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FIRST TOUR Eastern Province Katete Chadiza

In January 1958 | embarked on the Union Castle liner Durban Castle berthed
in George V docks, London. We sailed to Rotterdam then down the Channel
with a force nine easterly gale behind us to push us out into the Atlantic. On
day three the thrill of being driven forward by such an elemental force was
replaced by warm sunshine, late in the evening we docked at Las Palmas,
and walked along the quay under the palms enjoying the soft air. Then we
steamed south, crossing the equator for the first time I, among many who had
never crossed the Line, was properly inducted by King Neptune, lots of
shaving soap then into the pool. The next call was Ascension Island no
landing permitted and then St Helena where we anchored off shore but went
up the wooded mountain in an old bus to see Napoleon’s residence where he
was in exile. During the voyage | celebrated my 215t and with a group of
friends who | had met, we enjoyed a splendid party on deck until at midnight
the stern Master at Arms sent us off to our cabins, discipline even for
passengers was still strict in those days! Although leaning on the rail with a
companion looking at the phosphorescence in our wake reflecting in the
moonlight was permitted. Finally early one morning Table Mountain appeared
on the horizon. Cape Town remains one of the most beautiful cities in the
world, and to approach at dawn after eighteen days at sea is a vision that
cannot be surpassed. The light climbs over Table Mountain and illuminates
the buildings and the bay in shades of gold.

After we had docked several of us travelling north went to a hotel for two
nights to await the weekly train to Lusaka. Next morning | went up Table
Mountain on the cable car for the first time, a wonderful experience. Then next
day to the station to catch the train north, it left just after lunch and slowly
steamed through the wine lands and mountains of the Cape, next morning we
were in the desert of the Karoo, seemingly endless empty scrub. The line runs
through Botswana, then Bechuanaland, stopping frequently for water when
the train was surrounded by women and children selling curios and fruit. It
took three days to reach Bulawayo in the evening, where those going to
Salisbury had to change, we went on through the night and crossed the
Zambezi over the Victoria Falls in the morning, and very late that evening we
finally reached Lusaka, four days later and two thousand miles north!

After a day for some briefing, this was the first time | had been told my
destination, and shopping for essential kit. | was driven by Landrover the 400+
miles up the Great Eastern Road to Katete, gravel all the way, with an
overnight stop at a government rest house in the hills above the Luangwa
River. At Katete | met my district commissioner Tony Andrews, and his wife
June. His father had been DC Nazareth in the thirties and was murdered by
the Irgun, he features in Hugh Foot’s, Lord Caradon, autobiography as a
mentor to Hugh when he was a young cadet in Palestine. Tony was certainly
also a great teacher; my first challenge was to learn the local language,
Chinyanja, so after about four weeks when | was sent out on tour for aweek,



the messengers were all suddenly unable to speak English, | am sure they
had done so at the Boma, as the government office was called. | was sent to a
remote backward area of little importance on the edge of the Luangwua
escarpment, hilly, poor soil and very small villages. The only significance |
recall was viewing the remains of an ancient car which the chief had bought
many years earlier, it was alleged it never ran but was pulled by oxen. After
any tour a report was expected on the area visited, potential issues,
development possibilities and so forth, goodness knows what | submitted but
it must have been acceptable. The role of the District Messenger was critical
to the running of the administration. He was both the local policeman with
powers of arrest, the DC’s eyes and ears, and like the NCOs in the army was
used to break in new young DO’s. On tour | was totally reliant on him as guide
and mentor. Most had experience in the military some of ours having served
in Burma.

Katete was designated as a development district, there were about 10 to1l5
European staff on the station, a DC, 2 district officers plus agricultural and
other development staff in including the teaching staff for a trades school, the
headmaster was from Northern Ireland, by attitude and demeanour surely a
cousin of lan Paisley, although he had not come to public notice then. Most of
the married staff had three or four bedroom bungalows; | was allocated a
prefabricated house called a terrapin, set on stilts, which wobbled when you
stepped in, small but quite adequate for a bachelor. We had no electricity, just
Tilley lamps a wood stove, and a ‘Rhodesian boiler’ for hot water; that was
two 44 gallon drums built above a fire place and piped into the house. Cookie
would light the fire early in the morning, all mod cons in central Africa! If | had
a fridge it would have been run on paraffin.

Volcanic out crops, kopjes in local parlance, were a major feature in the
Eastern Province and Katete District was dominated by this magnificent
mount, Chipili Hill, a northern extension of the range that runs along the
eastern edge of Africa. It was on the border with Mozambique, | never had the
chance to climb it but it was widely believed to have sacred significance to the
local Chewa people. As the photo suggests the area was quite densely
populated and cultivated. The area across the border was very sparsely
populated, the old men told me it was because of the manner of Portuguese
rule.



The next few months were spent on a variety of mainly practical tasks,
supervising the building of a new prison, clearing roads and building drifts, a
local term for a ford with a level concrete base. One enjoyable project was
running the Katete Show, an annual event to highlight progress and sell
development messages. Great fun as some ten thousand villagers came for
the day, all chewing sugar cane as a snack; the residue spat out was a deep
mulch across the ground. One innovation | created, at the instigation of one of
the messengers, Ayenella, was to build a snake pit. He caught the snakes |
just supervised the construction. He belonged to a special sect the Vinyau,
with knowledge of herbs and potions which he used to calm the snakes. The
week before the show there was much excitement when he came in with a
black mamba. | have never seen anything so evil looking; fortunately it died as
he said he had given it too much ‘mutti’, medicine. | was much relieved as the
prospect of such a dangerous creature was quite frightening.



It was shortly after the show, probably at Ayenella’s instigation that we had an
invitation to witness a dance ceremony in one of the villages. We arrived after
dark and could hear the drumming as soon as we got out of the Landrover. It
was a Vinyau dance, we sat on logs around a cleared area and soon the
masked dancers started, soon men and women joined in and the hypnotic
rhythms began to dominate. They were very powerful, it was alleged that any
adultery claim at such an event would not be substantiated under customary
law, understandable in the atmosphere that evening. By the time we left a
goodly number were dancing with great energy and enthusiasm, you got the
impression it might go on all night. The more common dance locally was the
Chimtali, positively tame in comparison.

