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SGT PHIRI

It has been decided that the value of 'Sgt Phiri' the
silver statuette purchased by the members and
former members of the Mobile Unit Mess in 1962
should be realised. Nigel Rugman has obtained an
auction estimate of £400 - £600.
Phiri will be available for purchase by any member
for a minimum of £450.
If no member has made an offer of at least this
amount by the time of this year's Christmas
Reunion,12th December, 'Phiri' will be put up for
public auction in 2018.

EDITORIAL

In the last edition of Nkhwazi I commented on the lack of obituaries, but
almost as soon as I wrote it Paddy died on the last day of 2016. So as is
the case of people with huge personalities a number of friends, old
colleagues from NR and from the back of the scrum, wrote in with tales of
Paddy Ryan and hints of tales that could never be told. And I want to
acknowledge the submissions of Derek Mulrooney, Ed Sharrod, and
Tim Wright and Paddy's daughter. Derek has been particularly helpful in
forwarding the copy of Paddy's obituary from the Limerick Leader which I
have reproduced with a splendid photo of Paddy. Paddy's daughter's tale
of the Fort Roseberry Club can also be found within these pages. This
edition could almost be called A Paddy Ryan memorial edition. That is not
to down play the items sent in by Colin Heap and others.
With the death of Ken West an error has come to light in the excellent
History of the NRP produced by Tim Wright. The correction has been
published at the end of Ken's obituary.
I was sorry to miss yet another reunion but I'm afraid that matters of
health, advancing years and mobility make it very difficult for Priscilla and I
to travel these days.
Finally, and most importantly so far as Nkhwazi contributors are
concerned, my e-mail address has had to change because my provider,
Orange, has closed down its e-mail service in the UK. So please note my
new address on page 1. Anything sent to my old address will be lost for
ever in cyber space!
2

No 95 NKHWAZiI June 2017.qxp_Layout 1 03/07/2017 12:07 Page 5

Speaking of cyber space, I learn from the Secretary's report on the
Reunion at Moor Hall that we have a new NRPA website. I hope that in
contributing to that members will still continue to provide news and articles
for this publication.
Maf

VALETE

We are sad to announce the death of old comrades:

Peter Burton, who died on 16 January 2017 no further details

Roland Hill MBE, a DO who was seconded to SBHQ 1962 to 1964.
No further details.

Bruce Holmes, who died on 16 October 2016 from complications deriving
from a knee replacement operation, in France aged 81.
Danie Marais who died on 1 May 2017 after a long illness in
New Zealand, aged 79.

William (Bill) Barr, who died on 14th May 2017 after a long spell in
hospital, aged 87.

Graham J. Banks, who died on 18 May 2017 after a long illness at
Somerset West in The Cape.

Jean Mylod, wife of previous NRPA Chairman, Mike Mylod, died on
18th June in France after a long illness.
Gerald (Gerry) R Waldron, who died during June2017, aged 81.

Correction to Nkhwazi 94:
The Valete column recorded the death of Hamish Scott-Knight's wife as
Lorraine Hamilton-Scott it should have been Lorraine Scott.-Knight

OBITUARIES

Peter Murray Olpin (1931 – 2016) whose death was announced in the
last edition
Peter was born at Bristol, but brought up in Gloucester where his
policeman father was transferred. There he attended the Cathedral School
Kings College. He excelled at sport and subsequently played rugby for
Gloucester City and won maidens at rowing.
After National Service, he followed in his father’s footsteps and joined the
NRP. His first posting was Luanshya where he met and married Nancy
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and son Murray was born. After the first overseas leave he was stationed
at Mufulira mine station, where daughter Caryl was born.
Then Ndola for Western Div. on traffic. He was also involved in the
Gwembe uprising.
Soon after they gradually worked their way down South making many
lifelong friends along the way. Going first to Lilayi where he was Law and
Drill Instructor. After leave he was posted to Broken hill, in charge of
Railton. Finally ended up in Livingstone where he was called up for the
Lenshina riots. Just after independence they sat till 3am deciding what to
do. Finally settling in Cape Town where the children were at boarding
school.
After working for Consol Glass he formed and ran a security company for
the Barlow Group, from which he retired in 1999.
After his son’s Murrays death in 2001 they decided to move to Natal to be
nearer their daughter. He passed away at Howick on the 5 October 2016
after losing his battle with cancer and a heart problem.
He is survived by his wife Nancy and daughter Caryl.
Ken West
whose death was announced in the last edition.
Ken was born in Barnehurst, Kent, on the 19th of November 1934.
National Service was with the Royal Marines, serving in Egypt, Malta,
Cypress, Libya and Greece in 45 Commando.
He joined the NRP in 1955 which was followed by nine of the happiest
years of his life.
He spent three months in the Mobile Unit at Bwana Mkubwa, where he
studied Police exams, and then on to Lilayi to complete his training.
From Lilayi he was posted to Luanshya and after a brief period on general
duties became the Public Prosecutor for the area, which post he held for
two years before returning to Lilayi as Senior Law Instructor.
Following six months long leave he returned to Mufulira as Senior Public
Prosecutor. He remained for the whole tour.
He returned for his third tour to Bancroft, initially as the Officer in Charge
of Bancroft, with the rank of Chief Inspector, responsible to the OC
Chingola District.
Subsequently Bancroft became a District, and Ken achieved promotion to
Assistant Superintendent. The rank at which he retired.
Ken and Jean married in Ixopo, South Africa on the 8th of December
1962.
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They spent two more years in Bancroft and it was during this period that
Ken was awarded the Queens Police Medal for meritorious Service.
Ken was very active in his retirement from the NRP, and served on many
boards and committees.
He was a Magistrate for 20 years, and for seven years Chairman of the
Lord Chancellors sub committee for the selection of magistrates in Ashford
and Folkestone, and a member of the Lord Chancellors Committee for the
appointment of Magistrates, retiring at the age of 70.
He formed the Kent Mammal Group in 1997, with a membership of some
200 and he was made Life President.
In 2000 he took over a zoo in the Herne Bay area, converted it into a
charity, specializing in British animals, their ecology, captive breeding and
where necessary their reintroduction. “Wildwood” has recently opened a
second location in Devon.
He was a Trustee of The Mammal Society for four years and was
presented with their award for outstanding services to mammalogy. His
work with Dormice will be remembered.
Bob West wrote to Nkhwazi to say that
Ken asked me a few weeks before his death, to ensure that the error in
the History of the NRP was corrected. Ken wanted it recorded that his
retirement rank was Assistant Superintendent, and not Chief Inspector, as
shown in Tim’s wonderful record. He asked that this is mentioned in
Nkwhazi.
[I am delighted to be able to publish this correction. Editor]
Graham Banks
Bob Olive wrote:
I am so sorry to hear that Graham has passed away. We were both
stationed at Kalomo circa '61-62. I was in Special Branch there before I
was posted away to Kashiba. We were not close mates as such, but very
good friends in the way that all NRP colleagues were. Many was the very
hectic party held In the K3 there...
One lasting memory I have is of him running in a sprint race at a Police
Sports Day somewhere, possibly Choma, when he thrashed the
competition, Africans and Europeans, by miles, running just in what today
are called 'Converse' shoes! Our local doctor, one Ed Naylor, remarked on
seeing him cross the finishing line, as pale as a sheet " there isn't a drop
of blood left in his head!"

