
Your Literary News from the Heart of the Karoo

As we prepare to put together our 3rd issue of The New Rich-
mond Reader I find myself in the small village of my birth, 
Stanbridge East in what are called the Eastern Townships, 
which lie south east of Montréal and extend to the American 
border. It was land originally given by the Crown to what were 
called United Empire Loyalists, citizens of the then 13 Colonies 
of the United States, who did not wish to live under a revolu-
tionary new government, one whose principles ran in direct 
contrast to their traditional values under the Union Jack and 
the British Empire.

I like to think of my Karoo in South African as the new Eastern 
Townships in my life, same sort of people with the same sort of 
values.

The annual Booktown Richmond BoekBedonnerd from Octo-
ber 25-27th  will be hosting a great lineup of speakers; so don’t 
forget to diarize. One of the community programmes which we 
run under the auspices of the Richmond Community
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Development Foundation is a daily story reading and book lending service to the many kids living in the town-
ships of Richmond. These take place in the Richmond Community Centre and on Fridays in the new Richmond 
Town Library. Michael Drysdale is the Pied Piper with his books and stories and is becoming the highlight of the 
day for many kids in the greater Richmond community. I have attached a clipping from the local Graaff Reinet 
Advertiser for your interest. I would add that we are always looking for support in the way of books, writing 
instruments, paper, and shelving.

The first South African newspaper I read whilst flying from London to Johannesburg had a very pertinent article 
by Maurice Smithers (Star Monday March 19, 2012), on the fact that it was easier to get drunk than to read. This 
is so true in South Africa today and hence it is all the more important that we bring the written and spoken word 
to the young people of this country; it is the only hope that they will see a future other than through the bottom 
of a bottle of beer or papsak.

photograph                                        Michael Drysdale



The J M Coetzee & S A Nobel Laureates Festival running on the 25th and 26th of May will be a great weekend 
featuring some wonderful speakers including: Anton Harber; Allister Sparks ( Tutu biography); Deborah Stein-
mair; Maureen Isaacson and Andries Oliphant on Nadine Gordimer; Kevin Harris (documentary on Tutu); Ilse 
Zietsman (In the Footsteps of Pablo Neruda); Engela Duvenhage (Mural Towns); Darryl David (Jewish Memo-
ries of Mandela); Jonathan Deale ( Timeless Karoo) and Helize van Vuuren, Marius Crous, Lucy Graham and 
Marianne de Jongh on JM Coetzee. We look forward to seeing you there.

PC Baker

photograph                    Micheal Drysdale
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I strolled along the bumpy road towards the site for the 
new cottage under a large acacia. The first had, I admit, 
taken a few years to build but, after all, you learn by 
experience. I didn’t do the books in the town’s butchery 
for thirty years without learning that.

From the top of the rise, a twin of the one on which the 
other cottage is situated and with the same view to the 
south, I could see a car approaching, sending spirals of 
dust into the air.

They all thought it a huge joke when I bought this 
rocky twenty-hectare plot and house needing tlc with 
my pension third because of its lack of arable land, but 
who wants to farm when you have views like this and a 
potential holiday resort? And here comes my first cus-
tomer, guest rather, paying guest, in a nice-looking car. 

It was moving fast and was heading my way. I felt slight-
ly elated, my pulse quickened, and I took a deep breath 
as I went back down to the road. It had to come. These 
people will spread the word and it will snowball. A 
snowball rolling to success in a semi-desert. I’ll have to 
get a move on with the second cottage. Further ahead, I 
had in mind a tea garden, but that was my secret.

I stood at the side of the road and the car skidded to a 
halt beside me, sending up a cloud of dust.

“Sorry about the bushveld conditions,” I said. “Pity your 
car is open.” The driver pressed a button and the hood 
silently slid out from the back and clicked perfectly into 
position. “Oh, I say, some car.”

“I bought it a few days ago.” The young man had longish 
blond hair and was dressed smartly in a pale, shining, 
part-mohair suit, dark shirt and colourful spotted tie 
loose around his neck. “I hear you have, like, a cottage 
to let.”

“Yes, b’Jove, as a matter of fact I do.”

“I’ll take it. Which way?”

