Two Men, a Dog and a Field Trial Legend
The official records of the South African Field Trial Club (SAFTC) tell a remarkable
story of which you are all part. In truth, it is not one big story, but rather a set of
interwoven sub-stories, which collectively tell us about you, a small band of dog
lovers, and your passion for field trials. One of these sub-stories is about two men, a
dog, and the relationship that bound them together over time.
The official records show that a man called Clarence Stanley Turton came from
nowhere to a position of dominance from 1963 to 1973i. To most field triallers that
man was known simply as Clarry, but in truth he was a lot more than that as his story
will reveal. Synonymous with Clarry the man, was Jock the liver and white Pointer
dog with one large spot over his back, and Nelson Grant, Jock’s former “ownerii” and
Clarry’s mentor.
This complex story starts in 1963 when Clarry entered the Field Trials for the very
first time. Nelson Grant, a close personal friend of his, decided to introduce him to the
field trial scene. The original intention of this first introduction was for the former to
show the latter what field-trials were all about, and presumably to pass on a few tips
on how a winning dog should be trained and handled. The dog in question was Jock,
the progeny of Greywing Bang, but he was untrained and in fact “running wild” on
some farm when Clarry found him. The 1963 field trials will be remembered by those
in attendance because of two things. The first was that Clarry, the rank outsider and
rookie to the field trials, walked away with the silverware. The second and more
remarkable point was that the dog concerned, Jock of Hlabisa, was the only dog
present that had no need for a leash. I was present at that historic event and I was
aware that I was witnessing something extraordinary.
It is this element of the extraordinary - the fact that Jock had no need of a leash - that
to me is the real interesting part of that enigmatic phenomena presented here as two
men, a dog and a field trial legend. People were
literally dumfounded, because the experience of
most field-triallers was that they had frisky dogs
just itching to find birds and do what it is that
Pointers have been bred to do. It was thus common
to see excited dogs pulling increasingly weary
handlers all over the trials for two or three days on
end. But not so with Jock. He would just sit there,
relaxed and serene, almost monk-like, close to the
left foot of Clarry. When Clarry would walk, Jock
would obediently get up and with the effortless gait
of an African Wild Dog (Lycadon Pictus) on the
prowl, tag along. If, on the rare occasion Jock
would get excited, it took only one look from
Clarry’s steel-blue eyes to get him to again heel. It
was amazing stuff to watch, and the story of how
this came to be is a truly remarkable one indeed.
Clarry shortly before his death.
Clarry was a deeply private person, maybe even a phenomenon when spoken of in the
context of Nelson his friend and Jock their common link, but in essence his character
had been forged on the anvil of Africa by the hammer of endemic social upheaval in
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which the use of force was a critical factor. Born on 25 January 1921 at Lindleypoort
to Clarence Stanley Turton (I) and Alice Hope Pistorius, he was the product of a set of
circumstances driven by profound social upheaval that can be linked to the very birth
of our South African culture and the indomitable spirit that underpins us as a nationiii
and burns within your own hearts even as you read this. What do I mean by this? To
answer that, we need to retrace the steps of the two familiesiv, in order to appreciate
what social upheaval means, and how it literally forges a human spirit between the
hammer and anvil, because that is the only analogy I could find to describe this
process when I first wrote of it in my private memoirsv published in limited edition in
2006.
The Turton family came to South Africa on the ship Hebrides that arrived in Port
Natal in 1850. On board that ship was Josiah Turton, born in 1807 in Newcastleunder-Lyme, and his wife, Jane Elizabeth Raistrick, born in Leeds, Yorkshire in 1815.
So on that ship was the 43-year old Josiah, his pregnant wife Jane aged 36, and seven
children ranging in age from a mere toddler to a 17 year old teenager. While at sea
Jane gave birth to her eighth child Clara Turton, whose birth certificate gives us the
name of the ship Hebrides. When this family arrived in Port Natal they immediately
migrated to the Vryheid/Dundee area of what we today call KwaZulu Natal.
