
In	honour	of	a	brave	and	beautiful	man:	
Philip	Frederick	Botha	(16.03.1962	–	16.08.2018)	

By	his	wife,	Toni-Lee	Botha	

	
Phil and his beloved Macaela, my granddaughter 

	
My	name	is	Toni-Lee	Botha	and	I	am	the	very	proud	wife	of	the	late	Philip	Frederick	Botha.		The	
date	August	16,	2018	will	be	etched	into	my	memory	till	the	day	I	take	my	last	breath.	My	soul	
was	destroyed	that	night,	when	a	life-altering	event	took	place	in	a	matter	of	10	minutes,	and	
turned	 my	 world	 into	 continuous	 waves	 of	 the	 most	 seismic	 magnitudes	 of	 emotional	
outbursts.	 They	 engulf	 me	 without	 warning,	 and	 will	 overwhelm	me,	 almost	 literally,	 in	 the	
shopping	 isle,	 or	 in	 the	 car,	 or	 getting	 dressed.	 There	 is	 no	 particular	 trigger,	 they	 just	 keep	
coming	and	coming	and	it	is	no	better	today	than	it	was	5	months	ago.	For	the	first	3	months	I	
would	 wake	 up	 every	 morning,	 happy	 for	 one	 fleeting	 moment,	 but	 the	 minute	 I	 was	 fully	
awake,	 the	 realisation	of	what	 had	happened	would	hit	me	 like	 a	 thunder	 clap,	 and	 I	would	
burst	 into	tears	and	cry	 for	as	 long	as	 it	 took	to	drag	myself	out	of	bed,	compose	myself,	get	
dressed,	and	get	some	kind	of	day	started.	
	
But	let	me	return	to	my	first	line	–	“I	am	the	proud	wife	of	Philip	Frederick	Botha”.		

Why,	you	may	ask,	he	left	you,	walked	out	on	you,	deserted	you?	His	last	words	spoken	
in	anger	about	losing	a	court	case?	And	knowing	that	you	were	the	only	one	in	the	house?	That	
it	would	be	you	to	find	him	off	your	bedroom	balcony...?			

So	why	am	I	so	proud	of	my	beautiful,	courageous	husband?		
First	off,	I	am	proud	to	carry	the	name	of	a	man	whose	word	WAS	his	bond.			
I	am	proud	to	carry	the	name	of	a	man	who	was	an	absolute	fighter	for	human	rights,	

whose	 strong	will	 developed	 in	 a	 very	 racist	 community	 in	Gauteng	where	 he	 grew	up.	 	 For	
instance,	the	siren	that	went	off	every	night	for	black	people	to	be	off	the	streets	offended	him	
even	as	a	5	year	old	boy.	He	could	not	understand	this	unfair	law,	and	questioned	his	mother	
and	father.			

I	am	proud	to	carry	the	name	of	a	man	who	was	a	dreamer,	who	no	matter	how	much	
he	 hid	 his	 sadness	 and	 disease	 from	me,	 always	 saw	 the	 glass	 half	 full.	 	 Phil	 would	 always	
encourage	me	to	be	more	positive	about	South	Africa	and	about	the	world	in	general.	He	was	
the	ultimate	magnificent	idealist	and	optimist.			



I	am	proud	to	carry	the	name	of	a	man	who	worked	SO	hard	for	me,	so	I	could	be	his	
princess,	someone	he	wanted	to	protect	from	harm.		I	think	this	was	part	of	his	old	fashioned	
nature	that	of	being	the	ultimate	gentleman	who	looks	after	the	love	of	his	life.		

I	am	proud	to	carry	the	name	of	a	man	whose	face,	people	have	told	me,	would	light	up	
like	a	Christmas	tree	when	I	walked	into	the	room,	or	when	he	spoke	of	me.	

I	am	proud	to	carry	the	name	of	a	man	who	was	the	ultimate	gentleman,	to	everyone	
who	met	him.	And	all	 these	were	qualities	 in	a	partner	 that	were	so	 important	 to	me,	as	my	
previous	husband	left	me	with	no	confidence	in	my	fellow	human	being.		
	

	

	
Two Botha men standing as brothers: Phil and Thabisile Botha.  

The two immediately “clicked” when they met when Thabisile entered our shop as a client one day. He was devastated 
when he heard of Phil’s passing, and wrote to say that Phil “was a gentleman of the highest degree and a true believer that we are 

all the same”.   
	
But	then	my	perfect	world	ended	on	that	day	in	August	2018.	When	I	walked	into	our	bedroom,	
and	what	I	saw,	can	never	be	erased.	I	actually	at	times	still	think	I	am	in	a	dream.	
	 What	led	to	this	tragedy?	

