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Gold built these streets, but time
rewrote them.
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Roasted on the reef
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DISCOVER online: Tap into
townexplorer.swerweling.co.za to rate your
favorite spots.

NAVIGATE live: Automatically load and
explore your current location directly into
go.swerweling.co.za.

TUNED IN? Read these articles
while listening to our acoustic
9 road trip broadcast on
radio.swerweling.co.za.

Every Road Has a Story. Every Small Town
Has a Heartbeat. Welcome to the very
first issue of Swerweling. This magazine
was born from a love of South Africa's
back roads, forgotten towns, and the
stories that live in the dust between
them.

Driving into Allanridge, the heat of the
Free State plains presses against the
glass, and a fine, pale dust slowly settles
across the dashboard. To the passing
traveler, it looks like any other quiet town
stitched into the South African veld. Yet,
this soil carries a stubborn history. Back in
1933, skeptics openly dismissed the local
prospecting efforts as a fool's errand—a
definitive "wild goose chase" that would
yield nothing but dry holes and broken
dreams. But the pioneers refused to pack
up. Instead, they struck the rich
Witwatersrand reef, turning a doubted
landscape into a booming mining hub
that literally built its own gold-tinted
future out of the dust.

Whether you're an armchair traveller or a
bakkie-and-braai adventurer, there's

something here for you.

Enjoy the ride.

— Swerweling

www.swerweling.co.za



TOWNEXPLORER

YOUR DIGITAL GUIDE TO
SOUTH AFRICA'S HIDDEN TOWNS

Your Guide to South
African Towns

townexplorer.swerweling.co.za

Explore. Rate. Discover.
Our interactive map puts every hidden gem at your fingertips.

www.swerweling.co.za



TOWNEXPLORER SPOTLIGHT

ALLANRIDGE PROFILE

Bronze Grade Must-See Landmark Vibe Check

45/100 ALLAN ROBERTS HERITAGE

Quiet streets, golden
Exploration Rating Borehole sunsets

WHAT MAKES ALLANRIDGE SPECIAL

INn 1933, Allan Roberts sank a prospecting borehole into the Free State
earth that would change the region forever. Today, the monument stands
as a quiet testament to persistence — a reminder that gold doesn't always
glitter on the surface. The town carries heavy heritage in its streets, golden

sunsets across the veld, and a stillness that invites you to slow down.

DON'T JUST TAKE OUR WORD FORIT.

Log onto townexplorer.swerweling.co.za to add your own reviews, notes, and

local stories to help us map the nation!




THE WILD

COESECTINASE

How a forgotten borehole on Aandenk Farm unlocked the golden
heartbeat of the Free State.

Words & Photography by Swerweling




THE WILD GOOSE

CHASE

THE SKEPTICS (1933)

In the winter of 1933, Allan Roberts

and Joas Coetzee stood on the dry

veld of Aandenk farm with a single
conviction: there was gold beneath
their feet.

Geologists scoffed. The Free State
was cattle country, they said—not
mining territory. The project was
branded a "wild goose chase" by the
press and dismissed by every major
mining house in Johannesburg.

Roberts and Coetzee drilled anyway.
Month after month, the borehole
sank deeper into the earth. But
money ran out before the reef was
reached. The drill fell silent. The site
was abandoned, left to rust under the
Free State sun for over a decade.

THE VINDICATION (1946)

Thirteen years later, a new syndicate
returned to Aandenk. They deepened
the abandoned borehole—and struck
one of the richest gold reefs in
human history.

The discovery triggered the great
Orange Free State gold rush. Within
months, mining houses descended. A
town rose from the dust and was
named Allanridge, in honour of the
man who had believed when no one
else would.

The reef that Roberts nearly touched
would go on to produce billions in
gold over the following decades.

The Aandenk borehole, once left to
rust as a symbol of foolishness,
became the gateway to an empire.
When the drill bits finally pierced the
earth just 122 metres beyond where
Allan Roberts had stopped, they
unlocked the lucrative Basal Reef,
giving birth to the Loraine Gold Mine
and rewriting South Africa's
economic destiny.

The Birth of a Boomtown.

THE MODERN EXPLORER

Today, Allanridge is quiet. Some of
the mines in the area have closed.
The streets are unhurried. But for
photographers, history buffs, and
slow-travel enthusiasts, this is sacred
ground.

The Aandenk monument still stands
—a rusted sentinel marking the spot
where patience defeated doubt. The
surrounding veld stretches golden at
sunrise, and the town's heritage
buildings whisper stories of fortune
and folly.

This is not a destination for the
rushed. It rewards those who linger.

For those who choose to linger, the
quiet streets of Allanridge transform
into a living gallery of South Africa’s
grandest industrial romance. Walking
past a cracked pavement and the
faded facades of old mine houses, the
heavy silence of the area carries an
almost poetic weight.

e The Silent Sentinel: The Aandenk
Monument sits isolated.

e Industrial Relics: The iconic
"Paulina" was sadly removed.

e Mid-Century Architecture:
Weathered social clubs and
mining offices showcase 1950s
modernist optimism.

e The Golden Hour: The expansive
Free State veld glows orange,
mirroring the metal that built it.

e Textured Decay: Peeling paint and
oxidized iron offer a raw canvas for
macro photography.

e Lines of Perspective: The
abnormally wide, empty
boulevards create dramatic,
desolate leading lines.

e Haunting Silhouettes: The skeletal
frames of distant headgears slice
through the flat horizon.

