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          INTRODUCTION
        

      

      
         To the Heart of the Matter

      

      ONE STINKING HOT DAY DURING THE austral summer of 2002, the sovereign Republic of Botswana dispatched twenty-nine heavy trucks
            and seven smaller vehicles to converge on southern Africa’s arid core. To reach their designated target, the drivers had to
            traverse one of the most kidney-jarring, axle-snapping, sand-blasted, and sun-burned landscapes on Earth. The destination
            lay at the heart of what local languages translate as “the Always Dry.” Others call it “the Great Thirstland.” On maps it
            is labeled the Kalahari Desert.
         

      The convoy ground through flat savanna as drab bunchgrass and thorn trees rolled past the windows. Only the rare sight of
            springbok or ostrich broke the monotony. Eventually the vehicles crossed an invisible threshold and entered a territorial
            reserve inhabited by bands of indigenous people known as the Gana and Gwi Bushmen.
         

      
        For tens of thousands of years Bushmen and their ancestors had thrived in this unforgiving landscape. According to geneticists,
               linguists, and ecological scientists, these people constituted the remnants of the world’s oldest and most successful civilization.1 But over recent centuries almost all were violently uprooted and displaced by better armed settlers: white farmers and ranchers
               encroaching from the south, black Bantu herders moving in from the north. Where half a million Bushmen once proudly strode
               the subcontinent as its sole inhabitants, barely a fifth of that number now lingered as an abject underclass. Many had intermarried
               or assimilated into the margins of the region’s cattle posts or economies of Windhoek, Gaborone, Bulawayo, Johannesburg, and
               Cape Town. Scattered from their Kalahari homeland, Bushmen were typically relegated to a serflike existence, exchanging humility
               for charity. If the world largely wrote off Africa as a hopeless case, and if urban Africans dismissed rural tribes as ignorant
               and crude, even the poorest African looked down on chronically “destitute and miserable” Bushmen.2

      

      
        For hour upon hour, the top-heavy vehicles jerked and careened forward as their fat wheels churned through the sand. That
               sand could reach 162 degrees on the surface, and in the peak of the day the heat expanded air pockets between the coarse grains,
               making the sand so soft and loose that even 4×4s bogged down. Drivers who let enough air out to increase rubber-to-sand traction
               increased their risk of a punctured tire. The maddening route grated on nerves already exposed by the unpleasant task they
               had to perform. And yet “it was not all gloom and sadness.” Indeed, “the camaraderie lifted their spirits and brought playfulness
               to their character.” Since “no one wanted to be a failure,” the convoy made a game out of their assignment, and it became
               a “marvel to watch them display their prowess in attempting to outdo each other” as the jocular drivers raced each other toward
               the center of the Kalahari, unable or unwilling to turn back.3

      

      Their assignment had been carefully mapped out in advance. Execution of orders was intended to be swift and unemotional. Sources
            would later differ about the degree of intimidation or physical violence involved, but some officers carried loaded weapons,
            for there could be no further negotiation with any of the remaining inhabitants.
         

      
        Those still-intact bands of a thousand or so Gwi and Gana living at the center of the Kalahari felt confident in the ancient
               desert home from which they, unlike so many Bushmen, had never been driven. But even they owed their political asylum to international
               mercy. In the decade after the Second World War, upon learning how Israel was founded as a refuge for European Jews, Bushmen
               sought from England an equivalent for Africa’s genocidal victims. “Listen to the weeping of a race which is very tired of
               running away,” they pleaded. “Give us a piece of land, too. Give us a piece of land where our women will not be taken from
               us.”4

      

      In 1961 several British colonial officials leaned over a crude map of Botswana’s sand-filled heartland, scratched straight
            lines into a twenty-thousand-square-mile trapezoid, and proclaimed the Central Kalahari Game Reserve. In doing so they drew
            upon the precedent of America’s protected parks, refuges, and forests—wilderness areas set off-limits from development and
            kept uninhabited by people. But on this particular landscape, rather than seek a pristine virgin ecosystem, British officials
            planned to “reserve sufficient land for traditional land use by hunter-gatherer communities of the Central Kgalagadi” where
            the last surviving bands could develop on their own terms, free from relentless persecution to near extinction. Inside that
            hunter-gatherer haven, a thousand Bushmen clung fast to their autonomy in places with names translated as “Vulture Water,”
            “Fossil Creek,” “Kneel to Drink,” and “Nowhere.” Within their sanctuary Bushmen maintained a cultural identity unto themselves;
            they enjoyed a proud political autonomy that for various reasons annoyed and even threatened the more powerful surrounding
            Botswana republic. Outsiders referred to these central Kalahari Bushmen as the Last of the First—a distinction the approaching
            convoy planned to end.
         

      
        Despite early popular reports of their existence in a “Lost World,” Kalahari Bushmen were never mythical Children of Nature,
               sealed off from surrounding economies in an airtight bubble. Men occasionally walked out to work distant mines or ranches,
               while others trickled back and forth to exchange meat and skins for tea, tobacco, marijuana, blankets, and colored beads.
               Far-ranging hunters beat fence wire into arrow tips, pounded metal into spear heads, and made quivers from scavenged plastic
               PVC pipes. Like all of us, they adapted to available resources. Yet as the reserve’s sole human occupants, Bushmen had not
               been overwhelmed by the currents of the outside world. If anything, small groups of semi-nomadic pastoral tribes like the
               BaKgalagadi, arriving four hundred years ago, had been transformed to adopt the dryland survival skills and indigenous intelligence
               of the Kalahari’s original inhabitants. So the British mandate never intended “to preserve the Bushmen of the Reserve as museum
               curiosities and pristine primitives, but to allow them the right of choice of the life they wish to follow.”5 The enclave was to be their eternal refuge. If they so chose, proclaimed Botswana’s founding father, Sir Seretse Khama, Bushmen
               could remain on their ancestral homeland “forever.”6

      

      Forever ended January 31, 2002. On that day Botswana’s new president, Festus Mogae, unleashed a “hive of activity with Toyota
            Land Cruisers, Land Rovers and five-ton trucks” into the Kalahari’s epicenter to sever the Bushmen’s relative isolation and
            to merge them—one way or another—into the modern nation-state to which he decreed they must belong.
         

      
        The final push toward forced assimilation had been building for quite some time.7 Over several decades, tensions had been simmering between the dominant Tswana rulers and the Bushmen, an uneasy animosity
               more condescending than inter-tribal tensions with Herero, Matabele, Shona, or Kalanga, and more racially acrimonious than
               between whites and blacks. Some Tswana still considered Bushmen to be a distinct African species or regarded them as malata, meaning serfs, or even pets, livestock, and indentured servants.8 Lately, the “modern” Bantu rulers’ attitudes toward what they called “primitive” Bushmen had worsened, sinking from neglect
               to embarrassment to outright hostility until there no longer seemed to be enough room for the last ancient bands to remain
               in a landscape larger than Switzerland. That’s when carrots extended to persuade Bushmen to move were replaced by sticks to
               coerce them. “How can you have a Stone Age creature continue to exist in the time of computers?” Mogae had demanded. “If the
               Bushmen want to survive, they must change, otherwise, like the dodo they will perish.”9

      

      
        The dodo did not perish in passive isolation. Its demise came as a direct outcome of the aggressive invasion by hungry and
               thirsty outsiders who displaced the indigenous species from its prehistoric habitat and dominated control of finite natural
               resources.10 With the invasion of his convoy President Mogae determined to follow that prece dent by targeting the most essential and
               finite natural resource, water.
            

      

      
        Mothomelo, a settlement that lay at the heart of the Kalahari reserve, held the Bushmen’s only borehole. For more than a decade
               a pump had lifted water from deep beneath the sand to provide a thousand people with supplementary water, distributed by government
               tankers to other scattered camps radiating out in all directions, where the water was stored until the next delivery. Upon
               arriving, the convoy executed its primary task. Trucks had unloaded their heavy equipment while officials tried to ignore
               the noisy protests of those odd people out here who in slang were “dwelling in the deep beyond the deep.”11

      

      Technicians sliced through the metal and dismantled the secure pump. A square steel plate was welded over the pipe until it
            was sealed permanently shut. Next, the officials overturned the plastic reservoir, allowing water to flow out until it was
            empty, and finally proceeded to crush it so that it could never be used again. Bushmen watched officials pour out their last,
            precious drops of water into the sand.
         

      Eventually the convoy drove on through the sands to each of the remaining Bushmen settlements, where the government proceeded
            to complete the termination that it had undertaken and destroy the official supply of water it would never restore.
         

      

      
        CUTTING OFF ANYONE’S water supply provokes a visceral response, and from outside the Kalahari came a furious backlash. Human
               rights groups launched a series of aggressive protests, vigils, boycotts, petitions, and lawsuits to save the last of those
               charismatic people best known from National Geographic essays or the film The Gods Must Be Crazy. Condemnation poured in from New York writers like Gloria Steinem, Hollywood celebrities like Brad Pitt and Angelina Jolie,
               supermodels like Iman and Lily Cole, rock stars like Jackson Browne, and, with less fanfare, diplomats from Europe, the United
               Nations, and the U.S. State Department.12 Botswana’s critics alleged the torture and genocide of Bushmen by officials who were motivated by lucrative ecotourism or
               blood diamonds, but against this noisy propaganda war the nation-state only dug its sovereign heels in deeper.13 Driven by powerful incentives that it tried in vain to conceal, President Mogae’s government proceeded to test the blameless
               Bushmen’s endurance and faith in a series of losses seemingly torn from the Book of Job, and systematically stripped away
               everything that Bushmen valued most in the world. Officials hauled off their spouses, siblings, parents, sons, and daughters;
               then the government sealed off contact, halted medical access, burned their foraging fields, and spread cash, alcohol, and
               a mysterious deadly plague among idle, bored, and broken families. With the help of snitches paid to inform on old friends,
               it beat and crippled young fathers for seeking protein, fired shots into women and children, and ultimately imprisoned families
               within a tight perimeter, threatening death to those who crossed an invisible line. But perhaps this comparison is not entirely
               appropriate; throughout his biblical ordeals, even Job had been spared his water.
            

      

      Naturally I sided with the Bushmen forced into oblivion, abandoned, left in the desert without government water. Yet among
            the continent’s menu of atrocities even a bleeding heart must choose its battles. You cannot live long in Africa and be shocked—shocked!—to
            discover that well-connected elites of a dominant tribe here were exploiting weak and marginalized ethnic minorities of another.
         

      The shock was to discover that Bushmen hung on.

      
        A core group of young and old diehards showed no signs of backing down or surrender. Despite constant government pressure
               and water deprivation, a number of Bushmen clung fast to their sands. Even a rudimentary census is impossible, since many
               people would melt into the desert at the sound of approaching vehicles, but the government and Bushmen claimed the number
               of intransigent residents was as low as seventeen or as high as two hundred, respectively. They refused to be evicted. Through
               sheer cunning and savvy these stubborn Kalahari dissidents not only resisted Botswana’s siege but did so during one of the
               hottest and longest droughts in the region’s history.14

      

      Over time I began to absorb the larger context and deeper meaning of their defiance. During its siege of the Bushmen at its
            waterless core, Botswana maintained superior force, technology, global communications, and financial resources. Yet global
            warming soon evened the odds. Even as President Mogae cut off the Bushmen’s water supply, his own dams quickly began to vanish
            under nonstop scorching sun and rising winds that blew in hot gusts powerful enough to rip windsocks off airstrips. Each day,
            crucial federal reservoirs were evaporating above while pipes kept leaking millions of gallons below. With no streams to call
            its own, Botswana groped beyond its borders for rivers shared with equally parched neighboring states until border disputes
            erupted, armies mobilized, and the government found itself in the same disquieting position it had forced the Bushmen: landlocked,
            surrounded, isolated, desperate, and dry.
         

      The Bushmen’s quiet tenacity humiliated Botswana, but it also humbled me. Up to then my career had been spent trying to reform
            and modernize various nations’ governmental control of water, and I had focused my efforts at the summits. I had exposed state
            water follies as an investigative journalist, crossed over to become an aide to America’s top federal water bureaucrat, joined
            an unprecedented consortium to shape global water governance, and from there advised state officials from Argentina to India
            to Indonesia and China, collaborating with leaders from the World Bank and the World Conservation Union while helping Nelson
            Mandela chart a new global course for water policy. It was all rather heady stuff. Then along came these Bushmen to shatter
            my prejudices. By managing to cope without government water while drought crippled the surrounding state, the dissident Bushmen
            revealed the inherent fallacy of centralized water control. In the process they revealed my ambition—international water expert—to
            be an oxymoron. In the face of scarcity all water, like all politics, becomes emphatically local.
         

      
        A few radical hydrologists were reaching similar conclusions, at least in theory. To eliminate water scarcity, went their
               hypotheses, government must force water underground, distribute water outward, decouple rate structures that suppressed water’s
               real price, decentralize water use decisions, and devolve water allocation to the lowest level. This modest proposal might
               cost $1 trillion per year,15 and assumed leaders might willingly surrender their power to convert the political economy to a hydro-democracy in which
               water managed, regulated, and ruled its people.
            

