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Africa. I now know that it was this heady combination of wildlife and the 
pervasive culture and architecture of the Swahili Coast that made me the 
person I am today. Back then, in the fifties and sixties, I didn’t know what 
lay ahead of me, or that I was just starting out on a very strange journey 
that would take another fifty years to complete before a very romantic, 
extraordinary circle was squared for me by the delivery of a small and 
very dirty package to my East African studio in March 2010.

Iwas born in the small town of Haderslev in Denmark in 1952 but I 
grew up in Kenya and Tanzania. My father, Knud Dons-Augustinus 

was initially just an adventurous entrepreneur who, apart from holding 
a Masters degree in Civil Engineering, was interested in doing things 
that appealed to him personally, things such as exploring and retrieving 
artifacts from the scuppered German battleship Koöenigsberg in the Rufiji 
delta. He was a good civil engineer (but fatally flawed when it came to the 
financial side of these things), and he also liked to design the buildings 
that he built. He was also an avid watercolourist, completing  sketches 
of buildings in which the trees and vegetation were stylistically inked 
in crimson. I know this because that quirk in his painting style caught 
my attention early on. My few, but nonetheless vivid, memories of my 
father are of me watching him paint these architectural visualisations 
in our rooftop apartment in Tan Cot House in Dar es Salaam, then the 

What creates an atmosphere or a mood? Is it a sound? A smell 
wafting up from a leopard skin rug? The sounds of a muezzin 

calling from a mosque’s minaret? Or the cool, steady kaskazi breezes 
I would hear rustling the curtains of my mother’s Mombasa flats? The 
evocative sound of a lion’s roar echoing across a Maasailand plain im-
mediately evokes an atmosphere in one’s mind. Thunder rolling back-
wards and forwards across an Indian Ocean darkened by monsoon 
thunderclouds does the same. But all those atmospheres exist only in 
the minds of those who experience them – moods that are figments 
of our imagination. I grew up surrounded by these atmospheric smells, 
sounds and scenery. These, and a thousand other moody experiences 
on the Swahili Coast (some sinister and sad ones as well), were the 
fuel that powered what I now realise was an epic journey for me, one 
that encompassed the African continent and created in me a purist, 
who had very definite opinions about what made certain parts of Africa 
atmospheric enough to paint. I was searching for images that were  
already figments of my imagination, ones that needed to be found by 
me in reality. It was the years that I spent growing up and going to 
school in Mombasa that were the key to this journey and the forging 
of my imagination.

Then (and still now) Mombasa was a very exotic coastal town whose 
Arab heart lay only kilometres away from the great game fields of East 

Me, Paul Dons-Augustinus, at age 
six months in 1952, photographed 
at Tan Cot House, Dar es Salaam 
in Tanzania.
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Heading home to Shakawe, 
detail. See page 29.
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Paul Augustinus on the Sangha 
en route to the Ndoki rainforest 
in Congo Brazzaville.
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tallest building in Tanzania (then Tanganyika), which was built by him. 
I especially liked to watch him paint the watercolour sketches that he 
liked to do on the weekends when we were at our Bagamoyo beach 
house and, significantly, I have a vivid memory of the actual occasion on 
which I suddenly realised that I too would like to do similar drawings – 
having been fascinated by the miracle of what could be achieved by a 
brush or pencil on a white piece of paper.

At the end of World War II my mother, Rosemary Nancy Crowley, 
had arrived in East Africa from Southampton in style aboard one of 
the Empire Class flying boats. She was, for a while, engaged to Ronny 
Livingstone, a tea farmer from Sotik in western Kenya and a direct de-
scendant of the explorer David Livingstone. But it was Knud who she 
eventually married in 1950 and I was born in 1952. Alas the idyll of the 
Dons-Augustinus home at Tan Cot House was soon to be broken when 
in 1958 my father met Giselle Carvill, a sophisticated Belgian socialite, at 
Nairobi’s Equator Club, while on a business trip to Kenya. It was two years 
before Rosemary, my mother, found out about the affair.

When Martin & P  , owned by my father and adventurer Bill Travis, 
was relocated to Kenya in 1959, my father left to live with Giselle and 
the stage for the unfolding domestic drama then moved to Mombasa, 
where my mother had rented a flat and put me in school.

In Kenya it was in Mombasa that Knud and Bill located Martin & Paul 
 in an ancient Arab building within the Old Town, near the Dhow Wharf. 
Thus began the strange childhood of Paul Augustinus, with my mother 
and I living in Mombasa just a few blocks from the rooftop flat above 
Rifkin’s College where Knud and Giselle lived, with Jackie and Andrew 
Carvill (Giselle’s teenage daughter and son). It might as well have been 
on the other side of the planet because I remember being perplexed as 
to why we never bumped into each other.

Slowly the memory of my father dimmed but I always wondered if 
I would see him or hear from him again (I never did). This separation 
(there was no divorce), was an event from which my mother never re-
covered. Whenever I asked about what had happened she always re-
fused to discuss it with me. On the last such occasion she become so 
distressed that I made up my mind that I would never raise the subject 
again! Mombasa town became my replacement for a father strangely 
absent and yet perplexingly close at the same time. Rosemary was con-
tent to let me do much as I pleased as long as my report cards showed 
I was doing all right at school. I can now see that my mother, whom I 
loved very much, bless her soul, had some very strange ideas about what 
parenting involved (no hugs and never any demonstrations of emotion 

were allowed for either of us) and, without realising it, I gradually be-
came a completely independent little boy. This mind-set was illustrated 
on the occasion of my confirmation at Mombasa’s Holy Ghost Cathedral. 
My mother sent me along to the ceremony all by myself, an occasion 
where I was surprised to find that all the other children being confirmed 
that day had their parents with them – something that made me feel just 
a tiny bit self-conscious as I stood there on my own. ‘Hmm!’ I remember 
thinking to myself when I saw some of the adults in the small crowd 
watching me with concern written all over their faces. ‘I wonder why all 
the other children have their parents with them?’

Instead I preferred to be free to do what I wanted to do – which was 
spending hours browsing through Mombasa’s only book shop, which 
was a good one, and the library. I also walked the streets of the Old Town 
obsessively, happy to be in my own little world and wandering about 
sketching and painting the colour and movement I saw.