By October the temperature had climbed well into the thirties, rain was due
usually in November and it steadily grew hotter and more humid. One lunch
time | was sitting in my terrapin when | was summoned to the prison building
site; | was in charge of the project which involved making several thousand
bricks, we had finished the dormitory blocks and were starting on the external
wall. All the prisoners had been taken ill!

There was a mission hospital about four miles away so | drove there to see
the prisoner builders sitting in the shade of a tree, looking rather green and
vomiting frequently. The mission doctor stood nearby with a text book in hand;
‘The first time | have ever seen such clear evidence of arsenical poisoning’,



was his comment. My plea was for action, but he assured me nature would
take its course, which of course it did. The footings for the prison wall had
been treated with sulphate of arsenic to deter white ants, and the builders had
drunk from the same bucket without bothering to rinse it first! The significance
of the event was twofold; firstly this happened a few weeks after the publicity
about ‘atrocities’ at the Hola Mau Mau detention camp in Kenya, and secondly
this was the first time | had been in charge of the station for the day so my
career could have been ended there and then!

Much of the work of the station was the supervision of the local Native
Authority, run by the chiefs and elders; our job was to audit the accounts on a
regular basis. Very boring, sitting in a smelly mud built office checking receipts
for licences, which frequently did not add up. These discussions became
easier as my knowledge of the language improved and | passed my exams,
basic and higher. Other tours of the villages followed, as Katete was a
development station we had several areas where farmers were following
guidance from the Agricultural specialists in improved techniques, manuring,
crop rotation and so forth, grain prices were high at the time and were making
a good living.

We had a local co-op which bought the produce for shipment down to Lusaka,
the manager was Peter Matoka , good company with his wife Grace, many
years later he was appointed Zambian High Commissioner in London. Two of
us used to visit them of an evening to play chess and cards and they made us
most welcome, although they were not socially accepted by most of the
European staff.

Katete was only 40 miles from the Luangua Valley and | enjoyed several
weekend trips down to the game reserves, staying in the game camps and
walking with the rangers to view game quite scary when you walk up to a
rhino hiding under a tree.On one occasion | went down with our local road
foreman Jani Scheepers, a typical Afrikaner but close to the land, We slept in
the open near the river and caught a very large catfish, perhaps 50lIbs; after
landing it was tethered by a wire through its gills; it just lay in the water, in the
evening as it cooled the fish made a jerk, sapped the steel trace and was
away. By this time Tony Andrews had left on leave and a new DC called Beck
had taken over. He was a strange guy, drove an ancient Rolls Royce, was
very intense and could not understand why | enjoyed a beer with Jani, who
was considered to be reactionary and a bad South African influence.

Jani did have the last word however; he woke me up at 6am, one morning, his
greeting was ‘Hey man the natives are marching on the Boma, you must get
up. ( not his precise words | might say). So | drove out about five miles down
the Great East Road and came upon a group of African men walking along
towards the Boma with guns on their shoulders. What Jani had failed to tell
me was one of our District Messengers brought up the rear, he had arrested
them for failing to pay their gun licences. We piled the muzzle loaders into the
back of the vanette and shortly the men came into the Boma to pay their dues.
A typical days work for one of our district messengers.



How sad that that story could never be repeated in today’s Africa where
AK47s are more prevalent than muzzle loaders. In retrospect these two
stories of Jani and the Matokas illustrate how conflicted race relations were.
The consensus was that | was starting a long career; my experience of
Ghanaian independence was dismissed as irrelevant!

One particular aspect of Katete was the residue of a farming community
established many years earlier in the days before the building of the railway
when Fort Jamieson, now Chipapa, was the gateway to the territory.

The most interesting character was a formidable lady called Mrs Jerominsky,
whose farm grew the most delicious oranges | have ever tasted. The farm was
started by her husband before the First World War; he combined elephant
hunting in the dry season and farming in the rains. The story goes that he
pined for a wife, so after the war consulted a catalogue, marked his preferred
choice and then walked down to Dar es Salaam to meet the boat. There was
a mix up, but he married the girl who had come and they walked back to the
farm, about 500+ miles. By now most of the dry season had passed so she
was left alone to run the farm while he went down the Luangua for his
elephants. She survived long after he had died and entertained us with her
fabulous oranges in her Victorian parlour. She always wore a cotton dress, a
heavy leather belt with an enormous bunch of keys, and surrounded by a pack
of mangy dogs, mostly wounded by leopards that lived in the hills, or by
baboons that raided the farm. She ran the farm alone with her son and when
later the farms were taken over by the government moved down to Southern
Province. There were one or two other farmers in the district, one kindly wife,
a Mrs Van Wyck, gave me a lift to Lusaka, when | had a short break. As we
sped across a wide dambo, maybe a mile across, she said ‘crossing that
dambo took four days when she journeyed up for the first time in the1920s .
Then it was well maintained gravel road now tarmac all the way.

| spent two weekends at Lundazi where the Castle Hotel served as the
Government Rest House; a splendid building with service and cuisine to
match, built in the depression 1931/32 in the style of a medieval castle by a
DC as a work project to inject cash into the local economy, allegedly using his
own funds. A beautiful area and my preferred next posting; however | went to
Chadiza instead. This was a tiny station on the Nyasaland border, now
Malawi. This was a very poor district away from the main Great East Road.
The DC was Bill Oliver, a delightful protestant Irishman, great company with
equal capacity for the booze. We were only three European families and me,
but it was quite an enjoyable posting. The duties were the same as at Katete,
touring and a mix on office work and limited development, | do remember we
were putting a water supply into a primary school, had built a water tower and
were installing the supply, a three inch pipe. The day | visited the children had
managed to snap this pipe; | was furious and suggested they all be punished,
he was more tolerant and put it down to high spirits.

One visit by the Rhodesian army turned out to be fun; firstly they did a fly past
with a Canberra bomber at low level, designed by the Federal Government to
impress the local population, it certainly terrified me. Then the army platoon



challenged me and my district messengers to take them on a night exercise.
Many of the messengers were former askaris who had served in the Burma
Campaign. | guess we did not play fair when we slipped over a hill attacked
from the rear, undefended, disabling the army vehicles ‘borrowing their rotor
arms’! | gathered they were not amused by being out witted by a national
service lieutenant. This was my last day in Chadiza so they took revenge and
emptied my drinks cupboard before leaving.

| remember well Christmas there, spent mainly in the pool of a local
agriculture station. Quite a crowd had come in including a White Father, a
member of a catholic order focussed on Africa who did not take a vow of
poverty. He was e enjoying himself with us until about four pm he looked at
his watch and said he must be off; he was riding his small motorbike about 50
miles down into the Luangwa Valley to a small village where he was expected
to take communion, he had no kit or food, and would be dependent on the
village. His ability to move from the affluence of our European society to level
with the African villagers still amazes me today; it is a rare gift.