5

No 95 NKHWAZiI June 2017.qxp_Layout 1 03/07/2017 12:07 Page 8

Another memory is of the two of us belting down to Livingstone, about 80
miles I think, probably to pay rugby for Kalomo against Livingstone, in his
ex-NRP black Rover, sitting in two 'directors chairs' which were not much
more than deck-chairs, as the original front seats had been removed. He
wasn't afraid of driving too fast, dirt roads notwithstanding, nor of
slamming on the brakes when needed - with very interesting
consequences! Happy days those and Graham was part of them.
Martin Linnett forwarded Bob Olive's memories of Graham and wrote:
I gave a brief eulogy at Graham's funeral for the NRPA, huge turn-out,
very popular & well respected guy, he travelled worldwide extensively
selling SA wines, he and I met up again years ago whilst I was visiting SA
- lovely man ! We have been great pals since we moved here in '07 – he
had a stroke some time ago but was still sharp as a button. He went into
Frailcare approx 3 yrs ago, we visited regularly, and will miss him.
Paddy Ryan, former president of Garryowen
Rugby Club
TRIBUTES have been paid to Patrick (Paddy)
Ryan who passed away unexpectedly on
December 30 last. Perhaps he did not want to
miss what has been dubbed the year we lost
the Legends; from David Bowie to Mohammad
Ali, Harper Lee to Limerick’s beloved Anthony
Foley. Paddy was never one for a quiet exit!
A “True Blue” Garryowen Rugby man, this past
president was brought into the Holy Rosary
Church, Limerick on January 2 by his
wonderful friends from the club. Paddy loved
A larger version of this picture Garryowen dearly and being part of a sporting
is reproduced in colour on
community that encourages young people to
page 22
get out there, succeed and have fun.
Born in 1934 in Toomevara, Co Tipperary, Paddy was one of 13 children
born to Martin and Catherine Ryan.
Paddy was a proud Toome man and regularly recounted the adventures
he had with all his brothers and sisters. Paddy went on from Toomevara to
join the Gardai and was stationed near Leinster House. During this time
he won several All-Ireland Rowing medals despite having never stepped in
a boat before going to Dublin.
His sense of adventure led him to respond to a newspaper advert for the
6
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Police Force in Northern Rhodesia (Zambia), resulting in 11 years of
service during which time he moved up the ranks and made many lifelong
friends.
He was proud of this time and regaled his children and grand-children in
turn with several tales (including the tall variety!). It was in Africa that
Paddy first picked up a rugby ball and found a natural outlet for his size
and strength.
Paddy founded Sunrise Insurance in 1975 and built a successful financial
services company from the ground up. He continued to work there and
had a full calendar planned for January! He was very proud to have two
daughters join him in the business many years ago and they along with
several other dedicated team-members have grown Sunrise into a strong,
vibrant company.
At 82, it is true that Paddy was fortunate to have lived a full life, however, it
is also true that he was not done; his exuberance and enthusiasm for life
and its opportunities never waned and he was a constant source of
inspiration for those around him.
He is survived by his loving wife Maureen and four children: Siobhan,
Declan, Grainne and Deirdre.
He is also survived by his brother Oliver (Ollie) and sisters, Mary, Kay,
Josie and Annette. On January 21 the family was further saddened by the
loss of Paddy’s sister, Christina (Deena) in the UK.
Finally, we will remember him for his kindness, strength, sense of humour,
larger than life personality and positive attitude – as he would always say
“Never Give up!”
This obituary was first published in the Limerick Leader
From Tim Wright
My squad had been at Lilayi for about a month when Squad 23/57 arrived
including Patrick Ryan who made it absolutely clear that he had been no
mere member of the Garda Siochana but of the elite Dublin Metropolitan
Police. Paddy and Michael Marron duly followed Mick Bestic and I to
Livingstone. They purchased a car together and on one of the rare
occasions when they were both off duty collided with the municipal honey
wagon. I cannot swear that the s--t hit the fan-belt but it spread widely.
One evening later in 1958 Paddy was unable to attend the monthly mess
party as he was on guard on the Falls Bridge. The infamous Van der
Merwe and Laurent had escaped from Bwana Mkubwa Prison and after
eluding the rest of the Force arrived on the bridge in a stolen car
explaining that they were doctors en route to a medical emergency in SR.