On most weekends we caught the bus out to Nyali or Shelly Beach 

The Old Town.
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being such a worry to me and your mother!’ which made Rosemary smile 
and me feel extremely sorry that I wouldn’t see him again.

Five minutes’ walk from our flat, just past the Lotus Hotel, there was a 
quiet back street lined on one side by several old and picturesque ware-
houses. One of these was a warehouse used by the Game Department 
to stockpile all the ivory and rhino horn of animals that had been shot 
on control throughout Kenya and Uganda. Inside, dimly lit by shafts of 
light streaming in through gaps in the roof, one could see piles of tusks 
laid out irregularly on the cracked floor. Rows of these magnificent tusks, 
with sizes and weights unheard of nowadays, faded off into the dim re-
cesses of that old colonial building. Some of the tusks were confiscated 
from the bow-hunting Waliangulu tribesmen, poachers who were very 
active in the arid bush country around Tsavo. The Game Department 
had only just become aware of the Waliangulu as a separate ethnic 
group, mixed in among the pastoralists, who inhabited the vast tracts 
of bush inland from the coast’s narrow belt of forest. The Waliangulu 
had an air of mystery about them and I was especially intrigued by their 
use of powerful longbows and poisoned arrows to kill elephants on 
a large scale. Other tusks would have come from culled crop-raiding 
 elephants – the so called ‘shamba raiders’. The tusks were a revelation 
to me. They were not a manifestation of dead animals, but instead rep-
resented information about territory that normal maps did not reveal. 
This was my first palpable evidence of a special kind of unseen wilder-
ness where dangerous animals still roamed free. More importantly, I re-
alised that these objects originated in a wilderness that was not a game 
reserve or a national park, but instead, were from a land where wild 
animals existed beyond surveyed boundaries and unclaimed by some 
government institution.

My mother’s many Mombasa flats and apartments always lacked fur-
niture, so I was never able to bring friends home. The reason for this was 
a lack of money. From the very beginning my father’s support payments 
became erratic, something that caused Rosemary to become anxious 
about spending money on anything unnecessary, and as far as she was 
concerned furniture fell into that category.

Classmates vanishing was a very typical occurrence at school. With 
many parents who were members of the Police, Royal Navy, Colonial 
Service, or on the Diplomatic staff of some foreign embassy, there were 
a lot of comings and goings. In 1965 I too eventually became one of 
those who disappeared from my class when my father’s monthly sup-
port payments suddenly dried up completely. He had been in Somalia 
for several years, and had left there after his business was expropriated 

two days later I was in bed with septicaemia and a feverish temperature. 
For several days I had a thumping headache and hallucinations at night 
when I fell sleep. It was weeks before Rosemary allowed me to go back 
to school.

As I got better, I kept myself entertained by drawing scene after scene 
of what I could see beyond the window next to my bed. I filled dozens 
of drawing books with hundreds of sketches of clouds, pedestrians, pi-
geons roosting on the window sill, and details of the old buildings across 
the street. I added notes to the reverse of the drawings, because I wanted 
to make them come alive with a story (which to me was almost as inter-
esting as the drawing itself ). Every few days a doctor would come to the 
flat to have a look at my wound and take my temperature. The first time 
he came he noticed my drawing books on the floor next to my bed – my 
treasured trophies from weeks of bed-ridden glances and sights beyond 
the window of my room.

‘Can I have a look? he asked. ‘Yes,’ I said, uninterested in the drawings, 
and more concerned about whether he was softening me up to the pros-
pect of more stitches. But he flipped carefully through them and made a 
point of reading the narratives I had written on the backs of the drawings. 
During the following weeks he returned several times to check up on 
how I was doing, always asking if he could see the sketches I had done in 
the meantime. On his last visit he gave me a pat on the head and asked 
very formally if he could keep one of my drawing books ‘as payment for 

for the day and picnicked under the palm trees. Sometimes, using a 
rented car, Rosemary would drive to Tsavo East Royal National Park for 
the weekend. This eleven thousand square kilometre reserve was only 
a two-hour journey up the Nairobi road from Mombasa. Six thatched, 
self-service bandas had been built in 1952 overlooking the Aruba Dam 
on the Voi River, and it was here that we stayed. In the 1960s Tsavo was 
severely affected by drought and so Aruba was frequented by very large 
herds of elephant and buffalo. It was here that I got my first opportuni-
ties to do drawings and watercolours (some of which I still have) from 
life of Africa’s most iconic animals – elephant, rhino, giraffe and buffalo. 
At night elephants wandered in amongst the bandas leaving piles of 
elephant dung scattered about on the footpaths. It was the elephant 
dung that fascinated me most. I decided that when I grew up I would 
have a home that had elephant dung in the garden – a desire to which 
I still aspire.

I enjoyed going to school at MEPS (Mombasa European Primary 
School), a tiny establishment of 120 attendees, which just a couple of 
years earlier had been a British garrison. I liked the teachers, although I 
was a little scared of Mr Metcalfe, the gruff authoritarian who was head-
master. When I cut my leg on a rusty flower pot in the playground, it was 
Mr Metcalfe who drove me to a hospital to have it stitched up, with me 
biting back tears and him telling me: ‘Don’t get blood on my carpet.’ The 
gash, a deep one, required many stitches which were done badly, and 

The Mandhry mosque. The entrance to Fort Jesus, the top part 
of which we could see from our flat at 
Fort Mansions which was only a short 

distance away.

The hundred-year-old warehouses near to Fort Mansions where 
the Game Department stored ivory and rhino horn.

