a 

little on the tight side. And plenty of noise and screaming babies to add to the 

commotion. But for a good measure we were to be thrown around to hell and back as 

we jumped along this dirt track at great speed with a huge cloud of dust following us. 

I never got to ask John Binns for compensation for my post-traumatic stress 

disorder. I don’t think I have been more grateful for getting to the end of my journey 

(or at least I thought I had) than getting to Boiteko. The doors swung open and we all 

spewed out onto the road. 

I got Boiteko at around 3am. Little did I expect it was in the middle of nowhere.  

Being unable to speak any Setswana, all I could say was ‘Patrick van Rensburg’!  

I managed to get a northerly direction; literally walking to pitch darkness and to the 

unknown. Laden with 50kg, two big suitcases, my progress across many deep 

dongas was very slow and not even a stray dog insight. And laden with a bigger load 

on my mind, am I going in the right direction? 

Miraculously, I found Patrick van Rensburg’s rondavel at around 5am. And if there 

was no formal reception awaiting for me, at least the cockerels were making a stir 

and making some effort to greet me. 

With hundreds of rondavels to choose from, was this the right one? Nobody likes to 

be disturbed in early hours of the morning. I hesitantly knocked on the door in hope 

and after 10mins Liz van Rensburg eventually came out. 



She explained that Patrick had a party the night before. In waiting for Patrick to 

return to planet earth, she told me that she knew of me. Liz had been taught by my 

Aunt in Anglesey. As you well know, the Welsh are all related in some way or other! 

After about another 30minutes, Patrick made an appearance. 

He looked like death warmed up and he couldn’t manage to put more than two words 

together. He was drunk as a skunk. 

My first thought was what have I done here? I had volunteered to work for a 

permanent drunk for the next few years and who could barely say his name!  

As the sun was rising, he drove me in his white Toyota backie to a so called ‘Danish 

house’ at Serowe Farmers Brigade. I felt we had been driving many miles but in fact 

it was barely a mile. As the sun was rising, suddenly the world opened up with this 

vast plain to the left in a blanket of morning mist and two hills to the right covered in 

Acacia tress. Botswana winter morning are always magical.  

The sun was lying low in the sky and the first time I experienced this bright light with 

brilliant blue sky and a gentle breeze was a magical moment. This image is imprinted 

in my head. And even if I was going to be working for a ‘piss head’ for the next few 

years, at least I could enjoy the scenery! 

Although it felt like eternity, we eventually got to the Danish house hidden amongst 

the trees, which was completely bare except for an old mattress in one of the 

bedrooms. 

The place smelt of dogs but by this stage, I couldn’t care where I was sleeping; it 

was one bad dream! 

Little known to me this mattress was infested with ticks so I spent the next week with 

Tick bite fever! 

My introduction to Serowe could have been slicker, but it wouldn’t have left such an 

everlasting impression had it being any other way. Nothing like first impressions! 

Don’t be hasty in your judgement, you probably have caught someone on a bad day! 


