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HELLO

How are you? Let me introduce myself: I am Bob Landheer,
of Dutch nationality, and I studied Physics at the University of
Leiden, the Netherlands. After completing my degree, I went
to Africa with my wife Willemien and our one-year old son
Mark.

(Perhaps, at this stage, you are not really interested in the
story of my life. In that case, just skip the rest of this section.
You can always come back to it later.)

We lived in Uganda from mid-1964 until the end of 1966;
our second son Martin was born there. Then, we spent 4’2 years
in New Zealand, and we lived in Botswana from 1971 to 1974.
The education of our boys was our main reason for returning to
Holland, although in retrospect, I think our second reason: giving
the boys a feeling of having a home country, was more relevant.
I trained Physics teachers at the Hogeschool van Amsterdam.

Once you have lived in Africa, you always want to go back
there. That applies to most people, and it certainly applied to
me. So when I got the chance to spend another three years in
Botswana (beginning of 1988 until end of 1990), I took it, even
though Willemien decided that she didn’t want to lose her job,
so she stayed in Holland and we got together during holidays.
After those three years, I returned to Willemien, and to my job at
the Hogeschool van Amsterdam.

I have always enjoyed the places where I lived and the work
I did there. That applies to all the places where I've been and all
the posts I've held, in Africa, in New Zealand and in Holland.
But Africa was top.



HELLO

Sadly, Willemien became seriously ill in 1992, and she died
in 1994.

In 2001, I remarried. My second wife, Anja, is a nurse; she
had been a good friend of Willemien's during her last years. And
Anja had always wanted to go to Africa. So in 2002 we went
to Ethiopia, where I trained Physics teachers at the University
of Bahir Dar. While we were there, we bought a very old Land
Rover; and after three years in Bahir Dar, we used it to drive to
South Africa where we had bought a second home in Fish Hoek,
near Cape Town.

Now, in 2012, I am 73 years old. At first, I started writing
this book in order to tell my sons and my grandchildren about
our life in Africa. At the moment, the grandchildren are far too
busy growing up to take an interest in what happened to us in
that distant past. But maybe one day, they will enjoy reading
about family history.

And you, reader, even if you are not family, you may well
enjoy these stories also. | have tried to explain why Africa is my
favorite continent. I know that a lot of bad things have happened
in Africa: corruption, famine, war, genocide. Yes, Africans are
capable of incredible cruelty; but so is everyone else. In my years
in Africa, I have not been in war zones, and I have not witnessed
genocide. Perhaps I've been lucky. In my years in Europe, |
have not been a witness to the Holocaust either, or to Stalin’s
massacres, or to the ethnic cleansing in former Yugoslavia. I
guess ['ve been lucky there, too.

It is quite possible to live and work in Africa without coming
into contact with war and genocide. And if you do, your reward
is: the contacts that you have with African people.



TO AFRICA

We, that is, my first wife Willemien, our one-year old son Mark
and I, first went to Africa in 1964. After completing my degree
in Physics, which included a qualification as a teacher, I wrote a
letter to the Ministry of Foreign Affairs in my home country, the
Netherlands, saying that I had heard there was a great shortage of
teachers in developing countries, and I would like to offer myself
as such. Inreply, I received a letter saying they had nothing for me.
That surprised me, so I went to the Ministry in The Hague myself
and asked to see the person who had signed the letter. He wasn’t
there at that time, but I spoke to his deputy, who said no really, they
had nothing at all. That is, unless I wanted to go to Uganda.

Uganda it became. It took a while for my application to be
processed, but then, all of a sudden, the Ministry asked if we
could leave the following week. That was a bit too quick for us;
for one thing, we were still in the process of getting inoculations
against yellow fever, polio, diphtheria, and so on; and we hadn’t
started packing yet. Alright, they said, the week after that then;
but please no later than that, because I was desperately needed
at a school in Soroti. We managed.

Once we were on the plane, we realised that, in all the hurry,
we had forgotten to ask for a contact address in Uganda. But
surely, somebody would be meeting us at Entebbe airport? So
we didn’t worry.

And we were right not to worry. Of course, there was nobody
at the airport to meet us, and at the information counter they had
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