7

No 95 NKHWAZiI June 2017.qxp_Layout 1 03/07/2017 12:07 Page 10

Ryan replied 'Get out of the f---ing car!'. When the news that, thanks to
Paddy, 'Sleepy Hollow' had saved the honour of the NRP, reached the
mess the tempo of the party increased until finally reaching it's climax
when some considerable time after midnight the hero of the hour was able
to join us in person. Not long before or after this incident on a much
quieter night a not unattractive Irish lady of a certain age had somehow
found her way to the Mess. On our way back to our quarters in the (long
condemned) annexe, Bestic and I passed Ryan's room from which came
the words 'I'm Irish' in an ecstatic female voice followed by a deeper
satisfied growl of 'So am I' !
Later in his first tour Paddy was posted to Mobile Unit of which he became
QM. There must be tales to be told including of the virtuous girl he
mistakenly drove home from a party, but not by me.
0n return from leave in 1961 Paddy became an eloquent prosecutor at
Lusaka. On at least one occasion, to overcome a difficulty, he cited a
fictitious case. When the magistrate said he was unfamiliar with it, Paddy
suggested an adjournment so that he could further enlighten his worship.
When this was granted Paddy quickly found an actual case in point and
won the day. On one occasion Paddy, having visited Salisbury was
charged with disobedience to FSO.74 para 2 by leaving the district without
permission. He secured his acquittal by pointing out that no evidence had
been produced that Salisbury was outside the Lusaka District.
An Indian shopkeeper who lived opposite the Travellers' Club in
Connaught Road rang Lusaka Central in great distress in the early hours
of one morning to report someone pounding on his door shouting 'Come
out and fight, Patel!''. A patrol car sent to the scene found all quiet and was
about to drive off when Ryan emerged from the shadows a few doors up
and asked, “You fellers wouldn't be driving back past the mess by any
chance?” Underneath the blarney there was a well read very intelligent
man as is, perhaps, shown by his successful business career post NRP.
A lady who worked in Lusaka Library once told me that she and her
colleagues were surprised at the serious books policemen read.- “Last
week Mr Ryan took out a book on philosophy!”.
Paddy had a good attendance record at reunions but was much missed in
May 2016. He booked for the Union Jack Club on 6 Dec but on the
preceding day e-mailed that he would not be able to be with us after all
adding the following message which I read out at the UJC - 'As you know
it was my Firm that purchased New Scotland Yard & I hope to convert it to
a Hotel named 'the Pope's Paradise for stray catholics. I shall miss greatly
meeting up with the most magnificent colleagues anyone could wish for.'
We shall continue to miss his magnificent presence!
8
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Rugby memories
I first met Paddy when I was invited to join the NRP Rugby Club in 1962.
Paddy was a great sportsman strong aggressive and always at the centre
of play, not a stylish player but hard to grapple with. 1962 was a very good
year for the Club, we won all before us. This success continued in 1963
when the club was invited to the Inter-Services rugby tournament in
Bulawayo where Paddy gave a good account of himself, working with
Chris Vermuelen to form the bedrock of a powerful scrum.
For the 1963 season Paddy was playing for Kitwe where I again joined
him.“Get that f------ ball back” will ring forever in my ears. Such is my fond
memory of the man.
Ed Sharrod
NORTHERN RHODESIA POLICE ASSOCIATION
A WORD FROM THE CHAIRMAN
Thanks to Russ Whatley assisted by Phil Witherspoon and Bertie Cubitt,
our first Christmas Reunion at the Union Jack Club was a great success,
as indicated by the many smiling faces in Nigel Rugman's excellent photos
in the Winter edition. Those who were unable to attend may have been
puzzled to find among the photos of familiar faces, one entitled 'The
German Film Crew'. This was no mistake. They were there assiduously
filming and interviewing members. for a planned programme on the rise
and fall of the British Empire. My spies in Germany have been instructed
to look out for it but have not yet reported that it has hit their screens. I am
not holding my breath.
You should be able to read about the Moor Hall Reunion elsewhere in this
edition. As usual Chris Lyon did a first class job. The turnout for both
reunions augers well for the future but it is more than ever important that
those who can attend events make the effort to do so. It may no longer be
safe to say to oneself. 'I'll give this year's a miss but go in a year or two.'
We have to face the fact that we lucky ones who are still around are
steadily getting older and there will come a time when the traditional
reunions and, indeed, the Association itself will not be viable. Your Council
is facing up to this with contingency plans including a new informative
website masterminded by Vivien Coates.
VICTORIA FALLS WAR MEMORIAL
Those who were lucky enough to be stationed at Livingstone or who took
part in Z04 will remember Northern Rhodesia's First World War Memorial
at Victoria Falls. This bears the names of 78 Europeans connected with
the Territory who died on service during that conflict. They include 13
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members or former members of the Force. The Memorial also
commemorates the African dead including the 102 African police named
on the NRP's own memorial at the entrance to Livingstone Police Camp,
to which it draws attention. Those who visited the Falls in 2004 will have
seen that 80 years exposure to weather and spray had impaired the
legibility of the inscriptions, The past 13 years have caused further
damage. A Livingstone businessman, Peter Jones,
peterjones@theriverclubzambia,com has obtained a quote of £5,700 for
the necessary repairs from a contractor recommended by the
Commonwealth War Graves Commission, The AGM approved a
contribution of £400 towards this work. Happily the NRP memorial in the
camp remains in good condition.
Tim Wright
SQUAD 18/57 – Tim Wright's memories concluded
