
through the province while  indigenous 
people such as the San, Nama and Griqua 
regard it as their ‘heimat’. No wonder then 
that the Northern Cape selected extreme 
adventure, nature and culture as the pillars 
for its destination brand.

Quite unexpectedly, it was not our 
untouched natural heritage and many 
indigenous cultural groups that provided 
the momentum for looking differently at 
the Northern Cape as a destination but two 
international events that grabbed the world’s 

Foreword by Mr John Block MPL, Member of 
the Executive Council for Finance, Economic 
Development and Tourism
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destination advantages when compared 
to the rest of  South Africa. These are 
diamonds, the Kalahari, Namaqualand 
flowers, stargazing and cultural heritage. 
In addition, the province as a destination 
is marked by the fact that it boasts the 
Richtersveld World Heritage Area, three 
deserts – Kalahari, Richtersveld and Karoo, 
six national parks, six provincial nature 
reserves, the Orange and Vaal rivers flowing 
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attention. The first was the announcement 
of  the Bloodhound Supersonic Car, a 
project with the ultimate goal to drive 
a car faster than 1 000 miles per hour 
(1 609 kilometres per hour) which will 
take place in 2013 on Haakskeen pan in 
the southern Kalahari. The second was 
the staging of  the first Maloof  Money 
Cup skateboarding event outside of  the 
United States. Both these events offered 
fantastic new opportunities to introduce 
the local Northern Cape culture, not only 
its San, Nama and Griqua people but 
its food, wine, music and dances, to the 
world, thus opening many more doors 
on what is essentially the heart of  the 
province as a destination.

The Northern Cape government 
therefore has good reason to continue 
to invest in cultural and heritage tourism. 
This is done through working with 
the !Xun, Khwe and Khomani San 
groups to further develop their tourism 
infrastructure such as cultural villages in 
Platfontein near Kimberley and the Uruke 
bush camp near Witdraai in the Kalahari. 
This year we will also develop a tourism 
product master plan for the Galeshewe 
Uprising which would also include a 
museum dedicated to the role of  women 
in the struggle. 

The Northern Cape tourism 
development focus is distinctly on tourist 
route development and event support. 
In both these initiatives the development 
and improvement of  cultural and heritage 
tourism experiences play a significant role. 
We also have a strong focus on supporting 
small events in rural areas that has a high 
cultural content such as the J.M. Coetzee 
Festival in Richmond that is dedicated 
to Nobel laureates for literature and the 
Williston Winter Festival, an event noted 
for its Riel dancing performances.

The successful development of  the 
Northern Cape as a destination depends 
a lot on creating successful partnerships. 
We therefore cherish our relationship with 
the University of  KwaZulu-Natal’s Centre 
for Communication, Media and Society as 
they provide valuable and well researched 
information that guides decision-making 
in the provincial tourism industry. 

Work done on !Xaus Lodge and other 
projects related to cultural tourism in 
the Northern Cape provide important 
markers as we continue to empower local 
communities in rural areas to significantly 

benefit from tourism 
development and a sustainable 
local and provincial tourism 
industry.

Lion prints in the Kgalagadi Transfrontier Park 

Rock face and engraving at Biesje Poort

!Xaus Lodge 

Photo: Lauren Dyll-Myklebust

Photo: Lauren Dyll-Myklebust

Photo: Lauren Dyll-Myklebust
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By Lauren Dyll-Myklebust

With an interest in development communication, issues of  identity 
and tourism, and indigenous knowledge that were piqued in my 
MA dissertation, I wanted to find a topic where the outcome of  
my PhD research would have use-value and could possibly have 
a positive impact on society in some way.  Field research for my 
MA opened my eyes to the ambivalence of  development on the 
ground, particularly with indigenous communities. I wanted to 
investigate this complexity within a specific case study. I was in 
luck. 

Soon after my return Glynn O’ Leary from Transfrontier 
Parks Destination (TFPD) visited CCMS to discuss the poverty 
alleviation-funded and community-owned lodge for which 
TFPD was awarded a tender. TFPD were to become the 
operating partner of  the lodge owned by the ≠Khomani and 
Mier communities of  the Northern Cape - the same communities 
I had met and got to know during my MA study. !Xaus Lodge 
thus became the development project around which I explored 
the dialectical nature of  human knowledge, and development as 
a negotiation between stakeholders in the practice of  tourism.

 The study valorises the voices of  all stakeholders (indigenous 
community owners, private sector, public sector) analysing their 
expectations and how they negotiate the processes involved in 
the lodge establishment. My thesis synthesises previous research 
and real world examples within a participatory action research 

approach. The outcome of  the thesis is the formulation of  a 
model for culturally-sensitive public-private-community (PPCP) 
lodge partnerships. 

I say this was ‘a calling’ because although I knew a PhD was 
going to be hard work, there was definitely some sort of  divine 
influence at work that saw me through the five year journey of: the 
mountain of  reading material, long field trips to and from !Xaus 
Lodge, the solitary hours madly typing away, writing, correcting, 
questioning yourself, then re-questioning yourself, then writing 
again. Luckily I had a great support system: both with family and 
friends and at CCMS. 

Did I achieve what I set out to do? The value of  the model 
I generated was recognised by my examiners, and one of  them 
commented that it is: “an elegant and generalizable model for 
future PPCP projects... a workable model that actually can be used 
by project planners...This section of  the dissertation could be sent 
directly to the South African government’s tourism development 
office for its immediate use, such is the model’s clarity and 
obvious practicality”. So, what’s next? Ensuring that people in the 
tourism development field are aware of  the existence of  models 
such as this, and of  success stories in multi-stakeholder tourism 
development like !Xaus Lodge. Lessons learnt in the experience 
and studies of  such endeavours could possibly be of  value in 
other areas.

It feels slightly surreal to have completed my thesis. A huge relief, 
but there is also a sense of  “what now?”: it was a sort of  labour 
of  love (and stress) that I worked on for many years. Prof  Donal 
McCracken wrote the following to me in my final days of  thesis 
writing: «When the great 18th century British historian, Gibbon 
finished his great work, The Decline and Fall of  the Roman Empire 
he wrote that he walked in his garden”. This is a ‘McCrackenism’ 
that I think everyone who has just completed their dissertation 
or thesis can relate to on some level - it’s being able to 
return to doing the simple things in life without thinking “I 
should be working on my chapter” that is just so rewarding. 