My first wildlife drawing, done 
while on a school holiday at the 
Tsavo East Royal National Park, at 
the Aruba bandas, in 1958.

by the Somali government to give to the Chinese. One Friday afternoon 
I came home from school to find our cheerful Asian landlord showing 
a prospective tenant the spectacular view of Mombasa’s rooftops from 
the verandah and I realised that we were about to pull up our roots 
again. I was unsettled by the intrusion but it wasn’t the stranger tramp-
ing about my home that disturbed me. Instead it was the realisation 
that I would never hear what happened at the end of the book that 
Mr Strickland, a favourite teacher at school, had been reading aloud to 
us in instalments on Friday afternoons. Forty-five years later it still dis-
turbs me that I never found out how that book ended. Three weeks later, 
in February of 1965, my mother and I walked out the front entrance of 
that flat for the last time, carrying a single suitcase, and took a taxi to the 
railway station. I did not realise it then, but I was leaving a town and an 
existence that had stamped its character onto my soul. I found myself 
uprooted from my beloved town, eventually ending up in Zimbabwe, 
which was then known as Rhodesia.
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The journey to that country was a very roundabout odyssey that 
took many months to complete and whose route included long 

stays in Egypt, Lebanon, Italy, Greece and Ireland then back to Africa on 
one of the Union Castle liners via the Cape and ending up at Beira in 
Mozambique – a trip that convinced this future artist that he was never 
going to be happy living anywhere other than in East Africa. The affa-
ble and pleasant school that I had happily attended in Mombasa was 
replaced by Prince Edward School in Harare – an establishment I hated 
with a passion. One from which I was eventually asked to leave several 
years later after an altercation with the vice principal in which I was pro-
claimed a bad influence and irredeemably ill-disciplined. Zimbabwe, as 
it later became known, was not a place of which I have fond memories 
– especially after the romance and colour of Mombasa and the Swahili 
coast. However, it was in Zimbabwe, in the late sixties that I discovered 
the wild country of the Zambezi Valley and the fabulous game fields of 
what was then the ‘Portuguese Overseas Province of Mozambique’.

During the school holidays Rosemary always hired a pickup and 
we would go down to Mana Pools and camp there on the banks of 
the Zambezi River at Nyamepi. When Prince Edward School decided 
that I was not welcome back there Rosemary saw this in a positive 
light. She bought a small Daihatsu pickup and we spent the whole 
of what should have been my final year at school wandering about 
Mozambique and Zimbabwe, spending months camped in Mana Pools, 
Gona re Zhou, Chobe, Victoria Falls and Gorongoza, with me studying 

top

Our rough campsite at Nyamepi 
on the banks of the Zambezi River 
at Mana Pools.

above

Me, aged 14, Nyamepi, and some 
of the disturbances that occurred 
while fishing for bream. 

for my final exams by the light of candles at night! By some miracle, at 
the end of the year I managed to get a university-entrance pass none-
theless, despite the fact that I had literally taught myself everything 
in the twelve months leading up to the exams. How I passed these 
crucial university-entrance exams, which I took at a college in Harare, 
and which were marked in the UK, is still a complete mystery to me! 
Five years later, after much surfing, I graduated from the University of 
Natal in 1977 with a BSc and worked for one year as a geologist. But that 
experience quickly taught me that I would never be able to work for any-
one but myself. I decided that I was unemployable, unable to take orders 
and unwilling to spend the rest of my life toiling away at a job where I 
made other people wealthy. Much soul searching and contemplation of 
my few apparent skills brought me to a fateful conclusion. I decided that 
I would search out the wildest part of Botswana and sell the paintings 
of wildlife that I would do there to visiting sportsmen on safari! It was a 
very grand plan that seemed so simple and almost certain to succeed!

Thus the career of an artist was born on the basis of a wild, arrogant 
supposition that somehow I would make it in a profession of which I had 
no understanding at all. And all of this on the basis of some randomly 
encouraging comments about my watercolours and drawings and some 
piffling sales of my drawings to curio shops at the Victoria Falls – where my 
mother (right through the worst of that country’s civil war) had camped 
in that town’s municipal campground while I was away at university. 
Thus this artist’s career started in a very small way in 1978, when I arrived 

in Botswana with the intention of experiencing the fabulous freedom 
and adventure that its vast, teeming game fields offered. I knew what I 
was looking for in terms of atmosphere. I just needed to find the loca-
tions that I had already visited in my own imagination – and fit them into 
the reality that surrounded me. With an ancient Toyota Land Cruiser 4x4 
pickup, a tan-coloured ‘studio’ tent and enough money to last for a year, I 
set off into the remote hinterland of Ngamiland and the Chobe District in 
search of atmosphere and adventure. I was consumed by the romance of 
what I was doing and how it tied into my own past so neatly.

My plan – ‘the grand plan’, to spend a year in the true African wilder-
ness painting wildlife and selling to the tiny number of hunters that 
came to Botswana to hunt big game (there was virtually no tourism to 
speak of in those early days) – succeeded dramatically. The upshot of 
this was that I managed to remain in the Okavango and Chobe  areas of 
Botswana as a permanent resident of that textbook wilderness, working 
under canvas in my own small camps in remote areas where wildlife 
teemed – and to continue doing this for more than a decade. My wil-
derness bona fide was established in that very romantic period of my 
career, and it was earned the hard way. I carried my own fuel, water, 
food and equipment with me wherever I went, and camped in areas 
so remote that many months passed before I saw another vehicle. Big 
game, such as elephant, leopard, and lion passed by and through my 
little ‘studio’ encampments by day and by night. I lived like this for ten 
years! left: It was at Serondella that I honed my skills at painting in the field, with all the difficulties that such a venture entailed.

A lion sniffs enquiringly at the corner of my studio tent at Serondella in the Chobe National Park. After ten seasons at 
Serondella I became very used to the proximity of large animals such as these.



1212 13

For Clarissa (left) and I several 
journeys to four specific areas 
in the tropical rainforests of 
Equatorial Africa were the hardest 
and most risky ventures we had 
ever undertaken. Disease, civil war, 
and rebellious porters were just 
some of the obstacles on these 
quests to see and experience the 
world’s last remaining bastions of 
wildlife and wilderness. 

opposite page

At Savuti, elephants had the run 
of the camp. When the Savuti 
dried up they would actively seek 
to steal water if it was openly 
available.

In 1984 fate suddenly served up a pleasant surprise for me – an unex-
pected event that would mind-bendingly change the course of my life 

in exactly the same way that a ‘plot point’ in a screenplay twists the story 
of a film. Quite by accident, on Durban’s beach front, and after a gap of 
ten years, I ran into an ex-girlfriend, Clarissa Nelson. Through extraordi-
nary coincidence she had a flat very close to the one I was renting for the 
duration of Botswana’s rainy season, something I did every year so that 
I could surf. Ten years previously, while at university in Durban we had 
dated – even deciding to get married at one stage. She was very pretty, 
very intelligent (later obtaining her doctorate in Anthropology) and in-
finitely better socialised than I. Unsuited to each other in most respects 
when we first dated, we nonetheless adored each other. But my surfing 
and her bridge marathons soon put paid to any marriage plans we had 
mulled over and after a year together we split up and drifted apart.