One day, on the range, I found myself in the butts with Sergeant-Major
Daka and his squad. Daka was a Burma veteran and before that had
served in the Horn of Africa. He told me the most frightening time for him
in the whole war had been the Japanese bombing of Trincomalee Harbour
when the East African troops were acclimatizing in Ceylon. My father's
anti-aircraft battery had lost a Bofors gun detachment in that raid. My
father told me that the African troops, playing barefoot in football matches,
always had the advantage over the booted British, who were scared of
causing injury by tackling hard!
If I remember rightly recruits were allowed to use the bar for an hour each
evening and had to take it in turns to be barman at that time and when it
was open for permanent staff only. I was on one such occasion when
David Oliver walked in. All the instructors jumped to attention and I asked
him for his order. Sandy Brown snapped 'Call the Chief Inspector, Sir!' I
thought 'What a creep!' and said I was sure that if I had been disrespectful
the Chief Inspector would have mentioned it himself. I must confess to a
quiet satisfaction when I heard a couple of years later of Sandy's downfall.
After some weeks we were granted a Saturday evening's R&R in Lusaka,
to Mick Bestic, of course, a run ashore. We were dropped at, and
collected from, the old police station in Connaught Road where A/Insp
Ralph Wardle was manning the desk, our first encounter with a member of
the NRP doing policework. We had been warned to keep away from the
'Travellers' Club' as it was out of bounds. I hope the Club appreciated the
advertisement from which it benefited! One evening Dave Oliver
announced that the man from the Pru would be visiting. I can't remember
10
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his name but he seemed very much at home at Lilayi. I still have the policy
I bought because he seemed an affable chap. Leone will be rich one day!.
A/Insp Joe Darroch, late Kenya Police, was i/c Chilanga. One evening he
called in for a much needed beer with two charred bodies found in the
Native Authority area in his vehicle. It appeared that an African had raped
a woman and then hanged himself out of remorse. A forest fire had then
swept through the area. Identification, if ever achieved must have been
difficult.
Before Squad 12 passed out a concert was held in the African Dining Hall.
Squad 18's contribution included 'The Pride of the County Down' sung by
Terry Casey, a true Irish tenor and the first (and no doubt only)
performance of a specially written song and shuffle number, 'I'm in the
mood for drill, Chiefie because you're near me'.. Squads 23 & 24 arrived a
month apart with S/Insp Fred Humphreys, Law, and Ag/Insp Alan Loyd,
Drill as the necessary addition to the instructional staff. John Roberts, a
former second lieutenant in the Devons, was, I think, in Squad 24. Caught
out over an illicit night out in Lusaka which he tried to deny, he was singled
out on parade by Dave Oliver before the whole School - 'Roberts! I give
you Roberts! An officer, a gentleman and a f-----g liar!', an inauspicious
start to a short NRP career. In 1960 he achieved notoriety as one of the
first Congo mercenaries arrested by the UN.
Christmas came with sports in the morning. After Lunch Mike Campbell
invited some of us back to his room from where we progressed to the
stables until the bar opened. Boxing Day was spent at Lusaka Municipal
Swimming Pool. I was not well and still not feeling 100 per cent on parade
on 27 December. I can't remember whether our passing out parade was
just before or just after New Year. I do remember that Dave Oliver deemed
Mikes Mylod and Whitehouse of 24/57 too tall to fit in with their squad and
posted them as pillars at the entrance to the Square. Somehow either
from the permanent staff or from the Central African Post we found places
to go in Lusaka for New Year's Eve. Most were 'black tie'. Mike Marron of
Squad 23 did not possess a dinner jacket. I lent him my pristine white one.
I think I with others went to the Ridgeway. I don't know where Mike and
Paddy Ryan went. I do know Mike ended up in a storm drain. Somehow
he got my jacket dry cleaned before I left Lilayi. It came back a delicate
shade of pink and that was the end of that. We remained good friends .
Very soon after New Year Squad 18 left Lilayi for our new stations. Mick
Bestic, who had been deservedly awarded the 'Cane of Honour', and I
were posted to Livingstone and with Dick Lloyd, bound for Monze took the
overnight southbound 'Mixed Mail' train, in those days aka the 'Kaffir Mail'.
We had had a few farewell beers with our squad mates most of whom
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were catching a train north to the Copperbelt next morning, and had a few
more in the refreshment car. When we returned to our compartment we
could not work out how to access the top bunks so allowed Dick to stretch
out in comfort while Mick and I huddled at each end of the seat opposite.
In the early hours of the morning Dick got out at Monze and Mick and I
were able to lie down in comfort. As I did so my hand found its way under
the backrest which began to swing up. Too late I had discovered the top
bunk! Had the course fitted us for our new life? Cadet assistant
superintendents for Uganda, I learnt in recent years, underwent the full
course at a UK district police training school and the Colonial Police
course at Hendon followed by six months at the Uganda Police College
studying Swahili, Ugandan history and geography and local and special
laws and customs. We could have perhaps benefited from a longer
course, but the training at Lilayi must have been a great improvement to
that, if any, given to those who joined the NRP before 1955. However
much instruction one receives, the problem remains, how to put it into
practice? Thank God we had not been discouraged from using our
initiative, which appears to be the aim of most training today!!
Tim Wright
BOOKS
Tim McCoy has e-mailed to say that he has had a book published entitled
'A Different Life'
Published by Dancing Seagulls Publications.
Copies are available from virginia.lown@gmail.com