Lauren on one of her first field trips to the Northern Cape

Photo: Carla Elliot Photo: Lauren Dyll-Myklebust

Pondering the Completion 
of a PhD thesis

I WAS IN London when I got ‘a calling’ to do my PhD.  Having 
spent almost two years away from University, I missed the 

reading, engaging debates, seminars and critical thinking that are 
part of  graduate studies in CCMS. I packed my bags and headed 
home. I returned to CCMS and knew I could as I had kept in 
touch with many staff  and students at CCMS (as most of  his 
students will know, once on Prof  Keyan Tomaselli’s listserve, 
always on Prof  Tomaselli’s listserve!)

I
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It was not long in the afternoon when one of  the two 4x4s 
broke down. We managed to tow the car along to the next 
town, Bethlehem, which was many hours away from our first 
destination, Kimberley.  Finally a plan was made and we all 
‘happily’ travelled to Kimberley. A happiness that was not to last 
as Prof ’s car then broke down due to a tyre problem. By this 
time it was late in the evening and we were all frozen to the bone. 
We eventually changed the wheel and we were able to travel to 
our guest house where we quickly settled down, and prepared 
ourselves for our first day at the research sights. Things seemed 
to break down a lot on this trip, even communication. At one 
point we even phoned Kimberley for a jack that we had all along!

Early in the morning we travelled to the Wildebeest Kuil 
Museum where our Masters students and researchers presented 
their research in a public seminar. We watched a movie about 
rock art, and the displacing of  the !Kung and Khwe communities.  
My most refreshing realisation during the presentations was that 
the knowledge being produced had a practical impact on the 
development of  societies: these were not just words put together 
in a journal article, they meant something to real people.  One 

of  the most interesting topics, for me, was Varona 
Sathiyah’s presentation on the representation of  the 
Bushmen in tourism.  She challenged the assumptions 

I had about ‘Bushmen’ and their lifestyle; ideas that had come 
through television adverts, pictures or even documentaries. I 
was confronted by the possibility of  Bushmen representation as 
constructs with intended (commercial) objectives. The concept 
of  authenticity reared its head and went on to become a highly 
debated topic afterwards. Authentic? Maybe. But, for what 
purposes? The intellectual energy that filled the auditorium that 
morning awoke in me a fresh thirst for knowledge and new ways 
of  thinking.

After such an invigorating discussion, Petrus, a young black 
tour-guide who spoke in English with an Afrikaans accent, took 
us around the heritage site. I remember walking through the 
dry, long grass and seeing an old worn down building. Suddenly, 
nothing felt familiar to me, it was like I was a stranger in a foreign 
land, with people that valued drawings on rocks not only as part 
of  their heritage but also their indigenous identity. They had 
strong pride in it even though they knew that there are people 
who say that the ancient people who drew the drawings might 
not even have been Bushmen. This strong belief  in ones indentity 
is the opposite of  my environment where my peers embrace 
technology as part of  our daily lives, express our indigeneity 
in a haphazard and ambiguous way through social networking 
sites like Facebook, Mxit, and Twitter and where our identity is 
seen as an individual, commercial and publicised construction of  
expressing one’s self. I  realised that this was going to be a life 
changing, eye opening and informative experience.

 At this point I was eager and impatient to lay my eyes on at least 
one ‘authentic’ Bushman as it was getting late. My camera was 
ready and I waited in anticipation for my first gaze at this person 
who, for almost my whole life seemed to be an unreachable, 
untouchable being who lived out in the ‘bush’ somewhere in the 
world.  Ironically, our very own tour guide was a Bushman. He 
claimed this naming with pride. I was not sure whether I still 
wanted or needed to take a photo because he looked, bluntly 
putting it: normal.  He probably goes on Facebook and Mxit 
with his Blackberry - just like me. He was not the Other I had 
imagined. His Other- ness was more in my own head. Had I been 
the one who had been deceived into fixing the Bushmen in the 

All photos: Claudia Frindte

My Kalahari Experience:
 shifting perspectives

The sands of time against the setting sun: a simple metaphor for all of us about the transience of of human existence

By Abulele Njisane

ON THE 17th of  June 2011,  at seven o’clock in the 
morning, we gathered at Professor Keyan Tomaselli’s house 

in posh Westville to  travel to the not-so-posh Northern Cape, 
for a long exciting research trip that was to inspire and inform 
my Visual Anthropology Research project. I must admit that I 
was aprehensive as I didn’t know what to expect or how things 
would unfold - I’m not one who enjoys not being in control of  
a situation.  However, as we travelled in our convoy of  4x4s, 
I began to relax as I got used to alternating between dozing 
off, chatting to Prof  Tomaselli and my fellow researchers, and 
adjusting my tolerance levels for Prof ’s classic rock  music that 
played incessantly. This trip might be out of  my comfort zone 
but I was determined to embrace it.

O



past with images and a priori assumptions? I thought I would 
recognise the Bushmen without hesitation with their loin cloths, 
half  nakedness and hunting gear, but I was proven wrong. 
Going back to the Hadida guesthouse, I needed to discuss these 
observations and the meaning of  all these things with my friends 
Lungelo, Claudia (from Germany) and Sofia (from Greece). As 
we debated and negated the day’s events everything began to 
coalesce if  only due to the fact that nothing seemed to make 
much sense.

Unlike Durban, the nights in Kimberley were freezing and 
thus one had to have an early night’s sleep. Tom, however, gave 
us the luxury of  touring Kimberley’s CBD at night while looking 
for fast food shops – a world much closer to Durban’s bright 
lights than the Bushman’s scarcity-stricken world a mere 15 
kilometers away in Platfontein.

Early in the morning, we travelled to different museums 
from nine till late afternoon. The day was interesting because it 
revealed in detail the history of  Northern Cape, Kimberley to 
be specific, which was a good example of  South Africa’s history 
of  colonialism and marginalisation. Our next visit was to the Big 
Hole Museum. After searching frantically for my student card 
at the pay counter at the Big Hole, I realised that I had left it at 
the guest house which meant that I had to pay full price instead 
of  student discount. But  I wasn’t going to let extravagant prices 
make me miss seeing such an important piece of  our history. The 
museum focused on the discovery of  diamonds in Kimberley 
and was very insightful and eye-opening, especially when one 
took note of  all it’s historical gaps and information which is 
left out. The movie, which is screened as an introduction to the 
tour, was a significant aspect of  the tour because it evoked some 
important thoughts about the distribution of  wealth, ownership, 
power relations and inequality as well as racial prejudice and the 
effects of  such issues which are still rife in the present day. 

Next on the list was the Sol Plaatje museum and library. 
Learning about this important South African intellectual was 
fascinating and we were given a copy of  a book containing a 
collection of  his work. Being in Kimberley brought about an 
awareness of  the different vantage-points existing in South 
Africa. It reminded me that history is not confined to what we 
are told by others but is something to research and experience 
for a broad, perspective. 