Significantly this inland migration took place immediately after that cataclysmic event
of which we seldom speak today as “modern” South African’s – the Mfecane. That
event rolled across the hills and valleys of Zululand like an angry juggernaut,
sweeping away all in its path. The very word in isiZulu means “to be crushed in total
war” and it is synonymous with what we today call “ethnic cleansing”. In the
language of the victim this catastrophic event is called Difaqane, which means
“forced migration” or “hammering”. Even today the North Sotho speakers of this
country, when being confronted by a dust devil in the Kalahari Desert, refer to that
meteorological occurrence in relation to the Mfecane, so deeply is it etched in their
collective social conscience. This wave of destruction rolled across the hills like a
violent tsunami, leaving a sea of disembowelled corpses in its wake as far afield as
Bulawayo, Tanzania, Malawi, Mozambique and even Rwanda. It was into this
vacuum of human misery that the Turton family was sucked as they settled in a
depopulated area where they had three more children. Thus it was that the Turton
family was there in the Natal midlands when the Anglo-Zulu War erupted. Sparked
off by the Battle of Isandlwana on 22 January 1879, the reverberations of this event
shook the very foundation of the Turton household, filling it with uncertainty and
trepidation. But it was not over yet, because elements of both the First and Second
Anglo-Boer was fought around the very place where the Turton family was trying to
eke out an existence at the time. It is deeply symbolic of the impact of these events on
the Turton family history that Clarry’s Paternal Great Grandmother, Jane Turton (nee
Raistrick) should be buried in a place that became a battlefield - the Battle of Talana
that took place in October 1899 - a short while after her death. Thus, even in her
death, Jane was unable to find peace in a troubled country. It is not known why the
family then moved from Natal, but it is probable that this was driven in part by these
violent events, because the next recorded phase of the Turton history takes place after
the Diamond Rush in Kimberly with the birth of Clarence Stanley Turton (I) in May
1892. So it was that Clarry’s father lived as a small boy aged seven during the Siege
of Kimberly, a pivotal event in the Second Anglo-Boer War. Yet the Turton family
retained its links with Natal, to which elements returned with the outbreak of peace in
1902. Significantly however, the living memory into which Clarry was born was one
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of migration, fear, violence and upheaval over which the family had absolutely no
direct control, other than to believe in itself and to stay united.
The story of Clarry’s mother, Alice Hope Pistorius is no less remarkable, so let us
dwell on it for a few moments. The Pistorius family migrated from Germany to the
Cape in 1838 aboard the Cape Packet. They arrived just as the Battle of Blood River
had been waged, so the country into which they came was far from being a stable and
orderly place. On board that ship was the 49-year old Friederich Heindrich Pistorius
from Tondorf, his 47-year old aristocratic wife Augusta Frederike Bernadina Von
Landsberg, his 73-year old father-in-law Heindrich Cornelius Von Landsberg from
Prussia, his 75 year old mother-in-law Johanna Juliana Knoblauch from
Helmscherode and his 3 year old son Johann Friederich Wilhelm Theodor Pistorius.
Such a journey lasted typically three and a half months with death from scurvy being
commonplace. On arrival in what we now call Cape Town, this intrepid family
migrated to Graaf Reinet just in time to catch the end of the Great Trek. And so, after
a major sea voyage they trekked into the unknown hinterland, settling in Natal from
where news of Blood River was starting to filter back. We know this because
Friederich Heindrich died in Pietermaritzburg in 1863 and his son (Clarry’s Maternal
Great Grandfather) Johann Friederich Wilhelm Theodor Pistorius died in Heidelberg,
Transvaal on 25 July 1913. This placed the Pistorius family in the cauldron of the
Anglo-Zulu War of 1878, and the Second Anglo-Boer War of 1899 to 1902. Clarry’s
mother’s second name – Hope – gives us an insight into the mindset of the time,
because it speaks of a commodity then in very short supply.
And thus it was that the young Clarry was born into a profoundly uncertain world,
even if his mother’s second name was Hope, the product of two families that had both
experienced tumultuous events in their immediate living memory. It is here that the
main thread of this story is again taken up – a man and his dog. For various reasons
beyond the scope of this tribute, Clarry found himself as a small boy living with his
parents and two sisters at Hlabisa, deep in the heart of rural Zululand. Hlabisa is
located in the corridor between what was later to be proclaimed as the Hluhluwe and
Umfolozi Game Reserves, and is currently the centre of a major national research
program into HIV known as the Hlabisa Study. Today it is a deep rural setting, so in
the 1930’s when Clarry grew up there, it was literally the same as what it must have
been like in the time when Shaka first forged the various Zulu clans into a single
potent nation. Significantly there were no schools there, so Clarry and his two sisters
were educated, at least in the formal sense of that word, by an unfortunate governess.