To	be	honest,	I	knew	he	was	depressed,	and	that	he	had	shared	with	our	family	doctor	
four	weeks	prior	to	his	suicide	that	he	had	had	suicidal	thoughts.	She	was	vigilant	and	admitted	
my	Phil	into	our	local	Clinic’s	psychiatric	ward	immediately.	In	my	mind,	he	was	in	a	safe	place	
and	being	treated	for	depression,	I	had	no	idea	that	this	was	just	the	precursor	to	his	death	four	
weeks	later.	Yes,	no	idea	at	all,		I	was	totally	blindsided.			

I	have	meanwhile	ascertained	that	I	believe	he	managed	to	hoodwink	the	professionals	
with	his	happy	 charm.	He	was	a	highly	 intelligent	man	and	an	 irresistible	 charmer	 for	 lovely,	
intelligent	 conversations.	 His	 sessions	 with	 the	 psychologist	 were	 spent	 chatting	 about	
everything	but	his	internal	torment.		

I	also	now	believe	he	had	suicide	ideation	already	a	year	prior	to	his	death,	and	that	he	
had	 been	 “planning”	 –	which	 is	 a	misnomer,	 because	 an	 irrational,	mentally	 ill	 brain	 cannot	
“plan”	something,	but,	for	a	lack	of	words:	that	he	has	been	“planning”	his	death	for	at	least	a	
year	prior	to	that	terrible	day.		

I	now	realise,	after	spending	the	 last	 five	months	relentlessly	searching	for	answers	to	
the	“why’s”,	that	he	was	terminally	depressed.	He	just	perfected	wearing	a	fabulous	mask,	and	
obviously	went	to	great	lengths	to	hide	his	illness	from	me,	his	beloved	wife.		
		



Phil	studied	to	be	a	journalist	and	was	a	crime	reporter	in	his	20s.	Due	to	the	depressing	nature	
of	the	work	and	being	exposed	to	the	underbelly	of	society	24/7		he	left,	and	used	his	incredible	
writing	skills	 to	become	a	successful	copy	writer	 in	 the	advertising	 industry.	But	sadly,	 like	so	
many	other	white	males	in	their	40’s	and	50’s,	his	talent	had	become	redundant.		

So	he	joined	my	small	import	furniture	company.	If	I	had	only	known	how	much	he	was	
hurting	 inside...	This	 troubles	me	 to	 this	day,	as	 I	write	 this.	 I	 could	have	helped	him;	 I	 could	
have	saved	him.	My	guilt	of	not	knowing	 is	 literally	 like	a	weight	of	bricks	on,	and	 inside,	my	
chest.	He	was	such	an	incredible	human	being...	I	would	have	gone	to	the	ends	of	the	earth	to	
save	him.	Why	didn’t	he	know	this?			
	
The	grief	of	suicide	leaves	us,	the	survivors,	with	no	answers	to	comfort	us.	Just	loads	of	What	
If’s,	and	If	Only’s,	and	Why’s.	

Indeed,	some	people	have	tried	to	tell	me	he	was	a	coward	and	selfish	for	doing	this	to	
me.	I	refuse	to	see	him,	or	his	death,	this	way.	He	will	always	be	MY	hero.		

People	 are	 entitled	 to	 their	 opinions,	 but	 they	 are	 just	 opinions.	 They	 don’t	 have	 the	
facts,	they	don’t	know	what	the	true	story	was,	and	clearly	also	don’t	realise	that	depression	is	
a	 clinical,	 biological	 illness,	 and	 can	 develop	 to	 a	 fatal,	 terminal	 stage	with	 just	 a	 trigger.	 So	
don’t	 listen	 to	 those	 people	 if	 you	 are	 in	 the	 same	position	 as	 I	 am.	Don’t	 allow	 yourself	 to	
become	stigmatised.	Honour	your	loved	one,	because,	indeed,	they	had	the	courage	of	a	lion.			
		 We	need	time	to	move	through	the	pain	of	loss.	We	need	to	step	into	it,	need	time	to	
get	 to	 know	 the	 extent	 of	 this	 pain,	 and	 to	 get	 to	 know	 how	 to	 move	 forward	 to	 a	 new	
existence	in	order	to	learn	how	to	live	a	new	unfamiliar	life.	

Sometimes	I	feel	that	I	may	never	get	over	this	indescribable	loss	and	experience.	I	try	
and	comfort	myself	with	the	thought	that	one	probably	cannot	know	pure	 joy	until	you	have	
experienced	profound	sadness	–	they	simply	don’t	exist	without	each	other.	Like	night	and	day,	
summer	and	winter.	And	life	and	death.	But	to	be	honest,	that	makes	no	sense	to	me	right	now.	
Because	I	JUST	WANT	MY	PHIL	BACK.	I	want	MY	WORLD	TO	BE	AS	IT	WAS.		

Because,	yes,	five	months	later,	I	still	dream	and	wish	for	him	to	walk	through	the	door	
and	tell	me	I	have	been	in	a	coma.	

	
Naturally,	if	I	knew	the	extent	of	my	beloved	husband’s	pain	I	would	have	made	an	effort	to	try	
and	 connect	 with	 it,	 do	 something	 about	 it.	 But,	 you	 see,	 we	 all	 get	 caught	 off-guard.	 We	
believe	suicide	is	not	something	that	happens	to	“our”	family.	Other	people	take	their	lives.	Not	
our	family.		