“It’s a short walk from my house. There’s no road 
directly to it, but soon … ”

“Get in, Grandpa. Show me.” He opened the passenger 
door.

Bumptious young pup. However, in business triviality 
should not interfere with potentiality, and fortunately, 
I am not easily humiliated. I got in and he drove to-
wards the house.

“By the way, I’m not a grandfather yet.”

“But you will be one day. Right?”

“I certainly hope so. How long will you be staying?” I 
glanced at his unshaven jaw, and Rolex.

“Forever.” He stopped behind my lean-to garage where 
my trusty old 90s bakkie was parked. Our compact 
little house suddenly looked scruffy and needed some 
work. Empty paint tins and planks lay scattered about. 
Funny how you don’t notice these things.

”Which way now?”

“We’ll have to walk from here, I’m afraid.”

“Which way?” He stared at me with cold blue eyes.

“The cottage is straight up this hill. Exactly forty-three 
metres.”

He put the car into extra low and drove uphill astride 
the footpath, over the rocks and clumps of grass, be-
tween the trees, twisting, scraping and grinding metal 
on rock. He parked at the door of the cottage.

“Is this it?”

“Yes.” It was rustic charm. The quartz pieces were 
glinting in the rays of the late afternoon sun.

“It’s a palace. How much?”

“It’s um … three hundred…”

“Don’t be shy, Grandpa.”

“With continental breakfast it will be three-twenty-five 
a night,” I said firmly, cunningly adding on the twenty-
five. I’ll show you grandpa, young whippersnapper.

Grandpa’s B&B
By Robin Whales                                                                                        
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He took out a wad of two-hundred-rand notes, peeled 
off a bunch and handed them to me. Then he pulled a 
suitcase and a large holdall from the boot and went to 
the cottage door. I followed but he stopped and gave 
me that look.

“I’ll see you,” he said.

“I’ll need your name for the receipt. I’m Gregory.”

“Dave, but don’t bother right now.” He pointed towards 
the east. “Hey, that’s the highway, right?”

“Yes.”

“Can you hear cars passing?”

“Yes, but they are not all that noisy.”

“And sirens?”

“Occasionally, but the police aren’t a problem, they’re 
asleep most of the time.”

“You really think so?” That look again as he went 
inside.

I had built the one-room cottage myself and it was 
attractive, if I may say so. I inspected it frequently. 
From my property came the stones and quartz pieces, 
the black mud that dried hard like cement, and the 
timbers for the fine-combed thatch grass. The brown 
schist with blue and white patches where I had 
chipped contrasted with the rosy-pink quartz placed 
every four along and two up in the walls.

It is a practical piece of work because I am a practi-
cal man, but there is a fair amount of artistry in it too. 
My wife, Beth, on the other hand, is not practical or 
artistic. I had wanted cheerful quilts and curtains, flo-
ral, but I accepted the black and blue patchwork made 
from some of her old winter skirts and our worn table-
cloths, and heavy-sheeting curtains, dyed to match.

Beth had not turned out exactly as I would have liked, 
but that’s life. My daughter and I, however, are good 
friends, although any time now she would find her 
own place. Nevertheless, we’re a family unit.

Back at the house I joined my wife for tea on the front

verandah. I decided to delay the revelation of my mo-
ment of triumph as long as possible.

“How’s it looking today?” she said.

“It improves with time. Cosy, tranquil. What the in-
spectors from the Department of Tourism would grade 
as comfortable.” I would not tell her again that we 
were making a contribution to the hospitality industry, 
however small.

“And the crooked wall?”

“It is not crooked. It’s slightly inclined which adds to 
the rural charm and conforms with the general atmo-
sphere.” I sighed. I had never felt calmer in this recur-
rent confrontation. “I’ve decided to change its name to 
Grandpa’s B&B.”

“It does have a nice ring about it, although you’re not 
one. We may have a guest by the time you are.” I did 
not reply. “Don’t you think,” she said after a pause, 
“that you should advertise?”

“No.”

“It’s been finished four months and not a soul has 
made the vaguest enquiry.”

“I repeat. I do not believe in advertising. My business 
connections are acquainted with the situation and they 
have all been out to have a look, as you well know.”

“Small town curiosity.”

