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Dedication

In the following chapters I give an account of my early days and subsequent working life.  
During the course of this life, I met many people of various races and creeds, lived on four 
continents as well as visited a far wider variety of places than is afforded most people.  

Given these circumstances, it is reasonable that I dedicate my efforts to everyone who has influenced 
me in some way along the course of this life, and especially the many whose company I enjoyed.  I am 
grateful for the mentoring many gave of their own free will.  I have tried to repay this as I acquired 
experience.  The names of some have faded from memory, others I recall clearly.  There are even some 
who, at the time of our encounter, I would rather not have met, but they in their turn influenced my 
life so it would not be fair to selectively ignore them here.  After all, they did help mould me into the 
person I am.  For these reasons I prefer to avoid specific dedications except of course firstly to the 
memory of my parents who encouraged me in my early years and later never complained when their 
only child left home and took to moving about the face of the planet.  Secondly I should mention my 
wife Barbara and family with whom I shared some good times but who tolerated without complaint 
the uncomfortable and less than pleasant times that I led them into occasionally.  



vii

CONTENTS

PREFACE  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   vii
CHAPTER ONE � Early Days – My First Decade  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   1
CHAPTER TWO � Recollections of the Second World War  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   17
CHAPTER THREE � Halcyon Days  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   65
CHAPTER FOUR � University Life  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   79  
CHAPTER FIVE � Off to Africa  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   95
CHAPTER SIX � Working in Africa  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   108
CHAPTER SEVEN � Life with the Swedes  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   127
CHAPTER EIGHT � Vacation Time & Domestic Life  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   135
CHAPTER NINE � At the Tin Mines, & Off to Canada.  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   147
CHAPTER TEN � Into the Labrador Wilderness  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   160
CHAPTER ELEVEN � Life in the Bush  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   175
CHAPTER TWELVE � Silver Mining at Gowganda  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   189
CHAPTER THIRTEEN � The Yukon Calls  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   201
CHAPTER FOURTEEN � Into the Staking Rush at Timmins  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   229
CHAPTER FIFTEEN � Searching for Tin in Cornwall  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   251
CHAPTER SIXTEEN � In the Tracks of Robbie Burns  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   266
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN � Down Under Days  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   280
CHAPTER EIGHTEEN � Going East until it goes ‘West’  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   297
CHAPTER NINETEEN � Saving Joe Dandy from the Wizards  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   320
CHAPTER TWENTY � Off to Cripple Creek  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   336
CHAPTER TWENTY ONE � A Visit to Brazil, June & July 1985.  .   .   .   .   .   .   354
CHAPTER TWENTY TWO � To Tanzania for Prophet & Profit  .   .   .   .   .   .   363
CHAPTER TWENTY THREE � Tanzanian Gold Rush & Sidelines  .   .   .   .   .   379
CHAPTER TWENTY FOUR � West to East Across Africa  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   399
CHAPTER TWENTY FIVE � Mayhem in the Yemen, or how...   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   427
CHAPTER TWENTY SIX � The Sampo Saga, & On My Own.  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   443
CHAPTER TWENTY SEVEN  � The Lakota Experience  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   462
CHAPTER TWENTY EIGHT � End Times  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   468
CHAPTER TWENTY NINE � Where did the time go?  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   472



viii ix

people have often felt prompted to ask which parts I liked the best.  To this I can only answer that 
everywhere has attractive features of one kind or another.  Mostly I found this through the people.  I 
have found few in this world who, despite differences in outward appearance, customs and language, 
are very different from any other in outlook and aspirations.  I have met with many kindnesses and can 
only hope I have succeeded in returning at least equally in kind.  I hope that in some small way I have 
conducted myself to pass on this outlook to others.  

My ultimate hope is that I shall be able to illustrate these chapters effectively.  Certainly, the techni-
cal ability to do so is much improved over former times.  As I grow older however, the enthusiasm to 
complete these ambitions of old age tends to decrease so I beg forgiveness of the reader if I leave some 
jobs undone.  

It is generally supposed that history repeats itself but I doubt the confluence of economic and political 
affairs that affected much of my life will occur again for a long time.  Mankind can certainly do with-
out the wars.  Perhaps some basic principles will shine through and prove useful to someone. 

I doubt generations after mine will have the opportunity to travel so widely at someone else’s expense 
and to experience so many facets of mankind’s behaviour.  Ever since Ruth Hester, the sister of my 
great–great grandfather, married Rev. John Hawker and left her home in England in the 1860’s with 
all her children for the mission field in India, successive generations of Hesters have found reason to 
move around the face of the Earth on business or pleasure.  I should not be surprised if many in future 
generations do the same.  I see nothing wrong in what I read somewhere, that parents should give their 
children both roots and wings.  This particular work covers the ‘wings’ part of my life and I am grate-
ful for my own parents who, like my own wife and family who accompanied me on our several moves, 
never complained about the wanderings abroad of their only child.  

One of man’s lasting ambitions is to be remembered after his passing.  Leaving a lot of money, or 
building a huge monument does not serve this purpose.  No disease or scientific discovery is likely to 
be named after me, not even a variety of rock.  For most of us, any hope of being remembered beyond 
one’s grandchildren is a dream.  Perhaps these chapters will serve to inform some of those in my fam-
ily what the life of one of their ancestors was all about.  May they be inspired to go out and look at the 
world, and may they learn something from my mistakes and those of my generation rather than be 
obliged to learn them over again. 

“We might call it a probability that many improbable things will happen to me” — Agathon.