Yet it was Clarry’s informal education, which is relevant to our current discussion,
because it was in this process that three important strands were merged to the point
that Jock of Hlabisa could later go on to repeat the performance of Nelson’s legendary
dog Greywing Bang.
The first of these strands was culture. In this regard Clarry learned to speak isiZulu as
a first language, because of his deep immersion into the rural community. As he was
growing up at Hlabisa, the amaKhozi (Elders) were watching him and deliberating
among themselves as Elders are wont to do. That deliberation was about the
evaluation of the character of the small boy they were seeing on a daily basis,
transforming like a butterfly emerging from a chrysalis. From this deliberation by the
amaKhozi came Clarry’s traditional name of uMqangabhodwe. The meaning of this
name tells us what these Elders saw in young Clarry at the time. This name refers
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figuratively to the seeds of the tall grasses found in the wetlands at the bottom of the
rolling valleys of Zululand. Those seeds are part of a fluffy head, standing proud of
the grass below, but at the same time being an intimate part of that entire grassland.
So, figuratively it means to stand above, but still remain a coherent part of a greater
whole. The significance of this name is profound for a variety of reasons, because it
shows to what extent this small white boy was part of the larger amaZulu nation. This
identity is also enduring as I recently found out. In my capacity as a specialist
instructor at the South African National Defence College on their promotion course
from Colonel to Brigadier-General, I recently spoke with a Colonel Buthelezi. The
Colonel mentioned that he came from rural Zululand, so I told him of my father’s
connection with Hlabisa. When I mentioned Clarry’s traditional name, Colonel
Buthelezi immediately greeted me with enthusiasm and respect, because his mother,
still alive today, often spoke to him of a young white boy called uMqangabhodwe that
came from Hlabisa. It was a humbling experience and shows to what extent these
deeply entrenched traditional values unite society. The Colonel immediately
contacted his mother and I had the privilege of speaking with her about my father who
she remembered with such love and respect. So this first strand is about Clarry the
proud African, in every sense of that wordvi, because this was his very identity.

A clearly mischievous Clarry with his two sisters and parents at Hlabisa in 1931.
A decade later this small boy found himself facing the might of Rommel’s Panzer
Armee Afrika as a Gunner, first escaping from Tobruk into the Western Desert
and then standing off in the pivotal Battle of Al Alamein.
The second of these strands was about hunting. When Clarry could first hold a gun in
his hands – a single barrelled 410 shotgun – he was taken into the bush to learn how
to hunt. Here he learned many important things. One of these was how to aim and
shoot without using a sight. While it sounds counter-intuitive, what Clarry learned to
do is exactly what the legendary Bill Cody and Annie Oakley had mastered in the
wild west of the United States – to instinctively point their weapons at the exact spot
4
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where their eyes were looking at, without wasting the time to “lay on a bead”. Those
that knew Clarry as a Springbok clay pigeon shot will attest to the fact that he never
closed one eye like so many marksmen do. He simply looked at the target and his gun
would track this instinctively. I have seen Clarry shoot a wildebeest or springbok at
200 metres in the Kalahari while on the run, consistently dropping the animal with
one clean shot, severing the spine above the shoulders. This skill was learned while
hunting in the corridor between the Hluhluwe and Umfolozi Game Reserves, and
these very names hint at yet another key element of that early learning experience.
Even today these game reserves are teeming with rhino, so way back in the 1930’s it
was awash with these animals. Young Clarry, now aged five, would go into the bush
with his piccannin friends and they would play a game of “tag”. This game went
roughly as follows: straws would be drawn and the one with the shortest would be
“on”. His task was now to
become “off”, which he did by
finding a rhino and gingerly
placing a small stone on the
beast. If successfully done, it
now befell the next kid to
remove this stone. This was
done repetitively until the rhino
got wind of this game and saw
the nuisance off with the
myopic indignation that a
snorting rhino tends to have.
While this sounds reckless to
us in the 21’st Century, it was
the way that people living
close to nature learned the core
skills of a hunter at that time.
Skills of tracking, stealth, wind
direction, scent, concealment
and
predicting
animal
behaviour. I have been told by
Clarry’s surviving sister that
he used to hunt for the family
pot at the age of five, and it is
this that leads us to the third
strand of our assessment.