“Word of mouth is the surest marketing medium.” 
There was no anger in my voice this time. “There is 
also a sign at the turnoff.” I was proud of that as well. 
Plot 63 B&B it read, soon to change. I had made it 
from limbs of my own trees, treated with preservative.

“No one from town is likely to come here for the week-
end, or even a night, now are they?” she persisted.

“Some people do like to get away.” I smiled to myself as 
my moment drew closer.

“Yes, but not three K’s from home where you can still 
see factory chimneys. It’s the big city people you must 
try and attract. They’ll think it’s quaint.”
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“I’ll be starting on the second cottage tomorrow.”

“How nice. It should be finished in a year or two, and I 
suppose half the town will come and have a look.”

“That will form part of the marketing strategy.”

“I do hope we get a tenant in the first one before I have 
to make all those teas again.”

“Two pi R,” I said. “Three point one four … six point 
two eight. Radius will be four metres. Mmmm. All 
worked out. A simple formula and I have the exact 
circumference of the new building.”

“Oh, don’t start on that stuff again.” I knew that would 
rattle her.

“Thank you for the tea.”

I stood up and took out the wad, peeled off three 
thousand rands as Dave had done, and flicked them 
through my fingers so that they floated higgledy-pig-
gledy to the floor. As I headed for my room I heard her 
startled shriek.

“What’s this? What’s going on, Gregory?” I enjoyed 
that.

“My guest will be staying for a while.” That was even 
better. I turned to look at her on her knees.

Later, as I was watching television, I thought it would 
be a good idea to have the young man to dinner. Beth 
agreed. A small celebration. My daughter was back 
from the butchery and I found her in the kitchen 
unloading her free meat allowance into the fridge. She 
smelled of polony and boerewors. I had never noticed 
it when we worked there together. Nice kid. Homely. 
Pale and a bit chubby, muscular legs from cycling to 
work and good arms and shoulders from the butchery. 
She was a woman for all that. At thirty-eight, in the 
prime of her life.

She looked at me strangely when I told her about the 
guest. “Y’want me to go fetch ‘m?”

“I’ll invite him over, Del. You take a bath and get tidied 
up.”

The young man was standing at the cottage door, talk-
ing on his cell and looking east towards the highway, 
when I rounded the front wall. He was in long shorts 
and barefoot and shirtless.

“What do you want?”

“We wondered if you’d care to sup with us?” He stared 
at me. “We’re having a delicious spread, lamb cutlets 
actually, and my wife and daughter are very good 
cooks.”

His face softened and he smiled. “I was hoping you 
would ask me. They told me at the garage about your 
family.”

“Splendid. Shall we say at about seven? We’ll have a 
spot first.” So it was the garage. I’ll thank them.

“Right-oh.”

At the house I took out the whisky, brandy and gin, 
and my soda siphon, handed down to me by my father 
and to him by his. I am not a drinking man but I al-
ways keep it in the house. The bottles were still nearly 
half full although I’d had them for years.

The young man drove down at six-thirty and parked 
on the kikuyu lawn right in front of me, and Beth 
came out to meet him. Most evenings I like to sit on 
the verandah and watch the changing colours at sunset 
in the valley below, and the TV soaps over my shoul-
der through the window. His early arrival was irritat-
ing but I let it pass.

“You wish that was, like, all your land, don’t you, 
Gregory?” he said. He was smoking a cigar and had 
shaved which showed respect.

“No, no, Dave. I’m happy with my few hectares in the 
hills.”

“Yeah, right. To own all that land.” He gazed at the 
different shapes and shades of the few cultivated fields, 
and white dots of houses with green surrounds. “Pow-
er. Money. Money is power, isn’t it?”

“Well…”
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“Many years ago I used to dream, night after night, 
that I was, like, locked in the vault of the Bank of Eng-
land.”

“They say the subconscious is unpredictable and dif-
ficult to understand.”

“I would wake up laughing, with the most wonderful 
feelings I’d ever had.”

I poured two whisky and sodas and told him to help 
himself when he felt like it. He didn’t have much to say 
after that but by the time we moved into dinner he had 
finished the whisky.

“Will my stuff be all right up there?”

“Yes.”

“Anyone likely to come round?”

“No, people seldom go visiting on Fridays in these 
parts.”