Upon arriving at Molopo Lodge, in the Kalahari, I could think 
of  nothing else but a shower and a bed, after a full day’s journey 

from Kimberley to Upington, we were exhausted. The lodge was 
beautifully constructed, and the atmosphere had a calming sense 
to those of  us who were far from home. It was nearly 5:00 pm 
and we had to wait for the rest of  the team that we had left in 
Platfontein doing further research. Waiting meant preparing the 
group’s meal for the night, not very exciting after a long, tiring 
journey. We had a quick braai and all gathered around the fire 
as Nyasha, my Zimbabwean tutor/supervisor began to cook 
his long awaited pap, or Sadza, for the team while Varona made 
soup and then Tom and I tried to get the boerewors done. At 
the arrival of  the rest of  the team, food was dished out and we 
all sat around the table in the dark with two lamps that lit up 
the space and made us look like conspirators. This was a time 
where we all reflected on the time spent and work done in places 
like Kimberley, Platfontein and so forth, and slowly everyone 
excused themselves to go to sleep; we were all tired and had 
a long day ahead. Staying at Molopo Lodge was both exciting 
and uncomfortable. If  I thought Kimberley was extremely cold, 

A depiction of an antelope etched on a rock

5CCMS research team in the Kalahari Varona, Abulele, Lungelo, Claudia and Sofia
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Molopo was freezing - and we got the full brunt of  the icy air on 
our nightly walk to our rooms which were out in the bush, about 
300 long-pitch black metres away from the camping site which we 
used as a meeting place.

It was at Molopo that I had time to share space and time with 
my fellow researchers. Due to the nature of  the research trip we 
all went from being mere colleagues to friends who can work 
together. Suddenly I had to shift from the comfort of  having 
‘me’ time, to trying to find myself  within a large group of  multi-
racial, multi-cultural researchers (Indian, White, Black, Khomani, 
European, African, Coloured) from different places around the 
world (South Africa, Zimbabwe, Australia, Scotland, Greece, 
Germany, and Botswana) and of  different age groups. A feeling of  
uneasiness and self-consciousness began to creep in and I started 
feeling a bit vulnerable. I thought to myself  ‘I haven’t prepared 
myself  for this’. I was being forced to share my space with all 
these Others, and to accommodate them. Although I didn’t know 
what I could have done differently, I just knew that this was going 

to be the longest two weeks I’ve ever had in my life. It 
seemed as though the others weren’t experiencing the 
rush of  these feelings like I was. Lungelo, a close friend 
of  mine, on the other hand is one person who is able 

to easily welcome people into her space; so I guess it was time 
for me to learn to be both independent and also dependent on 
others. After all, we had to work together. It was time for me to 
adapt to the situation but also express my individuality.

I was excited to learn more about the modern Bushmen culture 
while at Molopo. From my experience of  being around the 
Bushmen in Platfontein, I got a sense of  what to expect in the 
Kalahari. I realised that the Bushmen are no less different from 
me as I am from a colleague from a different culture. But I kept 
feeling like there was something unique about these Bushmen at 
the same time. What was it? 

Let me say that there were two types of  Bushmen that I was 
introduced to through everyday engagement with the South 
African San Institute (SASI). There were, firstly, the Bushmen 
who felt a strong need to preserve the traditional signs and icons 
of  their culture and indigeneity, also known as the ‘Traditional’ 
Bushmen. These folks mostly preferred to be seen as authentic. 
For them, there was something good that could be saved from 
the past to help build the present and the future for their children. 
It seemed that they did not want to go to ‘modernity’ but wanted 
to let ‘modernity’ come to them. Another group make their 
living through embracing modernity. It was interesting to hear 

A chilly night stop in the desert had everyone reaching for warmer clothes  



about this difference because it answered some of  the questions 
I had acquired through simple observation, such as why a certain 
area in the Kalahari seems to be poverty stricken while another 
looks and seems ‘modern’ and to be coping well, according to 
our Western standards. We visited locations such as Witdraai and 
historical war sites, where Belinda Kruiper, her husband Oeliset 
and the rest of  the family educated us about the present state 
of  their land. This family seemed open and welcoming to new 
researchers, although it did fascinate me why they’ve opened 
themselves up to be studied and researched – something I will 
explore in my Visual Anthropology Research paper. Why are 
they ‘happy’ to be researched? Is it ethical to allow others to 
research you? At this point in time I felt like the Anthropological 
Other was the one researching us - since they planned to be 
researched by us, on their own terms. We were their audiences 
and they were the actors. We had come all the way from Durban 
to be performed to. I also began to realise that one will always be 
the Other in another’s eyes.

I might not remember in detail every aspect of  this trip, but 
because of  photos and the video diaries that we made every two 
days, one will be able, through piecing together things with the 
help of  the fertile imagination, to go back to that lived experience 
of  meeting and sharing space with one who is called the Other. 
I might not have understood it clearly then, but I realised that 
I had found myself  doing ethnographic work unknowingly. 
These encounters have truly triggered a desire for me to write 
and express the power of  engaging in participant observation 
because the idea of  difference is bridged when one engages with 
what one says is the Other. After all, culture is indeed a lived 
experience, a day-to-day process. Thus to understand someone 
elses culture we are required to be observant in the process of  
what becomes known as their culture, and which, through a 
shared heritage also is  our culture. Above and below: The team get down to some fieldwork

“Forgive us our trespassers ...”

7



8

so the group was also invited and the conference organisers were 
prepared to pay their travel costs but, due to the cold weather all 
over the country, the group decided to rather stay at their fire.  I 
was disappointed especially when I saw many other indigenous 
groups represented at the conference.  The rest of  the Biesje 
team were also missed namely Keyan and Lauren (CCMS), Roger 
(UP), David and Koot (Mc Gregor Museum).  Liana, from UCK, 
made an effort to escape her lecturers and it was good to see her 
in our presentation audience.

I was excited to attend especially when I saw the line up of  
speakers reflected a large number of  authors on my bookshelf.  
The ‘groupie’ in me was roused as I remembered how in my 
early rock art days when I was smitten by Lewis-Williams and 
Dowson’s trance theory I shyly asked them to sign one of  their 
many books that I bought at the Wits rock art centre. It was 
interesting that the “shamanistic” theory was mentioned only 
once or twice until the final paper by Anne Solomon who 
ironically once more drew attention to it.

