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Introduction. Among the major meteorites known on the earth , few can 
have received less a ttention than the H oba meteorite, especia lly since it 
is the la rges t of a ll. I t lies where it fell, near the little village of G rootfon tein 
in Sou th West Africa, and to th e best of my knowledge has been visited 
only once before b y a n astronomer, Willem Luyten , who has given an 

' accoun t in P opular Astronomy (vol. 30 , p .13, 1930) of tha t visit t hir ty-
' ' seven years ago. 

On hearing t hat I was planning a holiday in South Africa during the 
(northern ) summer of 1966, D r. D. A. MacRae suggested that I might 
consider ma king an excursion in to South Wes t Afri ca to see the H oba 
meteori te, if only to bring back some modern pictures of it and its sur
roundings. I confess that my initial reaction was onl y lukewarm, since 
Grootfon tein is remote fro m a ny a rea I had in tended visit ing, and trave l 
in Sou th West Afri ca is often inconvenient, to say the least . As it trans-

l' pired , however , t his visit proved to be exceedingly interesting a nd 
frequent ly exciting, a nd I a m most gra teful to D r. MacRae, bo th fo r his 
suggestion and , more materia lly, for a travel gran t from the Walter H elm 
F und of the Depa rt ment of Astronomy , U niversity of T oronto. 

Ii 

South West Africa. T he T erri tory of Sou th West Afri ca comprises about 
a t hird of a million squa re miles in t he form of a rough rectangle some one 
thousand miles from nor th to sou th a nd several hundred miles east to 
west. The Kunene and Okavango rivers separate it on th e north from 
Angola ; t he Orange river to the south for ms the border with South 
Afri ca , 500 miles north of Cape Town. To the east the beginnings of the 
Kalaha ri Desert mark the border wi th Bechuanala nd (now Botswana), 
a nd the gri m desolation of the Atlantic's Skeleton Coast is t he western 
border. Like a ll of southern Africa, the land rises sha rply on going inland , 
and most of t he terri tory is several thousand feet above sea-level. This, 
and the ext reme dryness of the a ir make for a very bracing climate in t he 
central highlands. In the nor thern parts, deeper in t he tropics, where 
rain is more pl entiful a nd the land starts to dip towards the Congo basin , 
t he climate is less hea lt hy . Mala ria and t he tsetse fl y have not yet been 
eradicated. 

*Communication No. 156 from the David D unlap Observatory. 
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FIG. 1- South \.Vest Afri ca in rela t ion to surrounding cou ntries. 

Almost unknown to tourists outside southern Africa, South \,Vest 
Africa holds much of in terest to the visi tor, be he of a hard y disposition. 
For several hundreds of miles a long the coast stretch some of the richest 
dia mond fields in the world . Curiously, these dia monds are a lmost a ll of 
gem quality and show a strong gradation in size from north to south 
a long the coast. Since they are only lightly buried in the desert sands, 
en try in to th is a rea is forbidden to a ll who do no t hold the necessa ry 
permits. The origin of the diamond fi elds is unknown; whether they came 
from prehistoric rivers washing down to the sea, or whether the dia monds 
have been washed up from the sea itself is on ly speculation. Certa inly 
throughout t he T erritory there is plenty of evid ence for a ncien t vol
canism: there a re numerous ho t springs and occasional remnan ts of 
cinder cones; sem i-precious gems like a methyst, topaz a nd tourma line 
a re to be found , a nd the sea-bed off the coast is sti ll in a state of active 
volcanism, with sulphurous isla nds sometimes emerging above the 
surface. 