My daughter looked different at dinner. She was 
scrubbed clean and had put water on her hair and 
brushed it flat on her head and back behind her ears. 
This was against well-meant advice because it accentu-
ated her ears and nose, not her best features. She wore 
make-up and smelt heavily of perfume. That was better 
than ’wors.

My wife served the cutlets, mash and beans, and took 
hers through to the kitchen, as usual, and I poured 
the wine. This was nice. Good food and drink, family, 
company and a new beginning. How many men my 
age, in retirement, were as content as I was and on the 
brink of a new adventure? I dug in.

Throughout the meal my daughter stared at Dave and 
breathed as though she had just chopped up a sheep. 
Halfway through we finished the wine and Dave 
fetched the brandy.

The coffee came and I brought in the gin and poured 
a good tot into each cup. My wife had hers with us 
and started to clear the table. The young man smiled 
broadly at my daughter and she responded with that 
genuine smile of hers, all teeth and gums, a picture of 
happiness. Dave closed his eyes and shook his head

and shoulders like a dog stepping out of water. We had 
more coffee and I proposed a toast to Del.

“May you have dual successes one day, daughter of 
mine, in the butchery business and in securing your 
dearest wish, upon which we will not elaborate.”

It had been a wonderful dinner. I asked my daughter 
to take the torch and show Dave to his car. My wife 
began washing up and I heard Dave start up, rev the 
engine for the town to hear, and go grinding and 
clanking off. Del didn’t come in but I knew she could 
look after herself. I went to bed and my wife must have 
done the same. Some time later I heard my daughter 
giggling happily, most unusual for her, as she climbed 
into bed.

In the morning I decided to take coffee to the young 
man myself while my wife prepared the breakfast tray. 
I peeped into Del’s room to find her still snoring. This 
room would be my office when she moved into her 
own home. On the floor by her bed were wads and 
wads of notes. I stood staring at them, then picked 
them up and took them to the safe in my room. For 
the dinner. What a generous young man.

The cottage was closed up. I walked all the way round, 
listening carefully for any sound of life. Nothing. It was 
eight o’clock. I decided to try again later. I took the tray 
back and went to the other hill and placed a pile of 
stones where the middle of the new cottage would be. 
With a sharp piece I marked the two trees that would 
have to be uprooted by my neighbour, who kept the 
wood for payment and provided labour. 

It was nine-thirty when I returned, this time with the 
breakfast tray. I placed it outside the door and knocked 
softly, then harder. The door wasn’t locked so I opened 
it a few inches.

“Hullo, good morning.” No response. Louder: “Hullo! 
Everything all right?”

I went in. The place was a mess. Paper and stuff all 
over. In the light from the doorway I could see the 
young man was sitting up in bed, leaning back against 
the wall, naked and smiling. I said good morning 
and took in the rest of the room in more detail as my 
eyes became accustomed to the gloom. The paper was 
money! There was a carpet of rand notes.
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They hid the bedspread and table-top, they were 
pasted to the walls and the door. In the home-made 
ashtray blackened, half-burnt notes lay with cigar butts 
and the remains of the cake of soap he must have used 
for glue.

Puzzled, I looked at the young man. He had not 
moved. Then I saw a small pistol dangling over the 
side of the bed from his forefinger. It was short-bar-
relled and had an ivory handle. In the young man’s 
temple was a round hole the size of a nostril and down 
his cheek and neck, a squiggly line of dried blood.

The police and townsfolk caused somewhat of a 
disruption after that, although Beth did get some tea 
business. There were investigations, an inquest and 
plain snooping with cameras, and all the money was 
confiscated and, I presume, returned to its rightful 
owner. But the surprise of my life came when our dar-
ling daughter achieved, though not in a manner I had 
anticipated, her heart’s desire nine months later.
            

	  

      About the Author         

Robin Whales                              

Robin Whales was born in then North-
ern Rhodesia, grew up in then Rhodesia, 
where he later taught English at his old 
school, moved to Johannesburg where 
he opened his own broadly-journalistic 
company, and has now retired to Knysna 
in the Western Cape.
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Frank Wild
By Angie Butler                                                                                        

The funeral party made its way from the little wooden 
whalers’ church in Grytviken to the cemetery that lies 
upon a tussock hill overlooking the glassy waters of 
Cumberland Bay, heart tugging in its simplicity.