      

      In reality no civilization anywhere had the discipline to impose or tolerate such exacting self-rule. The one exception was
            the besieged Bushmen. I went to find them, in order to unlock their enduring code of conduct before it too was lost to the
            wind.
         

      
        My motivations were hardly altruistic. In 2002 the most conservative vulnerability scenarios for the United States showed
               its groundwater declining, its snowpack shrinking, its infrastructure leaking, its dams choking with sediment, and its reservoirs
               evaporating. The Bushmen’s present augured Americans’ immediate future: the end of dependence on easy access to government
               provision of abundant freshwater.16

      

      
        Looking ahead, the prospect appeared even more bleak. Temperatures in America were projected to rise one degree Fahrenheit
               every decade while the World Health Or ganization estimated that deaths from heat exhaustion would double with each degree.17 Even as American politicians loitered in collective denial, the United States was absorbing the first spasms of an aberrant
               climate. Flash floods paralyzed sewage treatment plants, while heat waves baked topsoil and mushrooming populations collided
               with never-ending dry spells. There appeared to be as many ways for Americans to run out of water as there were definitions
               of drought.18

      

      
        Far from representing a universal absolute, drought typically describes a subjective and relative condition that varies markedly
               by population and place over time. A farmer’s curse is a vacationer’s blessing. An Arizonan’s rainy year is an upstate New
               Yorker’s dry spell. Even under constant annual weather patterns, runoff that once sustained twenty thousand inhabitants would
               be regarded now, in million-strong cities, as a crippling drought. Set against the background equilibrium patterns of previous
               decades or centuries, measurable drought occurs whenever mean temperatures escalate hotter, water tables sink deeper, evaporation
               rates accelerate faster, runoff shrinks lower, reservoirs vanish sooner, dry seasons last longer, or economic thirst of more
               people demands more water for more activity than ever before. Of course, nothing prevents all these unpleasant forces from
               compounding at once, and the consensus of scientists suggests that in the United States we are now entering precisely that
               convergence.19

      

      This scenario is known as a perfect, perpetual, or permanent drought. It means that in spite of unprecedented prosperity and
            freedom in most other sectors, and in spite of the undeniable convenience of cheap running taps and $8-billion worth of bottled
            water on supermarket shelves, Americans enjoy less absolute access to water than ever before.
         

      
        Consider demand. When Eu rope ans first arrived in North America, fewer people consumed less water. The New World held at
               most 14 million noncentralized people, each annually consuming perhaps 100 gallons each year. Today each of 300 million Americans
               consumes on average a daily 150 gallons, plus another 5,000 gallons indirectly through food or industrial goods.20 Human demand rises with affluence as we move to bigger houses with pools and gardens and eat our way higher up the water-intensive
               food chain. Most of us pack into cities highly dependent on deteriorating water systems that were designed for significantly
               lower needs in historically wetter eras.
            

      

      
        Against rising thirst, supply has been correspondingly decimated. Due to pollution and population growth, each American can
               “own” less than half the freshwater of the previous generation. Collectively, Homo sapiens has taken so much from all other species that aquatic biodiversity suffers the highest rate of extinctions. Yet the average
               U.S. citizen still competes for smaller quantities of freshwater over time as our individual shares have shrunk.21

      

      
        Worse, many formerly cool wet places are rapidly warming up or drying out. Fryeburg, Maine, gasps as a foreign bottled water
               conglomerate removes water in ninety-two tankers per day,22 while New Yorkers clash with upstate farmers over tributaries that allow Gotham’s existence, and some Appalachian residents
               can’t drink from taps.23 In Minnesota, Iowa, and Nebraska dozens of parched towns that sought water are blocked from extending pipes into the thin
               Missouri River, and deep wells sunk from South Dakota to Oklahoma have tapped out most of the Ogallala Aquifer.24 Abnormally arid conditions have dried up the Pacific-bound Colorado River and Atlantic-bound Rio Grande before either can
               reach the sea; have desiccated all or parts of forty-nine states;25 and have shrunk fifty-seven rivers beneath record lows.26 For relief, dry frontier populations once dispersed to wetter landscapes, but within a few years thirty-six dry states could
               have no place else to go.27

      

      
        Our predecessors stored water and stockpiled food against hard times while waiting for cyclical dry spells to break. That
               strategy may not work much longer. Paleoclimatologists discovered that the prosperous epoch since 1615 was unusually humid;
               the intervening four centuries, especially the rainy twentieth, brought the wet exception to North America’s chronically dry
               rule. It turns out that urban water allocation, rural water rights, and agricultural cropping patterns were all set during
               a few decades of abnormally heavy snowpack and rainfall. Now researchers project that dry spells could linger for decades
               or indefinitely. The first American colonies were crushed by a few successive arid years out of the last eight hundred. Today
               we are facing the worst hot dry era in thirty thousand years.28

      

      
        In dry times the New World relied on global aid from and trade with damp Old World cities and farms. Today those formerly
               reliable overseas breadbaskets have grown more parched than our own. London now imposes water rationing, and the rain in Spain
               falls nowhere on the plain or anywhere else in that country. Among our trade partners, Mexico is literally collapsing on top
               of empty aquifers, while Canada’s heartland faces unprecedented stress and China lacks enough water to drink or feed itself.29

      

      
        As the reality sank in about rising thirst and falling water tables and aquatic extinction, the usual suspects—hand-wringing
               liberal environmentalists and social activists—cranked out their litany of doom, right on schedule. Only this time their worry
               was amplified by a chorus of nervous conservatives, industrial interests, and development boosters all agreeing that the end
               of water was nigh. Never mind the gloomy Club of Rome; bullish corporate titans at the World Economic Forum in Davos warned
               us how limits to growth came from scarce freshwater.30 Elbowing past picket lines of wild-eyed green protesters, some otherwise astute World Bankers were confounded at how, contrary
               to basic economics, water use grew less efficient as water grew scarcer.31 Goldman Sachs, Wall Street’s sober investment bank not given to hyperbole, grew increasingly alarmed that, by doubling every
               twenty years, global water consumption had attained an “unsustainable” rate of growth. Two out of every five global industries
               believed that the impact of a water shortage on their business would be severe or catastrophic, and fewer than 17 percent
               said they were prepared for that calamity.32 Even innovation-driven optimists worry how California’s information technology firms require 3,400 gallons per microchip,
               a quarter of Silicon Valley’s dwindling reservoirs. The high-tech panacea, desalination, is so energy-intensive that it relies
               on power plants that now require 40 percent of existing freshwater supplies.33

      

      
        Yet the real threat to the United States from water scarcity may be less economic than political. Most uncontrollable external
               disasters—floods, hurricanes, wars, tsunamis, earthquakes, terrorist attacks—bring out the best in Americans, pull our can-do
               society together, and motivate us to roll up our sleeves in mass collaboration. Drought splits us apart. It pits you against
               your neighbor, and your state against mine. Our country’s most experienced water managers—the men who ensure we have enough
               to drink—have confessed they lack a solution and, looking ahead, say our common future may resemble “an Armageddon.”34

      

      Following decades in which armies fought over oil, U.S. security analysts are proclaiming, “Water is the new oil.” It is in
            fact substantially worse. Countless energy alternatives let us move “Beyond Petroleum,” but water has no substitute. No dehydrated
            economy can exist. After three thirsty days you secured clean freshwater, or you died.
         

      Or you killed.

      
        In places like Bolivia, Kenya, and Iraq the strong who controlled access to water killed the weak who increasingly sought
               it.35 Asia’s drinking water kills tens of thousands from dissolved arsenic or heavy metal, while post–Green Revolution farmers
               kill themselves when their wells run dry.36 Worldwide 1.8 million die annually from thirst, dehydration, and waterborne diseases, and during the last violent century
               the lack of clean water killed more people than all the casualties of all the wars combined. 37 Now our military prepares for the onset of wars fought over water itself.38

      

      Conflict over water in the New World predates Columbus. Unfortunately, as acute water shortages worsen, the United States
            has deliberately severed the last safety net that avoided or delayed catastrophe in the past: drought-adapted indigenous people.
            Better-armed Eu rope an settlers used to beg, borrow, and steal subsistence services and survival skills from the intricate
            network of Native Americans, whose innovation lay in social and natural coping mechanisms. Since then, extant tribes have
            been dispossessed by and absorbed into immigrant populations. Those who still hold fast to the traditional ways do so more
            from pride or nostalgia than from necessity. Even the few rare victories—a new casino license to win back from Eu rope ans
            a fraction of the tribal wealth stolen over time—take the young further away from the ways of their ancestors, and a similar
            fate has befallen the drought-adapted aboriginal people of Australia and Africa. Almost all dryland indigenous bands have
            been co-opted into industrial economies: wiped out by disease, forced on government-run reservations, hooked on the irresistible
            lure of food in cans and alcohol in bottles and water on tap.
         

      For more than a decade even the wildest drylands of Africa no longer held autonomous bands who might share their self-sufficient
            experience. Then Botswana’s convoy destroyed the last government water supplies and deliveries inside the reserve, triggering
            their crisis—and my opportunity. I saw America’s fate inextricably linked to the predicament of a thousand indigenous people
            suddenly forced to submit, die, or adapt once again to the Great Thirstland. The survivors had to tap into the deep reservoir
            of indigenous wisdom, and I hoped to grasp the essence of their unwritten code. For centuries Bushmen had been shot and infected,
            poked and prodded, and now, as they faced the onset of permanent droughts, I set out to exploit the survivors one last time.
         

      The “Last of the First” welcomed me to their fire. I listened to what often seemed serious debate but was later translated
            as spectacularly lewd banter. During a lull one evening, as it grew cooler, I moved with tape recorder and camera from one
            Bushman to the next until coming to an unspoken matriarch. In exchange for smuggling contraband water and other supplies,
            I sought to extract from her and others a few Important Answers to Big Questions, namely, “What will you do without government-supplied
            water?”
         

      She kept scooping flesh out of a tsama melon, trading gossip with another.

      “How are you going to manage water during the drought?”

      The old woman shrugged without looking up and shifted back on her heels. Next to her a small fire burned. It was more smoke
            than flame but never seemed to go out.
         

      I persisted. “Do you think you could manage enough water for your family and your band to last until the rainy season?”

      Like others before her, she grew evasive. Repeating the question through my translator met with awkward silence. Back then,
            her caginess didn’t make sense. Years later it began to. It wasn’t that Bushmen didn’t want to answer; they just couldn’t.
            An “international water expert” grilling the old Bushmen about how humans must manage water was like a Vatican cleric interrogating
            Galileo about how the sun must orbit the earth.
         

      To be sure, we will not soon abandon eBay or Wal-Mart to hunt and gather in foraging bands. Nor should we feel the need to.
            Yet the Bushmen code of conduct may help us escape a Hobbesian or neo-Malthusian nightmare. Prepared for extreme deprivation,
            Kalahari Bushmen chose the hard responsibility of a dry reality over a government-dependent fantasy of water abundance. Outside
            of their reserve the so-called civilized world found that for all our military might and Internet bandwidth, certain things
            still lie beyond our grasp. We discover we cannot “regulate” barren rivers and depleted aquifers any more than we can “regulate”
            our climate, clouds, or rain. Out here, while elected leaders kneel to pray for a thundershower that will provide temporary
            relief, the increasingly dry hot wind whistles through the thorn trees in the central Kalahari and whispers the ancient secret
            those last defiant Bushmen never forgot.
         

      We don’t govern water.

      Water governs us.
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          CHAPTER 1
        

      

      
         Kalahari Rivals

      

      A MAGNIFICENTLY WRINKLED FEMALE Bushman squatted by a small fire, stoking the embers beneath a smoke-blackened kettle. To
            the outsider, the creases of her light reddish skin and the folds of her faded and filthy scraps of cast-off clothing carried
            the mixed aroma of dust, wood smoke, and stale sweat. No one else seemed to notice the sour odor—the tight-knit group had
            long grown accustomed to the smells of one another.
         

      The woman was in her sixties or perhaps seventies. No one knew her exact age, not even she. Elder Bushmen marked time by stories
            linked to the shape and position of the moon. They didn’t honor birthdays. In any case she was not youthful or what most consider
            pretty. She had low cheekbones, a bony chest with empty breasts, and lacked curves in her waist, her hips, or her buttocks.
            Deeply creased lines furrowed across her brow and drooped from her Mongoloid eyes down to her jaw, avoiding the wide space
            of skin stretched between her nose and upper lip. She appeared to have no brows above deep-set eyes that took in everything.
            Her hair was short, dirty, and turning slightly gray. Both her shirt and dress were torn open. Her square features looked
            almost masculine. Even with her black and white bracelets, and hoop earrings, a glance at her photo led foreigners to think
            she was a man. But in the way she moved and by the evidence of the offspring to whom she had given birth, she was entirely
            female.
         