Out of the blue, that chance meeting had one very significant con-
sequence – our marriage in Swakopmund in 1988 – certainly the best 
thing that has or ever will happen to me. Rosemary, however, just as she 
had sensationally refused to attend her sister’s wedding for a very ob-
scure reason, refused to attend ours as well. Even though she was with us 
in Swakopmund! Thankfully, forgiveness and tolerance are the hallmarks 
of Clarissa’s character. Somehow we managed to put Rosemary’s foibles 
aside and move onwards regardless in an act of deliberate forgiveness 
that somehow I never extrapolated to include Knud, a person who by 
then I had not seen or heard from for twenty-five years (although he had 
been in my thoughts).

By the late eighties I had ‘done it all’ with respect to the wilderness 
experiences I had sought out in Botswana, and so Clarissa and I looked 
further afield for new challenges. Thus my bona fide would also come 
to include three years under canvas in the Namib Desert, Damaraland, 
the Skeleton Coast and the Kaokoveld. This period of time led to many 
evocative wildlife paintings of unusual desert game such as the rare de-
sert black rhino, the sand-dune traversing elephants of the region and 
the exotic coastal lions of the Skeleton Coast. We also spent months in 
Alaska, north of the Arctic Circle, and many more months in Indonesia 
and India searching successfully for wild tigers for me to paint.

In the 1990s we also made several incident-filled solo expeditions to 
remote areas of the pristine rain forests of northern Congo-Brazzaville, 
the Central African Republic and Gabon. The idea was for me to get first-
hand experiences and material for bongo, forest elephant and gorilla 
paintings – animals that virtually no other artist has ever attempted to 
see, let alone paint in the field. As Clarissa likes to recall, ‘His commitment 
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to doing these kinds of things to get material for his paintings is illus-
trated by the lengths he will go to, to achieve his goals!’ She was referring 
to the Congo trip where we had happily spent twice as much money on 
the expedition than it would have cost to buy the flat we were renting 
on the Durban beach front at the time! What did that vast expenditure 
get us? I became one of only a tiny handful of artists ever to have painted 
the rare forest elephant and the elusive bongo antelope in the rainforest 
wilderness of the Congo. For Clarissa it was a little different – she con-
tracted a rare, but nasty tropical parasite called Loa Loa (one of whose 
primary symptoms is the appearance of long wriggling worms crossing 
the eye underneath the sclerotic coat or covering of the eye)! Aside from 
that it was a very successful trip and led to us making several other long 
journeys into these very atmospheric locations within the Congo basin.

My grand gamble had succeeded far beyond my wildest dreams! I 
had made a successful career as an artist seemingly out of noth-

ing, – a career sparked off by my father’s visualisation sketches fifty years 
previously, my own ability to imagine, paint and draw, plus a yearning 
for true wilderness where individuals who wanted to take risks were not 

At Mont Flourie Cemetery above 
Victoria in the Seychelles. The 
end of a long journey for or me 
through time and space. I finally 
find the place where my father 
is buried after never having seen 
or heard from him in fifty years 
of wondering. Having made the 
decision to find him it only took 
a few months to piece the story 
together.

package. Inside were the first objects of Knud’s that I had ever touched 
in 50 years. In the package there were also the first photographs that I 
had ever seen of him – which put a face to my few memories. I was very 
surprised to find that I looked uncannily like him. The package contained 
all of his old passports, and other personal items. More importantly there 
was a photograph of his grave site in the Seychelles – at last I now knew 
where he was! In Jackie Kerr, who had sent the package, I was also very 
touched to discover that I had a stepsister, another relative previously 
unknown to me.

Three months later Clarissa and I flew to the Seychelles. On the sec-
ond day there we met Basil Soundy for lunch in Victoria. When we 

arrived at the restaurant he was there already. ‘I knew who you were as 
soon as I saw you,’ he declared. ‘You could have been Knud standing 
there like that!’

‘Do you know,’ he asked me near the end of the two-hour lunch, ‘that 
in 1988, Knud told me that while he was in Johannesburg getting treat-

ment for his cancer, that he went into the Everard Read Gallery and saw 
some of your paintings there?’ I shook my head. ‘And, did you also know,’ 
he continued, ‘that your father had a title? He was a Knight of the Order 
of the Danebrog – Chapitre des Ordres de Chevalerie de Denemark – and 
knighted by Her Majesty the Queen Margrethe of Denmark.’

‘No I did not know that,’ I replied sadly. ‘As I’ve always realised – I hardly 
knew him at all.’

After lunch there was only one thing left to do – the one thing that 
I had come to the Seychelles to do. That afternoon Clarissa and I took a 
taxi to the cemetery at Mont Fleuri up on the hillside overlooking Victoria 
harbour. It had been a very, very, long African journey.

fettered by the rules and regulations of the system. Arrogance and in-
dependence were the final ingredients in a career spent chasing atmos-
pheric locations that I had already dreamed up in my mind in Mombasa 
many years before.

What a gamble! And what a payoff! The windfall for me was the free-
dom to create something atmospherically beautiful and be paid for it, 
to live in the natural world beyond the theme-park mythology of the 
brochure copywriters and the bureaucrats of the nanny state, and being 
able to do so for more than thirty years, spending a cumulative fourteen 
years in the wilderness under canvas on safari! I was mentally and physi-
cally a long way from the 1950s and a six-year-old boy’s vivid memory of 
watching his father painting watercolour sketches in Bagamoyo.

Which brings me to 2010 and the time-travelling package  delivered 
to me from the past. In February of 2010, closure in regard to my 

past was very close at hand for me. I was writing my third book. Working 
on that book had led me to the conclusion that I should include my 
childhood experiences in its content. Slowly it dawned on me that I 
knew nothing about my past, or what had happened to my father for 
that matter.

I had two facts to work with. Firstly I knew that my father had lived 
in the Seychelles for a while. Secondly, I knew that he had died in 1988. 
That was it! The web played its part and within two weeks, using a 
Danish government website forum, I had located Gert Augustinus, a 
half-cousin. Gert, who remembered me from an occasion in Denmark 
when I was two, located several of Knud’s friends and associates for 
me by contacting Basil Soundy, the Danish Consul in Seychelles. I was 
surprised to find out from Soundy that my father had been the Danish 
Consul in Seychelles and handed on the post to him when he fell ill in 
1987. Suddenly, within the space of two weeks, I found myself looking 
at a piece of paper on which were the telephone numbers of Giselle’s 
daughter Jackie Kerr (previously Carvill), who now lived in South Africa. I 
stared at the phone for a long time before dialling her number, my heart 
pounding in my chest when the phone was picked up on the other end.