The provincial headquarters was Fort Jameson, now Chipapa, fifty miles
away. This little town had a long history as it was in many ways the foundation
of Northern Rhodesia. The early pioneers came through Nyasaland then
walked across the Luangwa valley to open up the Copper Belt long before the
railway from the south was built. The airport was there, serviced by elderly
Dakotas; as | sat awaiting take-off, a chap wearing a gabardine raincoat sitting
in an aisle seat suddenly got up walked to the front saying,” Well if no one else
is going to do it | had better take this old crate back to Lusaka’, and off we
flew.

| was summoned to Fort Jameson for two events; a visit by the Monkton
Commission which was to decide on the future of the Federation was the most
memorable. The African population in Northern Rhodesia and Nyasaland had
always opposed the Federation, hence the display of military might |

described earlier. | was told to man the bar for an evening reception for the
noble Lord Monckton. No problem as | set out the drinks and glasses, until

as | picked up an ice bucket, my hand touched the cold glass, a loud
explosion followed; a policeman carrying a machine gun jumped through the
window, the DC arrived in his braces, all very exciting not like our quiet bush
life.

Later | was called to help with the Queen Mothers visit but that was for me low
key, | cannot even remember what | had to do.

Whilst at Chadiza | was sent to the government training centre outside Lusaka
for a development course, | must have done all right because | was then put
forward for promotion to District Officer at the end of my first three year tour. It
was early in 1960 that | flew home for my first leave; from Lusaka to
Brazzaville, then Kano in Nigeria, where | spent a week with Jack Aspden in
Kaduna where the regiment was based, then Kano, Rome London, where we
disembarked into the line of prefabs, temporary buildings as the airport
terminals had yet to be built. After a few days back at Orchards | travelled to
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Germany, picked up a new VW from the factory at Wolfsburg, | remember it
cost £299!

The first trip was north to Hamburg where the Coles family were living, after a
few days there the car went in for its first service, a most impressive affair, a
line of about eight bays, in the first a team of white coated technicians
marched in taking parts off, into the second repeat performance and so on
until the last bay when the foreman took my precious car and drove round the
park at outrageous speed, back into another bay for further attention, when
finally it was declared acceptable. After Hamburg | drove south to Austria,
Innsbruck then Vienna for some fabulous Mozart, returning to UK after a
lengthy stay on the continent and over a thousand miles in the car.

SECOND TOUR Bancroft Solwezi Lusaka

It was late in 1960 when | went back to Northern Rhodesia for my second
tour. This time | sailed from Southampton on a mail boat, so only a two week
journey, not the magic of that first sea voyage. | had to go Southampton early
for my new VW to be loaded and | had also bought a hunting rifle which had
been delivered directly to the boat. The mail boats sailed directly to Cape
Town. No leisurely stops as on the first trip.

Arrival at Cape Town was quite hilarious, the rifle which | had not seen was in
a wooden crate, this had to be opened, and then the customs officer started to
march the porters up and the down the baggage hall at the point of the rifle
which he lovingly caressed. Bearing in mind there were several hundred
passengers waiting to clear customs, this was not widely appreciated. ‘You
will need this up there lad’ was the comment. Such was South African humour
in the sixties!

The crate was stowed in the VW once it was off loaded and | started the long,
four days, 2500 miles drive, north to Bancroft on the Copperbelt, where | was
welcomed by the DC and his wife, Roy and Ishbell Stokes. Roy had many
years of experience as a DC having come out to NR in 1940 on an armed
merchant ship which docked at Lobito Bay, and thence by train through
Angola. This line was destroyed in the civil wars in the 1970s and has never
reopened. He told the story of how he was trained to man the one gun
mounted on the prow and had to stand watch, on one occasion opening fire
on a ‘submarine’ surfacing near the vessel; it was a whale, and he missed!

Before settling in to Bancroft, now a fledgling District Officer, | was summoned
to meet the Senior Provincial Commissioner, James Murray at Ndola.
Politically it was a sensitive time; Roy Welensky was talking about
independence for Southern Rhodesia, there were rumours about the RAF
assembling in Kenya, and many Europeans in the community and on the
mines had sympathies with Rhodesia / South Africa, so | was quizzed about
my loyalties to the Crown. | had to explain that as an army officer they should
not be in doubt, this convinced Mr Murray.



11

Bancroft was the smallest of the mining towns, with a European population of
over 2000; it had all the mod cons of modern living, running water, electricity,
and a thriving town centre with shops, chemist, banks and so forth. The
United Reformed Church of NR, run by a Canadian Minister, Eric Read was
close by. This was my first experience of urban life in Africa; the mines were
vital to the country’s economy and our prime role was to ensure the economy
prospered. It was very different to life as a DO in the bush; mostly paperwork,
with limited visits to the mine township where the African workers lived.
Shortly after arriving at Bancroft, it was the long Easter weekend, | drove the
seven hundred miles back to Katete to collect my dog Spooks, a little black
mongrel.

A few weeks later we had a new Labour Officer appointed to join our team.
Richard McVean, he was a great social asset, not only for his company but
also because he had a bright red Sunbeam Alpine, open top two seater,
which we enjoyed on the smooth tarmac roads of the Copperbelt ,travelling to
the sophisticated night club in Kitwe, a different world for me but great fun
while it lasted. After a few months Richard was called to take part in an
Inquiry into working conditions on the mines, and was then headhunted to join
Anglo American, the mining company in Salisbury. We were all naturally very
envious. Salisbury was seen as the epitome of civilised living! However
unknown to me at the time Richard was in the future to play a major role in my
life.