      
        Her first name could be spelled out Qoroxloo.1 To say it out loud, lightly inhale the first consonant click, drawing the tongue down and back from the roof of your mouth.
               Swallow the r. Exhale and pucker the second xl  click, moving the tongue in from the side of your jaw, laterally, like the sound to move a horse. And now: Duxee. The surname’s x requires a dental click, pulling the tongue tip back from top front teeth. It’s a tongue twister, and I invariably mangled
               it.2 Regardless, one should try to pronounce her name out loud, like a soft prayer, to affirm her ancestry and prevent her existence
               from growing as homogenized and anonymous and assimilated as her life refused to become. Though she had never mocked my attempts
               to speak in clicks. Her face had only wrinkled up even further as her eyes suggested mirth.
            

      

      Perhaps some deficiency in outer beauty made Qoroxloo Duxee’s heart overcompensate. She had worked hard as a young girl, learning
            quickly from the elders. After listening carefully to the stories and lessons of her ancestors, she kept her hands busy. Few
            ever heard her complain. She bonded easily, with thoughtful gestures and generous gifts, and shared everything new she discovered.
            Because lingering grudges could prove fatal, she embraced physically and frequently; she forgave quickly and permanently.
            Mohame Belesa, her husband from an early age, came to love her with loyalty and affection. Decades later, in midday shade
            or at night by the fire, the couple could usually be found sitting side by side in the sand, an arm or a leg overlapping the
            other in that easy relaxed fit which grows from a lifetime spent together.
         

      Despite her age, and the trials she endured, Qoroxloo remained exceptionally energetic. She was constantly teasing, aiming
            her sharpest barbs at those closest to her. Many in the extended band looked up to her. Younger women and children sought
            to emulate her behavior, and even men might listen thoughtfully to what she had to say. Yet Qoroxloo never told people what
            to do; she made suggestions that she would proceed to follow herself, allowing others to draw what they would from her example.
            Unlike tribal chiefdoms or urban bureaucracies, no title came with her unspoken stature.
         

      In recent years, Qoroxloo noticed gradual changes in the young. Some had picked up some English and Setswana, new languages
            that allowed interaction with foreigners, but that also turned them outward, away from the old ways. Sent to schools, they
            enjoyed comfortable beds and tap water, and when they returned a few carried shiny tools which, they explained, allowed them
            to speak back and forth to unseen people.
         

      To the ancestors? You speak to them?

      No, Grandma, living people. Here in the heart of the Kalahari she only heard scratchy noise, but they told her how in “less
            remote places” the tools “let you talk with anyone on earth.”
         

      Qoroxloo did not consider her landscape remote. To her it was not excessively “harsh” or especially “dry,” and she could not
            understand why anyone could be afraid or uncomfortable in it. It was the only habitat she knew, though she was aware some
            larger world extended beyond the edge of the horizon, farther than even she had walked. Foreign travelers described for her
            oceans, green landscapes of steep mountains and raging rivers with something called fish. But she could not fully picture
            them, even when shown photographs. She never expressed a desire to seek them, for everything she needed lay around her, until
            one day, at the start of the long, dry season, which brought something she most certainly didn’t need.
         

      Her band fell silent and listened as the air carried the sound of heavy engines grinding toward them through the thick sand.
            Trucks, they decided, including a few big ones. Qoroxloo had lived her first several decades without ever hearing a motor.
            Later, vehicles remained rare, but mostly welcome diversions, bringing unusual stories and white and black people from the
            outside world. Most were researchers or officials, and some brought useful gifts, like knives, scissors, or wire. But in recent
            years the sound of certain engines had grown familiar and menacing; it was a sound that brought relentless pressure from men
            in uniforms, men with guns. Men telling Qoroxloo’s band that they could not live here any longer, that this was no longer
            their proper home.
         

      As the government vehicles approached, driving faster than necessary, Qoroxloo told her family that this could be the final
            termination of services. The government at last was bringing the end of its water and the start of something else.
         

      
        A few officials later testified in court, under oath, how they merely had set up tables on the periphery of each settlement,
               then patiently waited for Bushmen to volunteer to depart. Never had anyone used force or intimidation. But hundreds of eyewitnesses,
               and film from a video camera that surfaced later, recorded a picture that differed, as a judge put it, “as day from night.”3 Visual flashes of the ensuing chaos showed the destruction and dismantling of huts and water supplies.
            

      

      Qoroxloo and her band watched as officials entered their compound, broke open ostrich eggshell canteens, dumped out plastic
            storage containers, and overturned steel barrels that all contained water. As the government’s agents poured families’ water
            into the hot, deep, dry sands, Bushmen saw their lifeblood spilling out. Children yowled and clung to screeching mothers as
            men watched in impotent, silent fury. The armed officials said little but duly carried out instructions until it appeared
            there was no water left anywhere.
         

      The methodical cutoffs were of course only a means to an end. As the spilled water began to evaporate, truck drivers offered
            rides out of the reserve. They were willing to carry away any thirsty people who were now, suddenly, ready to leave behind
            forever the only home they had known. Free of charge, the government prepared to haul off families, huts, and worldly possessions
            to live the good life in one of three designated resettlement areas named Kaudwane, Xere, and New Xade. Many officials said
            they were doing Bushmen a favor, and sounded genuinely earnest in their sales pitch. They assured Bushmen that life was easier
            outside the reserve; life was better in resettlement areas; life was new, comfortable, improved, and mainstream, all awaiting
            outside once you “voluntarily” uprooted. Collective negotiation was forbidden, however, and officials separated and singled
            off brothers from sisters, husbands from wives, children from parents. Just sign the paper or, as few Bushmen could write,
            a thumbprint sufficed. Press there, on that dotted line, and the government would provide free schools for children, free
            birth control, free clinics for the sick, free cows, cash compensation, and, when the time came, free funeral services.
         

      Above all, in exchange for shrugging off the old ways, the government offered Bushmen water—free and abundant access to an
            endless flow of life: as much convenient wet stuff as Bushmen wanted for as long as they ever wanted it.
         

      For years Bushmen had declined such seemingly benign offers. They had heard what happened to others who had been relocated
            outside the reserve years before. Word trickled back through the bush telegraph of sickness, boredom, whoring, and violence.
            People who were used to ample space, to roam freely and self-sufficiently, compared the resettlement camps to “being cooked
            in a cooking pot.” Others called New Xade “a place of death.” But once the government shut off delivery and destroyed their
            water supply, they said, the old unwelcome message sounded different. It became an offer few could refuse as the dry season
            loomed ahead.
         

      On that day many Bushmen decided they should cut their losses and just go now. Take the cash, the cow, the free water. Instructed
            to gather up their belongings and utensils, Bushmen found admittedly little to take: some clothes, bags, blankets, a few digging
            sticks, snares, bows and arrows, spears, and some containers. Most wondered what they could use these tools for, since where
            they were going allowed no hunting or gathering. The ample water promised to them out there left no need for water containers,
            springhare bladders, plastic bottles, or ostrich eggshell canteens.
         

      
        Qoroxloo’s husband returned to her side during the commotion, but there was little to say. Qoroxloo saw the young, usually
               so excited about new things and so full of their sense of immortality, begin to waver. She understood the pressure on them
               to depart, especially for those who had lost sight of the ways of the ancestors, those who had grown far too accustomed to
               official water deliveries, even addicted to them. In one of the few times she revealed her anger Qoroxloo lashed out with
               her belief that the government had initially provided Bushmen with water to break their resistance and will. “When I was young,”
               she said, “the men hunted and we got our water from the roots of plants. We lived well, and people only died of old age, not
               of diseases. But then government officials started bringing us water and mealie-meal; they kept bringing these things. And
               now that I think about it, I believe it was to make us dependent, and abandon our traditional ways, and get us to move.”4. 

      

      The trucks revved their engines. Qoroxloo saw other Bushmen turning, looking at her. They wondered what she would do, whether
            she too would give in and depart. She had amassed a lifetime enduring water scarcity, but this confrontation was unprecedented.
            Larger political pressures were prodding her band in their own sanctuary. As the officials moved from family to family, loading
            up people she would never see again, Qoroxloo did not join them. Seeing no real alternative, she chose to remain. At the same
            time, she failed to conceal outward signs that she, too, was anxious and more than just a little bit afraid.
         

      

      
        AS FAR AS I could tell, the Bushmen have no indigenous translation for rival. The word is apparently a Western construct, born in ancient Rome. Intriguingly, it shares with river the same Latin root, rivalis, or: “one who shares the same stream or water.”5 Like drought, rivalry seems to emerge from a relative condition of scarcity and ecological stress, whether the source is
               a well, a creek, an aquifer, or a spring. In rainy places neighbors had leisure to calmly decide how they would access, allocate,
               and share water with each other from a position of comparative abundance. In arid landscapes, however, as rainfall declined
               and runoff diminished, latent rivalry would invariably rise to the surface and explode. Thus in a chronically dry country
               everyone is a potential rival, and the extent of their rivalry increases in proportion to the proximity and threat to your
               water. In a democratic republic like Botswana, where government owns and controls all resources and decides whether to share
               that water or one day cut it off forever, there were many men and women just doing their job, following orders. But at the
               top of this chain of command, Qoroxloo really had only one accountable individual who became her rival.
            

      

      
        Though not a tall man, President Festus Gontebanye Mogae cut an elegant and well-manicured figure. His heavy-set frame favored
               pin-striped tailored suits, with cuff links, and a silver wristwatch. Outside his windows rose gleaming modern glass office
               towers, showcasing Gaborone, considered the fastest-growing city in the fastest-growing economy in Africa.6

      

      
        Mogae had immense plans. He believed Botswana was on the threshold of great things. His well-governed nation, the oldest democracy
               on the continent, held unique assurance for the world, whose most powerful leaders shared his vision.7 Bill Gates spoke of Botswana as a “model nation.” During a March 1998 visit, Bill Clinton proclaimed “the promise of a new
               Africa whose roots are deep here in your soil, for you have been an inspiration to all who cherish freedom.” Standing before
               five thousand gathered at soon-to-be-president Mogae’s statehouse, America’s forty-second president concluded, “Africa needs
               more Botswanas, and America is determined to support all those who would follow your lead.”8

      

      
        Mogae took immense pride in Botswana’s lead and held his country to a higher standard. Far from a lawless state or socialist
               banana republic, Botswana was a more peaceable capitalist country than many in the so-called developed West. True, its population
               suggested a city rather than a country. But 1.8 million people had elected their foreign-educated and cautious leaders to
               govern a landmass larger than France through careful, gradual consensus. The contrast with Mogae’s postcolonial African rivals
               could hardly be more glaring: Belgians had left Congo with 90,000 miles of good roads, which degenerated over three decades
               down to 6,000; the British had left 8 miles of paved roads, which Botswana expanded to 6,000. During the past forty years
               since its serene birth, Mogae’s sovereign state had brought per capita income to $5,900—higher than Malaysia, and yielding
               more positive stability than in, say, Portugal or even Mississippi.9

      

      
        As president, Mogae planned further to diversify a market-embracing economy that for decades had led the world in per capita
               growth. His nation’s accounting books were tidy, transparent, and in the black; inflation was moderate, taxation low; and
               he had insisted on avoiding debt like that which hamstrung America.10 Botswana’s educated government workforce was happy. His Botswana Demo cratic Party ruled unchallenged. Botswana’s pious and
               proud urban population—of The No. 1 Ladies’ Detective Agency* fame”—loved to shop; the capital city’s dozen or so busy malls and multiplex movie theaters could be exchanged with any from
               Gainesville, Florida, to Bend, Oregon. To build its nonracial nation, Botswana was determined to erase tribal identity and
               ethnic distinctions; its black founding father, Seretse Khama, had transcended prejudice to marry a white foreign wife. No
               other country, not even the United States, had risen so far, so fast, from so little.11

      

      
        For good reason Botswana was frequently hailed in international magazines, feted at international economic forums, and favored
               by international tourists. Top statesmen at New York’s prestigious Council on Foreign Relations praised President Mogae as
               a “visionary” who calibrated everything just right, like a chess master.12 In early 2002, Botswana’s sovereignty was absolute, its reputation pristine.
            

      

      Mogae’s disciplined military had never fired a shot in anger at foreign or domestic enemies throughout its existence. It deserved
            its reputation for pacifism. Yet it was not always necessary for a president to ensure national security or promote domestic
            tranquillity through the barrel of a loaded gun. The desert landscape offered a more subtle weapon that might suffice.
         

      
        Indeed, on the very day President Mogae hosted a large UN conference on “peaceful and constructive group accommodation in
               situations involving minorities and indigenous peoples,” he was destroying the Bushmen water supplies to expel them from their
               Kalahari.13

      

      His water cutoffs initially escaped irony, or wider notice, for in early 2002 the world’s attention was transfixed by upheaval
            in Afghanistan and, soon, in Iraq. In comparison to more lethal global injustices—war, disease, riots, famine, pogroms, genocide,
            and terrorism—the concurrent fate of a thousand illiterate African foragers was geopolitically insignificant. President Mogae
            portrayed his exercise in the Kalahari as a domestic development scheme, the kind of replumbing operation that in Asia forced
            the relocation of thousands each day. Officials were openly baffled by any question of impropriety. Botswana had elected Mogae
            to serve the greater common good. His party wisely had invested surplus wealth in health, education, roads, and vital public
            water infrastructure—including the borehole, pump, and storage tank that it had, that very day, obliterated.
         