A few weeks later Jackie’s ex-husband David Kerr called by my Nairobi 
house to deliver the (by now folorn-looking and dirty) package that 
Jackie had sent to him when Giselle had died six years earlier in 2005. 
Jackie’s instructions had been for him to find me if he could. But he had 
been unsuccessful in that endeavour so the package had lain in a ware-
house for five years until my fateful phone call to Jackie in 2010. Later, 
when he had gone, and Clarissa was back from work, we opened the 

An important package from the past lands on my desk in April 2010. Inside were my father’s 
documents and personal items.

One of the payoffs of our many 
rainforest expeditions was seeing 
big-tusked forest elephant in 
clearings, and experiencing the last 
truly virgin wilderness tracts to be 
found on the African continent.
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THE SWAHILI COAST
Brushed by the cool kaskazi winds

Having lived and grown up in Mombasa, the heart of the Swahili Coast, I was 

a romantic before I even knew there was such a name for the feelings I had 

about the place. Some people love the Swahili Coast and some people hate it, but 

whichever way you feel, it is passionately, one way or the other, – there is no middle 

ground. This is Arabia planted down in amongst the wildlife and scenery of East 

Africa. The colours, sounds and smells of towns such as Lamu, Kismayu, Mombasa, 

Zanzibar, Bagamoyo and Dar es Salaam are at their core Arabian, but they are 

totally African towns associated with the hinterland people, mountains, wildlife and 

scenery.

The heat and humidity are oppressive, the smells associated with these towns are 

of broken drains. Where the old parts of these towns survive the streets are narrow 

and with old colonial or Arabic buildings aesthetically crumbling through overuse or 

neglect – whichever, the effect is the same.

Beyond the towns and the buildings, the Swahili Coast is characterised by a coral 

coast with razor sharp coral cliffs. In a few places the cliffs give way to photogenic 

villages on beaches lined with coconut palm trees – all escapees from the plantations 

established by the Germans a hundred years previously.

The Swahili Coast is also the home of the dhow, be it the larger jahazi or the smaller 

mashua. Their sails have the same shape and mode of operation as do similar craft 

found in the Middle East and on the Nile, but those ones are just tourist survivors, the 

diesel engine having replaced wind power. In East Africa however, the working sail-

powered cargo dhow still survives in ever-diminishing numbers.

top

One of my father’s old photographs 
taken in the 1950s of a small 
fishing village on the beach near 
Bagamoyo.

above

One of Zanzibar’s carved doors at 
the entrance to a building in Stone 
Town – taken in 1956, well before 
the touristification of the present 
day Stone Town.

Cargo dhow and the Sultan’s Palace – Zanzibar
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top

Maasailand in a1953 photograph 
by my father, an occasion that I 
remember vividly even though I 
was only one year old. My blond 
hair attracted a noisy throng all 
intent on getting a close look at 
me. I was terrified.

above

A Maasai giraffe. Photograph 
taken in 1954 on plain north of 
Arusha, which was then just a tiny 
colonial administrative town. The 
plain is now the site of Arusha’s 
international airport.

MAASAILAND
The land where safari was born

There are few areas in Africa as recognisable as Maasailand – it has Kilimanjaro to 

thank for that. This mountain, with it’s snow-capped peak and glaciers, is hard 

to ignore and can be seen hundreds of kilometres beyond Maasailand’s boundaries. 

The plains that lie beyond the mountain’s gentle lower slopes are the home of the 

present Maasai pastoralists, who in the past did coexist with the abundant wildlife 

of this region, that extends in the West from the Oloololo escarpment and Mara 

River as far west as lake Jipe. Within this vast region is contained an extraordinary 

concentration of famous game reserves, national parks or places: Olduvai, Kilimanjaro, 

Serengeti, Maasai Mara, Amboseli, Ngorongoro and the Crater Highlands, Tarangire, 

Ngurodoto, Manyara, Mkomanzi and Tsavo. It is a spectacular constellation of star 

names all associated with Maasailand and the Maasai. This part of Africa is the place 

where the modern concept of safari as a recreation was born, when Roosevelt hunted 

here with Selous in 1910. Since then countless hunting and photographic safaris have 

come and gone, while the wildlife of the greater area has diminished, because of 

natural human encroachment, exploitation of resources by an increasing population 

and badly run protected areas (the Mara Triangle being the only exception to this 

rule). The irony of the situation is that it is from the plains surrounding Kilimajaro, a 

landscape exactly the same as the present one, that modern humans spread out to 

the rest of the world in several waves between three million BC and one hundred 

thousand BC. From pristine wilderness to theme park in a hundred thousand years – 

this will be humanity’s legacy in the Cradle of Mankind!
The Cradle of Mankind

120 x 181 cm oil on canvas 2010



2222

VALLEY MAGIC
Nyamepi and other Mana delights

After my father’s support payments had dried up in 1965 I found myself uprooted 

from my beloved hometown of Mombasa. My mother and I returned briefly 

to Ireland but we were soon on a liner back to Beira in Mozambique and settled in 

Zimbabwe (then known as Rhodesia).

During school holidays between 1966 and 1971 Rosemary would rent a battered 

pickup from our neighbour in Jorosa Court on Selous Ave in Harare and we would set 

off to camp at Mana Pools in the Zambezi Valley for a month each year. In the 1960s 

Mana Pools was not a national park, but a game reserve, which meant that it was still 

very undeveloped and a journey here meant that one was going on an adventure. 