The Bodies Man'
Author: David McCue
Available through Amazon (including a Kindle edition) or
by sending a cheque for £14 direct to Dave at
32 Richmond Avenue, Urmston, Manchester M41 OXX.
He will send you a signed copy. David McCue joined the
NRP in 1958. His first posting after Lilayi was Choma
where as a result of dealing with sudden deaths he acquired the
nickname,'The Bodies Man' which he has used as the title of his new
book. He was soon selected for Livingstone CID where he completed his
first tour, His second tour took him from Fort Rosebery to Lusaka CID
where he remained until he retired from the Zambia Police as an acting
A/Supt in 1967. No former member of the NRP can fail to find this book of
interest.
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Review
The Day the Nazis Came
Author: Steven R. Matthews
Published by John Blake
kindle Edition £4.31
Based on the diaries of his Mother and his own
recollections as a young boy, Steve Matthews has
produced a fascinating book. Dealing with a little
known aspect of the second World War it tells the
story of the internment in southern Bavaria of a
large group of British civilians men, women and
children who were removed, in 1942, by the
German invaders of the Channel Islands. They were taken to Germany
and placed in a Concentration Camp. Not, it should be emphasised, a
death camp or an Auschwitz where inmates were forced to work as slaves
in war industries, but a concentration camp none the less.
As Steve was only 3 years old at the time of leaving Guernsey the early
part of the story relies mainly on his mother's diaries but as the years
progress his own memories come to the fore. And he recounts in clear
detail the life and incidents which he uses the diary entries and parental
memories to support and fix in time. Interestingly, he records considerable
sympathy for the internees by the “non-Nazi” Germans especially the
camp interpreter and also the camp commander. As a child he seemed to
have had considerable freedom of movement even being at times allowed
outside the camp.
Towards the end of the War he relates a horrific tale of a group of Jews
who were moved to the camp from Bergen Belsen and who, more than
half-starved, were barely alive on their arrival. The British families rallied
round to help them in their hunger and with clothing as they had only
tattered clothing and shoes. Steve saw action in the camp too when it
became part of the front line. Finally in Late April 1945 the camp was freed
by the Free French forces.
I really enjoyed reading this book and allowing for the fact that childhood
memories tend to be on the “sunny” side it provided an interesting and
different World War II perspective.
Maf.
[Any member who has written a book and would like it reviewed in these
pages should please send a copy to the editor with their request]
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53RD ANNUAL REUNION AND A.G.M.
We started to assemble on 19th May at the Moor Hall Hotel set in its
delightful grounds but there was some anxiety felt by your Council that
there might have been more cancellations of room reservations by
members on grounds of sickness, hospital appointments and general
disability; originally 84 were booked to attend but by the 18th May our
numbers were 69. Even so it was splendid as always to hail old comrades
and the occasion was enhanced by the presence of children and
grandchildren who really wanted to see what the Northern Rhodesia
Police members were like having heard so much of a service which had
played such significant part in the lives of their parents and grandparents.
On Thursday evening the hotel bar was taken over, informally, by the
N.R.PA. so that we could go through the delightful process of (a) drinking
and (b) exchanging the old stories and memories.
On Friday morning 26 of us coached into Birmingham to visit and tour the
Jewellery Quarter workshop and museum. This was a very well organised
tour our guides all being qualified jewellers who not only explained the
way the workshop operated but who also demonstrated the jewellerymaking techniques.
Back to the hotel in time for the annual general meeting of which there will
be a full report in the winter edition of Nkhwazi but amongst the business
conducted was Vivien Coates’ detailed explanation of the new Northern
Rhodesia Police Association website, www.nrpa.co.uk. The website will
contain news, reminiscences and digitised records of past Nkhwazis since
the inception of the NRPA. The association has definitely joined the 21st
century.
On Friday evening we gathered in our private bar firstly to drink to the
memory of Clive (Lofty) Blackwell who had made a bequest to the
association to provide drinks for members. Once again stories were
exchanged particularly of Lofty before we went into the banqueting hall for
the formal dinner. As always the Moor Hall Hotel produced an excellent
dinner and the wine was of a high quality. The loyal toast was followed by
the address by our chairman Tim Wright. His remarks were both
informative and full of his particular brand of dry wit but he did emphasise
the importance of members attending the annual reunion which event
plays such a vital part in the continuity and liveliness of the association.
The evening was rounded off by the announcement of the winners of the
raffle all of whom were at the reunion and the answers to the table quiz.
The winner of the quiz, which was on the theme of art master pieces, was
the table which scored 15 out of 20 correct answers leaving the
quizmaster grinding his teeth and promising to himself to make next year’s
14
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quiz so difficult that no-one could win.
Please study Nigel Rugman’s excellent photos of this year’s reunion so as
to get the full flavour a most enjoyable event. Nigel received recognition at
the AGM for the quality of his photography in previous editions of
NKHWAZI too.
Chris Lyon