      Mogae’s policy of water curtailment had ample precedents. Ruling governments dating back to ancient Rome and imperial China
            had established this tactic that was later (as will be shown) practiced by nations as diverse as Bolivia, Israel, Iraq, Germany,
            South Africa, Sudan, and the United States. Throughout time—and invariably in the name of state security—government deployed
            water as a weapon to coerce insubordinate people.
         

      The logic is simple. Humans can live only a few days without water. Control water, and you control every aspect of those of
            us who depend on it: how we live, where we live, and whether we live.
         

      
        The Kalahari offered an ideal stage for Mogae to apply such a tactic. The landscape was hot and dry and held no reliable standing
               water—no rivers, no lakes, no springs. So government officials concluded, reasonably enough, that the Bushmen would ultimately
               give up their primitive ways, accept the state’s generosity, adopt the modern economy offered by Botswana’s civilized culture,
               and at last submit to the benign will of a higher enlightened authority. Mogae’s friend, the managing director of Botswana’s
               diamond company, wholeheartedly supported the eviction of Bushmen from the Kalahari reserve for their own good, “Otherwise
               who would always want to remain in the Dark Ages while others move forward?”14

      

      
        During what climate scientists later recorded as the planet’s seven hottest years, the loss of water should have forced the
               last free Bushmen to surrender and assimilate. It should have brought an end to “the harmless people” and within days broken
               their will. With only dry fossil riverbeds, Botswana’s government officials expressed their confidence that any stubborn remaining
               dissidents would soon trickle out of the reserve of their own accord in the arid days ahead, or perish like their president’s
               proverbial Dodo. Through his simple, decisive act President Mogae planned a quick end to Africa’s complex and intractable
               centuries-old issue that had come to be known even officially as the “Bushmen problem.”15 He planned his water cutoffs to be a final resolution to a long and messy debate, not caring whether those Stone Age people
               might have categorically different plans.
            

        

      

      
        * Alexander McCall Smith is the prolific writer of this internationally bestselling detective series, which portrays the bourgeois
            character of the nation’s citizens in a kind, if somewhat dated, light. In his novels McCall Smith has his Tswana protagonists
            adopt two Bushmen children abandoned in the Kalahari; in real life the author has spoken out against the government’s policies.
         
      

    

  
    
      
        
          CHAPTER 2
        

      

      
         Crossing the Threshold

      

      IF THE HUMAN BODY IS CUT, PLATELETS gather to clot, creating a barrier against blood loss and infection to a flesh wound.
            If invaded, insect colonies repair their home’s protective seal. But these natural systems require complex, coordinated signals.
            Against the government’s Kalahari convoy no centralized nervous system or communications infrastructure existed among dispersed
            bands of Bushmen. Natural aridity of the desert itself had always been their main line of defense against potential aggressors.
            Now, as they faced the encroachment of powerful external threats, their intrinsic strengths became weaknesses.
         

      Qoroxloo’s people had evolved in autonomous face-to-face groups of thirty to fifty individuals, and even the larger bands
            seldom grew beyond 150. Each found its own equilibrium and order through small-scale, nonhierarchical self-regulation. Their
            human nature was of course the same as ours. But internal strife, jealousy, and tensions were relieved from within, avoiding
            lawyers, courts, or police enforcement. For millennia they had enjoyed the Kalahari core all to themselves without competition.
            But as Botswana split up their families and terminated services, Qoroxloo and others had to seek, for the first time, political
            representatives to speak and act on their behalf.
         

      Roy Sesana, also known as Tobee’, was the Kalahari’s last surviving radical activist, a charismatic figure who along with
            six others had formed First People of the Kalahari. FPK was a Bushmen group ready to fight for indigenous rights to resources
            like water, and shrewd enough to oppose armed force through nonviolent resistance. Even if exiled by thirst, Sesana urged
            his people never to sign away their birthright. Instead he would seek other ways, and overseas allies who could help the Bushmen
            fight in court.
         

      
        Botswana’s politicians mocked his claims. They tried to dismiss his lawsuit on a technicality: Sesana could not represent
               thousands of Bushmen, since these bands lacked headmen or chiefs. They had no elections, no formal conflict resolution, no
               judges, hereditary figureheads, parliamentarians, or king. They epitomized autonomous and egalitarian decision making.1 So who was Sesana to put himself forth? “I am a leader,” he calmly replied, further stating that when he “was a boy we did
               not need leaders and we lived well. Now we need them because our land is being stolen and we must struggle to survive. It
               doesn’t mean I tell people what to do, it’s the other way around: they tell me what I have to do to help them.”2

      

      As Sesana visited Kalahari camps, Bushmen told him to fight for their rights.

      He listened. In Kikao, Sesana listened to a smart and savvy young man caught in the no-man’s-land between the old ways and
            the new. Jumanda Gakelebone grew up drinking cool water from an ostrich shell and trance-dancing naked around the fire, but
            also later learned how to work a cell phone, negotiate city streets, speak English, and resist the urge to drink alcohol.
            The energetic Jumanda teamed up with the battle-scarred veteran, Roy, who in turn forged alliances outside of his home band
            with Bushmen elders, lawyers outside of the Kalahari in Ghanzi or Gaborone, and with the activists in cities outside of Botswana
            who might be reached by phone or even, as Jumanda had recently discovered, through the screens of computers in one of the
            country’s isolated Internet cafes.
         

      
        In addition to tapping into old ways of survival, Bushmen learned a portfolio of new skills in a hurry. They developed and
               reinforced physical, legal, economic, and ethical practices all based on securing access to water. When the government described
               its water cutoffs as voluntary resettlement and development—words that could not be translated into their language—the Bushmen replied that it was a tool of forced eviction and submitted
               evidence to prove it.
            

      

      
        Initially Bushmen tried the legal route, as 243 Bushmen signed a paper whereby human rights attorneys would represent them
               collectively in a class action suit against Botswana’s government. Africa’s regional appeals court ordered Botswana’s high
               court to try the case in full and to give its verdict with “all due process.” Both sides anticipated the case would be quickly
               dispatched: three weeks in Ghanzi to hear Bushmen plaintiffs; two weeks at the high court to hear the government defense;
               resolution in time for Bushmen to return home “before the next rainy season.”3 No one anticipated that a four year-and-ten-month megadrought would pass before any final judgment.
            

      

      In the meantime, as Bushmen found a collective voice, they knew possession remained nine tenths of the law. So while Bushmen
            leaders fought externally for their day in high court, a core of dissidents who hunkered down inside the Kalahari reserve
            would seek victory in the global court of public opinion. If Bushmen like Qoroxloo could endure the pressures and isolation
            to vote with their intransigent feet, their examples would carry immeasurable political weight.
         

      
        Roy Sesana wasn’t the only Bushmen leader orchestrating re sistance; his charisma and penchant for drama was balanced by Mathambo
               Ngakaeja, a soft-spoken Nharo Bushman who seemed to be constantly nudging spectacles up the bridge of his nose. As the first
               Bushman university graduate with a degree in geology, Ngakaeja had been wooed by the government and its mining companies with
               dazzling starting salaries. Instead, by leading Botswana’s Working Group on Indigenous Minorities in Southern Africa (WIMSA),
               he often challenged those same would-be employers, albeit in a less confrontational way than Roy. This time even Ngakaeja
               was outraged and maintained Kalahari Bushmen could only live free if they could secure access to water. “Obviously if you
               have no water to drink and you have no water to give your children, you will be forced to go to the next place where water
               is.”4

      

      To secure that water inside the reserve, Sesana and Ngakaeja teamed up and prepared a resupply vehicle. Yet even a Bushmen
            movement held potential cracks. President Mogae’s men had sponsored Bushmen tipsters to report any unusual dissent or suspicious
            behavior. The snitches later confessed they hated informing on their colleagues, who fell silent in their presence. Nevertheless,
            word leaked up the chain of command, the government intercepted the relief vehicle at the perimeter of the reserve, refused
            it entrance, and turned it back. An invisible wall had sealed off the heart of the Kalahari to any outsiders but high-paying
            tourists.
         

      About that time I wandered into Botswana’s capital city, seeking interviews with the Bushmen leaders and their legal representatives.
            In desperation they saw my Land Rover, read my sympathy, and asked me to pose as a tourist and smuggle reinforcements to Qoroxloo’s
            band.
         

      I hesitated, partly from journalistic detachment but mostly out of cowardice. The president’s cabinet had threatened severe
            reprisals, resenting “undue foreign intervention,” and had explicitly “rejected any and all outside assistance” for Bushmen.
            I feared the real and imaginary risks I might face. I was by nature an observer, and by crossing the line from note-taker
            to participant to join some futile resistance, I would not only lose a reporter’s impartiality but could also be arrested,
            deported, or jailed and forgotten. For decades I’d avoided getting entangled in hundreds of other worthy causes, yet this
            ordeal seemed different; it had a “last stand” feel to it. In the course of my interviews with evicted Bushmen outside the
            reserve, more than one Bushman told me, through translators, “I only want to go back to my home in the Kalahari, live there
            until I die, and be buried in my ancestral land where my father was born and is buried.”
         

      The next morning Bushmen leaders transferred their illicit “contra-band”—sacks of cornmeal, sugar, stew, dried fruit, tea,
            tobacco, medicine, and water—into my vehicle. We buried it all beneath two weeks of dirty laundry, the stench of which should
            discourage any inspector.
         

      “You sure you’re okay with this?” Ngakaeja asked.

      “No one’s forcing me.”

      “Have you been in the desert before?”

      “No,” I replied, masking anxiety under false bravado. “But hell, I’ve got a decent map. Where am I going?”

      Ngakaeja spread out the map on the hood and instructed me to drop a third of the supplies in Gugamma and two thirds in Metsiamenong,
            farther to the north. We looked again at the map. It showed that there were eight settlements, including Gope, Kikao, Mothomelo,
            Bape, Xade, and Molapo.
         

      “What about the people in these other settlements?” I asked.

      Ngakaeja glanced up, nudged his glasses up the bridge of his nose, and then looked away. “There are no people left in those
            other settlements.”
         

      
        On the route north four paved lanes became two, then one and a half, and then nothing but that deep, soft, miserable sand.
               After hours of silence, I eventually rolled past a wooden sign indicating I was near the reserve’s southern entrance at “Khutse,”
               which in the language of the evicted Bushmen inhabitants meant “place where you can kneel to drink.” If only it were still
               that easy. The state’s hydrosocial contract had been irrevocably severed.5. Never again would Botswana provide, or even allow, the dissident Bushmen another sip of water.
            

      

      I approached the threshold to the central Kalahari still suffering from the delusion that the stronger and more durable civilization
            was the outside one surrounding the reserve, and that it was I, the big-hearted, well-situated, and self-righteous American,
            who might somehow come to the rescue of those last, poor, helpless Bushmen.
         

      

      I LURCHED UP to the Kalahari reserve’s entry gate and killed the engine. As it cooled, my heart beat faster, and I felt my
            shirt peel off the seat, sticky with sweat. I began to grow anxious that the officials would keep me out or inspect the vehicle
            and uncover the “contraband,” perhaps leading to my arrest or deportation, or worse. I had not set out to become an amateur
            water smuggler, and, looking back, I could not explain my rash decision to sneak supplies into defiant strangers living a
            raw desert existence. Except I felt I had no choice.
         

      As it turned out my anxiety was somewhat misplaced. The official was neither sinister or menacing, just bored. After I signed
            some tourist forms, paid a fee, wrote down my license plate number, and lied about my intended destination, he waved me past
            and into the reserve. I revved up the engine, leaned back, and breathed deep. As I shifted into first gear I chuckled, imagining
            that my most dangerous obstacle had been Botswana officialdom and that my worst ordeal now lay behind me.
         

      Late in the afternoon of the following day, somewhere north of the Tropic of Capricorn, my engine suddenly locked up and gravity
            took over. In less than a second all four wheels pressed down beneath one ton of steel, and forward motion ceased. Since the
            heat and fuel gauges were normal, I held my breath and tried the ignition. It rolled over and over and over and over as the
            electric pulse weakened each rotation, until in a panicky shudder I jerked out the key and stepped out into the blast furnace.
         

      A look under the hood diagnosed the source of my predicament. The air hose had rattled loose some miles back, inhaling unfiltered
            dust. With each artificial breath, tiny airborne particles had mixed with gas vapor to accumulate inside until the carburetor
            clogged. Starved of oxygen, internal combustion suffocated and all eight pistons froze.
         

      The vast landlocked beach yawned out in every direction and absorbed my screams. But gradually, over the next few hours, this
            desert began to seem less hostile than merely indifferent. Animal sounds reclaimed the dead silence as an insect hum built
            to crescendo, songbirds chir-chir-chirred in dry leaves, and barking geckos cracked their throats. Out here was no good or
            evil, only thirst. All life sought moisture from tiny pockets between grains of endless sand, from the sap of plants and from
            blood.
         