There were no rules to fetter one’s adventurous spirit either – one was free to walk 

where one wanted and the fishing for bream and tiger fish was superb. One had to 

take all the fuel needed, which meant there was a big 200 litre drum in the back of the 

pickup, as well as tents, food and whatever else was needed. At Nyamepi there was 

one large area where camping was permitted, a one kilometre stretch of the Zambezi 

riverbank, and no facilities were provided. Elephant, buffalo and hippo had the run 

of the place day and night. Also, though more rarely, black rhino would wander into 

camp during the night and fall asleep next to one’s vehicle or fly tent. Mana Pools 

was a spectacularly beautiful place, with the deeply forested floodplain and the long 

pools found there. Lion and leopard were not often seen but were present, and there 

were sable, eland and even some nyala. Huge, one-thousand-strong herds of buffalo 

were common as well. Elephants were constantly visible as they would cross from 

Nyamepi to islands further out in the Zambezi. At night this movement of elephants 

was even greater, unseen but very audible as they swished along through the water.

top

Our old pickup, (plus fuel drum) 
in the campsite at Nyamepi on 
the banks of the Zambezi river at 
Mana Pools. Elephants had the 
run of the campsite which was 
situated under large acacia trees 
whose pods they were after. Photo 
taken in 1965.

above

Our camping equipment was 
minimal, just a fly sheet and some 
tables and chairs, The fly sheets 
were open at both ends, exciting 
on nights when elephants would 
move past so close they brushed 
against the guy ropes.

Zambezi Evening

120 x 145 cm oil on canvas 2010
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THE KAROO
A geologist bites the dust! 

As luck would have it, the only year that I have ever worked for someone other 

than myself was the year that I spent in the Karoo working as a geologist for an 

exploration company. Although conveniently situated on the main street, the string 

of buildings that the company had leased for our use were obviously old and built 

to withstand the harsh winters of the Sutherland Plateau. Dust, creaking floorboards, 

and dark corners characterised their interiors, but the rough whitewashed exteriors 

were very picturesque from a distance. That was Sutherland! The cold required that 

the windows be kept tightly shut during the long winter months. I concentrated on 

honing my watercolour technique in the field, where I would occasionally see some 

wildlife when I was walking in the hills with map and Geiger counter. It was mainly 

steenbok that I saw. But that was before the young field assistant working for me 

went down to the ‘co-op’, bought himself a .22 rifle, and then proceeded to shoot 

them. He also nearly drove me mad back at our house where he loudly played his 

one Carpenters tape over and over again. ‘What’s the problem?’ he liked to say in 

a cheekily arrogant tone, and then turn it up a bit louder just to irritate me. I later 

found out that he was the son of a senior manager in the company for which we 

were working.

I worked as a disillusioned geologist for twelve months, saving every cent I earned 

and convinced that I should have to find another occupation or I would soon go 

mad. I suppose that I must thank that field assistant for the fact that I spent so much 

of my weekends wandering around the Great Escarpment – the times in the Karoo 

that I remember with fondness. Very occasionally I saw elands and even gemsbok 

if I trespassed on to the land of a farmer who had restocked his farm with wildlife. 

On several occasions I came across his one herd of eland when the skittish animals 

were unaware of me. The moment they saw me, however, they were gone in a flash, 

racing downhill and away.

top

The view from a nearby hill 
overlooking the tiny Karoo town of 
Sutherland. Photo taken in 1977.

above

A steenbok, the animal that I saw 
the most often in the Karoo – 
except in the vicinity of where we 
were working in the field.

Karoo Clouds

120 x 181 cm oil on canvas 2010



2626

IN THE MABABE
Wet season in the northern Kalahari

In southern Africa, especially in the area occupied by the Kalahari sand and bushveld, 

(Botswana, parts of Angola, Zimbabwe and Namibia) the dry seasons are just that – 

dry! During the dry season from April to the end of October it never rains – ever. One 

can count on the fact. During the rainy season, the so called ‘green season’, it pours 

and then switches off like a tap when the dry season starts. I enjoyed nature being 

so categorical (unlike where I live now in East Africa where there are two dry seasons 

and it can rain at any time of the year). It was a relief to me because I knew that during 

the safari season (the dry season) I would never really get stuck or bogged down in 

mud. Getting stuck and then trying to extricate your vehicle, which has sunk up to it’s 

axles in mud, is never an enjoyable experience. It guarantees that you go to bed that 

evening with your hands bashed and scratched, clothes and body covered in mud 

that has the consistency of iron when dry, and with a sore back. The weekend warriors 

and off-road enthusiasts love such occasions, but usually they are in groups, not alone 

or a hundred kilometres from help as I was.

I was so paranoid about avoiding getting stuck that I would avoid all bush travel 

during the rainy season altogether, preferring to head off to Durban for a wet season 

of surfing long before the first drops of rainfall hit the ground. Occasionally the best 

laid plans can come to nothing. Some years I would find myself still in my camp after 

the season broke, still trying to complete commissions for people in Botswana. Once 

I had to travel with a selection of these paintings from Maun in Ngamiland to Kasane 

in the Chobe District (a three hundred kilometre journey through mostly wild, game 

country) to meet a potential client. The rains were about to break. I found myself 

speeding along the ‘Sand Road’ atop the Magwikwe sand ridge in the Chobe National 

Park, a route that avoided the black cotton soil of the Mababe Depression. But I was 

too late. Purple-tinted thunder clouds emptied themselves over my route and within 

minutes my vehicle was stuck fast in mud.

top

My trusty 3-speed gearbox 1973 
Land Cruiser, well and truly mired 
in the black cotton soil of a 1982 
rainy season in the Mababe 
Depression. This region abounds 
with all sorts of big game during 
the rainy season because they 
disperse there when it starts to 
rain. Conversely a normally busy 
road becomes nearly deserted for 
several months until conditions 
dry out.

above

The Magwikwe Sand ridge curving 
around the western side of the 
Mababe. The ‘Sand Road’ follows 
its crest all the way to the Savuti 
channel.

November Mababe

120 x 181 cm oil on canvas 2010
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THE OKAVANGO
Farewell to the mekoro

The Okavango marshes are one of the worlds truly iconic wilderness areas, vast 

and brimming with wildlife. In the 1970s and early 1980s it was still a place where 

an individual could find space to do things that were interesting without having to 

ask someone else’s permission to do so. It is a strange mix of scant human habitation 

(River Bushmen and Bayei) as well as areas covered by vast hunting concessions, and 

one game reserve – Moremi. There is no other place in Africa like it. Here the best 

way to get around is in a dugout, locally known as a ‘mekoro’. These mekoro are all 

made from the trunks of the largest hardwood trees from the Shakawe area, and are 

in historical terms only a relatively recent introduction to Ngamiland. They arrived in 

the 1850s via the Selinda and Kwando rivers from the Zambezi.