Clarry as a Springbok Clay Pigeon marksman.
This third strand is the use of dogs for hunting. Given the density of the bush in
Zululand, specifically when bushbuck was the prey, dogs were a necessity. Clarry had
a number of dogs – mongrels purpose bred to hunt in rural Africa – of which two
stand out in a very special way. One of these dogs was named Lady and she was a
favourite. It is said that Clarry and Lady had a very close connection, almost to the
point of being telepathically linked. I believe that in Lady, Clarry first found the
predictability and tranquillity that the turmoil of his family’s life experience over the
previous century had until then denied him. They would hunt on a regular basis when
Clarry was sent by his mother to shoot for the pot. One such hunt resulted in the
killing of what an eye witness refers to as a “buffalo”. Personally I believe it was a
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wildebeest, because I cannot think of such a small boy hunting buffalo alone, but the
legend goes that it was a buffalo. After butchering this specific animal, Clarry
decided to mount the horns as a trophy. In order to do this he had to boil the meat off
the skull, for which he set up a 44 gallon drum that had been cut in half, standing on a
tripod above a fire. Into this boiling cauldron the young Clarry placed the head of the
buffalo (or wildebeest). The smell arising from this was evidently horrific, so his
parents chastised him, forcing Clarry to move this bubbling contraption some distance
away from the house. Evidently the new location was visible from the verandah of the
main house, because it was here that the
story unfolded. As the story goes, Clarry
was sitting on this veranda with his father,
when they both saw Lady trot over to the
boiling cauldron. Sniffing the scent from
the drum, Lady jumped up to take a closer
look. Clarry shouted at her but Lady overbalanced and fell into this cauldron.
Shocked at this turn of events the young
Clarry grabbed his rifle and sprinted over
to the boiling drum, kicking it over,
spilling the unfortunate Lady onto the
ground. She was still alive but severely
burned, so without hesitation he put the
gun to her head and shot her, breaking
down into inconsolable sobs after this sad
act of love and courage. The very
tranquillity and stability that he had found
had been so cruelly taken from him.
Clarry as a 21 year old Gunner at the
time of the Battle of Al Alamein.
The second dog named Badger was involved in an even more remarkable story. When
I was growing up Clarry taught me something that bewildered me at the time. As
soon as I could understand, he taught me never to lend out one’s gun or dog. I could
never understand the significance of this until I was researching our family history for
a new book I am writingvii. During that research the origin of this pearl of wisdom
became evident. A friend of Clarry’s dad, Arnold Colenbrander, then Clerk of the
Court, “borrowed” one of his dogs for a hunt. While Clarry did not want this to
happen, being a small child his protestations fell on deaf ears, and so Badger was lent
to the father’s hunting pal. During that hunt a bushbuck was wounded and this
intrepid dog went into the dense bush to flush him out. The original story-teller told
me that this dog was fearless, “because he was so close to uMqangabhodwe that he
believed he would be protected from the anger of the bushbuck as he went in to do his
job as he had always done before”. The tragedy of that day was that uMqangabhodwe
was not there to give backup covering fire, but the loyal dog did not know this. After
cornering the animal in the dense bush, when the hunter failed to arrive to finish him
off, he was gored by the one horn. The original story-teller spoke of the great sadness
in Clarry’s heart as the mortally wounded dog was returned to him. There was no
medical help within a few days ride and so the young boy was left to dress the
wounds and do what he could to ease the pain and discomfort of this dog. Badger
lived for a while, maybe a day or so, constantly tended by uMqangabhodwe, until he
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died. But the story does not end there. In Zulu culture a dog is just an animal and a
man is a man, the two being separated by a distinct spiritual barrier. Yet, when the
young uMqangabhodwe buried Badger, the original story-teller (who was an eye
witness to this specific event) says that the amaZulu came to the funeral and the praise
singer eulogized about this dog as if he was a man. The words used in the praise song
were those ascribed to a person and not those of a mere dog. This shows just how
close the bond was between the young uMqangabhodwe and the amaZulu on the one
hand, and between the boy and his dog on the other.