      Stupidly, I had been driving by myself. Worse, to avoid arrest or imprisonment, I had misled the country’s federal officials
            about my true destination and smuggling operation. At the time I had thought my tourist ruse clever, but now no patrols would
            come searching, not here. Retracing my tracks on foot would be impossible, for I’d have to carry eighty pounds of water on
            my back. I had come too far, too fast, too deep into the reserve, and during that first day out there was already sweating
            three pounds a day by just walking slowly in circles. Below a rationed intake of water, my cerebral tissues would desiccate
            like a sponge in an oven. So as the sun governed the daylight, and lions owned the dark, I lay on the vehicle roof tent anticipating
            a quiet, slow death here, wondering what it might feel like.
         

      
        My girlfriend had helpfully provided me with a paperback by an adventure writer who narrated all the ways careless thrill
               seekers can meet their end; the last chapter, on dehydration, defined progressive stages of “desert thirst” in such cheerful
               terms as “clamorous,” “shriveled-tongue,” “blood sweat,” and “living death.”6 It then helpfully related the classic story of W. J. McGee’s description of a prospector caught for days in Arizona’s Gila
               Desert without water. McGee encountered “the wreck of Pablo,” with a weak pulse, barely alive. He was stark naked, having
               maniacally shed all clothing, food, and possessions, wandering in a hallucinatory state until collapsing nearly deaf and blind.
               “His lips had disappeared as if amputated, leaving low edges of blackened tissue; his teeth and gums projected like those
               of a skinned animal, but flesh was black and dry as a hank of jerky; his nose was withered and shrunken to half its length,
               the nostril-lining showing black; his eyes were set in winkless stare . . . The mucus membrane lining mouth and throat was
               shriveled, cracked, and blackened, and his tongue shrunken to a mere bunch of black integument. His respiration was slow,
               spasmodic, and accompanied by a deep guttural moaning.”7

      

      So I had that to look forward to.

      By that night at four A.M. came a low rumbling in the distance, and within seconds I was off the roof, down on the ground
            barefoot racing diagonally toward the distant headlights of the deus ex machina that was a group of well-equipped tourists
            headed toward wildlife pans in another direction. Armed with better tools and know-how, the white South Africans opened my
            engine’s valves to suck through the dust clog. The engine roared. I inhaled relief and exhaled gratitude and gave them all
            my wine.
         

      “Ag, you’re a lucky man,” one man said. “Traveling alone like this.”

      “You mean stupid man. I know. I owe you more than you can imagine.”

      “If you don’t mind our asking, um, what the hell brought an American out here headed off in this direction?”

      I explained I was researching the causes and consequences of water scarcity, and exploring Botswana as a crucible for adapting
            to coming droughts worldwide.
         

      Another squinted at me like a doctor scanning a sick patient. “You know,” he deadpanned, “there might be easier ways to find
            out than this.”
         

      I nodded, attempting a broken smile.

      “You ought to come follow us. Stick with our convoy.”

      Their offer was tempting. I had been stranded for a mere twenty hours, but it felt like twenty days. Safety in numbers reduced
            risks, and loneliness. I could join a relaxing wildlife safari and escape back to civilization, where I might one day look
            back and laugh at my misguided rescue mission, my crusade to the Bushmen, punctuated by idiocy. Only a delusional fool would
            politely decline.
         

      I politely declined. But in my defense I figured it was long past time to confront on its own terms that third inevitable,
            after death and taxes, which was heat. Rising dry heat was sucking moisture from soils everywhere. Drylands—stretching across
            two fifths of the planet’s surface and holding a third of its population—already felt the warm breath that melted away the
            earth’s store houses of snow and ice, inhaled anemic rivers, and evaporated the drinking water reservoirs that supplied Sydney,
            Mexico City, Jerusalem, Beijing, Tehran, or New Delhi. I could run away, somewhere, anywhere. But hot dry air would follow
            and catch up. There was, as far as scientists could see, no escape.
         

      My desert trial alone in the wilderness had awakened in me no comforting spiritual conversion. I remained a secular humanist
            with elitist prejudices. Facing a malignant tumor, I’d check into the Mayo Clinic; if indicted, I’d phone the most ruthless
            defense lawyer; and now, as my crowded planet was diagnosed with a terminally warmer future, I’d seek out the most experienced
            survivors of perpetual drought and water scarcity.
         

      I waved off the kind and heroic tourists and rolled on in the opposite direction, having experienced a conversion of another
            sort. It dawned on me that it was no longer I who could help these Bushmen endure the hard times that had been thrust upon
            them, but rather they who might guide us through the coming Dry Age of our own making.
         

      Over those few days I had but glimpsed the potential horror humankind faces at the end of water; the native people out here
            lived that dry existence by choice. Defying official orders, the last few bands were said to roam just the other side of the
            horizon. So while nervously checking that engine air hose every hour, I lurched over the maddening sands into the arid savanna
            where man was born and where his scruffy unwashed descendants still gave birth and teased each other and smoked and hunted
            and danced, and died.
         

    

  
    
      
        
          CHAPTER 3
        

      

      
         Intransigent Eve

      

      FOR MILLENNIA BUSHMEN ROAMED THE African subcontinent exclusively, with only the survival of their kin to ensure. But eventually
            the arrival of waves from the pastoral, agricultural, and industrialized world would constrict inward on the central Kalahari
            and impose on them an additional burden. Some of the initial relationships held out hope for peaceful coexistence, as Bushmen
            taught newcomers how to find, conserve, and live within the confines of scarce water. Still, many of these better-armed thirsty
            outsiders would be caught unprepared for the sudden onset of dry conditions.
         

      In 1890, with Europe an powers embroiled in the “Scramble for Africa,” imperial England launched a bold venture to colonize
            the subcontinent’s dry heart. The undertaking was the brainchild of Cecil John Rhodes, Queen Victoria’s favorite, and his
            design was to preemptively expand Britain’s sphere of influence by blocking incursions by Germany, Portugal, and Belgium.
            Success or failure would have geopoliti cal repercussions.
         

      Rhodes offered guns, provisions, financing, and property title to eighteen families if they would settle at Ghanzi Springs
            in the western Kalahari Desert. But in order to claim and cultivate that promised land, the party had first to cross the great
            sand sea. The group planned as well as it could, but soon discovered the sand to be softer, hotter, and drier than expected,
            and their slow, plodding livestock to be woefully ill-adapted. The advance party’s supplies quickly dwindled, and, alarmingly,
            they found precious little surface water at the so-called springs. Drought overtook them. As provisions declined and cask
            water shrank, the leaders faced a wrenching dilemma: stick together to die slowly from hunger and thirst, or leave families
            behind as men made a mad dash for support and rescue.
         

      One relationship tipped the scales. The indigenous people in that dry region had shown themselves without hostility or tension
            and displayed an astonishingly intimate understanding of the desert. So after much agonizing and hasty embraces, husbands
            and fathers entrusted wives and young children to local bands of Bushmen and raced back across the yawning Kalahari.
         

      
        The drought worsened. Weeks became months, and the families lacked any means of communication. Nearly two years passed before
               the rescuers could return, and when at last the men secured funds and provisions and transport back across the desert to their
               loved ones, they did not know who, if any, might still be surviving on the far side.1

      

      
        At that time almost nothing was known about Bushmen. Whenever encountered by European settlers in southern Africa, the indigenous
               bands became subjects of brief curiosity, often swiftly overcome by relentless brutality. As in America and Australia, encroaching
               farmers and herders saw native inhabitants as less than human, best shot quickly as vermin. As conflict over arable land and
               water arose, the outsiders enslaved, exploited, abused, and exterminated any defiant Bushmen in their path, leaving behind
               only a one-sided rationale as a record to justify their deed.2

      

      Given a few years, or better provisions, perhaps Rhodes’s settlers might have done the same thing. Instead they had been desperate
            enough to throw their families on the mercy of these diminutive Kalahari strangers, and as it turned out, they could not have
            trusted more capable people. If anyone knew how to endure dry times, it was Bushmen.
         

      When the men returned, they discovered to their joy that, despite the severity of the drought, the Bushmen had taken excellent
            care of their women and children. Somehow Bushmen squeezed enough water and food from the land to quench the thirst not only
            of their own families but also of those sent into the wilderness by Queen Victoria. The men found their families to be healthy,
            happy, and strong.
         

      Given our current predicament of drought and water scarcity, it is worth asking how Bushmen could thrive under such unforgiving
            conditions. Fortunately, a rich archive of material can be mined for answers; in the last six decades few ethnic minorities
            have been more exhaustively probed. And among all the professional scholars who came and went, one American dynasty studied
            Kalahari Bushmen for a long time and in great depth and detail.
         

      
        In the 1950s Laurence Marshall, the retired Raytheon founder, holidayed with his family in southern Africa’s interior. Over
               the next five decades his wife (Lorna), son (John), and daughter (Elizabeth) would document the Bushmen way of life in classic
               works: books, essays, photographs, and films. The family’s last survivor, Elizabeth Marshall Thomas, revealed how the old
               women were never ignored by the young or the men because the females in particular ensured a viable approach to the constant
               need for water. “The older someone is, the more that person remembers about what happened before the rest of the group was
               born, events that, without written records, would be lost if someone couldn’t describe them,” she explained in her beautifully
               written and evocative memoir, The Old Way. “In the event of a fifty-year drought, for instance, it would be those in their sixties and seventies who might remember
               a way of getting water, or of getting by without water, something that their own grandparents had shown them the last time
               this occurred.”3

      

      It was most likely these older matriarchs who ensured that Rhodes’s first white settlers had enough water, when women and
            children were entrusted to them, and who thus helped forge between Bushmen and whites a long-term sense of reciprocity. For
            decades afterward and up to the present, a custom was passed down among those original families. To honor their eternal obligation
            to Bushmen, the remaining descendants of Rhodes’s advance party would never refuse any destitute Bushman’s desperate plea
            for food, shelter, living space, or water. It was payback of debt, an African equivalent to America’s own tradition—in theory
            if seldom in practice—of Thanksgiving.
         

      But in a land of perpetual scarcity, tensions ran high, and memories gradually fell short. Newcomers saw customary reciprocity
            as a silly sentimental nuisance. If you provided water to a landless Bushman, said critics, he would, like any human, begin
            to think of that water as his entitlement, his fundamental human right. He became dependent on you to slake his thirst, which
            could only grow. He did not value the water, if freely given, but would in fact surely waste it. No, if you took responsibility
            for providing water to anyone, you took responsibility for his life.
         

      British colonial officer George Silberbauer understood both perspectives. From his landmark Bushmen surveys in the central
            Kalahari during the 1950s, he valued water as utterly precious, as his “radiators erupted with the regularity and violence
            of geysers. At one stage we were so short of water that we had to try to make do on about 5 liters each per day.” He knew
            Bushmen made do on far less, yet stuck to his decision that seemed cold yet in retrospect, prophetic:
         

      

      
        I made it clear from the start that I would not share our water with the Bushmen. To have done so would have reduced the survey
               to a water-carrying operation and might have made it difficult for the Bushmen to re-accustom themselves to going without
               water when we were no longer there. I always felt unhappy about the disparity in our circumstances, but the Bushmen did not
               seem to resent it.4

        

      

      
        Subsequent travelers lacked his foresight. Several decades later, Botswana initiated water-carrying operations throughout
               the country, altering the delicate balance of political power and economic negotiation in the Kalahari. And that, as the Marshall
               family and some anthropologists concluded, brought the beginning of the end. Bushmen grew dependent on cattle posts, on dogooders,
               and on governments to provide their water. In the process they grew dependent on their own Gods-Must-Be-Crazy appeal among
               romantics who lived outside the Kalahari, becoming victims of what the late John Marshall christened “Death by Myth.”5

        

      

      
        NEAR CAPE TOWN some part-time Bushmen dressed up for tourists and danced around fires. In Lesotho a few pretended to paint
               on caves with techniques and pigment that may or may not have in any way resembled their ancestors. Trackers in Namibia’s
               eastern Bushmanland helped foreign great white hunters kill bull elephants. The apartheid-era armies gave Bushmen in Angola
               food, money, guns, and instructions to use their hunting skills to track the communist enemy and then later cast them aside
               once the cold war ended. As one southern African indigenous leader lamented, “Governments want to control us, missionaries
               want our souls, and environmental organizations want our resources and our support.”6 Bushmen became an “African underclass,” a status that fueled intense global debate about the Bushmen’s true identity.7 A new school of revisionists began to accuse “essentialists” of idealistic prejudices, which wrongly forced Bushmen into
               a false past and, therefore, false present. Not only did no “true, authentic Bushmen” still remain, went the new argument,
               but they never had really existed in the first place quite as isolated and exceptional as previously claimed.8

      

      
        The so-called Great Kalahari Debate split open the academic discipline of modern anthropology until it seemed no external
               evidence could resolve the dispute or reconcile the warring antagonists.9 Then around the turn of the twenty-first century, from the cutting-edge science of population genetics, came an unexpected
               source of internal evidence.
            

      

      
        Affordable computerized data systems of biotechnology could break down, sequence, and unlock the secret code retained in the
               molecules of human cells—specifically cells embedded within female mitochondrial DNA and male Y chromosomal DNA. Genetic mapping
               projects began to test the bloodlines of global residents for definitive scientific links, seeking mutations—the spelling
               errors found in all “genetic markers”—to trace our ancestry.10 Once testing began, American researchers could reel back through time, tracking who begat whom, racing along family tree
               tops and branches to family tree trunks to our deepest blood roots predating the colonial or pre-Columbian eras, right down
               to our earliest human origins.
            