Along the coastline stretches the N am ib Desert, sometimes known as 
the 'smoking' desert beca use of the sa nd perpetua lly blowing off its dunes. 
Road maps of South West Africa show thousa nds of sq uare miles of this 
area as a bla nk, with the simple statement "consta ntly shifting sand 
dunes". T he highest dunes ever measured are located here, some of 
them 850 feet from trough to crest. Interestingly , the Namib is rapidl y 
encroaching into the ocean , at places as much as 50 ya rds a yea r- a lmost 
a yard a week! La rge sh ips which were wrecked in the surf (the name 
Skeleton Coast is well-given) only twenty or thirty yea rs ago can now be 
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found almost buried in sand ha lf a mile or more inland. There are even 
the bones of a sixteenth century galleon in the desert, its story unknown. 
In the southern part of South West Africa the Namib turns inland to 
meet the Kalahari Desert, so that between them they form a horse-shoe 
around the Territory. This means that in going from South Africa into 
South West Africa one must cross this southern tongue of desert, a fact 
I was later to rue. 

N ot far from the south-eastern corner of South West Africa are the 
Aughrabie Falls on the Orange river, one of the five largest falls in the 
world. Here the Orange, largest river in southern Africa, is confined in a 
na rrow a nd tortuous rocky channel through which it roars with stupen
dous ferocity a nd noise to crash 600 feet down into a violently turbulent 
pool below. So confining are the sheer rock walls that air trapped under 
the falling water builds up to explosive pressures and periodically, with a 
bang heard even over the sha ttering noise of the upper river, water is 
exploded up a nd out down the lower canyon. Since the Orange is known 
to wash diamonds down to the sea, it has been surmised tha t an immensely 
valuable collection of diamonds may be trapped in the pool under th e 
falls. Not surprisingly, none has been recovered. 

Just east of the Namib in the southern portion of the T erritory lies the 
Fish River Canyon, which, although sma ller, bea rs a remarkable resem
blance to the G rand Canyon of Arizona. Three thousand feet deep a nd 
about ten miles across , it has been cut by a river that now only flows 
occasionally, a fter torrential downpours in the rainy season. Remote a nd 
inaccessible, it is only recently that a trickle of tourists have come to 
visit it, and even now the journey is not a pleasant one. 

Almost a thousand miles to the north is the Etosha Pan Game Reserve , 
some 25,000 square miles in extent. The Pan itself is the dried up bed of 
a n a ncient lake about 85 by 45 miles in size, and surrounding it is to be 
found a considerable va riety of big game, including lion a nd elephant. 
It is the development of access to this excellen t Reserve which is now 
thankfully leading to a great improvemen t in t he roads of South 'Nest 
Africa. 

Also in the north, near Otjikoto, are the only two la kes in the Territory . 
Quite small, they a re surrounded b y high dolomite cliffs, a nd their aura 
of mystery has made them the source of many legends, among which is 
that they a re bottomless. They a re, in fact, several hundred feet deep, 
and a re in terconnected both with each other a nd with a vast under
ground watertable. 

The people of the T erritory a re ethnica lly very diverse, bu t every
where fri endly a nd hospitable. The non-white races total about 450,000, 
and include Bushmen, Damaras, Na mas, H ereros , Ovambos, Tswa nas 
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and many others. The Bushmen a re a n extremely prim1t1ve nomadic 
desert people, and most of the others appear to live traditional triba l lives 
in remote pa rts of the coun try, apparently entirely unawa re of the 
poli t ical furor raging over them in other pa rts of the world. There a re 
about 73,000 white people, a round two-thirds of whom a re Afrikaans
speaking and one-third German . English is seldom spoken, a nd I was 
relieved to find tha t my Afrikaans could still withstand simple con
versations. 

Although li ttle of it appears in history books, South West Africa has 
had a la mentably bloody and violent history. The early inhabita nts were 
mainl y Bushmen who were later invaded by various Bantu t ri bes from 

F ie. 2- Entering the southern 1a mib desert . 

t he nor th , H otten tots from the south, and Germa ns from the coast. 
The Bushmen retired to become masters of the desert, a nd left t he 
rema inder to be fought over in b itter three-way wa rs which persisted 
into the early years of this cen tury. For about thirty years South West 
Afri ca was a German colony, but since the F irst \Vorld \,Var has been a 
Mandated T erri tory administered by th e government of South Africa, 
a matter presently under dispute. 