The mining company housing was on a small hill with the general manager’s
house on top with the other manager’s houses descending in rank order. One
evening the DC was invited to drinks and | was in his party. The reception was
held in the manager’s lounge, the floor was tiled in green malachite,
stunningly beautiful, with a view to match. The mine had a hospital run by Dr
Namalonga, if | remember his name correctly. He was from Barotseland, had
been trained in Durban and spoke with great fondness of his time there as a
student. None of the usual horror stories of the South African police but typical
relations between medics and police. | was a frequent visitor to his house,
where his wife and family made me most welcome. Another experience in
Bancroft was a trip down the mine. The major problem was excess water, the
mine had been closed previously and if the pumps stopped the mine would
flood again. So having been kitted out down | went down with one of the staff.
It was not pleasant, hot, wading through water a foot deep. | was pleased to
come up after a few hours, even more pleased never to have to repeat the
experience.

Another social attraction was the theatre in Chingola, a much larger mining
town a few miles away which had a theatre. Not only did they mount high
standard amateur productions but they hosted visiting touring companies.
One, from South Africa was Ipi Tombi, an exciting production of sophisticated
African dancing, great fun, it was later developed and moved to London where
it had a good run.

Bancroft had another local disused mine, Konkolla, which | believe has since
been reopened; it was a bit spooky like an old Cornish tine mine. . A few miles
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further on was the Congo border, the great exodus of Belgians had been the
previous year but there was little activity at that time. Then a rumour began of
a new African exodus, so off | was sent in our little vanette with a couple of
messengers to establish the facts. We picked up the Congolese border guard
and drove on a few miles before we were stopped by a rifle toting guy wearing
military gear, | noticed both my messengers were as white as me, it was a
new experience to have a rifle pointed at you! The border guard was in the
back, his protestations highly voluble; but all was well although we failed to
find any evidence of potential refugees.

At Bancroft there was no court work, this was handled by visiting resident
magistrates, but to prepare me for my next posting | was sent to Ndola for a
week to train with a senior magistrate. | had to sit with him as the evidence
was heard, and then write a judgement on what was presented. He would
then read this, comment and allow me to read his own findings. It reminded
me of lessons at school on writing precis. At this time there was a United
Nations Inquiry into the Dag Hammarskjold air crash; he was the UN
Secretary General involved in a peace process during the first Congo war,
when his plane crashed whilst trying to land at Ndola airport. There had been
much rumour and even today controversy remains over the cause but the final
conclusion was conveniently recorded as pilot error.

After a year in Bancroft | was posted out to the North Western Province to
Solwezi, the provincial headquarters, a total change of environment. Our
district offices adjoined those of the Provincial Commissioner, a fierce ex
Indian Army officer with a tendency to raise his voice; however, he was well
matched by his secretary, a former army wife well versed in such matters with
a controlled deafness when necessary.

Solwezi was 100 miles northwest of the Copperbelt on a reasonable gravel
road, laterite was the local term, but difficult in the rains. The district bordered
the Congo for many miles. There was a substantial European population, a
police station and a few traders, but none of the urban facilities as in Bancroft.

My main memory of touring in Solwezi was of visiting the part of the district
that covered the Kafue headwaters. The Kafue was the most important river in
NR providing water to both the Copperbelt, and then downstream to Lusaka.
Most villages had been moved out of the area years before, but we had to
patrol to ensure no significant area of cultivation had been cleared, which
would result in silting and contamination of the river. An early ecological
project before the term had been invented! My memories of those tours were
of mud, rain, cold nights in camp, and humping my bicycle through muddy
dambos, marshy stream beds, favoured for dry season cultivation, but very
damaging from an environmental point of view.
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The word touring has implications of a gentle progression; this picture gives a
more accurate view. Not much sign of a path! There were also no maps. The
chief’s area you were designated to tour was more a social construct than a
defined geographical area, although there might be certain rivers or hills as
boundaries. The senior messenger decided the route, and off you went
cycling, or in some areas walking from village to village, although here in the
Kafue Headwaters there were very few, until you reached the point where the
bearers had been sent to make up the next camp. In retrospect it
demonstrated our faith in these men.

Another problem on tour was catering, | took my cook with me, but bush
catering was a different skill set. For instance, bread was made by digging a
hole, filling it with live coals from the fire, then raking them out, inserting dough
in a tin with a piece of metal on top covered by more burning embers,
sometimes fine but always gritty!

Travelling by road was also not always easy going either, this scene was just
prior to the first election arranging for some documents to be delivered to a
local chief by his Kapasu, or local police.
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This picture was taken by the Information Department, perhaps to show some
of the difficulties.

After a few months the DC left and | was put in charge. There were regular
court sessions which | had to take, mostly minor misdemeanours for which |
was authorised to impose a maximum of eighteen months in prison, more
usually one or two months. One case did cause me some emotional stress;
this was when the European son of a local trader stole a beat up car from a
local chief. He appealed my decision and the case was referred to a senior
magistrate on where he got off because the victim could not identify the parts
stolen. The bit that catches flies was not considered a proper legal definition.
However the young man had an expensive learning experience, having to pay
for a solicitor to avoid conviction, perhaps justice triumphed in spite of the
law?
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Solwezi had a long tradition of mineral riches; this shows the traditional
method of smelting copper to make little crosses, these were used as
currency before the colonial era. Since Independence new mines have been

During my stay in Solwezi the Congo / Katanga was fairly quiet; the border
was a line on the map but not clearly marked on the ground. There were
markers by the gravel road but nothing else. One track we used on tour
weaved across the border as the ground conditions demanded. My
messengers regularly patrolled the area, one report read sadly, ‘| saw some
human bones eaten by animals, a refugee who did not arrive’. We did have
one visit from Paramount Chief Mwatiamva form the Congo, which caused
some nervousness, would he import the anarchy over the border. In the event
all went well, he arrived with some ceremony, presented me with a gift of a
vicious panga in a leather scabbard, met the local chiefs and departed.
Whatever their allegiance in the past common-sense reigned.

The UN peacekeepers changed on a routine, at New Year it was the Irish with
the Rhodesian Army on our side, | did not go to visit but was given to understand



16

that in order to observe the no-fraternising rule, a tent was pitched on the border
with a rope down the middle, for New Year celebrations! The next nationality to
take over were the Ethiopians, the story was that they were ‘disciplined to
ferocity’. | never went to meet them.

Later that year the Regimental Band came to beat the retreat on our football
ground, they were in full dress uniform and the ceremony was much enjoyed
by a large crowd. In the evening their dance band played for us, the ladies
prepared a fine meal, and we took over the DC’s spacious house for the
event. Very enjoyable until the end when the army driver tried to collect the
band in a three ton truck; two problems, he was drunk and the road to the
house too narrow, never mind they left in the morning.