      

      
        Indeed while gene tic DNA testing couldn’t “stop,” it could and eventually did reveal, with remarkable precision, a human
               biological “start.” Native Americans could trace ancestral origins west and north to North America’s first humans arriving
               15,000 years ago across the Bering Strait, where Asia itself was settled 50,000 years ago. Caucasian settlers could trace
               their roots to 35,000 years ago in Europe, and black descendants of slaves discovered in Africa the richest and oldest genetic
               diversity of all.11 No one in the New World, Europe, Australia, or Asia could claim to be “indigenous.” Under the skin our ancestors all arrived
               as immigrants; hence every bit of DNA in every human traced back unequivocally to a singular source in Africa.12

      

      
        Then it got even more interesting. While tracing our earliest roots, gene ticists discovered a point in Africa where early
               Homo sapiens almost went extinct. A cataclysmic drought had swept across the continent, wiping out humanity until scarcely a few thousand
               of our species endured.13 Another megadrought had scattered off many of our human ancestors to populate the earth in a mass exodus. Only the hardiest
               survivors remained in small, isolated pockets on the continent of Africa.
            

      

      By sifting through that shrinking African pool of diverse DNA samples, researchers traced back 150,000 years until a single
            female bloodline emerged from a primordial Eden. From that anthropological Eve, all humanity had descended, over two thousand
            generations, to the 6.1 billion of us alive today.
         

      
        The longest strain traced down from the earliest drought survivors is today collectively shared most deeply by those diverse
               bands of people who still live in the Kalahari Desert. So among living Bushmen, DNA scientists affirmed how the elder matriarchs
               among them accurately portray a modern genetic reflection of Eve.14

      

      
        Apparently Eve existed, but she was not blonde and fair-skinned, plucked from Adam’s rib. Instead she more closely resembled
               a savvy, bawdy, wise, and wrinkled light red-skinned forager, dancing and hunting and healing alongside her children and grandchildren
               in the Kalahari, all of them living proof that her bloodline knew how to survive, to adapt, and to overcome Earth’s deadliest
               climatic force.15

      

      
        Yet by 2002, just as that force began to press down on us in earnest, it seemed too late to learn much from those Bushmen
               who remained in any real or imagined Eden. Elizabeth Marshall Thomas said her former harmless people had forgotten what it
               meant to be self-sufficient in an arid land. No one alive in Africa today still lived the life of a hunter-gatherer, she wrote.
               No one could teach the next generation how to cope with the coming Dry Age. Those old matriarchs who once knew the ways of
               water were either long dead or living on handouts. “If you happen to see a contemporary film or photo showing Bushmen dressed
               in skins, perhaps beside a small grass shelter or following a line of antelope footprints or handling a bow and arrow, you
               are seeing a reenactment,” she lamented. “Today, nobody lives in the Old Way.”16

      

      Perhaps she was right, and the dream was gone. But then, perhaps Bushmen could prove how complex, adaptable, and resilient
            they are and could reclaim their survival strategies. Perhaps evolution never entirely froze at some past age or era, and
            old ways of coping with water scarcity could be recalled again and again under duress in the face of necessity.
         

      At the time this book went to press, one free and newly autonomous Bushmen society still clung fast to the threads of its
            thirty-thousand-year-old existence. These Kalahari dissidents now endured within—yet independent from—Botswana. Indeed, not
            only did Bushmen lack so-called government help; they faced officials’ direct, acute, and relentless hostility.
         

      
        Unlike the biblical Eve, their matriarch knew all too well the distinct ways and tracks of the serpent, /xaudzi. She avoided venomous snakes and sought indigenous medicine to treat bites; others she killed and ate. She had not sinned
               in listening to the knowledge of which wild food to taste. She did not wish to depart, go off, till the earth, and feel shame.
               With a fierce sense of pride she loved her home, that dry thorny sand-filled Garden from which she and her mate had been formed.
               As the voice of power issued orders to banish her forever, she quietly disobeyed.
            

      

    

  


End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
               



OEBPS/images/LINE1.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780802719614_PS_0333_001.jpg
World Health Organization (WHO), 7
World Meteorological Organization, 45
World Trade Organization, 159

World War L, 48, 61

World Wildlife Fund, 106

Xere resettlement area, 18
Xukuri, Moruti Dacxo, 190
Xururi, Dauquoo, 94

Yadin, Yigael, 2s7me6

Yellow River, 74

Yellowstone National Park, 110
Yemen, insufficient water in, 68

Yosemite National Park, 110
Younger Dryas, 72

Zambezi River, 56,177,183, 225
Zambia, and control of water, 177
Zealots, s0
Zimbabwe:

CAMPFIRE program in, 108

and control of water, 177,183, 236,

7sms0

genocide in, 180

Hwange Game Reserve, 109
Zionist Christian Church, 217
Tl





OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
Walker & Company
NEW YORK





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
HEART OF

DRYNESS

How THE LAST BUSHMEN
CaAN HeLp Us ENDURE THE COMING AGE

OF PERMANENT DROUGHT

JAMES G. WORKMAN





OEBPS/images/LINE.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780802719614_PS_0326_001.jpg
iy L
backlash against Botswana from. 5
climate change in. 4>
colonial era of, 32, 175, 181
cotalitarianism in, 181

European Union, 150

Eve (st woman), 5738

evolution:
and agricalture, 7275
of foragers, 6872
and natural selection. 56. 57. 107

excrement, desiceated. 51-92

cxtinction, 8, 9. 4143, 107

Fairhead, James, 2778
Falcon Reserveir, 175
farming. 7275,
FEL 101, 192
fire. 71
First People of the Kalahari (FPK). 2.4, 190,
193-04, 132, 236
international award to, 196
Florette, Jean de. 2811
foraging:
for food, 6872, 2056, 221
for water, 13338
Franklin, Benjarmin, 151
Freud. Sigmund. 217

Gaborone, Botswana:
as capital city, 20
population of. 06
samitation systems in, 96 o8
wrban heat island effect, 141
Gaborone Dam, 120-32. 13043, 225
Gakelebone, Jurnands, 5, 236, 3784
Gall. Sandy. 154
Gamama (god). s7
Gana Bushmen, 1, 2, 103; see ¢lso Bushmen
Gandii. Mohandas K. (Mahatma), Ss.
27on20
Gaoberckwe, Motswakgakala, 190, 221
Garlep Dam. 10
Gates, Bill, 20
General Electric (GE). 11920
zenetic mapping. 16
genetics, population. 3637
SRS, S i g |

AR W .
intent and motive in, 181, 182, 184
of Kurds, 18
natural resource scarcity in, 182
wwater wars a5, 196

Genocide Watch, 276n7

Germany:

RWE. 155, 154, 150
water as weapon in. 22

Ghanzi Springs, 32

Gila Deserc. Artzona. 20

Gleick, Peter. 155

Glen Canyon dam, 130

global warming. 6. . 41. 45. 50. 86-87

Gobi Desert. 40, 66

Gods Must Be Gy, The (ilmi, 5

Goldman Sachs. 10

Gope, diamond mines of, 121

Gorbachev, Mikhail, 174

Gore. Al 45,174

greenhouse gases, 50, 8687

Green Revolution, 73, 85

oy

Gt Bushmen, , 2, 103; see o Bushmen

Hamilton. Alexander, 1s1-52
Hardbattle, John, 193, 104
Harmon, Judson, 175
Harmon Doctrine. 175
Hayes, Michacl, 45
heatstroke,
Herero people. 4
Hesitant (preud.), 23333
Hill & Knowlton, 191, 102, 106
Hitcheack, Robert. 135
Hitler, Adolf, 61
Hohokam people. 42
home:
concept of, 12526, 228, 220
as g zs
as water 126
Homer, 48
Hoover,]. Edgar. 102
Hoover Dam, 128, 12530
Hottentot Venus, 215
Huang He River, 224m1z
hunting:
'as Bushmen's birthright. 88






OEBPS/images/9780802719614_PS_0325_001.jpg
R IAREINL LIOORE 41,0 S XY,
price vs. value of, n2-13, 120, 26616
production in Botswana, 1202, 151
protesters against, 12021
public relations on, 11516
in South Africa, 11415
synthetic, 11920, 266-67m12

diamond-water paradox, n3-19. 12122

Dibotelo, Maruping. 157—58, 228-20, 230

diet, diversification of, 7o

dipsology (stsdy of thirs), 61-63

disease, waterbome, 10, 90, 92-93, 96,

5708

Ditshwanelo, 162, 165. 104

DNA mapping, 363

dodo, extinction of, 4

Dow. Unity. 158, 220-30, 237, 245

drought. 6,78, 22,32
break in, 221-22, 225
Bushmen's adaptation o, s8-60, 2414
cattle killed in. 3~
and dipsology (study of thirst), 663
effects on vegetation, 57-58, 69
and genoade, 182
and human ancestors, 36-37
people split by. 10. 171,173,182
perfect, perpetual, permanent, 8, 247
political effects of, +4—45. 18283
refugees from, 66-67

Dust Bowl, UsS. 40, 43, 66

Duxee, Qoroxloo, 1510
autopsy on body of, 208-16
death of, 2038, 216
foraging for food. 6872, 2056, 221
Fuaneral of. 21021
heart of, 214-15, 216, 217
hunting with men, 38, 221
Jewelry made by, 11z
Tegacy of. 230, 241, 242
meedngs with. 179, 185
asmetaphor for Bushmen culture,

16710, 24,26
as midwife. o3
personal traits of, 16
and political struggle. 186
pronunciation of her name. 1516
self-sacrifice of, 216
N OF 24

SR T RO 10 St PO T
227,236
trance dance of 20.4-5, 218

Earth, orbital rotation of, 130
ccohydrologists, 107
Egypt
agriculure in. 72,73
damsin. 128
insufficient water in. 68,173
Egyptan Book of the Dead. 217
dlectrolytes,
clephants
decline of.1o4-s
i the desert, 1054
s emblem of pature conservation. 106
and natral selection. 104
poaching of. 104
thirst o, 104-8
and tourist made, 1070
as umbrella species, 107
Elizabeth 1 queen of England. 42
Enron Corporation. 152, 191
crvironmental issues:
agriculure, 43
biodiversity. 3,107,100
carbon cmissions. 42
climate change, 41-42. 56-58. 68, 74 15
conservation refigees, 100
defense of nature, 1067
desertficarion. 4a-41. 56, 66
Ccomystemn preservation, 226
ccotourism. 1079
Clephant s smblem of, 106
extinction. 5,5, 4143, 107
fossi ucls. 43
global warming. 6.7, 45, 45, 50, 8687
lobal water movement, 156 63,162,
165
grecnhouse gases, s0, 86-87
international activists om, 25, 310
pollution. 5. 10,132
Ppopulation growth, 5, 44, 65
wmbrella species, 107
urban heat island effect. 141
water, me water
S o i





OEBPS/images/9780802719614_PS_0324_001.jpg
e
California:
gold rush n. 116
information technology firms in. 10
Orwens River im, 192
camelthorn acacia. 7
Campbell, Alec, 148
Canad:
and conural of water, 175184
mdigenous people of, 218
and NAFTA, 153
water shortages in. o
Cape Province, 181
catcle, 83 8-
Cavendish, Henty, 1o
Central Kalahan Game Reserve:
boreholes in, 4. 8486, 104, 149, 151
clephants in, 107 5
formarion of, 23
povernment ownership of, 228
government sicge against, 4647, 167
184,180, 22526, 236
umans prohibited from living in, 157,
226,233
scaled off by government, 26, 46, 184,
180,226
Charles, Prince, 103
Chiang Kai-shek, 24m13
China:
catde in, 35
and control of water, 176
desertification of. 40, 66
leakage i, 18
Tiananmen Square, 191
and Tibet, 184
water shortagesin, o, 68, 74
Churchill, Winston, é1
L. 101
migrants to, 66—67
sluns in, 6
climate change, 41-42, 5658, 68, 74,131 141
Clinton, Bill, 20, 40
ONN, 210
Coca-Cola Company. 44
Cole, Lily, 5
collective unconscious, 18
B e i el

SIS HENEA IE
Colvin, Christine, 131

cone of depression. 86

Congo, infrastructure of. 20
Conservation International, 106, 108
conservation refuigees. 100

Corry, Stephen. 105, 231

Croatoan twibes, 42

Crossing Comtnenis (BBC). 106

dams, 128 3210142
sediment buildie up against
e ———

Darfor 184

Darwin, Charles:
and natural selection. 56,57 107
Owthe Origin of Spaics, 55,104

De Becr, Nicolsas and Dicderick, 114

De Beers diamonds:
begnnings of 1516
and court case, 232
and diamond-water paradox. 1510
monopoly of 116, 121, 267
name brand of. 120
privatization of. 120, 151
and public relations. 1ot 151, 210, 220