In the following chapters, I try to give a balanced history of my working life prefaced by summary of 
my early days both before and during WW2 and my university training.  The chapters cover well–de-
fined periods and are more or less in chronological order.  Some periods seemed to me to call for more 
words than others so the chapters are not of even length and the one about the Second World War 
could well have been split into two or even three chapters but I could not see where to make the breaks, 
so have simply broken the text into blocks divided by asterisks.  In some chapters, I have wandered 
away from my title to cover some point or other that seems important in the context.  If that practice 
strikes you as wrong, put it down to human frailty.  I offer no excuse.  In the later parts of my life there 
were sometimes several things going on at once which were not associated in any way except for my 
involvement.  Where this happened, I have written separate chapters and can only hope too much 
continuity is not lost. 

My hope is that perhaps some of my children and grandchildren might one day wonder what I did with 
my life and what I did in the various countries I visited.  They might even be interested to know what 
conditions were like during my life.  Well, here are the answers.  I hope there is enough continuity 
of narrative to maintain the interest of whomever bothers to read it all and that they do not finish up 
bored and confused.  I have tried to reduce what I felt were the boring parts and to describe more fully 
what I found at the time to be more interesting, or in some cases, humorous.  I have also tried to give 
some background to the more technical aspects of events with which as a geologist, I was concerned.  
For the most part, I have skipped over the family side of my life because I intend writing about that 
separately. 

Some experiences struck me as comical, either at the time or afterwards.  I hope the reader agrees 
with me and does not find them to be tasteless.  At the very least, the reader will come to appreciate 
whatever sense of humour I have and in any event, the stories are true. 
During my life, I have had the good fortune to see a great deal of this world.  When told of my travels, 
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Early Days – My First Decade

“P��������� ������, �������� ��������� ��� – T�� ��������� 
��� �� ������, � ���� ����� �� ���� ” — H�����.

This chapter conveniently covers my first decade of life starting with my birth in a nurs-
ing home at 53 Ritherdon Road, Streatham on April 5, 1929, and ending roughly with the outbreak of 
war on September 3, 1939.  My father regarded my arrival, just four hours before the end of the Brit-
ish income tax year, as most propitious so I was off to good start in my relationship with him.  Until 
we moved to 63 Manor Way, Ruislip in the northwest suburbs on June 20, 1932, my mother’s 28th 
birthday and shortly after my third, we had lived in a ground f loor f lat, or apartment, at 37 Bonneville 
Gardens, in Clapham in South London. 
Clapham in those days was regarded as a lower–middle class suburb populated by junior civil servants 

of various Ministries.  One eminent jurist 
had recently defined what the lawyers term 
the ‘prudent man’ as one riding on the top 
deck of a double decked bus heading for 
Clapham.  By these definitions, my father 
was an example of such a person — he was 
a junior civil servant, lived at Clapham, and 
smoked a pipe which would have obliged 
him to ride on the upper deck of the bus, 
and he was a very prudent man.  
My recollections of life in Clapham consist 
of scattered, disconnected vignettes, such 
as, because it hurt, the time I caught my 
thumb in the roller gears of the mangle my 

CHAPTER ONE

Early Days – My First Decade

Bonneville Gardens, Clapham in south London, 
where I lived for my first two years in a ground 

floor flat, but cannot remember which one. 
Pollution from the many coal fires covered what 

was once the ‘white’ stone trim around the 
windows with grime.

mother used for squeezing water from wet 
clothes.  Why should these and others stick 
I wonder? From conversations with people 
on this subject, I conclude that my recol-
lections of early childhood are better than 
most people, again why? 
I recollect incidents such as seeing an air-
ship, perhaps the ill–fated R–100, and my 
mother explaining to me that the black, 
horse drawn coach that passed us one day 
was to do with dead people.  I wondered if 
the people I could see inside were dead and 
had been propped up.  They were certainly very still.  
Transportation interested me as it does most small children.  I liked to watch 
the double–decker trams, or streetcars, trundling along the highway next to 
Clapham Common where I was often taken for a run.  On Sunday afternoons 
my father would take me the several stops on the underground railway to Toot-
ing Bec’ where we could stand in the park between two branches of the main 
line and see express steam trains rushing by on two sides.  On wet Sundays, we 
simply rode the underground back and forth for a while.  My father had a sea-
son ticket and I was below the age that required me to have a ticket so it was a cheap form of amusement. 

When I went back to Clapham many years later, I found the place little changed except for the absence 
of trams.  The vignettes in my memory were still true but they were not connected the way I remem-
bered.  When I turned a corner of the road, what I saw was not what I expected — a strange game of 
the mind.  
On one occasion, my grandfather Hester came to visit us and suggested we walk to see 4 Ellison Road 
in Streatham where he had lived when first married around 1890 and ran his initial watch repair busi-
ness.  My father was born in the house in 1901.  We must have walked over with me in a stroller but I 
remember nothing of the journey only looking at the old shop that was then a bakery.  This must have 
been about 1931.  When I returned to look at the place in 2001 it had changed drastically and was hard 
to imagine it as shown on the post card we have that shows the shop bearing the words “C.E. Hester — 
watchmaker” over the door.  Both house number four and number two that joins it, are incorporated 
into a builder’s yard and the whole painted in a bright colour.  The rest of the street must be much as 
it always was and so must the Railway Inn across the street.  

My parents on their honeymoon at Scarborough 
on England’s east coast in July 1928.

Me at 3 months.