Members awaiting the start of the AGM

Chris Lyon,
Quizmaster

Tim delivering his
Chairman's speech
15
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Arthur Pulford, Dick and Keiko Younge and 'Chalky' White
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Bridget Jennings, Paul Wheeler with
Derek Hopwood and Colin Jennings
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Vivien Coates, Roy Coppard and Derek Mulrooney

Ken and Nan Shutt
17
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Ann and Phil Witherspoon
Nanette Justice with
Ed and Jenny Sharod
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A table group at the dinner
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Janice Hambly with Bruce Swain and Marion West

Bill Campion, John Owen, Frank McGovern and Russ Whatley
19
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Michael and Marion West

Juliet and Jerry Miller
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John Coates with
granddaughters Laura
and Stephanie
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Gerry Muir with
Jean and Jack
Saunders

Helen Cooper with
Elizabeth Hawkins

Chris Lyon 'en famille
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Patrick Ryan 20.11.1934 - 30.12.2016

The late Patrick Ryan, You can read his Obituary on page 6

****
Colin Heape - My experiences in the Northern Rhodesia Police
1959-1962
My National Service in the Royal Marines ended in April 1959, and I had to
find something to do with the rest of my life. I applied to join the Colonial
Police, which seemed the natural thing for me to do with my Colonial
background. I did not have too much difficulty in being selected by the
Crown Agents in London. I was offered the job as an Assistant Inspector in
the Northern Rhodesia Police. I was told that the Colonial Police offered a
worthwhile career for a young man. Although I was going to work in
Northern Rhodesia, I had to sign a contact agreeing to serve the
Federation of Rhodesia and Nyasaland. What seems strange now is that
the United Kingdom Government was already planning to end Colonial
rule in Africa. What I did not know was that Sir Roy Welensky, the Prime
Minister of the Central African Federation was eager to encourage as
many white people to settle out there as possible. His aim was to
persuade the UK Government to grant Dominion Status to the Federation.
His plan failed because of the fierce opposition of the majority Black
population in Northern Rhodesia and Nyasaland. Southern Rhodesia was
always the dominant territory in the Federation with by far the largest
22
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population of white settlers. It was already a self-governing British Crown
Colony controlled by the Commonwealth Relations Office in the UK. The
niceties of this situation were not explained to me. In February 1960,
Prime Minister Harold MacMillan gave his famous “Wind of Change”
speech in Cape Town, which spelt out the end of Colonial rule in Africa.
Why were we all still encouraged to pursue a career in the Colonial Police
in Northern Rhodesia in 1959?
I have no regrets however. Africa provided a wonderful experience for me.
I met and married my wife Jane there, and still remember the smell of
wood smoke and the sounds of the dawn breaking in the bush with the
African Hornbills calling to each other. I flew out to Lusaka in August 1959.
Colin Jennings was also on the course, and we have remained in touch
ever since. After completing the Initial Training Courses at Lilayi and
Bwana Mkubwa my first posting was to Kasama, the Administrative
Headquarters of the Northern Province. The Government Offices called
the Boma run by a Provincial Commissioner named Sir Robin Foster, a
Court House and the Police Headquarters were all situated quite close
together in a square off the main street of the town. Kasama only had one
main street in those days with a Golf Course and some old Colonial
houses overlooking the escarpment. The African Township was quite
separate. Only about 300 Europeans lived there in 1959. There was also a
small community of Indian shopkeepers. Kasama had a large hospital for
Africans with a much smaller unit for Europeans run by a Matron and five
European nurses including my future wife Jane. They lived in one of the
old houses overlooking the Golf Course.
The Officer in Charge of Police was Superintendent Dickie Bird with
second in command Dick Chasmore. My immediate superior was Chief
Inspector Fred Buckton, who was in charge of the uniform branch. It was a
happy station; Fred and his wife Margaret often used to invite us to share
Sunday Lunch with them, which invariably included Yorkshire pudding
served with gravy and onions as a separate course. The other people I
remember were Steve Stevens in charge of Special Branch, Mike Burnet
(CID) and Pete Spring and Garnet Edwards, who ran the Mobile Unit.
Garnet Edwards once came back from the Club and ate all the meat I was
cooking for my dog. I shared a bungalow with Shaun Lynagh (CID) and
Dave Sandcraft (Uniform). Dave was very proud of his green MG Sports
car, which was not the most suitable car for the African roads. After driving
it up from Lusaka, he had to dismantle the engine, which he put in our only
bath for two days I remember. The Police had a well-run club, where we
all met in the evenings to drink cold Castle beer. We used to invite the
nurses to join us.
So what was it like in Central Africa in 1959? Most Africans lived in
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scattered villages communities in the Bush, which was how the outlying
rural areas were referred to. I was fortunate to be sent out into the Bush
as part of my normal policing duties, so I did witness what their lives were
like. I would go out on patrol for several days accompanied by six
constables, but there were not many roads for vehicles in the Bush, and
we had to ride bicycles along ancient tracks through the forests to reach
the outlying villages. The Africans still lived a subsistence existence, not
changed much since the days when David Livingstone had first walked
that way 100 years ago. The tribal elders ran their own communities
without much interference from the British Colonial Administration. The
African villager lived an extremely primitive life in the bush, without any of
the 20th century benefits of modern medicine, sanitation or education. I
once pitched my tent in a field near a village, and discovered to my dismay
that it was used as the communal lavatory. Malaria was endemic among
the Africans living in the bush. I caught it myself after being out on patrol.
We were sent on patrol to show the flag. The village elders never reported
any serious problems to us. They dealt with any criminals amongst them
according to their own customs. Back in Kasama, the local District Officer
held court and administered British justice to any offenders we presented
to him for trial. One of my more unusual duties was to attend post
mortems at the local hospital. There was no refrigeration in the mortuary
and so the doctor was keen to carry out the procedure as quickly as
possible. If it was suspected that a crime had been committed, a police
officer had to attend the post mortem. I became quite interested in
anatomy. Because I had showed interest in the proceedings, I was invited
to observe an operation on a living boy, who had fractured his skull by
falling out of a tree. What I had not appreciated was that unlike a corpse, a
live patient bled profusely, and when the surgeon started to remove the
boy’s scalp, I nearly fainted. One day a report was received that a man
had murdered one of his wives, and I was sent out to investigate. It was
late at night and I remember driving miles along very rough roads to reach
the scene of the crime. When I eventually arrived at the village, and
entered the hut, I found the poor woman was not dead; her husband had
merely knocked her unconscious. I beat a hasty retreat from this domestic
affair. I was also called out once to attend a woman, who was about to
give birth. Thank goodness that baby arrived before I did, and I was not
needed on that occasion either.I did not have to arrest many people, but
the life of a Colonial Policeman was varied.