It was rather intimidating to be included in such a national 
and international line up but Prof  Tomaselli told me that they 
would be boring and we would ‘wow’ the audience. I was 
particularly interested in the rock art trends but found the oral 
narratives, linguistic and even the archive papers all compelling. 
The great challenge of  trying to fit our group’s presentation into 

Words and photos by Mary E Lange 

Mouille Point brought about 
some moments of nostalgia for 
childhood holidays 

The conference was well attended

THIS IS AN account of  my highlights from ‘The courage 
of  //kabbo: a Century of  Specimens’ conference that took 

place from the 17th to the 20th August 2011.  Background to the 
conference in the invitation was as follows:  

In 1911, an extraordinary book was published by George 
Allen and Company, London. It was edited by Lucy Lloyd and 
contained a small selection of  the many thousands of  pages of  
|xam and !kun texts that she and Wilhelm Bleek recorded in 
the 1870s and 1880s in Cape Town, South Africa. The book 
was titled Specimens of  Bushman folklore and was dedicated to 
‘all faithful workers’. In many ways it owes its existence to the 
courage of  //kabbo, a prisoner released from the Breakwater 
Convict Station, who sacrificed the freedom of  his final years to 
teach Bleek and Lloyd his language. 

As the conference included oral narratives and rock art, my 
field of  interest, I was very interested and submitted an abstract 
looking towards presenting on the NHC Biesje Poort project 
due to take place in 2011.  Once the Biesje Poort field trip had 
taken place the idea of  one person presenting on a participatory 
project seemed ironic so I asked Shanade and Miliswa to join me 
in presenting a dialogical paper that would reflect the storytelling 
aspect of  the conference.  So I cheekily asked the conference 

organisers to change my accepted abstract to include 
two other speakers.  

I also asked if  they had funding for the five Kalahari 
participants of  the Biesje Poort project.  They did, and 

T

My highlights of 
The Courage of //kabbo:

a century of specimens 
conference

My highlights of 
The Courage of //kabbo:

a century of specimens 
conference
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20 minutes was made more difficult by the pressure (rightly so) 
of  indigenous groups that the conference be multi-lingual. Thus 
the abstract was translated into Afrikaans at the begining of  our 
time slot, cutting our presentation time down to 15 minutes.  We 
achieved this by writes and rewrites - or in my case improvisation 
and re-improvisation and then rehearsing over and over, timing 
ourselves as we went.  Come the presentation date Shanade kept 
us within the time by queuing us to shut up with a click of  her 
pen.  It felt as if  I had just started speaking when time was up and 
I handed over to Shanade.  Miliswa and Shanade’s presentations 
were flawless and Shanade’s professional approach to the format 
and content of  the powerpoint was a great asset. Numerous 
people congratulated me on how polished and professional the 
paper’s presentation was.

Highlights for me were many and included: our CCMS 
connection with the indigenous people and how the San Council, 
who had given us such a hard time in Upington about the Biesje 
Poort project and their exclusion, became allies in the promotion 
of  Afrikaans in the proceedings. I relished the fact that David 
Morris’ work of  twenty years ago is now becoming the focus of  
other academics’ attention; and I noted, with interest, that the 
Water Snake, or forms of  it, now features strongly in research. 
I was chuffed that Sven Ouzman believes that our paper was 
one of  a kind as it does not matter what the research results 

are because the importance of  the methodology is significant 
enough. I thoroughly enjoyed meeting people, such as Ansie 
Steyn, again with whom I had lost contact with but who were 
instrumental in my initial interest in rock art. I also loved 
meeting the people with whom I have only previously had email 
contact (e.g. Jeremy Hollman). I was surprised to meet a folklore 
researcher from Spain who owned my and the Eiland women’s 
book on the Water Stories. 

The film session on political events and the //Khomani and 
the central Kalahari park was fascinating especially as the film 
makers and SASI’s Roger Chennels could update us on what 
had happened subsequently in and to the relevant communities 
showcased in the films. I experienced an extremely nostaligic 
moment whilst sitting at the beach front at a street cafe at 
Mouille Point next door to the house where my grandmother 
lived and I had spent many many December holidays; I loved 
seeing how excited Miliswa was at visiting Cape Town for the 
first time and Shanade at meeting David Lewis-Williams. The 
fun of  Miliswa and Shanade’s company, the luxury of  staying 
in the Murisons’ flat and the beautifully planned and executed 
conference by Pippa Skotness, Janette Deacon and 
Thomas Cartwright all resulted in an interesting, very 
enjoyable and memorable conference. Thanks Prof  
Tomaselli and CCMS.

Mary, Miliswa and Shanade in the line-up of heroes

Shanade enjoying her pudding 
at the conference dinner

Shanade and  
Miliswa at the   
Murison’s flat where 
 they stayed while attending the 
//kabbo conference  in Cape Town



10

AST YEAR THE students who were 
packing the 4x4s for our annual 

three week winter excursion to the 
Kalahari on a characteristically warm 
Durban day carefully relocated the cutlery 
and plates from the picnic box to the cat’s 
carry basket. I knew then that we were in 
trouble. 

Kimberly very late indeed.
The benefit for the team of  these 

vehicle mishaps was that they all got to 
stay in rooms at the Molopo Lodge, 
instead of  camping in the below freezing 
weather.  Every morning we had to break 
ice (and the bread) at the camping site 
where we prepared and ate excellent meals, 
conducted video diaries, and where our 
open air office was located. Not that all the 
rooms had working heaters. Some abodes 
were little more than large fixed tents with 
corrugated iron roofs with open spaces 
through which the heat generated by air 
conditioners leaked.  Students devised 
ingenious ways of  remaining warm at 
night. Nevertheless, it’s very bracing to 
wake up (or go to sleep) in below zero 
temperatures and where the bathrooms 
are open sky.  These are normal winter 
conditions for our ‡Khomani, Khwe and 
!Xun, and !Xoo hosts.

But worse was still to come.  In the 
Molopo pub we watched at 9.30am the 
Sharks being trashed by the New Zealand 
Crusaders. Even the local boere who still 
think of  Natal as being the last outpost 
of  the British Empire, downing coke 
and brandy shots early morning, were 
appalled at the outcome.  Clearly, the 
Shark’s bruising home encounter with 
the Bulls the previous week, the 13 hour 
time difference away and massive jet lag 
had taken its toll in the banana boys, as 
Natalians were once more softly known.  
Where was the volcano when we needed 
it? One boer made the mistake of  sitting 

in the barber’s chair in the pub.  Anyone 
who sits there is required to get his 
head shaved, as was then done by the 
barman. His drinking mates ensured his 
compliance. This provided a welcome 
distraction from the Shark’s sorry 
performance.  