The overriding impression of South West Afri ca is one of grea t a ridi ty. 
Except on the borders th ere a re no perennial rivers, a nd a patch of green 
a lmost nowhere to be seen. I t is a hot and dry la nd , with vast pa noramas 
of desert and semi-desert, blue gra nitic mounta ins seen a t immense 
distances through the clear a ir , harsh a reas of broken rock so unrelieved 
as to be a lmost pa inful to contemplate, and in the north endless mi les of 
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rolling savannahs covered in brown grass and stunted African bush. 
There is little beauty , but great grandeur. 

The Journey. My original in tention had been to fl y to Windhoek, the 
capital of the Territory a nd a regula r port of call for South African 
Airways, and then go by a small local a irline to G rootfontein. Shortly 
after my a rrival from Canada, however, I attended a pa r ty in Cape Town 
at which a long-standing friend a nd ex-neighbour of mine, M r. Alex Bain , 
was present. On hearing of my proposed v isit he asked whether I wou ld be 
interested in going overland, since he had a car, cou ld obta in a week's 
leave, and would very much like to visit South West Africa himself. I 
gladly accepted, since this would ma ke the visit infini tely more interest
ing, a nd Sou th West Africa was the only remaining a rea of southern 
Africa through which I had not a lready t ravelled. Other friends were 
more skeptical a nd drily asked what make of new car Alex proposed 
bu ying on his return, since the appa lling condition of most South West 
Afri can roads is well known. Even t he down-to-earth South Afri can 
G uide a nd Yearbook gravely counsels that car travel to South \Nest 
Afri ca is not general a nd should only be undertaken after due consul ta
tion with the major travel associations. In fact , we were to find that one 
such association seems unduly optimistic over car travel in South West 
Africa; its road map at one point shows a major highway where none 
exists (actua ll y it is a proposed highway, we learnt), which added com
plications to our travel on one day. However, with undiminished , if 
brash, enthusiasm we laid our plans . 

South Afri cans are fond of quoting Sir F ra ncis D ra ke's reference to 
the Cape Pen insula a fter his round-the-world cruise in 1580: 'For 'twas 
the fairest Cape that we did see in the entire circumference of the Globe'. 
Fair it is indeed. Today, a city of a lmost a million people, known for its 
culture a nd history, surrounded by mounta ins, sunny vineyards and 
blue ocean. Among its less attractive moods, however, is the wet, windy, 
weather of its winters, a nd during July of 1966 a cold , drizzling ra in fell 
on every day except three. The thought of a week in the trop ical desert
like conditions of South West Africa was one to gladden the heart, and 
it was with considerable a n ticipation that Alex and I drove out of Cape 
Town in the la te afternoon of August 5. 

The first few hundred miles of the road northwa rds is a t a sligh t a ngle 
to the coast, and we travelled steadi ly inla nd a mong the soft, verdant 
hills as they roll down to the sea. Within an hour or two we glimpsed 
through the clouds to the east the snow-capped peaks of the Winterberg 
mounta ins, among wh ich is the fa rm Winterhoek. In the last century, a 
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renegade Hottentot chief, banished from here, settled in the middle of 
South West Africa and nosta lgically gave to his settlement the name of 
the farm from which he had come. It is today the capital of the Territory, 
with its name corrupted to Windh oek. 

It is only when one crosses the E lephant river, its ba nks dotted with 
citrus farms, that the character of the countryside starts to change. The 
hills become more harsh a nd rugged, the grass less green and more sparse. 
The remote mistiness va nishes. And before long the excellent paved high
way abruptly ends and one is adrift on a narrow, twisting rock-ridden 
road that vanishes a mong the hills to the north. It was in these hills 
during the sunny morning of our second day that one of our few mis
fortunes befell us. With more than three thousand miles to cover in the 
week, and most of them over roads expected to be awfu l, we drove at 
high speed whenever we could . Speeding a long over t his rough road we 
could hear the stones bouncing up under the car, and unknown to us at 
the time, one of them cut a small gash in the gas tank. Congratulating 
ourselves on the good time we were making, unaware of the gasoline 
slowly dripping out behind us, we raced on towards the 250 miles of 
desert we intended crossing before nightfall. 