I married Jane, one of the nurses in Kasama, on 1st October 1960. Colin
Jennings drove up all the way from line-of-rail to be at our wedding. We
had a wonderful honeymoon at Troutbeck Inn in Nyanga in Zimbabwe. I
was then posted to Bancroft on the Copper Belt near the border with the
Belgium Congo. It was a smaller Police Station run by Chief Inspector
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Vaughan-Johnson. We became friendly with another young officer named
John Gilpin, who still keeps in touch with us. Here I came in contact with
the wealthy European miners for the first time. In the dry season, you
could easily distinguish the miners’ houses from the dwellings of the
Government employees, because the European miners were given
unlimited supplies of free water for their gardens. The town itself boasted
two pubs, a cinema called a bioscope, a bank, European shops and
tarmac roads. I never went down the mine, which I now regret. British
Government employees did not mix much with the South African miners.
We spent most of our free evenings at the Police Club. The only real
contact I had with a South African was when I arrested a very drunk miner,
as he was about to drive off in his car. I was in town dressed in my Police
uniform, when this man came out of the pub and got into his car. I could
not let him get away with this blatant disregard for the law, but I did not
want to get involved with a court case just before I was about to go home
to England on leave. I ordered the man out of his car and handed the keys
to his friend, who did not appear to be so drunk. There was no
breathalyser in those days. Shortly after this, I received an invitation to a
barbecue at the South African’s home. It was quite an evening, I
remember, with lots of food and drink. The grateful South African
presented me with a copper beer mug. He probably did not realise that I
was going home on leave and would not be returning to Africa.
One event of international significance occurred in Northern Rhodesia in
1961. The Secretary General of the United Nations, Dag Hammarskjold
was being flown from Leopoldville Airport to Ndola on 17th September.
The plane crashed near Ndola killing everyone on board. I was not
involved in the search, and this incident has been well described by
others. I witnessed Europeans escaping from the troubles in the Congo on
several occasions. Two of my Police colleagues were badly beaten up
after a night out in Elizabethville. I also had to man the Border Post near
Bancroft when large numbers of European refugees were fleeing from
Elizabethville. These poor people arrived at the border with very few
possessions seeking safety from the fighting. Most of the men had
firearms with them, which we made them surrender. The odd thing was
that as soon as the trouble had ceased, many of them went back again.
Most of my time at Bancroft was spent on traffic patrol. The roads between
the towns on the Copper Belt were very straight and well surfaced with
tarmac. There were some horrific accidents due to people driving at
excessive speed. Apart from having to clear up the mess, I had to inform
the relatives of the drivers, who had lost their lives. Once I had to guard
the Petrol Station all night; it was the only occasion on which I was
ordered to draw arms from the Armoury, but firearms were not needed on
that occasion. I enjoyed my duties in Kasama more, in spite of nearly
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having to deliver a baby.
In 1961, the Colonial Office extended the franchise to give more Africans
the vote and that made it possible for UNIP to gain an African majority in
the Legislative Council. The writing was on the wall, and many people,
including myself, decided to return to UK at the end of their contracts.
Jane and I left Africa for good at the end of my first tour of duty in April
1962. I have no regrets, although I did enjoy life in Northern Rhodesia. I
was anxious to see my parents again, and begin a new career in UK.
Events have proved me right to do so while I was young enough to start
afresh. I had witnessed my father struggling to adjust to life in UK after
spending his whole career abroad in the Colonial Service. Jane and I have
enjoyed a long and happy married life together and I have had an equally
interesting career as a Land Agent on several Estates in the North of
Scotland. There is now no need to publish an obituary for me when I am
gone.
Colin Heape
CONTACT WITH THE KATANGESE
In 1960 I was an Assistant Inspector in the Northern Rhodesia Police
stationed at Kawambwa in the Luapula Province. In that year trouble had
erupted in the Belgian Congo in the Province of Katanga. The Katangese,
under Moise Tshombe, had declared their independence and the
Katangese Army had moved into their side of the border of Mpweto
opposite Chief Puta’s area in Northern Rhodesia.
The Baluba Tribe, full of dagga and hate, were also making threatening
noises to the north of the Belgian Congo and United Nations Forces were
sent to Katanga to try and keep the peace.
It was reported that a group of English Missionaries, number unknown and
reliability of report only about 2, were being held captive by the Katangese
Gendarmerie at Mpweto. Police Headquarter via the usual channels
instructed that the report was to be investigated and someone sent to
make contact with the Katangese to confirm or deny the report. There
were apparently 150 heavily armed Gendarmes on the Congo side of
Mpweto.
Two days before Christmas I, the only bachelor on the station, was
detailed by Les Bardwell, the Officer in Charge Kawambwa, to go up there
and ”sort it out” were the instructions I received after my briefing
concerning the nuns, together with a parting shot of “DO NOT cause an
International Incident”.
I provisioned my patrol truck and was given a Constable and a Boma
Messenger to accompany me in the oldest landrover (“We cannot have
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the new landrover shot full of holes, now can we?”) and proceeded first
down to the Luapula valley to the Sub-Boma at Nchelenge to pick up
another Boma Messenger who knew the Puta Area and then north up the
valley road which ran alongside Lake Mweru to the ruined Boma of
Chienge in Chief Puta’s area which was to be our base. I was armed with
my personal .38 Revolver with 5 rounds, the Constable and Boma
Messengers with Batons and Handcuffs. A formidable force!
We got to Chienge before sunset and made camp, me inside the old
Boma brick building roofed with thatch, the Africans outside as they were
not happy to sleep inside believing the building to be haunted by a long
dead District Commissioner.
Despite all, the Boma was in a lovely position situated on a bluff above
and overlooking the northern end of the lake, with the lake shore sweeping
away into the haze towards the Belgian Congo (very poetic?). The sunsets
were fantastic. For radio communications we carried an old SSB set. This
was a big and heavy radio contained in a square wooden box about 2 x 3
feet, open at one end so one could get at the controls via a hinged flap. It
was battery operated, with a dipole Aerial which consisted of a “T” shaped
configuration which had to be slung between two trees, the centre of the
“T” towards the station that one wished to contact. I had been given strict
instructions by the OIC to send a Sitrep at 1730 hours every evening.
That evening I tried both Kawambwa and our sister station Kashiba but
with no luck. However I did make good contact with PGHQ Ops Room in
Lusaka and a startled Duty Officer, whose name escapes me, answered
my call. It sometimes went like that, the radio waves bouncing off the
wrong cumulus, or was it the ionosphere, and making contact with
surprising results. I remember that patrol cars in Central Africa reporting
contact with the New York Police on the odd occasion.
He asked me all the usual questions and appeared to have some difficulty
in believing that I was in the NRP and that Chienge Boma was indeed in
Northern Rhodesia (Town Policeman?) despite my directing him to it on
the map and he finding it marked. However he did agree to forward my nil
sitrep to Kawambwa next morning and to state that I hoped to make
comms with the Katangese next day, but said that he would check on my