Debawana, 122

Declaration of Independence, UsS. 160

Detense Intelligencs Ageney, US. 49

dchydation:
death from. 10, 20, 207, 208, 21516
research on. 616
and tercorism, 186
and water discipline, 6265

deslination. 10,75, 16, 285m0

desert
adaptation 1o, 5658
dangersn. ss-—s6
and dipsologs (study of thirs) 61-63
dispeesal in, 6466
drylands. 6
migration from, 5>
nomadic people i, 6567

desertification. 40-41. 56, 66

p——

“blood” 26607, 267m12

o e TR S





OEBPS/images/9780802719614_PS_0323_001.jpg
RSN D RN S o
British Protectorate, 226
Broekbuis, Jan F. 165, 188, 180
Browne, Jackson, 5
Burr, Aaron, 15152
Bush, George H. W. 40
Bush, George W. 152, 192
Bushman, embalmed body of, 219
Bushmen:
adaptation of, 25, 32, 3334, 77 5860,
67240
ancestors of. 10
autonomy of 151
barter economy of. 3, 1113, 243
becoming dependent on government
services, 23738
blood and marriage ties of, 220
and Botswrana Constitution, 188, 226
and British expedicion, 33, 34
burials of, 21521
changes in youth of. 16 17,15
lass action suit brought by, 2526,
15759, 160, 162, 163, 188, 105, 202, 219,
2632
code of conduct, 23040, 24445,
240-a7
culural identity of, 3, 3536
discases imtroduced to, 5, 9395, 184
dispersal of. 12, 64-66. 67, 95. 95, 103,
118,125, 163,167, 184, 220, 231
disputes among. 24142
DNA studies of, 37
documentation of ifestyle of, 240
dey sanitation of. 5192, 9595, 96
cnergy expenditure reduced by, 6o
Bmilies spit. 518,154
a5 First People, 3. 103,193, 212, 240
and FPK, 193-94
genocide of, 18182
government attempts to assimilate, 3-5.
2125, 46,165, 179-80, 184,196, 226,
20

povernment cutof of water from, 45, 6,

15,1719, 22, 64, 90, 109, 18, 125, 142,
150158, 161, 163, 164. 167, 150, 194,
22627 22031

government harassment of. 5, 1810,
e S

e R o]
170,183,185, 180, 2033

governmEnt siege agaIns, 4651, 76, 160,
163,167 179,184, 18991, 196, 2012,
219, 22526, 236

hair of. 212

2s hunter.gatherers, 3,10, 65, 67, 71,
76-80,147, 203, 228, 230, 231, 24
sev atso hunting

mprisonment of, 195-96, 202

international supporters of, 195, 196, 227

Kalahari Desert as bome of, 1—s, 12526,
2023031

Kinship network of, 146 47

Tanguage of, 19-20, 135-36, 240, 25202

‘mind-body connection of, 94-05

as national security threat, 186

25 nomadic people, 65

nonviolent resistance of. 2.4, 186, 100-01

3¢ mot economically sustsinable, 105

permission requested to move water,
163-64.166

political representatives sought by, 2426

and racial prejudice, 188

a5 Red People, 126, 146

research studies of. 1, 3324

resettlement areas of. 15, 25, 58, 55,
3637

retuming to the desert. o1, o5. 201, 227,
25435

rights and responsibilities of, 148, 226,
21031

rock art of, 213

serlike existence of, 2, 4,33

spiritual beliefs of, 21710, 220

Staying in the Kalahari, 6. 26, 46, 64, 103,
227, 228, 33031, 236, 23738

stories and myths of, 15, 35, 12628

stength from place. 94-95

survival of. 732,33, 37, 7172

torture of, 5,158

wade mauix of, 1748, 243

trance dance of, 2045, 218

wisdom of, 23947

and xam. 14748

Cacsar: Julius, 45
R e





OEBPS/images/9780802719614_PS_0322_001.jpg
s D
Bantu herders, 1, 84
baobab tree. 57
Rapalo, Moagi. 100
Bapalo, Nyare, 103, 10910, 179, 180, 185
Barlow, Maude. 150
Bass Brothers, 155
BEC. 106, 107, 210, 220
RCL 191
Bechiel Corporation, 153, 155
beef consumption of. $6. 87
Relesa, Mohame, 16,15, 5.4, 221, 754
Ben-Gurion, David, 277mz
Bennett, Gordon, 189, 226, 231, 237
Bexlin War. 145
gilathwe, 220
BINGOs (big nongovernmental organiza-
tions). 106, 108
bin Laden. Osama, 101
biodiversity, 8, 107, 100
biofacls, ~4
Pleck, Wilhelm, 240
Bolivia, control of water in. 10, 22
boreholes. 4. $4-86, 104, 145, 151
Borlaug. Norman, 8.4
Bosnia, siege of, 48
Botett River, 40, 117
Eotswana:
agriculture in, 73
austerity in. 130-42
authontarian rule in, 35-36
border disputes of, 17778, 275030,
menss
border negotiations in, 18584, 194
boreholes in, 8586, 104,149, 15
asBritish colony, 23, 176, 226
burial delayed in, 21021
Bushmen threatened by, sce Bushmen
cattle in, 8587
elass action suit brought by Bushmen
against, 25-26,157-59,160, 162,163,
188, 105, 202, 210, 22632
convoys to Kalahari in. 1-5, 11, 17-19, 22,
64,161 170-80
asdemocracy. 20
desertification of, 4o—41; e also Kalahari
TR

AENENN S SR0A0 RN RSN M M
drought in, 6. 87
earthguakes in. s6
economy of, 14551, 333
erasing tribsl identity and racial distinc-
tions i, 21
forced assimilation in. 3
genocide in, 180-82
mfrastructurs in, 23, 136
msufficient water in, 65
mternational backlash against. 5. 45. 101
105,106, 202, 710, 235
Meat Commission. 86.
National Water Master Plan, 73
news blackout n, 202
per capita income in, 21
population of. 20
propaganda in, 101-94
public health issues in. 280m6
ramnfall in, 22122, 225
socialism in, 140
sovereignty of, 21,125,136
tourism in. 21. 1070, 151,180, 27530
Tewana rulers i, 4, 75, 155
emlawiul assembly rule in, 27807
water control in, 12852, 14142, 166, 177
water distribution in. % 35, 08, 148.
o5t
water leakage in, 7. 8, 13638, 139
water scarcity in, 7 52, 183
water symposium in. 141
Water Utlities Corporation. 130, 137 140
Botswana Constitution. 158, 226
Botswana Council of Churches, 124
Botswana Democratic Party, 2, 22
Botswana Dismond Industry, 105
Botswana Society, 194
Boutros-Ghali, Bourros, 173
Brabeck Leunathe, Peter, 74
Branch Davidians, 2s6n7
Brazil
“hrst contact” in, 85
cain forest presecves i
Britaim:
Kalahari expedition of, 32-3. 34
Kalshari Game Reserve formed by, 25
British-Boer troops, Bushmen killed by,
i

e

0o





OEBPS/images/9780802719614_PS_0321_001.jpg
sccountability; lack o, 137,155
Adolph. E.F. 62
Afghanistan, 22
Africa:
aboriginal people in, 11, 33; see also
Bushmen
border disputes in, 17778
climate change in, 56-58
colonial erain, 32,176, 181
desertification of, 40-41. 56
carthquakes in, 56
“first contact”in, 83
genocide in, 2, 180-82
infrastructure in, 20-21, 22
myths of, 15, 35, 57 126-28
nomadic people in, 65-67
seramble for, 176
shared watercourses in, 183
and water wars, 176,177
ways to die in, 200
World War Il in, 61
e also speciic mations and vivers
sgriculture, 43, 7275, 97
Albertson, Arthur, 30
Aljezeera, 210
al-Qaeda, 101
Alternative Nobel Prize, 196
Altimara caves, 218
Amazon, indigenous people of, 218
American Water, 154
Amin, 1di, 101
Anasazi remains, 218
Angola:
B

Index

and control of water, 177, 27sn30
and drought, 183
Animal Planct, 55
animals:
domesticated, 8387
hunting of, see hunting
Annan, Kofi, 165
Agua Nowine Cacsar ®ome), 284n8
Aral Sea. 74
artificial aquifer recharge, 132
Astaz
desertification o, 40
pollution in, 10
relocations in, 22
see also specfic nations
Atacama Desert, 40
Adanta, privatization of water in, 154
Atlarsic, 17374
auroch, 83
Austral
aboriginal people in, 11, 33, 109, 218
caves in, 218
dams in, 128
“first contact”in, 8
insufficient water in. 68, 74
Kangarcos as food in, 262037
Australian Broadcasting Corporation.
o192, 05, 98, 210
AyerN.W.us
Ayoreopeople. 83

Baartman, Sarah, 210
babaons, behavior studies of, 17172
Bain & Company, 120
BaKgalagadi people, 3





OEBPS/images/9780802719614_PS_0012_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780802719614_PS_0011_001.jpg
Contl Ko Game Resere feabihod 1961






OEBPS/images/Il_9780802719614_PS_0004_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780802719614_PS_0331_001.jpg
K. KU Toe
Stavenhagen. Rodolfo, 2s0m12
Stegner, Wallace, 110
Steimem, Gloris, 5. 180
Stone Mouwntain National Park. 44
Strauss, Lovi, 114
Sudan:
control of waterin, 22.
and Darfur, 184
Suez, France, 153, 154, 155
Sumer, water war n, 172
Sunbearn Dam, 192
Survival International, 194-95, 19697, 221,
Sweden, Right Livelihood Award from,
106
Syris:
‘water negotiations in, 183
water shortage in. 173

71,182,184

antalize, origins of word, 215
Tenmessee River, -3m1
Tenmessce Valley Authorits, 44,128
Temyso, Alfced. Lord, -in Memoriam
AHHL
ervoriem, 18657
-Qacda. 101
FBotewana government against.
Bushmen, 1851
and control of warer 19192
decmonic, 106
and K, 0500
International backlash miggered
b 0n, 106
nomvolence vs. 186
propagands label of 10155, 196, 326
nd Supvival Intermationl. 5.4~ 95 19657
et
‘compulsory. 163
death from, 10, 29, 207, 208, 24516
vescarch on, o163
Themas, Eizabeth Marshall, The Ol Wy,
557
et 154
Tibone, Charles, 11
Tigris River, 15
rimes @.ondem). 193
T ST i

“ENEAET S XE——
Treaty of Berlin (1850). 276135
tsama melons, 7172, 92, 147, 206
Tschackom fpregnant woman), 53, 98-92
Tshao, Tsuo. $2. 2067, 21011
Tshiamo, Selelo, $2
Tehokodizo, 234
Tewana people. 4. 75158
Tarkey:
damsin, 173175
water negotianons in, 183
Taxton, Tony. 185, 25305
Twain, Mark. 174

Usnims, Sumer, water war in, 173
UNDP. 104
UNICEF. 49
United Nations (UN):
backlash against Botswana from. s
Declaration of Human Rights, 160
Food and Agriculture Organization, 73
‘Human Rights Commission, 103
on “justified war,” 241>
Millennium Development Goals, 96
Sanitation standards of, 556
and water as basic human ight, 159, 162,
165, 245
United States:
backlash against Botswana from, 5. 49
cartle in. S5
Civil Warin, 48
and contral of wates
dams in. 128
droughts in, 40, 42
Dust Bowl of, 40, 43. 66
“first comtact” m, 53
First Peoples exterminated in, 1. 33,
100-10.154
Fuel substitutes in. 73, 74
global warming in, 4
and global water movement, 160—61
andIraq War, 40
leakage in, 138
and NAFTA. 153
“ownership sodety”in, 15253
water as weapon in, 22,184
water rationing in. 140
D b Bkl Gl e

17576184





OEBPS/images/9780802719614_PS_0332_001.jpg
n dey sanitation system. 06
wses for, o1
USAID, 104
Uxellodunumn, 48

Vatican. on right to water, 165
Victoria, queen of England. 32. 35
Viewmam War, 48

Vivends{Vitel, France, 153

Wal Mart, 101
Ward. Janet. 140
Washington Post, 103
n afterlife. 21710
for sgriculture, 7375, 57
for bathing, 96-07
belonging to the people. 230, 245
0 boreholes, 4, 84-86, 104,149, 151
bottled, 8,143
cattle consumprion of, 86-87
class action sust for access 10, 2426
competition for, 173
conservation o, 107
consumption of, 89, 10, 251020, 266n4
contamination of. 96, 116
control of, 7, 22, 12832, 1515, 15556,
166,175-76, 225
cutting off supplies of. 4-. 6. 1. 17-19.
22,64, 90,100, 15, 125, 142,150, 158,
1614163, 164,167, 180, 194, 2267, 229
n
damming 128 32, 10142
declining sources of 7
desalination of, 10, 73, 116, 285m0,
and diamonds, 310, 12122
diminishing marginal uility of. 266n4
and disease. 10, 90, 92-93, 96, 9798
distribution of. 7. 35, 98, 148, 14951, 226,
245
efficient use of, 10
as energy source. 44
“fossil” 86
as gift from god. 110
global water movement, 150-61, 162, 165
gray markets n, 156
vt e malrlio 09