Our misfortunes were a lways balanced by a remarkable turn of good 
fortune. There was one more little town before we were to cross the 
Orange out of South Africa into the desert, the settlement of Springbok 
in Namaqualand. Since it was the last v illage we expected to come to 
until late afternoon, we fortunately elected to stop for an early lunch. 
Emerging after half-an-hour over indigestible backveld hamburgers 
and coffee, the strong smell of gasoline and the te ll- tale stream trickling 
out from behind one of the rear wheels were on ly too obvious. vVhat to 
do about it was less obvious. Automobile repair fac ili ties do not abound 
in Springbok, and besides, it was a weekend, during which the Afrikaner 
shuts down his small town with a ll the absoluteness expected of the rura l 
Puritan. Gasoline may be purchased through the reluctan t services of a n 
indolent hired-ha nd, but a mechan ic is no more to be found than an 
astronaut. However, our malad y was a not uncommon one in those parts , 
I suppose, and in due course we came on a la rge gentleman who ha rdil y 
cl imbed under the ca r a nd exa mined the leak without removing his 
lighted cigarette from his li ps. A man of few words, he went away a nd 
came back with a ha ndful of dates. He spat on these a nd squashed them 
to a pulp, and then to our growing incredu li ty, climbed under the car 
a nd clapped them over the gash. As he dusted himself off he assured us 
in Afrikaans that the dates would react chemica ll y with the gasoline 
a nd soon be rock ha rd. vVhat, we enquired with considerable skepticism, 
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if another stone knocked the wad off when we were a hundred miles out 
into the desert? He shrugged slightly. "Walk back", he said, " a nd I'll 
give you some more dates". We cram med the cubby-hole ha lf-full of 
dates, and thus insured, set off for the desert. 

Taking no chances, we stopped an hour la ter to top up a t the last 
gasoline pump in Sou th Africa. Persistent honking of the horn produced a 
sleepy a nd irri table youth who had difficulty starting up the generator 
which produced electricity to run the pump. I t seemed that traffic 
through the desert would not be heavy. Investigation also indicated that 
t he chemical reaction of dates and gasoline was a slow one- gas was still 
oozing out of the tank. We paused briefl y to view the Orange river we 
were about to cross, but in this, the dry season, it was unimpressive. For 
its fina l few hundred miles down to the sea this river gets steadily sma ller 
and shallower , losing more water by evaporation than it gains from 
tributa ries. Even so, its banks had a lmost the last greenery we were to 
see for the next two thousand miles. 

Interestingly, there is nothing, not even a road sign , to tell one that 
one is technically crossing an in ternational boundary at this point. 

Over the bridge the road became generall y worse as we started the long 
climb up from the river. Since we were now entering the eastern tongue 
of the Namib, even the scrub bush began to give way to nothing but 
brown gri t ty dust, so that at times it was diffi cul t to differentiate road 
from desert. In places the road was rema rkably good, and unconsciously 
one would soon speed up to 50 or 60 m.p.h., only to find that here a nd 
there the dust obscured stretches of corrugations which sent the car 
sliding wildly sideways and left the steering without response. South 
West Afri can roads a lso have a habit of undergoing sudden dips , severa l 
feet deep a nd perhaps twenty or thirty feet across, in to which the unwa ry 
plunge with a tremendous crunch of springs and shock absorbers a nd 
often a painful bump of the head on the car roof. 'vVe met oncoming 
traffic at the rate of perhaps one car a n hour, a nd the only thing to be 
sa id in favour of the road is that a n oncoming car ca n be followed a ll the 
way up from the horizon by its column of dust. On the other ha nd, one is 
totall y lost in the choking dust for a few seconds a fter the car passes, 
a nd overtak ing a no ther vehicle is quite a serious business for the same 
reason. 