Sofia kept telling us that the Molopo 
Lodge was one of  the best in which she’d 
ever stayed, marvelling at its appealing 
Lost City kitschiness, the squawking 
parrot that sets up call and response 
all day long with guests with its “Hello, 
hello …” refrain. This time the parrot 
reminded me of  the BBC sitcom, Allo, 
Allo, set in a small town French café 
where the resistance is centred with its 
scratchy two-way radio hidden under 
the grandmother’s bed. Sofia wanted to 
drown the parrot as it just never stopped 
screeching, scratching and clawing. I told 
her that once there were four parrots, she 
should appreciate the relative peace of  
just one.

The Molopo Lodge has been one of  
our regular bases since 2000 when we 
first visited this part of  the Kalahari.  Still 
very remote, rustic and rough, the Lodge 
has been incrementally refurbished by its 
new owner who also runs hunting lodges 
in the area and Bimbo’s franchises across 
the nation. This is real safari country, with 
families of  adventurers parking off  in 
the well-equipped sandy camp site with 
their 4x4s, off-road caravans,  trailers and 
their Kalahari Hiltons (large kitchens on 
wheels with elevated tents).

Freezing in the Kalahari: 
Field Methods and Making Sense

All photos: Sofia Arvanitidou

This year it was worse. Having fewer 
4x4s and less luggage space, I engaged in 
a tussle of  wills about the size of  some 
students’ suitcases, being much larger than 
airline carry on luggage. An act of  God in 
the form of  an exploding volcano in Chile 
had resulted in our Australian contingent, 
Mark Nielsen and Yvette Miller, arriving 
a day late, with Mark dragging his 
huge suitcase with heavy experimental 
equipment which had to be loaded no 
matter what. Then the Sani slipped its 
clutch near Bethlehem (the town in 
the Free State, not Palestine) which we 
abandoned at the local Nissan workshop 
on a Sunday afternoon. We transferred 
as much as we could from the Sani to a 
Corolla, rented from a Bethlehem car hire 
firm which had to be woken up from its 
Sunday sleepiness.  We had to leave most 
of  our camping gear behind. Already 
running three hours late, the Patrol later 
had a blow out near Kimberley.   Having 

left the hi-lift jack on the 
Sani in Bethlehem, we had to 
unpack the Patrol to reduce 
its weight.We limped into 

By Keyan Tomaselli

The Kalahari bushveld provides a spectacular backdrop to the research site

LL
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Sol, Seminars, and Sculptures
The first week in Kimberly – equally 

cold – saw us visiting the Big Hole 
and period 1870s village where many 
a SABC-TV series has been set. The 
Sol Plaatje Institute was a highlight.  
Its curator, Johan Cronje, who kindly 
opened up for us on a Sunday morning, 
explained Plaatje’s history as a newspaper 
editor, journalist, academic and film 
exhibitor.  We discussed the secrecy bills 
and what Plaatje would have thought of  
them.  Then, we were told the history of  
struggles between the Province and the 
Plaatje family over the erection of  an 
appropriate statue of  him in Kimberly.  
Durban sculptor, Andries Botha, would 
have appreciated the irony:  shades of  
the fiasco of  the allegedly “soft” King 
Shaka at the Durban airport and the life-
size elephants which reminded the ANC 
plutocrats of  Inkatha.   The elephants 
are rusting and the image of  Shaka is to 
be remade-by-committee. Political idiocy 
reigns everywhere – always at great cost 
to the long-suffering taxpayer.

David Morris, archaeologist at the 
McGregor Museum who conducted 
many field exercises for us on this trip, 
explained how to read rock engravings 
and items of  recent archaeological 
interest, offering his postmodern insights 
into sites many thousands of  years 
old, and also of  some contemporary 
manifestations.  The curator of  the 
unique Duggan-Cronin Photographic 
Gallery, Rob Hart, enthralled everyone 
with his explanation of  the collection of  
early period portraits of  natives made by 
Duggin-Cronin across Southern Africa.  
This record and the aesthetic dignity 
conferred upon his subjects rival the 
Edward Curtis collection made of  Native 
Americans over a century ago, which were 
two years ago exhibited at the Durban 
Art Gallery. Fascinatingly, this group 
of  students were voracious readers and 
bought out the Gallery’s booklets, as they 

did  reports issued by the Plaatje Institute.  
The zip-lining promised was cancelled 
due to the Vaal River being in flood, but 
we did buy lunch at the spotless Coco Pan 
store and takeaway in Barkley West, one 
of  the few places in the town that seemed 
safe from which to buy prepared food.  
The manager himself  came out to talk 
to us. Basking on the bank of  the Vaal at 
the Barkley West Museum, we chewed the 
cud with its proprietors.   The relationship 
between poor service delivery and local 
development was part of  the discussion.

The day of  seminars in the auditorium 
at the Wildebees Kuil Rock Art site, near 
Kimberley, was instructive.  Here, Varona 
discussed with its author and photographer 
her Honours project, a social semiotics 
of  The Green Kalahari promotional 
photographic booklet.  Its author is 
Johan van Schalkwyk, previously lecturer 
in Communication, now manager of  
Partnerships in the Provincial Department 
of  Economic Development and Tourism, 
and an annual visitor to CCMS.  He 
again emphasised the usefulness of  his 
Department’s partnership with CCMS, the 
Northern Cape lacking a university from 
which it can draw intellectual resources. 
A presentation really appreciated by 
Johan by Shanade on heritage and law 
was complemented by Mark explaining 
the tools he uses in studying the origins 
of  culture amongst pre-school children. 
Later, when he was using his box of  tricks 
in the field, it sometimes required crowd 
control, so eager were the scores of  young 
children at various sites up to 600kms 
apart to get involved.  So nice to witness 
such curiosity and enthusiasm, seemingly 

lacking from so many jaded university 
students. At one site one of  our guides, 
Deon, tried to calm down the enthusiastic 
throngs of  kids by telling them that Mark 
was a doctor administering injections.   
Even this didn’t phase them.  Lungelo, 
the irrepressible laughing drama student, 
was henceforth assigned to the task of  
crowd control by devising games to keep 
the children entertained.  (These kinds 
of  illustrative anecdotes rarely make the 
academic literature that eliminates the 
mess and confusion of  getting things 
done.  Science is rarely as clean and neat 
as it is appears.) Last year we had three 
laughing ladies, this year only one as 
Miliswa had peeled off  with Mary and 
the DUT students for some of  the time 
doing work elsewhere.