One of the delights of Solwezi was the Club. It had various sports facilities, but
its main function was the bar; well patronised by the residents. These included
a Jesuit mission, the bishop’s secretary was a young Irishman, we spent one
evening together, a hazy memory probably best forgotten.

At this time we had the first election on a very limited suffrage. | was in charge
of a polling station in the South of the district, at a rest camp used for touring.
There were only 20/30 voters who all turned up early in the morning, so that
bit was easy, the law was for the poll to be open until five, so with the river
less than a hundred yards down the hill I could spend the rest of the day
fishing.

The first moves towards independence were beginning and one project,
encouraged by the new PC John Davies, was to try and persuade the local
chiefs to think about some form of local council. Several days of convoluted
discussions followed. They did not want to lose their authority, UNIP, The
United Independence Party were becoming quite active in the district and
were seen as a threat to traditional values. It was hard to try and sell a
democratic line a very alien concept to traditional rulers. We did eventually
reach some agreement, | was disappointed but John Davies was
complementary, it was a good first step he said.

By October of 1963 | was beginning to think of plans for my long leave due in
February 1964, sailing home up the East Coast of Africa, a trip to Israel and
maybe time to learn to ski. Then came a summons to move to Lusaka. My
replacement had arrived but there was no word of what | was to do next. | duly
packed up my kit and drove down to be told | was to join a team managing the
first ever general election. Quite an exciting project, but | was allocated a
single room in the Government Hostel, a bit of a come down from my large
house in Solwezi, That evening | rang Richard McVean who | knew had
moved from Salisbury to Lusaka, ‘come round for dinner’ were his first words.
Little did I know that Pam would be there and my life would change for ever.
Richard had married Frances in Salisbury and they were living in a pleasant
house rented by Anglo American; he was working as the PA to the Personnel
Director, Pam was the secretary.
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Government had fixed at date in February for the election on universal
franchise, it was now October, and we had to deliver. We were a team of two
Richard Marsh in charge and me, and given office space in a ‘tower block’,
Lusaka’s only one, just four stories tall. There were many challenges,
registration of voters was in train in the districts, but changes in procedure
demanded by politicians caused some headaches. The biggest was the
decision to use not just one ballot box per station but one per candidate, so
we needed several hundred extra boxes. By good fortune | found a small
engineering factory in Lusaka run by an Afrikaner lady who could meet the
specification and deliver on schedule. Next the ink used to mark voter’s
thumbs was not off loaded at Beira, an anxious wait until the arrival of the
consignment was confirmed at Dar es Salaam and could be flown down to
Lusaka. All was top priority prior to Independence; our office was allowed to
use the Government flight to do a circuit of the bush stations to deliver vital
documents. Great fun flying in a small plane and seeing the country from
above, once | had gained confidence, my assurance was the Australian pilot
had a wife and children and intended to get home safely.

Whilst all was happening | could meet Pam most evenings and by Christmas
we had become engaged, the official story is that it was on a picnic by the
Kafue with the McVeans as he was celebrating the successful launch of a
boat he had built. Proposing on the banks of the Kafue makes for a romantic
story, but love confuses memory.

The election went well, so my long leave could begin in February. Leaving
Pam at work in Lusaka, | flew down to Salisbury to be vetted by Pam’s
mother, there is evidence she was quite worried, and her close family friends
before catching the train to Beira in Mozambiqgue to join the Europa, an Italian
ship bound for Venice. Fortunately | knew nothing of Italian ships, it was just
going the right way at the right time; but it was many days before we had a
lifeboat drill; the access to the tourist deck was one narrow staircase, and with
a large numbers of large Italian mamas dressed all in black, not a happy
prospect. It sank a few years later in the Indian Ocean.

With those minor reservations it was an exciting voyage, first port was Dar
then Mombasa where HMS Ark Royal was anchored; a platoon of marines
had quelled a mutiny in Tanzania a few days earlier, then Aden for some
shopping, still a free port. As we went through the Suez Canal | went to Cairo
for the museums and the pyramids. Final destination was Venice on a grey
cold March morning, then train to Paris and across the Channel home. That
year was an early Easter and Pam flew in to join me on the Saturday. A
gaggle of relatives came to visit on Easter Monday as we huddled round the
fire at Orchards. No sympathy was shown to tropical flowers. Brits are tough,
was the message, followed by ‘What are you going to do about South Africa’!
It was not until the end of that first week of April that the daytime temperature
rose above zero. Warm winter coats took priority over buying engagement
rings.

English weather, being as ever totally unpredictable, a glorious spring
followed; we drove north to see Uncle Dudley and Meg at Southport then
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down to Devon and Cornwall. My leave was interrupted by a summons to
attend the Zambian Independence Conference at Marlborough House; | was
put in the Green Park Hotel and given a generous subsistence allowance
which paid for Pam’s hotel. The duties were not onerous; mainly to ensure the
right papers were given to the Zambian delegates to read, Sir Evelyn Hone
our Governor and other civil servants collected theirs from the pigeon holes.
Every night we went to a show or concert, and Pam had plenty of time to tour
Oxford Street for her trousseau. However it did provide an insight into the
workings of the British Government; Duncan Sandys presided as
Commonwealth Secretary, he was much feared / respected but left to sort out
a problem in Aden. The impetus for the talks was when is he due back? The
British civil servants clearly had little or no interest in the peoples of Zambia,
priorities were 1, how would it be viewed in the UN, 2 in the House, and 3 in

Zambia, af‘t'er all they were paid by the British taxpayers.
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Before we left in May my parents hosted a family party at Orchards, on the
lawn under beautiful cherry blossom, Pam was looking her best as we
celebrated our engagement with those relatives who would not be able to
come to the wedding. Then on the Comet we flew south, celebrations had
continued such that somewhere between Rome and Khartoum whilst walking
down the aisle to attend a call of nature | slid to the floor. Pam was a trifle
suspicious when the air hostess continued to ask after my welfare for the rest
of the flight! We landed in Lusaka and Pam was back to the office to tell her
boss that it would not be long before she would be leaving.

THIRD TOUR Mumbwa - Broken Hill - UK
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On arrival in Lusaka | was told | was posted to Mumbwa; for us an ideal
posting, only two hours’ drive from town, so easy to nip in to make
arrangements for the wedding, though these mostly fell on Pam’s shoulders
as she had access to telephones, the line to Mumbwa were erratic at best,
although we did have a police radio link to Provincial HQ at Broken Hill.