Allanridge does not scream for
attention, but in its quiet decline, it
offers a profound meditation on the
ephemerality of human fortune and
the enduring spirit of a man who
looked at barren dirt and saw a

empire.
06

Ui They stopped drilling justa few
hundred feet short of one of the

richest gold reefs in human history.

Sometimes, wandering requires

patience.”




THE SILENT STRUCTURES

Gold built these structures, but time rewrote them. A visual study of the quiet corners,
mid-century skeletons, and enduring textures of a Free State icon.



Captured a beautiful corner of Allanridge? Send your architectural photography directly to info@swerweling.co.za to be featured
in future issues.
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LOCAL FLAVOR SPARK

DIE PLATTELANDER

This is a place where miners trade stories, and where road-trippers now trade travel tips.

The walls hold memories of laughter, and every cup poured here tastes like it remembers.

Step inside, and the bite of the Highveld winter softens into a bustling local kitchen ready
to fuel the day. Where shift bosses discuss the depths of the old Loraine gold mine,
travelers and locals now gather around the R30, dialing up hearty orders of a Sunrise
Surprise, Boerewors, Pap en Wors, or a heavy plate of Pap & Kaaiings. The sizzling of a Grill
Combo on the flat top and the crunch of golden, freshly fried Chips provide the soundtrack
to a community built on grit and good food.

It is a sanctuary of comfort food and straightforward, deep-rooted hospitality. Whether you
are pulling over for a massive Double Dagwood, a quick Chicken Wrap, or a comforting
bowl of Beef Lasagne, Die Plattelander keeps the true spirit of Free State camaraderie alive.
Here, you never arrive as a stranger, and you always leave well-fed, warm-hearted, and
ready for the road ahead.
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MENU OF DIE PLATTELANDER RESTAURANT QUIET MORNING AT DIE PLATTELANDER

This is the unapologetic flavor profile of Die This quiet corner of Die Plattelander is where
Plattelander—a kitchen built on the golden time slows down just enough for the dust to
rules of the open road: make it hearty, make it settle, offering a peaceful pitstop for anyone
honest, and never let a traveler leave hungry. navigating the long stretches of the Free State.

DROP A PIN ON YOUR PLATE

Found a spectacular farm stall, a roadside padstal, or a legendary home-baker on your travels
through the Free State? Don't keep it a secret. Pin it, review it, and share a photo of your plate on
Swerweling’s Facebook Page. Your recommendation could be the highlight of another wanderer's
journey.

Psst... Are you around Allanridge area needing the quickest route to Die Plattelander right now? Fire up
go.swerweling.co.za and hit 'Explore Nearby Flavours'.
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Somewhere between where you started and
where you are going, you find yourself.



THE ART OF WANDERING

Finding Home in Unknown Places

The Anatomy of Unbelonging

There is a distinct, unsettling magic that occurs the moment your tires leave
the tarmac and find the gravel roads of the interior. The dust settles on the
dashboard, the radio signal begins to crackle into static, and the horizon
stretches out into an endless, unblinking line. In a world obsessed with
arrival, speed, and optimization, pulling into a town where nobody knows
your name feels like an act of quiet rebellion.

“We travel not to

Initially, there is a tremor of discomfort in this unbelonging. We are change pl&lCCS, but to
conditioned to seek the familiar—to look for signs, brands, and faces that

anchor us to our identity. But when you strip away those anchors, a strange C]/lange our illusions. 7
clarity takes their place. You realize that the frantic urge to always 'arrive' is a

trap. The true art of wandering begins only when you stop treating the

space between destinations as empty time, and start treating it as the

destination itself.
The Kindness OfStrangcrs
We often think of home as a structure of brick and mortar, a fixed physical coordinate on a digital map. Yet, anyone who has

spent enough time on the backroads knows that home is surprisingly fluid. It is rarely found in the places we plan to look;

instead, it catches us completely off guard in temporary, fleeting fragments.

You find it in the warmth of a roadside farm stall just outside a fading mining town, where the scent of woodsmoke and
chicory coffee cuts through the biting July frost. You find it in the easy, unhurried laughter of a petrol attendant who takes the
time to tell you which gravel pass has the best views of the valley. You find it in the poetic silence of a derelict railway siding,
where the wind whispers stories of a golden past. These quiet encounters are not distractions from the road—they are the

road. They remind us that human connection doesn’t require a shared history, only a shared moment.

The Internal Compass

To wander is not to escape from reality, but to return to a deeper version of it. When we step out of our routines and into the
vast, open landscapes of the unknown, our internal compass undergoes a subtle recalibration. We begin to understand that

traveling like a local isn't about ticking boxes or collecting passport stamps; it is about cultivating patience.