The three DUT Jewellery and Design 
students, Kathleen, Georgina and Greg 
explained their project being done 
with indigenous crafters, and Siyasanga 
presented his MA proposal to local 
stakeholders followed by a tour led by 
Tom of  the XK fm community radio 
station.  We then visited the two cultural 
villages at Platfontien, one for the Khwe 
and one for the !Xun, where a guard, an 
immigrant from Angola who resettled in 
South Africa in 1989 with the Khwe and 
!Xun who were part of  the then SADF, 
told us his story.  Most crucially, he liked 
South Africa he said, pointing at his 
tatty longs, because he could wear pants 
here.  At the time we thought this to be 
a significant response. When 
asked his name, he showed 
us his weapon’s licence, 
which unnerved the students A rustic curio shop for local artefacts

A lone wildebeest skull guards the entrance  to the water butt compound



somewhat.  Claudia took a photograph.
Julie Grant, from Edinburgh University, 

talked about land, development and local 
government and Miliswa and Mary, about 
the success of  the Biesjie Poort research, 
on which she, Miliswa and Shanade 
have been working.  In talking about 
heritage and the neglect of  colonial and 
PAC histories and characters like Robert 
Sobukwe whose house is in Kimberly, 
David made the telling point that 
“The Struggle without the context of  
colonialism is meaningless”.  Certainly, 
the Plaatje Institute is keenly aware of  
this relationship and how the dialectic of  
political history is being airbrushed by the 
new politicians.

But perhaps the most commented-
on encounter was a maxim written on 
the back of  a Kimberley taxi: “Aspire 
to inspire before you expire”.  Every 
trip generates something like this and 
provides a challenging metaphor for the 
way we do our work.  This statement 
inspired all of  us to further academic 
heights, no matter the challenges. Claudia 
appreciated the ‘writing days’ in which 
she could reflect on her experiences, and 
Abulele loved riding on the Patrol’s roof  
rack through the wilderness areas, deftly 
dodging the thorn trees. 

Hardy Afrikaners,  Heritage and 
Handovers

The 600km trip from Kimberly 
through Upington to Molopo Lodge, 
just south of  the Kgalagadi Transfrontier 
Park, took us though extreme terrain 
– it is on the pans here that land speed 
records are conducted and where long 
distance prototype vehicle tests are done, 
where films on the Iraq war are set, and 

where Afrikaners make no concessions 
whatsoever to the weather.  As a Dutch 
affiliate commented some years ago, these 
hardy people (both male and female) in 
sub-zero temperatures who entertain and 
work outside, are often barefoot, dressed 
in shorts and T-shirts.  As I explained to 
the gathering in the Molopo’s thatched 
open air boma when we had the formal 
Biesje Poort report handover to the 
National Heritage Council (NHC), 
please forgive the freezing air, this is how 
things are done in this province.  Heaters 
seem to be in short supply here. As Tom 
commented, often his fingers were so 
cold that he could not type on his laptop.  
Ditto for me, sometimes my toes froze 
notwithstanding my thermal socks and 
thick rubber soled boots.  The trick was 
to find a table with an overhead thatch 
shade to shield the screen from the sun 
while being able to stretch out the feet in 
the sun under the table. 

During the warmer parts of  the days 
we worked with our ‡Khomani hosts, 
especially Isak Kruiper, while students 
took copious notes and explored the 
intercultural in a province totally unlike 
anything they had previously encountered 
in Durban or KZN. A day at the farm 
horse races with haggard nags reminded 
me of  the Ashkam races a few year ago 
with its signs stating ‘drunken jockeys not 
allowed’.  This was when our students of  
Indian extraction were constantly asked 
by the locals if  they were “from Arabia”.  
There are few Indians in the Northern 
Cape. Also of  interest were 4x4 trails 
through game areas, checking out 
previously opulent farmsteads now being 
used by Bushman families following land 
restitution, and the awe of  grass and 

shack compounds and dwellings in the 
dunes where satellite dishes and water 
pumps are powered by generators in very 
close proximity to Eskom power lines.  
No-one steals electricity here. In fact, no 
one steals. Our camp site, open to anyone 
who passed, through was totally secure, 
no armed security guards were necessary.  
Bliss in the cold. Water is provided to the 
‡Khomani settlements by the Lodge and 
the local shop.  

But, as was commented on in 2010, the 
pay day drunkeness, the ensuing violence, 
with bloodied young males staggering 
back from the bottle store located at the 
entrance to the Lodge, is always unnerving.  
Belinda talked about the ‘bottle store 
route’ (al la the Western Cape  ‘wine 
route’) as we explored the archaeological 
treasures on the land between the Lodge 
and the plakkerkamp behind the single 
trading store.  Trash, litter, rusting cans, 
broken bottles, would, David told us, be 
useful to archaeologists of  the future in 
helping them make sense of  our present.  
Our very litter, like the coke bottle in The 
Gods Must be Crazy, will become data for 
academics of  generations to come.  What 
will they make of  this, I wonder, with 
mountains of  latex made into condoms 
and alcohol containers strewn all over the 
African landscape.  On our return, DUT 
students were demanding free branded 
condoms from its university management.

Participatory Research:  What were we 
doing?

At the NHC handover, attended by an 
official from Pretoria and the ‡Khomani 
delegation, we talked about the value of  
participatory research, of  the relevance 
of  those who are not academics in 
documenting heritage, and of  how to 
do this.  Our ‡Khomani partners, Izak, 
Lydia, Klankie, Belinda, Toppies, Vetkat, 
Silkat and Oeliset, Buks, amongst many 
others, have helped us over the past 11 
years to rethink  our methodologies 
and theories in the field, away from the 
de-sensitised, sanitised safety of  the 
clinical, isolated and remote university 
classroom, where lecturers drone on 
about somebody else’s experiences, from 
a textbook that someone else wrote for a 
different context.  

Here in the Kalahari we are getting 
our hands dirty, collectively writing our 
own textbooks, being with the people 
and real characters who for us would be 
otherwise just shadows on the screen, 

12 Prof Tomaselli engages with a local 
resident at the research site 
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images in adverts, and the unknown and 
unknowable others whom students study 
in TV, film and print.  It was significant 
hearing from Izak first-hand how the 
Vodacom TV Rugby World Cup Advert 
in which he acted was made, and what 
the narrative meant to him.   The more 
usual case is for presumptuous academics 
and political commissars to tell the 
Bushmen why they should not have 
participated in the advert presuming to 
think for them and make decisions about 
appropriate employment on their behalf.   
On our return, William Ellis regaled us 
with stories about how Dawid subverts 
research and researchers by, doing 
anthro-speak and fiddling the data.