I	say	this	to	my	two	beautiful	children	and	beautiful	granddaughter:	I	promise	you,	and	
this	is	a	promise	I	will	never	break,	as	long	as	my	brain	stays	healthy,	you	don’t	have	to	fear	I	
will	leave	you.	I	hope	to	take	my	last	breath	naturally,	as	I	know	the	pain	of	being	a	“Survivor	of	
Suicide”.	It’s	a	tough,	lonely	road.	But	that	is	also	why	we	need	to	look	out	for	one	another:	to	
recognise	 if	 our	 most	 important	 organ	 starts	 to	 short	 circuit	 when	 life-sustaining	 neuro-
transmitters	are	not	secreted	anymore.	
	
How	could	I	not	see	my	beautiful	husband	was	so	ill?	



We	met	10	years	ago,	and	I	immediately	fell	in	love	with	this	beautiful	soul.	I	knew	his	
soul	was	battered	and	bruised	from	life’s	blows,	and,	yes,	I	most	definitely	picked	up		darkness,	
now	I	realise	it	was	his	depression,	all	along.		

My	attraction	to	his	intellect	and	his	sense	of	old-fashioned	honour	and	trustworthiness	
made	me	overlook	 the	darkness	 I	 originally	 picked	up.	 I	wanted	 to	build	 a	new	 life	with	 this	
honest,	open	man,	this	man	who	didn’t	hide	the	fact	he	was	at	a	low	with	his	career.		

We	became	so	 instantly	happy	and	 in	 love.	 I	 think	 I	would	 like	to	believe	 I	gave	him	a	
purpose	to	feel	good	for	a	while.	But	that	didn’t	mean	the	very	deep	depression	had	magically	
gone	away,	it	was	a	clinical,	biological	illness,	and	it	will	not	go	away	by	itself,		and	I	was	literally	
oblivious	to	the	depth	and	severity	of	this	illness.			

It	did	start	to	show	itself	in	moodiness	and	drinking	excessively	and	in	hindsight,	these	
were	all	symptoms	of	his	depression.		In	the	last	three	years	of	our	marriage	when	our	business	
was	basically	going	under	due	to	bad	business	decisions.	These	systems	were	extreme,	again	I	
suffer	the	guilt	of	not	being	more	in	tune.		

	I	now	know,	after	chatting	to	people	who	had	known	him	from	a	child	and	through	his	
teens,	he	was	a	troubled	soul	for	most	of	his	life.	Maybe	this	might	even	be	an	indication	of	a	
never	diagnosed	bipolar	condition.	He	obsessed	over	injustices,	and	the	news,	in	fact,	any	cause	
other	people	talked	about	lightly,	my	Phil	took	to	the	obsessive	level.	
		 Still,	I	feel	so	privileged	to	have	“taken	the	notes”	of	his	life,	and	to	have	shared	the	last	
ten	years	of	this	beautiful,	kind	gentle	man’s	life.	As	long	as	I	live,	I	will	keep	these	“life	notes”	
in	my	soul.	His	life	will	NOT	be	forgotten,	as	I	WILL	remember.		

Phil	 and	 I	 loved	 to	 travel,	 and	we	were	privileged	 to	 do	 a	 lot	 of	 incredible	 travel.	His	
passion	was	photography,	and	my	goodness,	was	he	talented.	We	travelled	to	India	and	China	
on	 numerous	 occasions,	 and	 he	would	 disappear	 into	 the	 bowels	 of	 these	 ancient,	 colourful	
cities	to	capture	the	most	beautiful	images.	Street	photography	was	his	passion.	This	was	Phil	at	
his	happiest.		

I	feel	blessed	to	be	left	with	his	work	to	share,	keep	on	my	walls,	or	sometimes	just	look	
at	on	the	computer	and	allow	myself	to	be	carried	back	to	those	incredibly	happy	times.	

	

									 	
Toni and Phil in front of the Taj Mahal                Toni and Phil in India 	
	
My	husband	was	a	rare	treasure	of	a	human	being,	and	nobody	will	ever	convince	me	

otherwise.	He	will	 remain	 in	my	soul	 for	the	rest	of	my	earth	 life	until	 I	can	 join	him	and	our	
souls	can	reunite.		



I	love	you,	Philip	Frederick	Botha,	with	my	whole	soul,	and	you	will	never	be	forgotten.	In	
your	honour,	I	will	begin	a	SOS	group	for	others	who	belong	to	this	so	exclusive	club	of	whom	no	
one,	ever,	wants	to	be	a	member.	If	you	are	reading	here	and	live	in	Johannesburg,	join	me,	and	
let’s	be	one	another’s	wounded	healers	on	our	new	journey	of	finding	new	meaning	in	a	life	that	
has	lost	so	much	of	its	previous	meaning.  

 