Mumbwa was an interesting district, then about 40,000 people spread over
8,000 square miles, situated in the Kafue Hook where the river does a huge U
bend. To the north it was controlled tsetse country along the river, to the west
the Kafue National Park, and to the south the Kafue flats a large area of
alluvial flood plain. In the north was a concession originally set aside for
potential mining / farming, but never developed. There was one tobacco
farmer, Geoff Wedekin, remaining, and also curiously a convent, miles from
any villages. The nuns were very hospitable, the Mother superior served tea
off Wedgewood china in a Victorian parlour. A few miles north on the river
bank was an American Lutheran missionary couple they lived in austere
surroundings in isolation from most of the villages.

Mumbwa Boma was on the main road from Lusaka to Mongu, the capital of
Barotseland situated on the Zambezi a couple of hundred miles to the west.
To the south of the road were three more mission stations, closest was the
Methodists, well established with a school and church, very English, make do
and mend, no pretensions. A few miles further was another American
Lutheran group who lived in rather different style, airstrip and plane and air-
conditioned vehicles, no shortage of funds there. Even further down on the
Kafue flats another American couple lived in a luxurious bungalow which we
visited, Pam long dreamed of having such a superb fitted kitchen. In a
relatively small area four versions of Christianity, what did an animist villager
make of it all?

The township, several mainly Indian owned shops catering for the locals in the
adjacent housing area was separated from the government offices by a grass
airstrip. There was a small hotel run by Jukes Curtis, who also ran a transport
business, with his wife Sue, a Kenyan lady who kept a pet cheetah, Puru.
They also had a small swimming pool which we used in the hot weather.

Shopping for Pam was not easy a hundred miles out in the bush; perishables
came weekly in a cool box on the bus. We never had problems, meat was
cheap, sometimes we had a whole fillet of beef, it cost a pound! Hard goods
we bought on our visits to Lusaka and were kept in a large locked cupboard in
the dining room. Inevitably the key was lost one day; not to worry says
Kapatula the cook, ‘Just shake it and kick it so’, it opened. It was only when
we returned to UK that we learnt that two people do not drink a pound of tea in
a month! How many were we feeding?

The Boma was nearby and the district prison a few hundred yards away. One
previous DC had planted a citrus orchard behind the office, which produced a
regular supply of grapefruit, there might have been oranges as well but these
were all nicked before we could pick them. The DC’s house was quite old,
relatively small, only two bedrooms but with a guest cottage, all surrounded by
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mature trees mainly mangoes. The well-established garden included lemons,
pawpaw and guava bushes, it faced the airstrip surrounded by frangipani

trees, poinsettias and bougainvillea, and a large flame of the forest tree, all in
all a very pleasant situation.

When | arrived there was a district officer, John Theakstone, but he was
transferred elsewhere quite soon. | do remember one evening we both went
out to view an elephant that had been shot near the Boma by a Game
Warden. Probably it had been devastating the villagers’ fields. It was a sad
sight; the locals were beginning to butcher the carcass, but the scale of the
body was most repellent. More intimate wild life around the house was the
bush babies that lived in the mango trees. They had a noisy social life,
courtship necessitated much screaming as they bounced across our
corrugated iron roof; then a few weeks later it was time for the kids to leave
home, again a very noisy process.

The villagers in the district belonged in the main to the Kaonda tribe, to the
north population densities were low, the soil was poor, tsetse flies inhibited the
keeping of cattle, but to the south soils were richer, where many Mashona
people from Southern Rhodesia had settled. As is frequently the norm,
immigrant communities tend to show more initiative than the locals, many had
tractors and made a good living from farming. Not surprisingly these tractors
and trailers used to transport produce into market in Lusaka broke down
frequently, and were then abandoned, making driving at night rather
hazardous. As | have mentioned earlier one of the strengths of our district
administration throughout NR was the District Messenger team who proudly
show off their long service badges as they parade here outside the offices.
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One of the delights of Mumbwa was that | did not have to have to take regular
court sessions; a resident magistrate came out form Lusaka when necessary
to hear any cases. We were now only a few months before Independence so
it was a sensitive time, but poaching was on the increase and my messengers
were kept busy. One evening they caught the American consul with a warthog
in his car. He was highly embarrassed, | took no action beyond confiscating
the carcass, but he was worried! | kept a leg which tasted delicious, the chaps
enjoyed the rest. To illustrate the scale of the illegal trade, after a few weeks
we ended up with seven 3 ton trucks full of bush meat, so the prisoners lived
well for a while on the fruits of their crimes.

Then in June Pam contracted mumps; very dangerous for young men who
had not had the disease in childhood. | stayed well clear until she was
declared clear of infection and could come out for convalescence. | was
banished to the spare room, all doors securely closed and our next wildlife
episode began. The mouse or mice that used to roam the house each evening
were frustrated and started to noisily nibble a path under the obstacles. Now it
was mid-winter, the concrete floors icy to my bare feet, but action was
demanded. | failed to make a kill, until one night filling a hot water bottle, half a
kettle full of hot water in the other hand, the mouse ran under my feet and got
away.

The wedding had been set for 15" August, all arrangements made; Pam'’s
boss was also a director of the Ridgeway Hotel, their staff were directed to
provide the necessary, whilst the reception was to be held at his new house.
He was working on a government salary commission at the time so called for
my file to ensure his secretary was marrying a man with good prospects!

Whilst our personal plans were coming to fruition, an insurrection had been
taking place 500 miles to the north in Northern Province. A self-styled
prophetess Alice Lenshina had visions and her Lumpa followers had violent
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confrontations with the police and army causing considerable loss of life.
Finally she had been captured with her husband, and on Tuesdayl4th August
| was informed my prison would be her place of detention. All the prisoners
and the confiscated lorries were taken away, and on Thursday Alice arrived in
a plane marked Zambian Air Force, two months prior to Independence!

L * 4 |

Together with my Messengers | was on the airstrip to welcome her; there was
quite a crowd of onlookers; top brass from Lusaka including unbeknown to me
the press. This resulted in me being headlined on the front page of the
Northern News next morning, Friday 14" August, causing great consternation
to Pam, her mother and my parents gathering for our wedding the following
day!