Cultural studies in the 1960s innovatively 
introduced ‘the lived’ as the object of  
study, while autoethnography offers an 
appropriate method of  doing this in 
situ.  This approach goes way beyond 
EP Thompson’s historical dramatic 
narrative writing known as Culturalism. 
But conventional notions of  science, 
as Nyasha argues, cauterize, clamp and 
conceal the position/influence/impact/
disturbance of  the social researcher while 
claiming to focus solely on the researched 
(as if  the researcher is not part of  the 
relationship).  He came to this conclusion 
en route while writing a chapter on our 
field methodology.  Even as we were 
cooking, huddled for warmth around the 
fire, he was typing on his laptop.  

Anyone who has worked in the 
Kalahari knows that social research needs 
to admit the position of  the researcher as 
our interactions with local communities 
become the content of  myth and folklore, 
strategies of  leverage, even exploitation.  
Whose pulling whose strings is not 
always clear.  As Peter Crawford (1992) 
asks, can one be “a fly on the wall?”  
More likely, researchers are the flies in the 
soup. The only issue that matters is the 
thickness of  the broth and how to make 
sense of  it. Researchers always leave both 
positive and negative traces behind them, 
even if  there only for a short time.  Each 
research encounter always complicates 
the one following in its footsteps. 
Just ask Tom, Jonathan, Andrew and 
Shanade, who are usually confronted 
with unrealistic informant expectations 
which occur when one-time researchers 
have parachuted into Platfontein, taking 
knowledge from people they hardly 
know, inflating its worth, and then leaving 
behind alienated informants who now 
take out their frustrations on the CCMS 
regulars. One has a choice to burn or build 
bridges. This is what is implied, as Nyasha 

observed, by our strict observation of  
a code-of-conduct/research ethics. The 
obverse also holds – it is difficult to 
reify and abstract individuals once they 
have shared their distinct personalities 
during repeated (often highly empathetic) 
encounters. Our relationship with our 
subjects cannot be frozen thus.

If  freezing is to be an appropriate 
metaphor, then we must take it 
further.  Cold toes, cold feet, cold 
turkey.  Having started along the path 
of  autoethnography, one must face it 
down, as Norman Denzin once told 
me.   Going cold turkey and returning to 
an endistancing objectivity can be very 
difficult. One consequence is that one 
finds oneself  being frozen out of  the 
academic publication arena as reviewers 
expecting orthodox approaches puzzle 
over the ‘auto’ part of  the ethnography.  
Autoethnography, participatory and 
action research, just does not fit the 
frozen categories of  objective science 
which freezes the researcher as the 
disengaged fly-on-the-wall.  This location 
assumes that the researcher is exempt 
from that in which s/he is participating, 
shaping, changing. Our argument is that 
we can best understand the other if  we 
first understand ourselves, our own 
assumptions and methods, and how we 
fit into the processes that we are studying. 

How does this abovementioned 
notion relate to self-reflection within 
a new cultural environment when the 
elements of  academic voyeurism/
gaze come into the picture?  To this 
question asked by Sofia, she adds, to 
what extent do researchers ‘objectify’ 
the human topics of  their research 
and, thus, alienate themselves from the 
findings and the process per se of  the 
research?  Many scholacrats argue that 
the textual is the basic structure upon 
which research can indeed take place, 
regardless of  the contextual social and 
cultural strata involved. Cultural studies, 
visual anthropology, linguistic studies, are 
all closely inter-related with the researcher 
as the creator/maker of  cultural meaning 
and as the main actor of  facilitating 
this creation/making of  the particular 
research topic. It is, truly, she argues, 
through the interaction of  participants in 
a specific socio-cultural environment that 
the findings can be put into practice and 
actual use by depicting and, thus, bringing 
into light, all the related processes. 
‘Skopos Theory’ (Purpose theory / Hans 
Vermeer, 1984), in linguistic terms, serves 
the needs of  the cultural, socio-political 
environment within which a study is 

conducted; reception theory or audience 
research, are used widely to lift the weight 
from the ‘textual chunk’ towards the 
receiver/humanistic approach. 

Intellectual Property Rights (IPR):  
Commodification of Knowledge

Our elderly ‡Khomani informants 
aspired to inspire us before they expire.
This was why we undertook the cultural 
mapping of  so many sites, as they told 
stories that they want on the record, while 
grooming the young !Klankie to become 
the new repository of  knowledge. Who 
owns that record became an issue when 
I received the University’s research 
contract on which provision of  a research 
grant would be made. The University’s 
claim to ownership of   local (indigenous) 
knowledge is exactly what our paradigm 
must engage. IPR freezes the dynamism 
of  knowledge and commodifies the 
process. For our hosts, this is information 
theft, as we are now legally positioned 
to sell back their own information and 
stories to them. This is known as the 
global function of  capital. Someone else 
claims ownership of  things, elements and 
ideas we thought were ours. Our own 
academic knowledge is similarly frozen by 
mechanistic interpretations of  IPR that is 
now owned by someone else.  That’s what 
our informants tell us, and I am not sure 
that they are wrong. Making sense thus 
means unfreezing ownership, 
unpacking experience, and 
ensuring the preservation of  
indigenous knowledge.

A sign using local art tells visitors 
where to go next 
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Story and photographs by Sofia Arvanitidou 

particular landscapes. No one could really prepare me for the 
cultural diversities and different socio-economic, political views 
shared by the Bushmen. Opposing interests, mismanagement of  
grants given aiming at the development of  the communities 
had created a deep feeling of  mistrust between them and the 
community’s managers.

Moreover, the question remains; all these cultural villages, parks, 
farms, so proudly presented by them, what are the interests that 
impede communities from utilizing them more essentially profit-
wise and market-wise? The ‡Khomani seemed to be trapped in-
between a ‘scylla and charybdis’ situation, feeling devastated with 

Cultural mapping of the 
Northern Cape 

Kalahari Research Excursion 2011: “Together we can build a better future” 

THE LANDSCAPE OF the Kalahari desert is breathtaking. 
Those were my primary thoughts and my mind and soul 

were captivated by the experience. Terms like visual anthropology 
(anthropology: the study of  anthropos= human), participatory 
development, ethnography (the study of  ethnos: nation/ethnic 
groups), were only starting to make sense after the first week 
of  the Kalahari research trip. Professor Keyan Tomaselli’s words 
ascertaining that text means nothing without its context, gradually, 
proved to be axiomatic. 

Students participating in field trips, whose academic growth 
was often previously confined within a discipline of  detached 
textualism and theoretical hegemonies, more often than not 
return to the academy, dusty, tired and homesick, having 
discovered that the Text is indeed a prison-house of  language 
(Tomaselli, 2003).

We, as researchers, can, thus, identify the shift from the 
‘ideological paradigm’ across the ‘discursive paradigm’. This 
suggests that a cultural studies approach to texts is always part of  
their broader contexts (Gray, 2003).