Almost a hundred miles north from the Orange the approaching hill s 
began to take on a bright golden appearance, like distant wheat fields 
seen in sunlight. These soon revealed themselves to be t rue sand dunes, 
a nd the road began a series of tortuous turns to avoid the worst of them. 
I t was evident that the road is sometimes completely inunda ted by the 
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wind-blown dunes, and then a new one has to be cut through the troughs. 
The road we were on seemed about to suffer that fate because we soon 
began to feel the thick, coarse sand tugging on the wheels. As we came 
spinning around one dune, the road collapsed for fifty yards in to just 
isolated tracks through the sand, a nd with a sudden sideways lurch our 
car was solidly stuck. The reason why most of the oncoming t raffic had 
been four-wheel-drive vehicles was now painfully obvious. We got out 
and surveyed the situation. I was overwhelmingly struck by the utter, 
absolute silence that prevailed. Only the eerie whining of the wind over 
the sand would occasionally break the complete stillness. We were now, 
in fact, a lmost out of the dunes, but scanning ahead with binoculars 
revealed no sign of habitation, or indeed, any living thing. A li ttle 
experimentation quickly revealed that we were unlikely to get t he car 
out by ourselves, a nd meanwhile the gasoline continued to ooze unabated. 
I t was a moment that I sha ll coun t among the less happy ones of my life, 
a lthough , in fact, we were not in a ny real da nger. Being mid- winter, 
the temperature was only a moderate 75° or so, we had a ga llon of drink
ing water with us, and at worst we might have had to spend the night 
in the car. But again our misfortune was paced by good fortune. \Ne had 
been there no more t han ha lf-an-hour, contemplating a dinner and a 
breakfast of dates and water, when a la rge truck appeared from out of 
the dunes behind us . With the two burly truck drivers to help it took 
only a couple of minutes to heave our Ford Corsa ir through the remain
ing sand, a nd with effusive thanks and much waving a nd honking we 
were on our way. 

The rest of the journey proved relatively uneventful. A few hours 
later we were en joying a good dinner in Keetmanshoop, the principal 
town in the southern portion of the Territory. The small hotels that we 
stayed at en route were a worthwhile experience in themselves. ~ That 
they lacked in modern conveniences they made up for in hospitali ty a nd 
convivia li ty. At times we appea red to be the only guests, and frequently 
a menu was dispensed with a ltogether at meals. One simply ate wha t was 
put before one, often in amounts that would stagger the imagination. 
Breakfast, for example, was typica lly fruit, porridge, steak , sausage, 
bacon, eggs , potatoes, enormous slabs of toast and ja m (the Afrikaner's 
'konfyt'), and coffee. Dinner, bed and breakfast might together cost one 
$4! The universal charac teristic of these hotels seemed to be a well
equipped snooker room and an equally well-equipped bar, to which 
many of the local populace repaired for 'sundowners' and social chit
chat. They have about them a jolly and pleasant atmosphere, remin is
cent of an English pub, and the Afrikaans conversa tion of sheep fa rming 
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a nd rural happenings flows as readily among the rough-a nd-read y far mers 
a nd their wives as does the good German beer. 

F rom Keetmanshoop, to our surprise, a good paved highway stretched 
most of the remaining seven hundred miles to Grootfontein in the north. 
In fact, excellent highways a re rapidly being built a ll a long the north
sou th spine of South \,Vest Africa, a nd I have li t tle doubt that in a very 
few yea rs it will be possible to travel our entire route without having to 
leave paved roads. From the point of view of speed and efficiency that is 
to be welcomed, but I'm a fra id that it will be a lot less exciting and 
in teresting. 