SAFETY AT
LAST —IN
JAIL

‘By a Northern News Special
Representative

MUMBWA, Thursday.

HE NRAF Pembroke carrying

Alice Lenshina to the remote

village of Mumbwa today seemed

perilously close to overshooting

the airstrip. Up to the last minute,

it srelemed that the plane would
crash. :

But it landed safely and tHat was
the last time 40-year-old L.enshina
—whose followers' have spread ter-
ror throughout the Northern and
Eastern Provinces for a month—
will come close to danger for a
long time.

She and her immediate family
—husband, son-in-law and two
young children—are in the small

but extremely well-guarded jail
here, for their own safety. :

And nobody knows when they
will get out.

BEWILDERED

Alighting from the Pembroke,
Alice looked somewhat bewildered.
Whatever the uneducated peasant
woman was expecting, she was
obviously not prepared for the
reception she received.

The chief of CID in Northern
Rhodesia, Assistant Police Com-
missioner Dennis Brockwell, helped
the plump “prophetess” from the
aircraft with a touch of old-world
courtesy. 3

Then the District Commissioner,
Mr. Tony Noel, walked out to meet
her, and his district messengers
stood smartly to attention.

The crowd that had quickly
gathered stared rather dis-
appointedly to see that the near-
legendary Lenshina looked like
thousands of other matronly Afri-
can women, but showed no
haostilitv.
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The headline was HER WORRIES
ARE OVER. Pam was not quite so
sure,nothaving heard from me for
several days.

Having settled Alice, her husband and
two small children into the prison, |
spoke with the Provincial
Commissioner, who told me to go off
for my wedding, his next words were
‘Where is the key for the boat?’ a
twelve foot metal dingy with outboard
which we kept on the Kafue.

| then drove into Lusaka, initially to the
VW garage where | exchanged my
green model for a new blue one, and
then to meet Pam, who was much
relieved to see me.

That evening we had a family dinner
arranged by Pam’s mother for all
involved in the wedding celebrations;
my parents and cousin Janet, family
and friends from Salisbury, including
Elspeth Lawrence and her parents,
and several others, a splendid affair.
That night | was to stay in the Lusaka
Hotel on Cairo Road until the
ceremony on the Saturday afternoon.
The morning passed in a whirl but
eventually | was delivered to the
Church on time by Mark Sheldrake,
who | had met in Katete where he was
doing VSO, as the best man, he had
travelled from Shesheke in
Barotseland by boat and train to be
there. The wedding was conducted by
Rev J Fields at the Methodist Church
on the Ridgeway just below the
Cathedral, the service began with the
Hymn, Praise my Soul, now sung at all
our family events; whilst we signed the
register Elspeth who had been at
school with Pam sang, How Blessed
are the Feet, from Handel’'s Messiah.

We were about 40 guests in all, who
then drove the short distance to
Dennis Etheridge’s house for the

reception in his garden, fortunately it was a pleasant warm evening, Dudley
Lawrence spoke, he had known Pam since childhood and | mumbled a few
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words of thanks to all. We were spending our first night together at the
Ridgeway Hotel, but were so tired that we did not go into dinner. In retrospect
it might be that the four dozen bottles of South African ‘champagne’ for 40
guests could have been a factor.

The next morning we drove to Livingstone to spend our honeymoon at the
Victoria Falls Hotel. As we drove out of the car park we noticed a green VW
identical to my old car daubed with streamers and so forth, there was no other
wedding in town that day, so someone was mightily embarrassed! At Victoria
Falls we spent an idyllic week, one evening meeting Mark and Jan in the
middle of the bridge as we took an after dinner stroll.
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Then all too soon we had to drlve back to Mumbwa to entertain my parents
who had been spending time touring in in the mountains of Southern
Rhodesia. They had yet to experience real Africa. Now our generator had
been moved to the prison, we had only Tilley lamps and candles; the
woodstove which went out after dinner was cooked, a bit tricky when late
evening cups of tea were requested. We picked them up in Lusaka and drove
the hundred miles home, about two hours, but their first experience of gravel
roads. Next morning mother woke up with a headache, ‘I need to see a
doctor’. Fine we will drive back to Lusaka and arrange it, ‘Not along that awful
road’, she got better quickly, but so it went on for a difficult fortnight. One day
we drove them up to the National Park to look at game another day was spent




25

on the Kafue in our little boat. Mother was in a constant state of terror but
Father got confident and wanted close ups of hippos; he could not
comprehend how dangerous they could be. | think they enjoyed the
experience in retrospect, but they found coping with the dust difficult on the
bush roads. They flew home on the ‘school flight’ surrounded by children
returning to boarding school in early September. They took many mixed
memories of NR home to Orchards.

Then it was back to the routines, Alice was settled in the prison with her
family, and district affairs continued with little change; however we did have a
prison officer to manage the place, one less job for my messengers.

)
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| had several chats with Alice, her husband Petros, and her children,
seemingly such ordinary villagers; it was hard to imagine the power and
authority she had wielded. Yet the fatalities were a reality, over 500. | remain
convinced that the situation could have been peacefully managed if the
passions of Independence had not intervened.

Geoff Wedekin invited us for a weekend to visit his farm; his wife was away in
Kenya, it was corned beef for lunch, dinner, and probably breakfast, washed
down with Lanzerac Rose, a rather sweet South African wine we enjoyed at
the time. The first problem arose when Pam decided to have a bath, she
found the pet otter sleeping in it, it was the size of a large labrador with teeth
to match, the staff were summoned, and it was evicted. Then to bedtime,
when the houseboy came in with a large macaw on a broom stick, the bird
slept in a tea chest mounted above the double bed. This was a traditional
homemade bed of local wood with reams, ancient cured leather thongs
instead of springs, these had stretched over time. It was kind of Geoff to give
up his bed for us!

The next visit to his farm was at Christmas time, his wife was back and we
had all the trimmings for dinner, all went well until the macaw and the otter
had a fight under Pam’s chair! All three took off in different directions, the
macaw now reduced to one tail feather! Then, as the mince pies were
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circulating the pet hartebeest grabbed one off the plate, she slapped his nose
and quickly put it back on the plate, strangely no one else wanted one after
that.