And so our story brings us back to the South African Field Trials and that fateful year
when Nelson Grant was trying to teach Clarry how dogs should be handled in order to
pass on some of his own wisdom. The dog concerned was Jock, which had been
previously bred by Nelson out of Greywing Bang, and was simply “running wild” on
some farm. Yet that year the remarkable bond between two men and a dog entered the
realm of legend. I was there at the time and I watched in silent amazement as Jock
performed flawlessly. Controlled by Clarry with effortless ease, a piercing whistle
here and a “wherezabirds” there, Jock came of age. On finding a bird he pointed with
statuesque immobility, barely twitching a muscle, and when the bird was flushed he
dropped to the ground like a stone and stayed there until he was rewarded with a quite
but confidently reassuring “whattagooddog”. When other dogs found the birds, Jock
backed up in text-book style, seeming to give his confidence to them, thereby
enhancing their own performance. When off “duty”, Jock seemed to go into limbo by
simply switching off. This near trans-like state was controlled by Clarry, merely by
means of a look with those piercing steel-blue eyes, or an almost inaudible but firm
“sit”.
In all the years that I spent growing up with Clarry, I never saw him once raise his
hand to his dogs. I can honestly say that I never saw him use violence on any dog
ever. Even as a hunter, he had a profound respect for the prey, always killing with
one shot, swiftly and humanely. In fact, this whole relationship between Clarry the
man and the animal he was with,
whether it be his hunting
companion (his dog) or the prey,
was almost a spiritual experience. I
often felt that bond so palpable,
that as a small boy I would even
feel that there was no place in that
relationship for me! When once
Clarry shot an elephant at 13
paces, he cried at the death of such
a magnificent beast, but he
dropped it with one shot, up close
and after an intense hunt lasting
days, in which the spirituality of
the occasion cannot be ignored or
discounted.
Clarry with Gunner of Hlabisa.
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That is what Clarry was. He was a remarkable man, with an incredible relationship
with his closest of all companions, his dogs. But above all he was a man of integrity,
dignity and knowledge, all the more profound because he never had a significant
formal education of any sort.
Nelson Grant did Clarry an enormous service when he told him about Jock “running
wild”, and when he introduced this natural hunter and dog handler to the formal field
trial process. I know that Clarry did not deliberately try to out-perform Nelson. In fact
he had no idea of his own talents and was only too keen to learn from Nelson his
mentor. Clarry repaid this debt of gratitude by introducing the “Hlabisa” kennel name
when he bred Jock with Jet of Hlabisa. To the best of my knowledge, Jet, which he
imported from Ireland, was the first ever black and white Pointer in South Africa.
Prior to that all Pointers were either liver and white or lemon and white. One of the
progeny of this union Clarry named Nelson in honour of his friend and mentor.
Another progeny was Gunner of Hlabisa (named after his wartime experiences as a
gunner in 7th Field Artillery during the Battle of Tobruk, the Gazalla Gallop, Sidi
Rezeq and the Battle of Al Alamein), and the legendary Valiant of Hlabisa. These
dogs dominated the South African Field Trials during the decade of the 60’s, but this
came to an end on 31 December 1973, when Clarry died peacefully at Hlabisa Farm
in Muldersdrif.
As with so much of Clarry’s life, that death was a mixture of deep tragedy
underpinned with amazing hope, but it also contained a number of profound lessons. I
remember him on the last day of his life, lying peacefully on a grass mound under a
willow tree adjacent to an irrigation dam on the farm. Alongside him was the grave of
Jock of Hlabisa, his favourite dog. Clarry’s health was bad as a result of
complications arising from treatment of his debilitating rheumatoid arthritis, and just a
few days before he had coughed up blood when in my presence. I recall seeing him
lying there under that willow tree, and I was overwhelmed by a sense of spirituality as
I approached him. That aura was one of deep serenity, but also of absolute exclusivity
- the same exclusivity that I had sensed as a small boy when walking with him in the
veld - watching him train his dogs. So intense was that exclusivity, and so close was
that bond between man and dog, that I sensed there was no place for me at that
particular moment in time. So it was that I watched Clarry at a distance, lying so
tranquilly under that willow tree, chewing a grass stalk. Sadly I never spoke with him
then, even though I had such a deep need to do so at the time. I merely left him with
the spirit of his dog Jock and I turned away, never to be able to speak with him again,
but not yet knowing this sad fact of life. The next morning I was called into his
bedroom by my young brother Majamelaviii, only to watch as Clarry died in his arms.