As the small pine box containing Frank Wild’s ashes 
was lowered into the ground, watched by some 80 pas-
sengers, Alexandra Shackleton, Sir Ernest Shackleton’s 
grand-daughter and six Wild descendents, I reflected 
on the extraordinary seven year journey I had under-
taken to bring the ashes of John Robert Francis Wild, 
known simply as Frank, back to Grytviken, a place he 
had described as ‘one of the most perfect little har-
bours in the world.’ This was the final act of my quest 
to find his lost remains, but more importantly it was 
the fulfilment of his wish to be buried alongside one 
of the greatest polar explorers, Shackleton, his dearest 
friend and the man he called ‘Boss’.

Wild had accompanied Shackleton on three separate 
expeditions to Antarctica. It was during the final expe-
dition on the Quest, that Shackleton suddenly died of 
a heart attack at the age of 47. The continuous stress of 
funding expeditions and the lack of money to pay his 
men their wages contributed to his death.  Little was 
left for Wild once he returned to England and in 1923 
he departed for South Africa in search of a new life.

Sixteen years later Wild died of pneumonia in Klerks-
dorp, a small mining town near Johannesburg.  He 
died in obscurity. Little was known of him other than 
rumours that he was a drifter and a drinker. Unbeliev-
ably, no one knew what had happened to his remains, 
in effect, he was lost in life and in death.

Frank Wild was born in Skelton in North Yorkshire in 
1873, one of 13 siblings and the son of a schoolteacher. 
At the age of 16 he joined the merchant navy followed 
by the Royal Navy. It was a school of hard knocks but 
it led to his first polar expedition in 1901 on the Dis-
covery, with Captain Robert Scott and his first meeting 
of Shackleton.

During the Discovery expedition Shackleton, accom-
panied by Scott, broke down on the return journey

from an unsuccessful attempt of the Pole.  Scott sent 
him back to England on a relief ship announcing he 
was not well enough to remain down South.   Shackle-
ton, furious, assembled his own expedition, Nimrod in 
1909, specifically to try once again to attain the elusive 
glory and invited Wild to join him.

Accompanied by Adams and Marshall, they came to 
within 97 miles of the elusive prize, before turning 
back, knowing that, if they had reached the Pole they 
did not have the resources to arrive back to base alive. 
This decision set Shackleton aside as a leader.

Scott implored Wild to join him on another attempt of 
the Pole but Wild declined.  It was the ill-fated Terra 
Nova expedition on which Scott and four companions 
tragically died. On reaching the Pole, Scott was met 
with the sight of  a fluttering Norwegian flag and a tent 
as evidence that Amundsen had beaten him. Ravaged 
by hunger, cold and disappointment Scott and his men 
perished on the return journey. 

We can only speculate if Wild had accepted, would the 
outcome have been different? Instead Wild chose to 
join Douglas Mawson’s Australasia expedition map-
ping and charting a swathe of Antarctica’s coastline.

Wild’s calm countenance, his popularity amongst the 
men, his loyalty and humour and an extraordinary 
capacity to withstand the punishing hardships of 
Antarctica, made him one of the greatest explorers 
of his time. He demonstrated these qualities again on 
Elephant Island during the doomed Endurance expe-
dition. It is said that Shackleton never made a decision 
without consulting Wild first and said of Wild in a let-
ter to a Mr Perris a news editor of the Daily Chronicle, 
‘he is my second self. I love him. He has been a tower 
of strength to me.’ 

Little wonder that when Shackleton died on the Quest, 
the mens’ final sortie into the ice, Wild was at a loss 
and he immigrated to South Africa. It was there his 
first marriage failed as did his cotton farming project. 
Caught up in the 30’s Depression he took what jobs he 
could, mainly in the mining industry.

My research showed that in South Africa, he had lost 
none of his qualities. He was popular, unflappable, 
self-effacing and prepared to face any obstacle. He 
remarried in 1933, Trixie Rowbotham whom he 
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described ‘a helpful and loving wife,’ in a letter to Em-
ily, Shackleton’s wife. Yet he mourned for the comrade-
ship of his exploring days and in particular 
Shackleton. 