By October it was very hot, The Prison Officer, a typical tough South African,
had a large Boxer dog and a visiting glamorous girlfriend, they were
relaxing by the Hotel pool and we were there too. The girl was in the
water, dog decided to join her, then Puru the cheetah, came past
decided to chase the dog and jumped in too. Macho prison officer
jumped to rescue his girl so the pool was getting crowded. We were
hysterical with laugher, the girl was first out! It was a few mornings later
when Pam opened the curtains to see Puru peering in our bedroom
window.

At the end of October it was Independence time; we had been allocated large
boxes of fireworks, as many as our budget could stand; there was much
excitement that evening, sweet and sour because | knew that my time at
Mumbwa was limited. | had made a decision to resign at the end of 1965 to
start a new career before reaching thirty, but in the meantime life and work
continued as normal.

One evening we were entertaining some visiting local chiefs and dignitaries
including a High Court Judge; Pam must have been looking weary so he
came up to her and said ‘Do you want to get rid of them now, He promptly
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went the rounds shaking hands and saying ‘good night’; within a few minutes
they had all gone and we could sit down to dinner. It was a masterly
performance.

Before Christmas when Richard, Frances and baby Andrea came to stay, we
had managed a couple of weekend trips, firstly to the Kafue National Park as
an extension of our brief honeymoon; then later to Salisbury to visit Pam’s
mother, where | we bought the lovely Joan Evans painting, that hangs in our
lounge, it is so evocative of springtime in central Africa, when the leaves come
out in beautiful colours in the summer heat, before the rains before the rains
begin.

More dramatic perhaps a test of our wedding vows was a police exercise
along the Kafue. The Police training party had borrowed the boat as they went
on a trek, an early essay into Outward Bound training, along the river. | had
agreed to go down and bring the boat back, some ten miles or maybe more.
We found them easily, a bit scared as lions had been around during the night,
| started up the outboard and decided to do a bit of fishing while it was cool.
Pam and | caught several bream but then a herd of elephants crossed the
river quite close, there were also hippos nearby; it was time to go. By now the
engine was less cooperative and would not start. We paddled to the side, still
the engine would not start, so | decided to walk and catch up the police party.
By now it was hot, we had one messenger with us but the police party had
kept hold of the rifle, thinking about the lions. The first few hundred yards were
like a muddy farmyard backed dry, except it was elephant feet that made the
holes. I think we walked for about an hour before we met the party camping
for lunch; this was definitely Pam’s first experience of drinking tea from a
billycan, and in the circumstances very enjoyable! The marriage survived.

The New Year began with the news of Churchill’'s death. To me this
symbolised the end of an era. Many of the messengers had war service and
could understand my feelings. Routines in the district had changed little after
Independence, various senior politicians came to visit and be entertained, but
life went on much as normal.Then in April my replacement arrived, he spoke
little English and showed no interest as | tried to explain the workings of the
district, obviously a party hack drawing his reward. | just felt so sorry for the
staff | had to leave behind and who had worked so loyally for many years. |
was transferred to a non-job in Broken Hill, where we stayed until my
resignation became effective in October, a very boring and depressing time.
There was much that could have been done but the new Zambian PC seemed
not to trust the competence of the remaining district officers and was just
waiting for us to go.

Finally all the boxes were packed and put on the train for Cape Town Docks;
with one exception, foolishly most of the wedding presents and table linen,
some belonging to Pam’s grandmother, were all in one crate, this was almost
certainly stolen at Broken Hill on ‘insider information’. We went from twenty
something sets of table napkins to none!

It was late in October that we flew down to Salisbury to stay with Pam’s
mother for a few days. Whilst there | went to the Native Affairs Department to
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find out if there were any job prospects in Southern Rhodesia. The chap | met
made it crystal clear they were not interested, and their philosophy was
control not development. A day or two later whilst we were in a coffee shop in
central Salisbury lan Smith came on the radio to make his Unilateral
Declaration of Independence speech. Everyone in the shop listened
attentively then burst out cheering at the end. For Pam and me it was a very
sad moment, but we dared not show our feelings of anxiety for the future
amidst such euphoria. It was fifty years later before | again had the same
feeling of apprehension; the morning after the Brexit vote was declared. At a
more simplistic personal level | was waiting on a sale price for the car | had
left in Zambia and worried about a slump in second-hand car prices.

After a few more days we said our farewells went, to the railway station and
boarded the train for Cape Town, a three day journey south. We stayed in
Cape Town for about a week, travelled around the Cape visiting beaches,
Table Mountain and Kirstenbosch Gardens before boarding the SS Vaal for
the vo
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We were allocated a superb cabin on the boat deck of this one class ship,
because we were out of season, heading into the winter in UK. Pam had
altered her wedding dress into this magnificent outfit for the Captain’s cocktail
party and | had bought a dinner jacket for the voyage. It mouldered in a
cupboard when we got back to normal life, but we made the most of the
voyage.
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It was a cold December morning when we docked in Southampton; my
parents met us at the quayside and we drove to Orchards just in time for
Christmas. Pam was three months pregnant with Christopher, | had no job,
not the easiest of times.

New Year 1965 presented a few challenges, no job, no home and pregnant
wife. First stop was the resettlement bureau, who suggested a business
studies course in the City, then job hunting, all the advice pointed to a role in
personnel, manpower resources in today’s language. | thought | needed to
learn a bit about business first so opted for Organisation and Methods
focusing on office functions as a start point. Sainsbury made an offer
contingent on attending a course run by ICI in May, so | chose them and
started in April.

Meantime we had taken a short term let on a flat in Henley; we had bought a
Mini Minor so Pam was mobile, although she had to take another driving test.
It was no surprise when they drove past the maternity hospital that the
examiner called for the emergency stop! He needed reassurance. House
hunting could begin now | had a place of work established, Walton was the
first place on the line into Waterloo, too expensive for our budget, then
Woking, where we found a new house almost finished and made an offer. |
had a resettlement grant from the government and my father generously
topped this up. We, or rather | moved in on a Saturday in June, Christopher
had arrived during the night, so after staying with Pam for the birth | met a
removal van at Orchards and moved into Triggs Close that day.
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Pam stayed in hospital for a week, so it was the following weekend when the
family could move in. So a new phase of our family life began that weekend of
11/12 June 1964. Less adventurous maybe, but full of demands and rewards
for us both as new parents, starting a new job in UK on less than half the pay |
had earned as a DC with a season ticket to buy and income tax to pay.