The following afternoon found us entering Windhoek, the capita l, a 
city of about 43,000 people. It is the si te of strong hot springs, which 
were once the source of the municipal water supply, and which led to 
the unusual circumstance of pouring oneself a glass of water a nd then 
hav ing to wait for it to cool down before drinking it. Today it is a modern, 
spa rkling city with a strong German fl avour, a nd is most progressive. 
We soon found our way to the Zoo Garden, a small park, among whose 
a ttribu tes is perhaps the most casua l collection of meteorites in the 
world . A couple of hundred miles south of Windhoek we had bypassed 
the small village of G ibeon shor tly before crossing the Tropic of Capri
corn. Somewhere east of G ibeon is sa id to be a valley strewn with meteor
ites,and some of these have been collected and carelessly thrown in a heap as 
a sort of rockery in the Zoo Gardens. There must be several dozen meteor
ites there, each of them with characteristic dimensions of a foot or so, 
weighing, I would guess, several hundred pounds each. There is no sign 
to tell the casua l visitor what they a re, and their sole protection in the 
open pa rk is their own weight. (The Administration, however, is full y 
aware of the value of meteorites, and the removal of meteorites of a ny 
size is considered a very severe offence). Remarkable though they are, 
these meteorites evidently have no connection with the Hoba meteorite 
to the north , since they appa rently have a different chemical composition . 

On one of the hills surrounding Windhoek is an old fort, relic of the 
Herero wars a nd now a museum devoted largely to the history of the 
Territory in its colonial days. Among its exhibits, however, is a la rge 
photograph of the Hoba meteorite (there is an actual piece of it in 
a nother museum in Windhoek), with above it a plaq ue from the Smith
sonian Astrophysical Observatory sent in 1965 as thanks for a piece of 
the meteorite "for purposes of scientific research " . I was glad to have 
happened on this, because on my return to Canada I con tacted Dr. 
Whipple of the Smithsonian and learn t some most interesting recent 
findings concerning the meteorite. 
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The following day we had our gas tank repa ired a nd left on the fina l 
few hundred mi les north to G rootfontein and the Hoba meteori te. The 
road runs through endless miles of savanna h a nd stun ted bush, for here 
one is a mong the great eq uato ri a l pla ins of Afri ca, a nd the rise over a 
small hillock often brings a n unbroken 360° panora ma of thornbush a nd 
dry, brown grass. F req uent signs caution the driver to 'Bewa re of Kudu' . 

Fie. 3- T he collec tion of meteorites in t he Zoo Ga rdens of W indh oek. 

The kudu is the la rgest of Afri can a n telope, compa ra ble to a moose in 
s ize, which has a habit of ignoring cars until they a re a lmost upon it, a nd 
t hen leaping desperately in a ny direction , including right onto the car 
itself. We ourselves didn ' t see any kudu a long t his road , but we often 
came on tremendous skid ma rks on th e pavement which attested to those 
who had . ln genera l, this pa r t of the journey was pleasa n t a nd uneventful 
as we wound our way nor th through li ttle vi llages with quaint-sound ing 
na mes. At Okaha ndja we crossed the Swa kop, la rgest river in Sou th 
\,Vest Afri ca, bu t just a dustbowl when we were t here. F urther north 
we lu nched at Otjiwarongo, a na me meaning "the beautiful p lace". 
F ina lly, a fter a no ther hundred miles or so over a rough dirt road , we 
a rrived in Grootfontein , a nd by the late a fternoon found ourselves 
looking down on the H oba meteorite . 

The Hoba Meteorite. Th e Hoba or Hoba West meteorite is na med a fter 
the farm on which it lies. A sma ll dir t road leads to it, beginning at the 
point where the road from T sumeb enters G rootfon te in , and ending at 
t he meteorite itself, 13.8 miles away. H owever, developmen t of a large 



Fie;. 4- The author atop the Hoba Meteorite. 
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new highway in the area is indicated on some maps, a nd it may be that 
access to the meteorite will be improved within a few years. 