His plans to return to England evaporated and the 
five expeditions he had undertaken were taking their 
toll.  Wild, the only second person ever to be awarded 
the Polar medal with four bars died on the 19th Au-
gust 1939 with his beloved wife Trixie at his side. His 
funeral took place at the Braamfontein cemetery in 
Johannesburg and I discovered the reason that he was 
cremated and not buried was in order for his remains 
to be returned to South Georgia to be buried alongside 
the ‘Boss’, which was his and Trix’s dearest wish. How-
ever, he died only weeks before the outbreak of WW2 
and it was not possible. After that Trixie did not have 
the wherewithal to carry it out.

My passion for the Heroic Age led to my discovery of 
the little known and unsung hero, Frank Wild. He had 
gained a tarnished reputation in latter life that I was 
driven to repair and it seemed barely credible that his 
ashes were ‘lost’. I truly believed if anyone could find 
them, I could. The South Africa that I was born and 
grew up in was not that different to the South Africa 
Wild knew and my tenacity held no bounds.

I had found a newspaper cutting written in 1965 
suggesting Wild’s ashes were in a chapel but with no 
indication of where. I knew of only one chapel, the 
crematorium chapel in Braamfontein cemetery and 
something told me I must return.. I flew to Johannes-
burg in January 2011.

A cemetery worker took me down into a little-known 
vault under the chapel, known as a columbarium – a 
place to store ashes, and the hairs stood up on my 
neck. A sixth sense told me they must be there. Time 
constraints forbade me to check every niche and the 
hundreds of caskets and urns, I asked Alan Buff a cem-
etery expert to look for me and I flew back to England. 
A few days later I received an email. ‘Commander 
Wild’s ashes found.’ I felt weak.

All that was left to do was to have the blessing of his 
descendents and permission from the Falkland Gov-
ernment to take his ashes back to South Georgia. They 
not only agreed but in an unprecedented move allowed 
them to be buried next to Shackleton. A voyage to the

Falklands, South Georgia and Antarctica was neces-
sary and I had come to the end of my quest and the 
beginning of Wild’s final voyage.
            

	  

      About the Author         
Angie Butler was born and educated 
in Johannesburg, where she remained 
for several years working in film and 
theatre. She moved to London in her 
mid twenties and attained a degree in 
sculpture at the City and Guilds of Lon-
don Art School. She became a sports 
journalist before moving into broader 
journalism and more recently Polar 
history.   She has written two books 
‘ICE TRACKS – Today’s Heroic Age 
of Polar Adventure’ and ‘THE QUEST 
FOR FRANK WILD’ a biography of 
a great polar explorer which has been 
made into documentary by the BBC. 

She is also a co-founder of the  travel company ICE TRACKS EX-
PEDITIONS taking people on voyages to the Arctic and Antarc-
tic. Although she returns to South Africa several times a year she 
lives in Warwickshire, England with her husband, the sculptor, 
James Butler RA and their five daughters. 
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BIOGRAPHY CAPTURES THE ROMANCE OF THE HEROIC AGE 
Reviewed by Rose Willis

In March this year 100 years will have passed since the discovery of the South Pole. In the light of this it is per-
haps fitting that a new book bringing all the drama of the era to life again, has been published.  The book, Scott’s 
Forgotten Surgeon, captures the adventurous life and poignant love story of explorer, Dr Reginald Koettlitz, a 
great man, of noble descent. .  After a life of great adventure and excitement he died in the Queens Central Hos-
pital, in Cradock, in the Karoo, on January 10, 1916, within two hours of his beloved wife, Marie-Louise. 

Koettlitz  was  only 55  at the time of his death. He had been part of the Theatre the Heroic Age, witnessing the 
pomp, ceremony, triumph and tragedy of major expeditions of discovery to the Arctic, Antarctic, the Blue Nile 
and Amazon. The great Scottish explorer, William Speirs Bruce, described him as “a man of great charm and 
character, an explorer of the best type, scientific, painstaking, and indifferent to notoriety or reward.” In this bi-
ography author Aubrey A (Gus) Jones, has captured the full drama and excitement of four journeys undertaken 
by Koettlitz leading up to his ill-fated trip with the Terra-Nova Expedition. 