Self-reflexivity and semi-structured interviews were the 
methods employed by this particular researcher, myself, in my 
endeavour to explore the very magnificence of  the unknown, of  
the Kalahari ethnos and landscape. Cultural mapping played a 
major part in ameliorating our cultural education throughout our 

journey; hence, we as a group of  young researchers 
had to follow Belinda and Izak’s lead, trying to 
absorb like sponges their sayings so as to understand 
the historical and anthropological context of  the 

It’s a long way from 
Greece: The author stands 
at the entrance gate of the 
research site

T

Sofia and Prof Tomaselli out in the field



Friendly staff at Molopo Lodge 

development projects that lacked sustainability, promises of  aid 
that remained promises. “Respect is what they want, and we try 
to offer this during our annual visits and research interactions” 
(Tomaselli, 2003). Then, it is the example of  the Molopo Lodge. A 
lodge that monopolizes the area, offering a night and day stop 
for passengers, hunters, tourists, researchers. Spending a lot of  
time at the lodge, helping at the preparation of  the braai, or 
having coffee or drinks at the lodge’s pub, I decided to interview 
most of  the staff, receptionist, bartender, maids, to acquire a 
better understanding of  their perceptions. Arauna Markram, 
the receptionist and Steven Bester the bartender were quite a 
revelation. Both, working at the lodge for more than seven years 
come across every day with many different people and cultures. 
They decided to share some of  their stories and events taken 
place at the lodge. 

Amazingly, we have become witnesses of  one of  the ‘rituals’ 
of  the bar while watching the rugby game. The person that 
supposedly sits on the chair of  the barber gets his hair cut by 
the bartender’s electric razor. A middle-aged Africaner hunter 
had his hair razor cut, raising no objections. What actually had 
caught my attention at the pub’s decoration was a saddle over a 
big trunk horizontally adjusted to the walls of  the bar. When I 
asked Steve about that, he said that whoever rides this particular 
‘horse’ saddle must be half-naked or else he/she must receive 
a penalty of  having to drink rum with a straw. At that same 
night, I remembered his words when a couple of  young drunk 
Afrikaner hunters got a bit crazy and one of  them jumped onto 
the saddle half-naked in front of  our amazed eyes. The next 
morning, there was the so called bicycle race of  sixty kilometres, 
with participants from all over the area, mainly sponsored by the 
lodge. In this Weestyntrap (dessert area), two of  the maids of  the 
lodge (Roquelle Davis and Abigail Beer), both in their twenties, 
shared their deepest desires and aspirations to study journalism 
and nursing, wanting to travel all over Africa and overseas. 

The epilogue of  their interviews could not be more sanguine. 
“Together we can build a better future”, they said. The above 
statement seem to complement the words of  the proud guard of  

the cultural village in Platfontein who with tears in his eyes had 
found the courage to thank South Africa by saying: “look at me; 
South Africa is the reason why I am wearing pants”, underlining 
the spirit that lives inside all of  us. The same spirit that brings to 
light emotional truths that govern glocal cultures universally.

Truly, TOGETHER, WE CAN BUILD A BETTER FUTURE 
under the auspices of  a ‘durational present’ (Bailey, 2007). 

15Molopo Lodge 
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I get here’? These questions are answered in 
this book.  Sometimes the researchers appear 
to have found the Other, at other times he/
she/it disappears, just as would letters written 
in the san/d. Finding the San means writing 
them back in – writing them into texts and 
into history. 

Thirst Three: Theory
Writing in the San/d is, to the best of  my 
knowledge, the first book in African cultural 
studies to found its own theory based on 
san/d. The act of  Writing on San/d is not 
only difficult, it is impossible. Writing on 
san/d is writing reality. The realities of  
Ngwatle, for instance, are impossible to 
textualise. 

They have to be lived. Going to the 
Kalahari to study is a way of  leaving air-
conditioned, sterile theory behind. It is a way 
of  arriving on the sand dunes of  context – 
the world as lived. But the quest for a theory 
of  the ‘messy’, crafted in situ, on the move, is 
a thirst Tomaselli and his CCMS researchers 
do not quench in Writing in the San/d. The 
more they immerse themselves in the subject, 
the more they discover how inadequate 
traditional cultural studies scholarship is and 
has been. This drives them to plan the next 
Kalahari trip, and on and on…Indeed, they 
are writing in the San/d. 

Thirst One: Self-knowledge
This book is about self-knowledge. The 
only time one can claim to have ‘known’ the 
‡Khomani, !Xoo and the Ju/’hoansi is when 
that person has known himself  or herself. 
This is why Sonja Narunsky-Laden and 
Nate Kohn title their essay ‘Representing 
Representation’. Talking about Others 
comes at the cost of  talking about yourself: 
the burden of  self-reflexivity. This is why 
visiting the ‘Bushmen’, quite literally, is no 
walk in the (Transfrontier) park. 

The book tells us that self  identity is that 
simple – and that hard. The researchers from 
CCMS want to know themselves through 
knowing Others – and how the Others 
reciprocate that knowing. The researchers 
are transformed into students – they want 
to know if  there are really Voices in the 
Kalahari, voices like theirs. This is the basis 
of  Mary Lange’s essay ‘Voices from the 
Kalahari’. By reading this book, also, it can 
be expected that readers read themselves. It 
is, I must say, an immensely readable book.

Thirst Two: The Other 
The book is partly about ‘writing in’ the 
Bushman where he/she has been written 
out of  sanitised ‘First World’ texts. Tomaselli 
and his crew of  CCMS students are in a 
quest to ‘romance’ the Kalahari (p.19), a 
metaphor for the picturesque settings that, 
however, trap the seeker of  the Other. Quite 
simply, the Other might be found, intact 
with bows and arrows, somewhere in Jamie 
Uys’ imagined Kalahari. But the Other is 
not easy to find, in spite of  the romance. 
The modern-day Ju/’hoansi, ‡Khomani 
and !Xoo are not romantic. Their world is 
riven with poverty, dispossession and abuse. 

Finding the Other, who is also 
inside each researcher, is bound 
up with questions such as ‘What 
am I doing here?’ and ‘How did 
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ONE STATEMENT, FOR me, aptly 
describes the dynamic content of  

Writing in the San/d is taken from the 
book’s prequel, Where Global Contradictions 
are Sharpest: Research Stories from the Kalahari 
(2005). Musing about constant water 
shortages in the Kalahari – a reality for 
CCMS researchers who visit each year – 
Tomaselli says, pithily and wryly: Thirst is a 
constant problem (p.23). Writing in the San/d 
is about thirst. There are three thirsts there. 
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