Mekoro journeys are not for the restless or people in a hurry. Going anywhere as a 

passenger in a mekoro means that one is on an adventure where you will be gliding 

along across shallow floodplains just tens of centimetres deep. There is no safe vehicle 

to hide in when one glides past elephants and buffalo, so one is more connected to 

one’s surroundings in a very consequential way.

But the mekoros are also the standard form of transport for the rural inhabitants of 

the Okavango. They carry passengers and cargo from Maun to Shakawe and Sepopa. 

They are also organic art forms, each one completely different from the other, their 

one similarity being that they are all asymmetrical, having been hewn from a gigantic 

log by hand using primitive tools and without plans.

Unfortunately, most present-day visitors to the Okavango never get to experience 

the joys and texture of travel in one of these traditional vehicles. Political correctness 

has come to the Okavango. Safari operators, now very keen to massage their green 

credentials, have replaced their real mekoros with fiberglass replicas. They are all 

identical, perfectly plastic looking and totally symmetrical. Poor substitutes for the 

real thing and that makes them very modern! 

top

The shallow floodplains of the 
Okavango mean that you can see 
what you are gliding over, be it the 
sandy bottom or a fragment of an 
elephant’s tusk.

above

Being in a mekoro and going 
somewhere in one means that you 
are really on an adventure.

Heading home to Shakawe

120 x 181 cm oil on canvas 2010
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THE SKELETON COAST
In search of the sun!

The Skeleton Coast is a place of extremes! Extreme weather, extreme desert and 

extreme wildlife. Cold water and desert conditions give rise to fogs and mists that 

nearly drove my wife Clarissa mad after two weeks of such weather.

‘We have to have somewhere I can see the sun,’ she demanded after we had been 

sitting in Swakopmund while I painted in the comfort of one of the Swakopmund 

Municipal Camp’s A-frames.

‘I need to see the sun,’ she insisted while we were out at the end of Swakopmund’s 

pier on a misty morning that had us bundled up like Everest mountaineers. ‘Look at that 

bird,’ she continued, as we watched cormorants diving into the frigid ocean, flying off 

and then landing on the pier. ‘They are sub-mariners, aeronauts and can walk as well. 

And are immune to the cold. I’m not like them – I need the sun and warmth.’

We had just spent several weeks looking for desert elephant and rhino in the Barab 

area of Damaraland which lay a couple of hundred kilometres north of Swakopmund, 

but seventy kilometres inland – well away from the frigid influence of the ocean. So 

we had become used to desert heat and clear skies. Then it was back to Swakopmund 

with it’s German cafés, chocolate shops and freezing cold mists.

So we drove out into the desert towards the Brandberg and soon the sun popped 

into view and Clarissa became normal again. We camped out on the desert flats and 

were suitably scorched by the blazing sun. Clarissa was satisfied and so the next 

morning we drove back towards the coast where we decided to do some fishing 

before heading back to Swakopmund. It was early enough that the dawning sun (the 

first such dawn we had seen in weeks) illuminated a remarkably tranquil ocean scene 

with waves brushed smooth by an offshore that made my surfer’s heart skip a beat.

But what really made the day a memorable one was not the sun-drenched morning 

seascape that lay before us, or the large graceful flights of pelicans winging their way 

just offshore towards the Uniab. Instead it was the fish that we caught that morning – 

big galjoen. We cooked them on a fire right after they were caught, while a jackal 

yapped at us precociously. No fish has ever tasted better!

top

Our Toyota 4 x 4 on the beach 
north of Mowe Bay in the Skeleton 
Coast National Park.

above

Clarissa, suitably warmed by a sun 
she could see, and ecstatic over 
her catch of Galjoen fish. It led to 
the best beach fish fry we have 
ever had.

Skeleton Coast Morning

120 x 181 cm oil on canvas 2010
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CLOUDSCAPE
Passages through time

The occasional commute backwards and forwards from Kenya to South Africa 

is a journey to which I always look forward. The reason for this is because 

coincidentally, the flight takes me over many different places that I have visited or 

travelled to in the past fifty years. Zimbabwe, Mozambique, Tanzania and Kenya are all 

places I have lived. The flight from Johannesburg becomes interesting when it enters 

Mozambique airspace and crosses the Save River, where my uncle Manuel de Andrade 

worked for Mozambique Safariland, and where once the countryside teemed with 

wildlife. Further on the flight path takes one over the Chimanimani Mountains, where 

I can see from the air the exact routes traversed by school expeditions I had been on 

through the high moorlands. Further on in the flight is Gorongoza Mountain beyond 

which can just be seen the Urema Flats – Gorongoza National Park – sadly, now gone 

forever. After that comes Lake Malawi and then the bush of Southern Tanzania – the 

headwaters of the Ruaha river, the Buhoro Flats.

If you know when and where to look you can see the vast flat expanse of the 

Buhoro flats where the Ruaha River meanders its way towards the Ruaha National 

Park downstream. I always look down to see if I can see a bend in the river where as a 

10-year-old boy I was taken on safari by one of my mother’s old flames. He was mad 

about safari and I was enthralled by the adventure of it all although I was terrified 

by the numbers of rhino we bumped into when we stalked through the thick bush 

every day. From a cruising jet, looking down at the Buhoro flats nearly fifty years later 

the region looks exactly as it was back then. An illusion generated by altitude, and 

one immediately broken by the inevitable sparkle of light from a distant corrugated 

roof. Then many more sparks. Then hundreds of sparks. The wildlife of the vicinity of 

the Buhoro flats is now completely gone – where there had been thousands of black 

rhino and tens of thousands of elephants there are now none at all. Instead there is 

intense cultivation – which is as it should be. What is staggering is that it happened 

so quickly.

top

An aerial view with Mt. Meru in 
the foreground and Kilimanjaro 
in the background, seen on most 
flights to Kenya – if you look out of 
the window that is. Look out of the 
window on the other side of the 
plane at this moment and you see 
the Crater Highlands, Ngorongoro, 
Empaki and – in the distance – the 
Serengeti.

above

The flight also takes one along the 
full length of Lake Malawi.

The Ruaha River
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MOONRISE
African atmospheric supreme!

In the African bush during the late dry season the day can easily be split up into five 

sections in which two of them are very much shorter than the other three. Dawn 

and the first hour of daylight is the first of these periods and the most productive 

time of the day for seeing wildlife. The light is at its best – warm toned, low and 

soft so it illuminates the scenery with the same effect as does theatrical lighting. 