The meteorite is partly buried in the ground, and lies on a broad bush
studded plain near the foot of a range of low hills. These hills are not 
curved around the position of the meteorite at a ll, and it is clear that 
there is no surviving evidence of any crater associated with the object. 
In this it is similar to other large meteorites. Evidently they a re suffi
ciently slowed by their passage through the atmosphere that impact with 
the ground is not as violent as one might think. Excavation has been 
ca rried out around one side of the meteorite so that one can gain some 
impression of the depth of the object and the underly ing rock. It has 
been declared a national monument and a wire fence (partly broken 
down, however) surrounds it. 

At first glance the most striking thing about the Hoba meteorite is 
its unusual shape. One is accustomed to thinking of meteorites as obj ects 
of irregular shape, often elongated, with severe ablation marks cutting 
into them. The Hoba meteorite presents a remarkabl y horizontal upper 
surface which is quite closely square. My measurements indicated the 
sides of the upper surface to be 3.05 X 2.95 X 3.00 X 2.92 metres, or very 
nearl y 10 feet square. Ablation marks are present but not deep. The 
thickness of the object is difficult to gauge beca use of the incomplete 
excavation, but the average thickness is probabl y close to 1.0 metres, or 
a little over three feet. The general surrounding rock is limestone; that 
under the meteorite is severely shattered and is iron shale. A partl y 
broken off tongue, about three feet long, is visible in the excavated por
tion and intrudes into the rock beneath. 

The composition of the meteorite is now fairly well established, having 
been determined by a number of independent workers. It is described as 
nickel-rich ataxite, containing about 82 percent iron, 16 percent nickel, 
a nd small a mounts of other elements, principa lly cobalt. Curiously, the 
official sign on the fence surrounding the meteorite incorrectl y gives 
the composition as 93 percent iron and 7 percent nickel. 

The composition indicates an average density close to 8.0 gm/ cn1 3 , a nd 
unless the under-surface is a la rge cone buried in the rock , the dimensions 
cited above indicate a volume of close to 9.0 cubic metres. The mass is 
therefore 7.2 X 107gm, or 79 tons, where a ton is taken to be 2000 lbs. 
Allowing for errors of measurement and the possibility of a greater exten
sion of the meteorite into the rock, we might conclude that the minimum 
mass is of the order of 75 tons. 

On my return to Canada I wrote to Or. Fred Whipple of the Smith
sonian Observatory to enquire what work had been carried out on their 
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recentl y acquired sample. I am grea tly indebted to him for sending me 
a preprint of a note by R. McCorkell and J. D'Amico entitled "The 
Cosmic Ray Produced Radionuclides and the T errestrial Age of the Hoba 
\,Vest i\ Ieteorite". These workers have concluded that this meteorite has 
been present on the surface of the earth for between 80,000 a nd 300,000 
years, a nd that a layer approximately 27 inches thick was removed from 
the outer parts of the meteorite by ablation in passage through the 
earth's atmosphere. 

Postscript. Our travels, of course, by no means ended a t the Hoba 
meteorite. After a night a t the Meteor Hotel in Grootfon tein, we moved 
on nor th through Tsumeb to the big game country a round the Etosha 
Pan , where we spent a couple of days hunting with camera a nd binocu la rs. 
We stayed a night in the romantic surroundings of an old German 
frontier fort, Namu toni, once the scene of a desperate siege and defence 
during the Herero Wars of long ago. Thereafter it was back south through 
Outjo a nd Otavi at high speed, with later a detour to see the F ish River 
Canyon. With our hearts in our mouths we retraced our route through 
the southern desert without mishap, and la te in t he evening of August 12, 
a lmost exactly seven days and 3200 miles since we had started, we 
a rrived back in Cape Town. It was rain ing. r 

I suppose I would be hard pressed to find a good scientific reason ever 
to visit South West Africa again, but to those who know a nd love it, 
Africa is as compelling as the sea. ot to go back is unthinkable. There 
is a Bantu proverb which runs: "He who drinks of the waters of Africa 
must a lways return". I like to think that it is so. 