SIS RPN, g% S NS
Leaking from infrastructure. 7. 8, 13638,
139,245
as7hie thing.” 128
mulunational control of, 153-55. 17576
mmyth vs. reality of, 12628
as national defense issue, 47
negotiating for, 14349, 18384, 194
ownership of. 146. 156 230
as political imstrument, 5o, 85-86. 173,
o240
praying for, 45
price of. 715051 15556
prvatzation of, 15256, 150
rationing of, 4445, 140
restrictions on. 130-42. 225
rights 10, 2.4, 26, 145, 15767 243, 245,
272023, 284n7, 28.4m8
SCATCHY Of. 710, 32. 44. 50, 145.153. 242
Sharing. 20, 34, 35, 146, 159, 183, 246
sip-wells, 13534, 147
supply and demand.
transport of 134 35
virtual, 73
wars over, 1117578, 185-84.196.
asweapon, 22, 46, 50, 17373
WarerBank.com. 153
waterboarding, 158, 7n2
waterborne diseases, 10
water credits. 246
water discipline, 6263
Water Investment Act, 153
WaterRightsMarket.com. 153
wwater tables, falling. o
Weaso Kedong River, 176
Wiessner, Polly, 17
Wildife Conservation Secicty, 106
WIMSA (Working Group on Indigenous
Minarities in Southern Africa), 26
WOl Aaron. 174
Workman, James G
career o 6
on government blacklist, 255, 236
questions to Bushmen from,
smuggling water to Kalahari, 27
World Bank. 10, 153, 159, 173, 104
World Conservation Union GUCN),
N Bonrraaie e DA a5






OEBPS/images/9780802719614_PS_0329_001.jpg
SRR SN E L
Mokalalake, Molatwe, 2023
molerat. 2s0n7

Molope River, 40

Moloreng, Kelcjetseeing, 237
Molosiswa, Veronica, 2012
Mongwegi, 170, 185, 206, 208, 234, 236
Montana, Phelps Dodge in. 116
Montgomery, Bernard L. 61

Mopipt Rivet, 16-17

Moses, 55

Mothomelo settlement. 4

Mugabe, Robert, 23536

Muse, John, 1o

Murtay-Darling River, 74

Myanimar, 184

NAFTA, 153
Nagy. Thomas].. 49
Namib Desert. 40
Namibiz:
border dispute with, 17778, 275050,
276nss
Doreholes in, 85
and control of wates
ccotourism in, 108
Etosha Park. 100
water scarty in. 153
NASA, 120
Nasha, Margartet, 103, 118, 164-65, 166, 170,
B
National Drought Mitigation Center, 45
National Geogriphic, 5. 55
Native Americans, 104
Nature Conservancy. 106
Nero, z78nu
Nevada, mining n, 122
New Amsterdam, water shortages in, 48
New Deal, 128
New World, climate change in, 4243
New Xade reseulement area, 18, o8, 90, 159,
220,28
New York City, and Manhattan Water
Company. 15152
Ngakaeja. Mathambo, 26, 27, 170, 180, 185
Ngana (wipanosomiases) disease, 84
NGO inongovernmental ceganizations),
PR R4

s g
Nile River, 175
nomadic people. 65-67
Nosth Korea, 174
Norway, dams in, 128
Nossob River, 40

wow, 70

Odiseng, Lesedinyana, 104

Ogallala Aquifer, 0. 74. 85. 86

Okavango River, 40, 56, 147 177, 18,
225 2mmss

OMI-Thames. 150

Oppenheimer, Frnest. 119,120

Oppenheimer, Nicky, 120

Orange River, 56,183, 27sm51

Orpen. ). M. >8m2

Owens River, 192

Paine, Thomas. 160
Pakistan, and control of water, 174
paleoclimatology. 5. 41
Palestine, West Bank, 183
pastoralism, 83-87
Patton, George S.. &1
Perduc, Sonny, 45
Phelps Dodge. 16
Pheto, Mosng. 17, 102
Phologo, Marama, 82
Phumaphi, Mpaphi. 250-31
Pickens, T Boone, 145, 150. 153
Pilane, Sidney, 149, 156, 162, 18690
and armed confrontation, 18950
background of 156
and Botswana Constitution, 185
collapse of, 187-88
and court case, 136, 157, 18889, 22627
a3
and propaganda, 193, 197
and scandal, 188
Pict Brad. s
plant identfication and use, 7o
platelets, 24
Pleistocene exa, 42
pollution. 8, 10, 132
population growth. 8, 44, 63
Post, Laurens van der 104, 240
e B





OEBPS/images/9780802719614_PS_0330_001.jpg
T R
primates, behavior studies of 17172
primitive communism, 1.46
primosdial image, 217

Qing Bushman), >8m3
Qoroxloc:
as metaphor for Bushmen culture.
16-10, 24. 26
e also Duxee, Qoroxloo.

caimmaking. 11, 142
Ramsay, Jeff, 219, 261m12
teservolrs. evaporation of. 7
Rhodes, Cacil johs
and diamonds, 1415, 19, 121
and the Kalahari, 32. 33. 34
Rhodes, Herbert, 114
Rift Valley, 56
Rift Valley Fever, 02
Right Livelihood Award (Sweden), 196
Riley, Bob. 45
Rio Grande. 0,175, 184
rivalry, and water, 1920, 142
River Styx, 217
Roanoke. Lost Colony of. 42. 43. 44
Robbins, Larey, 148
Roberts, Janine, 121
Rommel, Erwin, 61
Roosevelt, Franklin D, 128
Rousseau's “noble savage.” 230, 241
Roy. Arandhati, 277ms6.
Rewanda, water scarcity in, 182
RWE, Germany, 153, 154, 159

Sa'ama, myth of,
Sadat, Anwar, 173
Sahara Desert, 40, 72, &4

St. Mary's River, 175

Salisbury. Lod. 176

Salmon River, 102

Saltzman, James, 284n8

sand grouse. 124

Sarajevo, siege against, 48
Sauds Arabia, desalination in, 73
Savimbi, Jonas. 27sn32

Schaan, Chris, 136
Sl Toistla Tdtohaut:

TNPICEERCL SENRID, Xsp - S N
163-65, 166-67
Sekue. Mpho. 220
Sesana, Roy (Tobee?), 24-26,175, 180
appearance of 187
breaking government siege. 15950,
and court case, 186,187,188, 185, 225,
220, 231. 236
and FPK. 2410304
on hunting, 5o
Physical attack on. 190
on reserdlement areas. o8
support sought by, 105
Sethicke. 221
Shashe River, 177
Shona people. 4
Shoshone ancestral lands. 122
sueger
definition of, 4647
and economic sanctions. 49
effectiveness of, so
Geneva Comvention agsinst, 48
goalofso
internaticnal backladh sgainst. 5, 45, 191
as tocal war, 4745
mintentional s
unpredictability of, so-st
Silberbauer, George. 34-75 59
Simmonds. Alan, 132
Sitting Bull, 58
Smith, Adam:
and parado of value, 53 14,151
Wealdh of Netionss 3
snewpack. shrinking, =
South Africa:
burial in. 210
diamond mines in, 14-35
Kruger Park, 109
tercorism in, 102, 27snz0
water as weapon m, 22, 177
water scaraty in, 183
Southern African Development
Community, Protocol on Sharsd
Watercourses, 183
South Korea. 174
Spanish Cial Wa, 48
R S






OEBPS/images/9780802719614_PS_0327_001.jpg
e
dangers of 88
the cland. 7770, 82
and field dressing St
“first Kill” ceremony, 7580
and independence, S2
asmsnct, 7051, 85
and uow, 7o
and poaching. 7677, 81, 1045, 234
special game licenses for, 76
species valued most, 78
weakening the gene pool, 78
Hussein, king of jordan. 173
Hussein, Saddsm, 173
hydrosocial contract, use of term, 253ns

1Aqua.com, 153
| Ching, 217
lman, 5. 120
india:
catllein, 85
and control of water, 174, 154
Green Revolution in. 73
insufficient water in, 63, 74
leakage in, 138
tiger habitat In. 100
indonests, “frst contact” in, 85
indus River, 7. 174
insects:
adapration to drought, 58
colonies of, 24
and disease, 84, 97
asfood. 60
imstitute of Currerst World Affairs, 2.40m
international Court of Justice, The Hague,
enss.
international Criminal Court, 180
International Monetary Fund, 1so
International Union for Conservation of
Nature, 106
frag:
control of water in, 10, 32,175, 74
sanctions against, 49
warin, 22,40
water negoriations in, 153
sracl:
founding of, >

Gl e i B

SSRGS 1
Water as weapon in. 22 173175, 185,
e

James, Henry, 55. 59
Jamestown, colonists in. 4245, 44,172
Jefferson, Thomas, 152, 160
Jeter, Howard F. 194
jet stream, migration of, 4544
John, king of Britam, 167
Jolie, Angelina, 5
Jordan:
damsin, 128
and water negotiations, 18
water shortages in, 173,175
Josephus, 25716
Jung, Carl Gustav, 217

Kaboikanyo, Mogetse, 88
Kakar, M_Hassan, 27607
Kalshari Desert:
adaptation o drought in, 56-5
ancient “superlake™in. 56
area of, 30—40
British expedition t0, 323334
Bushimen tematning in. 6, 10, 26, 46. 4.
90,103, 227, 228, 23031, 236, 23738
Bushmen's home in, 1-5, 12526, 229,
20—
cattle in, 8357
cutting off water supply to, 1-5, 11,1715,
22, 64, 90, 100, 18, 125, 142, 150, 158,
161,162,164, 167, 180, 104, 226, 22031
and diamond production, 1171, 1

-
documentation of destruction in. 17
droughtin, 6, 7 5758

ecosystem of, 5o
foraging for food in. 6872
Great Kalahari Debate, 36
‘medicinal plants in, 9394
plgrimages o, 240
relationship with the land. 04-95
sip-swells in, 13334, 147
Stateless minorities in, 181,193

Kalakala. 234

Kalanga people, 4

Wsirs K ambdald: coxte





OEBPS/images/9780802719614_PS_0328_001.jpg
L RURML K-

Karoha Gunter), 80

Kathameseng, 221

Kaudwane resetlement area, 18, 220, 228, 236
Kebadumetse, oo

Kedia resettlement area, 220

Kenya, control of water in, 10, 171, 176
Kenyon. Paul. 106

Kgadikgadi, Kganne, 82

Khama, Lan, 7. 108, 235

Khama, Seretse, 21

Khomtsa, Khomtsa, 103

Kiema, Kuela, 278ns

Korea. North vs. South, 174

Koresh, Dasad, 2s6n>

Kurds. genocide of. 184

Kura Development Trust, 104
Kuwait, eonit of, 191

Kwando River, 40

Lake Chad, s6-57, 74

Lake Mead. 128, 121

Lake Powvell, 151

Lake Xau, 117

Lange, John E.. 250m2

Lacs, control of water, 176

Lascaux caves. 215

Later Stone Age, 148

Lavoisier, Antoine-Lacrent, 119

law of unintended consequences. o7
Leaby, Patrick. 104

Leakey, Richard. 104, 1085
Lemikin, Raphacl. 181, 18>

Leopold, Aldo, 283n1

LeRous, Bram, 196

Lewis-Walliams, David, 5o, 215
ichen, 57

Limpopo River, 40. 56. 177 183, 225, 75130
Lioyd, Lucy. 240

London, water rationing in, o

Magna Carta, 167
Mskgadikgadi Pans, 57, 17

Malthus, Thomas, 2¢

Mandels, Nelson, &, 27sn31

Manhattan Water Company 15152, 155
Maoist Internations] Moverment. 146
kil A B A

SESEUSNER JOM 5 S
Marshall, Laurence. 24
Masada, 50
Masire, Quett, 17,
May. Joln, 2778
McCall Semith, Alexander, 235
No. s Ladies' Detective Agency, 21
McGee, WoJ.. 20
Merathe, Mompati S, 47, u8.
Metropolitan Water District, 192
Metsiamenong:
Bushmen returning 10, 234, 236
diamond mines of, 121
government siege against, 2033, 205, 226
myh of, 127 147
see aleo Kalahari Desert
Mexico:
catde in, 85
and control of water, 175,176,184
empty aquifers in, o
insufficient water in, 68
and NAFTA. 15
Missour River, o
Mocti, Chika, 76
Moeti, Galomphete, 76, 92, 221, 22435, 23
Mocti,“Smith,” 76,78, 80-81, 82-83,
85-80.236
Mogaz, Dihabano and Dithunya, 13
Moge, Festus, 2023
on assimilation of Bushmen, 4.3, 324
blacklist of, 235. 236, 282 83m2
asBotswana president 3. 20, 22, 23, 120
and Borswana’s economy. 148—51
and Bushmen's water supply. 6, 23, 26,
64,125, 150, 226, 232, 236
and contral of water, 175, 15.4, 156
and court case, 228, 230, 232
on De Beers baard of directars. 16
and diamond production, 117, 121
education of, 13. 114
international backlash agamst. 105, 202,
235
and Pilane, 186,158
and Qoraxloo’s autopsy. 200
and Qorexloo's funeral, 220
Siege against Bushmen, 4647, 201-2,
210,226
T ARSI W

195