However this quickly fades and the light becomes harsher by the minute. Following 

this is the period of the day that lasts from one hour after dawn to 10 am – the last 

opportunity to game view before rushing back to the meagre comforts of a shady 

campsite. The next period lasts from 10 am until 3 pm and is the dead zone of the day 

when all the bad photographs of Africa are taken. The heat is intense. All the animals 

are in the shade, lions lying comatose under bushes and so on. Only ‘mad dogs and 

Englishmen’ sally forth in their ignorance. From 3 pm until half an hour before sunset 

the temperature cools enough to go out and look for something interesting to watch. 

But it is the last period of the day, the last hour when the sun goes over the horizon 

and the light fades in the west that must be considered to be Africa’s most evocative 

moment in the wilds. Lions start to call in the distance, there is the occasional hyena 

call and the temperature becomes pleasantly cool. Saturated colour returns to the 

landscape which for most of the day was grey, harsh and unpleasant to look at. It 

becomes beautiful and atmospheric again.

But once a month this magical moment becomes even more magical – the rising 

of the Harvest Moon. The full moon, illuminated by a sun not yet set, rises into a 

pink-tinged sky. The bush is illuminated simultaneously from opposite directions by 

two celestial bodies each still above their respective horizons. As this phenomenon 

unfolds an already atmospheric scene takes on a mystical intensity awakening 

primordial memories in our deepest subconscious. It is one of the most powerful, 

awe-inspiring moments that can be experienced in the African bush.

top

An African sun sets into the haze 
of an October evening in Northern 
Botswana. On the evening of the 
full moon it pays to turn about 
through one hundred and eighty 
degrees and watch the opposite 
horizon for the rise of the Harvest 
Moon.

above

When the evening cools off the 
wildlife begin to move around 
again, and lions, that just a couple 
of hours earlier were comatose 
under a bush, perk up. rise and 
start to move about in advance of 
the nightly hunt.

Harvest Moon
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THE TRIANGLE
The end of the migration as we know it now?

The finest remaining part of Kenya’s once magnificent wildlife and wilderness heritage 

can be found in the triangle of land between the Tanzanian boundary, the Oloololo 

escarpment and the Mara river – the so-called Triangle, now administered by the 

efficient, well run Mara Conservancy. The only manifestation of the boundary between 

Kenya and Tanzania are a few white boundary markers each set at distant intervals from 

one another on the grassy plains of the area. Here, once a year, the wildebeest migration 

flows across an international boundary that neither the Maasai nor wildebeest respect, 

in a wildlife spectacular that is considered by many to be a recent phenomenon. The 

herds of wildebeest have been increasing in number since the rinderpest epidemic of 

the 1890s and it is only in the last three or four decades that the wildebeest have been 

crossing into Kenya in their present numbers. In previous years the Mara area had its 

own internal migration of wildebeest, the Loita population, but this has since ceased to 

exist because of human encroachment on their dispersal areas and poaching.

However the migration from across the border, estimated now at one and a half 

million animals, continues to flow across the boundary each year and then arcs south 

west into the Triangle by crossing the Mara River at several favourite locations – 

constantly in search of grass and rainfall.

Sensationally this may all cease to exist and soon! This migration may be 

historically a new thing for Kenya but politicians in Tanzania seem uninterested 

in preserving this asset which they share and are custodians of for the rest of the 

world. A major new tar road, destined to open up the area around Musoma on Lake 

Victoria for development, has been approved by their parliament. It will cut directly 

across the Northern Serengeti just to the south of the International boundary and 

the Mara Triangle. The eventual necessity to fence this road, when it becomes a busy 

highway route from Dar es Salaam to ports servicing the Congo and beyond, will 

mean that the days of the migration as we know it today in Kenya will be over. The 

total population of migrating animals is likely to crash to a tiny fraction of what they 

are today and will probably be confined to the area south of the new road in Tanzania. 

A perfect example of the world gone completely mad! 

top

One of the international boundary 
markers on the plains in the 
southern part of the Triangle. The 
line down the middle indicates 
the boundary. Wildebeest have 
no respect for such human 
boundaries but soon a new road 
will have dramatic consequences 
for the migration.

above

The boundary markers lie hidden 
in a sea of grass.

Here Yesterday and Gone Today
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A CAMPSITE
The romantic traveller’s last redoubt

The land where safari was born may be struggling to preserve it’s natural resources 

in the face of a population explosion and rapid development because of intense 

urbanisation, but there are still places where the old safari ‘magic’ remains. The Rift 

Valley has many places where you can camp by a sand lugger, or hear lions roaring 

in the distance at night. The classic East African safari still exists for those in the know 

and those with the will to go looking.

In this modern world it is still possible to experience the freedom and exhilaration 

of setting up camp under an African tree in a place where some wildness still exists. If 

the croton-covered hillock nearby hides buffalo during the day then it’s wild enough. 

If there is some old elephant dung in the riverbed – better still! And then there is the 

best moment of any safari – arrival at a favourite camping site. Like coming back to 

an old friend and finding that, in spite of everything else, little has changed since you 

last saw it a year earlier. And yet things will always be slightly different, the trees’ lower 

branches pulled off by an elephant or a nearby bush gone. The lugger might have 

changed it’s course slightly.

Then comes the time-honoured ritual of erecting a tent, setting out chairs, and 

making a place for the fire. Often when you return home to wherever it is one has 

come from it will be these moments that one remembers most, not the buffalo bulls 

that hung about on the hill nearby, or the lucky lion or cheetah sightings. That great 

first cup of tea, the fire being lit and the meal under the stars accompanied by the 

sounds of a distant lion’s call. These are the important things when it comes to safari, 

and they will always be, as long as there are people out there who understand how 

lucky they were to have experienced such things. Which is why a personally special 

campsite anywhere in the African wilderness experience is like a grave visited by 

loving relatives. They visit it diligently every year for as long as they are able and then, 

suddenly, they stop coming any more.

top

Making camp in a wild corner 
of the great Rift Valley. All that is 
needed is a shade tree., a stream 
nearby for water, some wood for a 
fire, and plenty of memories.

above

The delicious ritual of that first cup 
of tea after a long journey to a 
favourite place in the African bush.

Seen from a Campsite
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