Scott’s Forgotten Surgeon is a fascinating read.  Gus Jones has captured the essence of this true gentleman. His 
highly professional attitude led to dissention and dissatisfaction because he was too often highly critical of the 
lackadaisical, often disorganized, attitudes which were prevalent among expedition organizers of the day.  

Koettlitz was a geologist, botanist of great skill, expert ski-runner, dog and pony handler, as well as an authority 
on polar survival. As a surgeon and medical man his knowledge surpassed that of most expedition doctors. He 
had the skill to prevent and treat scurvy, the most dreaded of expedition diseases, yet this was neither acknowl-
edged nor utilised and this resulted in his dismissal. Koettlitz perfected a new three-colour development process 
which enabled him to show the first colour slides of Scott’s expedition in Dover, his home town, where he was 
never forgotten. 

This biography is rich in hitherto unpublished material, it contains many quotes from personal correspondence 
and it brings the late 1800s to life in a rich, romantic way.  After spending so much time on the ice Koettlitz 
chose to settle in a “place in the sun”.  In the Karoo he farmed and worked as a doctor with his beloved wife, 
Marie-Louise, the love of his life, at his side. He stood by comforting and supporting her, sharing all her grief, 
when their first and only child died – a tragedy because both adored children.  Then, when she developed a heart 
problem he almost literally worked himself to death caring for her. He too became weakened and ill and died 
within two hours of her passing.  His last wish, to be carried to his grave by Freemasons, was honoured. For six 
years he and Marie-Louise lay in an unmarked grave in the little Cradock cemetery, then, in 1922, Rev C W Wal-
lace, Rural Dean of Cradock, with the support of the Freemasons, collected funds and placed a memorial stone 
on their grave.  

p.s. Gus Jones will be at the Schreiner Festival in Cradock from 9 -12 August 2012

 The book costs£18.99. More info from info@whittlespublishing.com  
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On Sunday I popped down to the local convenience 
store at the Engen service station to return some 
DVDs and pick up a few things. On the way I passed 
a scrap metal cart being pulled by a donkey. When-
ever I see this sight I feel the same as I do at the scene 
of a car accident - I really, really don’t want to look 
but some awful compulsion always makes me have a 
quick glance to ascertain the state of the poor beast of 
burden. I was standing in the check-out queue wait-
ing to pay when my attention was drawn to a sudden 
burst of noise and activity outside on the forecourt. 
Through the window I saw that the donkey and cart 
were pulled up alongside the pumps for “refuelling”. 
The donkey had its nose in the watering can generally 
used to top up cars, and the cart passenger was swab-
bing down the poor creature’s sweaty flanks with the 
squeegee-thing usually used to clean windscreens, and 
to score a bigger tip. The driver and passenger were 
having an extremely loud and colourful conversa-
tion, none of which I could understand apart from the 
“voks” and “jou ma” comments, but which must have 
been extremely funny judging by the toothless guf-
faws. The terrible misuse of the squeegee caused one 
of the (bored and almost lifeless) pump attendants to 
amble across lethargically to this comic tableau and 
confiscate the item. There followed an incomprehen-
sible diatribe accompanied by lots of hand gestures 
which ended with the attendant shambling reluc-
tantly back to the cashier window and mumbling a 
long story, at which the cashier shrieked indignantly 
and told him “nee man, hulle moet vok off ”. She then 
explained to her intrigued audience that the donkey 
would only move away from the pumps if it was given 
some apples. It seemed obligatory to donate the bag of 
apples I had just purchased for my son. This was met 
with huge toothless grins, much bowing and God Bless 
You Merrems. As I returned to my car I had the happy 
honour of over-hearing the donkey being told loudly 
that it must be the “most vokking fency-schmency 
blerrie vokking perd on the whole of the Cape Flats, 
eating epples from vokking Woolwurths”.

Kaapse Vlakte vir die Dag
By Unknown Author                                                                                       

photograph                   Micheal Drysdale
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For comments, suggestions and criticism, please do not hesitate 
to contact us via e-mail at any time.

If you wish to submit material we shall look forward to receiving 
your writings or photographs.

Our e-mail address is:  newrichmondreader@mweb.co.za

Yours Sincerely,

The New Richmond Reader

Layout Design     Jan Currin