My last communication with him was a look from his steel-blue eyes as he fixed me
in a piercing but reassuring gaze momentarily, closing them as his chest turned an
angry purple, rolling over his throat just as the Mfecane had thundered across the
African landscape a century before, obliterating that which we call life. And with that
he breathed his last deep breath. I tried to revive him, but to no avail, and as I watched
the angry purple turned to a gentle pink and then faded away as peace overtook him.
Just before his death another amazing thing happened. He would always tell me
stories of his childhood at Hlabisa. One of those stories was about the small forest
behind his house nestling in the valley above the Amatshamnyama River
[phonetic](River of the Black Rock). In that forest was a small game path along which
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mpithiix used to furtively walk, bathed in the dancing shadows of the trees responding
to the gentle caress of the wind above. Across that small game path was a fallen tree,
and deeper into the forest was a moss-covered bank that used to weep clear water. The
young uMqangabhodwe used to enter that forest and patiently wait on the fallen tree
for the next mpithi, which he would drop with one shot between the eyes. It was here,
in the mysterious forest, that the young Clarry found peace and stability in a world
spinning crazily out of control. A few weeks before his death Clarry suddenly took us
all down to Hlabisa. On approaching the forest he motioned to us to keep quite and
listen. As we entered the secret glade, it took a while for my eyes to grow accustomed
to it all. I recall seeing the shadows dance, just as he had described it and I was
immediately aware that something profound was about to happen. As we approached
his fallen tree, there is was, just as he had left it decades earlier, a few mushrooms
growing on the one side. He motioned me to sit, and as I watched in silence, there, out
of the dancing shadows came a furtive mpithi, almost like a spirit of the deep forest
welcoming him home. Clarry looked at me and smiled, winking to his son as he
raised his hands slowly in a shooting gesture. That memory of my Dad is deeply
etched in my mind, and so it was that his family sprinkled his ashes there, alongside
his beloved Lady, Badger and the many mphiti he had helped become spirits of that
forest, happily wandering in a perpetual hunt, exactly as he would have liked it to be.
That was our last act of respect for a man that had so much capacity for love and
wisdom. Until today that is, when I pen this story for the very first time, not knowing
where it will go or how it will end.
But the story does not end there. Valiant of Hlabisa, that promising young reigning
champion, was deeply affected by the death of uMqangabhodwe. I was incapable of
training him properly, because I was away at Rhodes University, and so it was
decided that Valiant would go to Roger Johnson. Roger was a protégée of Clarry’s,
and he was coaching him in shooting and dog handling, because he recognized
Roger’s own natural talent. Clarry had a profound respect for Roger and it seemed the
“right” thing to do, passing on
the precious gift that Nelson
had given to us. Sadly
however, Valiant was killed
before Roger came to collect
him, and thus ended the
Hlabisa dynasty, with the
strain disappearing into near
obscurity from that moment
on. Maybe now, three and a
half decades later, that lost
dynasty can become a legend.
Who knows? That is in the
hands of the readers of this
tribute to two men and a dog.
Clarry coaching Roger Johnston with Jock at his side and Disa alongside Roger.
So what lessons can we distil from this amazing story?
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To me the main lesson is that the bond between dog and handler is something of
incredible beauty and complexity. In its most profound form it is almost a spiritual
thing, with the loyalty of the dog driving it on to simply please its handler. You will
note that I have not used the word “master”, because I learned from uMqangabhodwe
that the relationship is between equals, and not of a master-servant nature. Think
about this for a moment, because I am sure that in many people’s mind they consider
themselves to be “masters” and their dogs to be “servants”. Central to this relationship
is the notion of power and control, and it is here that the lesson becomes truly
profound, so let me share it.
The English language is incapable of describing what I learned from Clarry about
power and control. The French have two
different words for “power” that are best
used to understand what I am saying. Power
as “puissance” is the power arising from the
use of violence or force. Thus the Blitzkrieg
was a classic example of puissance, as was
South Africa during the 1980’s under
President PW Botha. It is this form of power
that inexperienced handlers use when trying
to control their dogs – they hit, shout,
reprimand, cajole and seek to dominate by
means of force – and it is under this form
that the true potential of the animal can never
be unlocked in my humble opinion. Power as
“pouvoir”, on the other hand, is a more
subtle form of relationship. This is the power
arising from engagement, interaction,
negotiation and a sense of equality between
the parties. In essence it is the power arising
from respect between equals.