When you surrender to the rhythm of the road, the unfamiliar stops feeling hostile and begins to feel like a homecoming. You
realize that you do not need to possess a place to belong to it, even if only for an hour at sunset. Home is not the roof over your
head or the town on your identity document. Home is the quiet steady peace you carry within yourself when everything else

around you is beautifully, unpredictably unknown.

Soundtrack Your Solitude

]

This essay was inspired by the ambient acoustic tracks currently spinning on radio.swerweling.co.za. Tune in to our late-

night ‘Gravel & Starlight’ broadcast to companion your next solo drive.



"If your travel feels like a race,
you've already missed the

scenery.”



THE SLOW TRAVEL MOVEMENT

EXPLAINED

Why breaking the speed limit is costing us the true joy of the journey.

hat Is Slow Travel?
We live in an era of hyper-mobility. Low-cost
flights, high-speed rail, and algorithmic travel
apps have made the world smaller than ever
before. Yet, as our ability to move faster
increases, our capacity to connect deeply
decreases. Modern tourism has largely
degenerated into a frantic race against time
—a high-stakes checklist of bucket-list items,
geo-tagged photo opportunities, and rushed
weekend itineraries. We return from our
holidays exhausted, our camera rolls full but

our souls remarkably empty.

This exhaustion has triggered a quiet, global
counter-revolution: the Slow Travel
Movement. Borrowing its philosophy from
the slow food movement of the late 1980s,
slow travel is not about the mode of
transportation you choose, but the mindset
you adopt. It is a conscious rejection of the
‘more is better’ ethos, choosing instead to
prioritize quality of experience over quantity

of destinations.

Slow travel is the deliberate rejection of
speed as a measure of progress. It is the
conscious decision to trade efficiency for
depth, to swap bucket-list sightseeing for

genuine immersion in a single place.

Rather than racing through five towns in a
day, the slow traveler spends an entire
afternoon at a single farm stall, learning the
name of the woman who bakes the melktert,
watching the shadows lengthen across the

veld.

In the Free State, where distances are vast
and towns are sparse, slow travel is not just a
philosophy. It is a practical necessity that

becomes, over time, a gift.

SWERWELING -

The Psychology of Deceleration

To practice slow travel is to make a
deliberate choice to decelerate. It
means choosing to spend a whole
week exploring a single valley or a
quiet cluster of Free State dorpies,
rather than rushing through three
provinces in four days. It means trading
the highway for the gravel road, where
the pace is dictated by the terrain

rather than the speed limit.

When we slow down, our relationship
with the landscape changes. We stop
operating as passive consumers of
scenery and begin to engage as active
observers. We start noticing the subtle
shifts in the color of the veld grass, the
architectural heritage of forgotten rail
loops, and the quiet rhythms of local
communities. Slow travel allows us to
become part of the local ecosystem,
even if only for a brief moment, rather

than just passing through it.

Modern neuroscience confirms what
wanderers have always known: our
brains are not designed for constant
stimulation. The dopamine loops of
social media and rapid transit leave us

anxious and disconnected.

When we slow down, our default mode
network activates. This is the brain
state associated with creativity, self-
reflection, and meaning-making. A
gravel road at 60km/h is not

inefficiency. It is therapy.

The rhythm of a long, quiet drive
recalibrates our internal clock. We stop
measuring time in notifications and

start measuring it in sunsets.

ISSUE 01

How S\\w'ervxr’eling Embodies It
Ultimately, slow travel is an act of
mindfulness and sustainability. It
encourages us to support local
economies directly—by buying our
preserves from a roadside padstal,
drinking coffee at a small-town kitchen,
and staying in family-owned guest
houses. It reduces our carbon footprint

and increases our cultural empathy.

When you log onto go.swerweling.co.za
to plan your next route, or use
townexplorer.swerweling.co.za to read
community insights, you are
participating in this movement. You
are choosing to skip the tourist traps in
favor of genuine discovery. Wandering
isn't about being lost; it's about giving
yourself permission to take the long

way home.

Every listing on go.swerweling.co.za is
designed for deceleration. We
deliberately avoid the mainstream. We
take you through forgotten dorpies,
past abandoned silos, along rivers that

have no name on Google Maps.

Our ecosystem supports this
philosophy at every level: TownExplorer
gives you depth over breadth, the radio
station provides a soundtrack
calibrated to the pace of gravel, and
this magazine exists to remind you why

slowing down matters.

Slow travel is not a trend. It is a return
to how humans were always meant to
move through the world: with curiosity,

patience, and open eyes.

- THE SLOW TRAVEL MOVEMENT



THE FREE STATE IS CALLING.
DON'T GET LOST. GET INSPIRED.

Ditch the algorithms. Travel like a local with the ultimate South African road trip

CURATED

Hand-picked dorpies you won't find on standard

maps.

BUILT FOR THE BACKROADS

Optimized, fast-loading, lightweight web-app
design that works beautifully even in low-signal

areas.

SEAMLESS ECOSYSTEM

One-click syncing with local insights from

townexplorer.swerweling.co.za.

companion built for the backroads.

Swerweling Go

Live a Little —'Love a Lot
Your guide to South Africa’s hidden treasures
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START YOUR JOURNEY AT GO.SWERWELING.CO.ZA

No app store downloads required.