Peace manifesto signed by Afonso Dhlakama, President of RENAMO, at their
bush headquarters in Meringue on 26/6/93, thanking Clarry’s oldest son for his
role in laying the foundation for ending the Mozambique Civil War.
It was this pouvoir so ably practiced by Clarry that was central to the insertion into
theatre of a 2-man Special Operations team in 1982x, tasked with doing the strategic
intelligence assessment needed to end the Mozambique Civil War, in order to
stabilize the peace process then underway in South Africa. I was half of that team.
After insertion, as we married up with RENAMO forces on the ground, I always felt
the spirit of uMqangabhodwe and his dogs close to me. So in truth, I never felt alone,
even if we were operating without any form of close-in support, or the standard hot
extraction capabilities. Over time we earned the trust of the Field Commanders, as we
embraced the safety of the forest canopy, like a child within the womb, evading the
angry dragonflies spitting their staccato of death from the sky. In the bush during
combat operations respect is earned by spilt blood, very much as Shaka’s warriors
bathed their assegais as a rite of passage into manhood during the Mfecane. This
respect was cemented around the campfire in a shared meal and hardship, becoming
trust and later social capital. It was via this process that equals engaged. It was here
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that we earned the respect needed to speak with the Generals of things that only true
warriors can contemplate – making peace at the end of a long and bitter war, in which
neither side had the capacity to deliver the final knock-out punch and emerge as
victor. This was pouvoir at its powerful best. We applied it, largely by instinct, but
always confident that Clarry had taught me well. History will finally judge us, but we
managed to convince RENAMO to negotiate a peaceful end to the then decades-long
bitter civil war. I am deeply proud of this achievement, and central to that process was
the core wisdom I had learned from Clarry as I walked with him and his dog, Jock, in
the veld so many years before.
It is with these few words that I commit to paper my memory of Clarry Turton, my
father and a silent legend in the world of Field Trialling. I thank those that invited me
to share my thoughts on this profoundly auspicious occasion, the Centenary of the
South African Field Trial Club. Yet, if the story I have told is complex and amazing,
the story of the SAFTC is just as incredible. You see, as an institution, it is older than
South Africa is, because it was created in 1908 after the turmoil of the Second AngloBoer War, when the two Boer Republics were forcibly “united” into the Union of
South Africa in 1910. That is truly amazing, because as an institution it pre-dates even
the Native National Congress, the oldest African political party (founded in 1912),
forerunner of the African National Congress that rules this country today.
And so I salute you all as an amazing group of people, linked together by that silent
bond between man, dog and history. Thus it should come as no surprise when you
distil out the golden thread of this tribute – it is about two men, a dog and a field trial
legend – intimately linked by social capital. May your institution go on to another
century of being a living monument to that amazing bond.
Dr. Anthony Richard Turton.
13 May 2008
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Clarry won in 1963, 1965, 1967 and 1970 with Jock of Hlabisa; and in 1972 and 1973 with Valiant of
Hlabisa, the progeny of Jock and Jet of Hlabisa. This means that in one decade he won six times.
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Nelson Grant won in 1945, 1947, 1948 and 1949 with Greywing Bang, the father of Jock. This means
that the combined progeny of Greywing Bang won no less than ten times before 1973.
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Turton, A.R. (In Preparation). How many bones do we need to bury before we can call ourselves an
African? A concise history of South Africa as experienced by twelve generations of my family.
Publisher currently under negotiation.
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Turton, A.C. (2004). An Ancestral Record of Anthony Richard Turton. Private publisher.
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Turton, A.R. (2006). Shaking Hands with Billy: The Private Memoirs of Anthony Richard Turton.
Limited edition (100 numbered and signed copies). Krugersdorp: JFA Printers.
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This is the main thrust of my forthcoming “Bones” book, which starts off with Thabo Mbeki’s
famous speech “I am an African”, and then goes on to challenge the growing assumption that whites
are only “settlers” with no recognized birthright to this land of ours.
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Turton, A.R. (In Preparation). How many bones do we need to bury before we can call ourselves an
African? A concise history of South Africa as experienced by twelve generations of my family.
Publisher currently under negotiation.
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Translated literally from isiZulu as “he that stands and watches saying little”.
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Natal Duiker.
x
Operation Bushtalk – see Turton, (2006: 243-266).
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