bona fides at that time, hoped I was who I said I was and signed off.
Muttering a few words in Anglo-Saxon I switched off and put the cover on
the radio. Duty done I wrapped myself tightly into my mosquito net and
went to sleep. The mosquitoes were very big in that area and had been
known to carry off young and tender Assistant Inspectors who had not
fixed up their nets securely and devour them at their leisure. But not this
cookie!
Next morning we got up with the dawn, made tea and then went to make
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my number with Chief Puta and begged from him a local guide from his
kraal. This was granted and we then set off to Katanga by taking the bush
road round the top of Lake Mweru through the salt marshes.
A guide was essential because if a wrong turning was taken one might
well land up in a bog and it was a desolate place to be stuck; the nearest
human habitation being some miles away.
We got through the marsh without incident but it was a slow process and
then suddenly the track went up an incline, over a rickety bridge and we
were in Katanga, no boards or fences to say so, but the Guide agreed with
the Boma Messengers who confirmed that we were in Katanga so I saw
no reason to dispute this statement. We came off the bush road onto a
better dirt road and stopped a local Katangese who when questioned by
the Guide volunteered directions to the Gendarmes Camp; all very friendly
so far.
We got to the camp, which had been, I was given to understand, a tsetse
fly control camp at about 1100 hrs. There was a barbed wire boundary
fence and I saw that there were some permanent buildings, brick under
corrugated iron, and behind them were lines of tents. There were several
heavy vehicles and some smaller ones lined up in a vehicle park area and
sentries patrolled.
I drove towards the camp and saw a small brick building at the camp
entrance and in front of this building I saw two ranks of armed and
uniformed men drawn up in Guard of Honour formation and I presumed
that this small building was being utilised as a guardroom.
They were standing at ease with an Officer in front. How they knew we
were coming was beyond me but that’s how it was in Africa.
I stopped the truck a short distance away from the guardroom, smoothed
myself out, dusted myself down, cap on, instructed the others to clean
themselves up and stepped out of the Landrover, shut the door and
stepped forward only to be brought up sharply.
I realised very quickly that I was being held back by my pistol lanyard as
these lanyards were long, thick and tended to trail, which had become
jammed in the Landrover’s door when I shut it sharply behind me. In the
meantime the Officer had called the guard up to attention and was
advancing to greet me so I backed up quickly, unhooked myself from the
door and went forward again. Salutes were exchanged with the guard
commander. This must have looked fairly comical to an observer, he
advancing, me backing up but the officer did not seem to notice so no
harm done or perhaps he was just very polite.
I was then invited to inspect the guard, by hand signals, which I did. They
were surprisingly well turned out, always a tricky thing under canvas.
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The camp Commandant then introduced himself and I was treated to a
conducted tour round the camp, shown numerous weapons, some of them
heavy machine guns and mortars, the 5 rounds in my .38 seemed
inadequate to say the least, and was impressed by the orderliness of the
camp and the turnout of the quarter guard and said so.
The Camp Commandant, who was a Captain, received my compliments
with a wide smile and relations were definitely on the up and up.
All our conversations were through the guide who spoke Katangese, into
Bemba to the Constable and then into English to me and vice versa back
again. My French was not good enough for the occasion so I did not try it
until later and in any case it was not their first language.We were then
offered refreshments, first tea and then warm bottled Zimba Beer, and was
advised, on explaining my mission, that the missionaries had been given
safe passage through to their Headquarters in Elizabethville.Mission
accomplished I left in the afternoon to much hand shaking and bon homie,
it is surprising how much better one’s French becomes after a few beers.
However all was not plain sailing and on the way back I took a wrong turn
in the marshes, the three language barrier being at fault as it did not lend
itself to quick action and we ended up in a dead end down a steep slope
and nearly in a bog.
I tried to back up in four wheel drive but it was too slippery and we were
just starting to throw lots as to who was to go for help when out of the blue
came a United Nations Army Convoy of Swedish Troops, all fit, healthy,
and armed to the teeth wearing their blue UN berets, speaking impeccable
English.
There were about 30 of them with a Warrant Officer in charge, driving four
Unimogs and full of joie de vie. They pulled our landrover up the slope in
quick time with a hawser and one of their Unimogs and we had a brew up.
Before I left I advised them that there was a large Katangese presence but
not where and suggested they go no further, as I thought that was not
playing the game to give the Katangese exact position and information on
their logistics.
Also whilst heaping praise on them for my rescue I advised them, in my
official capacity, that although their entry into Northern Rhodesia had been
a mistake and there was nothing to indicate a boundary in the area, any
further violation Northern Rhodesian Territory would force me to arrest
them. A bit pompous I realise but I was in the right.
The result of my warning and the Swedes having viewed the size and
disposition of my party, with its meagre armament, were puzzled, then
amused. They promised me with due solemnity, which I am sure was
tongue in cheek, not to do it again and stated that they had taken a wrong
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turn whilst on patrol from their base in Katanga. We parted company
amicably, they going back in the direction of their base at Kasenga. (which
was opposite the Kashiba Police Station on the other side of the Luapula
River). I was later to see them there and play football l against them.
On my return to Chienge I managed to contact Kawambwa and sent a
long sitrep leaving out the bit about the pistol lanyard. OIC congratulated
me, advised that a startled Duty Officer at PGHQ had passed on my
evening Sitrep and had been assured that I was a member of the N.R.P.
and not a maliwongo – I ask you! He wished me a Happy Christmas and
stated that I had to stay up there another 24 hours to see what would
develop.
Next day I sent the Constable, one of the Boma Messengers and the
guide off with instructions to scout our side of the border and they reported
later that there was no sign of the Swedes and the Katangese were
reported to be in their camp. The following day we packed up and made
our uneventful way back to Kawambwa to enjoy a late Christmas,
dropping off the Guide at Puta and one of the Messengers at Nchelenge
Boma.
Looking back this incident, it seems a far cry from what later transpired in
that part of Africa with its extreme tribal violence and malevolence.
[I regret that due to the change in my e-mail the name of the author of this article was lost in
the moving of it from Orange to g-mail and it has proved impossible to extract the name from
cyber space. So my sincere apologies to him but the piece was too interesting to jettison.
May I ask him to please get in touch for a late recognition in the next issue.
Editor]

Farewell to the Fort Rosebery Club
I feel like one who stands alone,
Some banquet hall deserted,
Whose lights are fled,
Whose garlands dead,
And all but he departed.
It sprang from nowhere, blossomed as a happy oasis for a few brief years
and then dimmed its lights and faded away as its creators were dispersed
to the four corners of the Globe.
But it lives on in the faded memories and happy nostalgia of all who
passed through the old town of Fort Rosebery during the 50s and 60s. “Its
lights have fled, its garlands dead and all departed”, but this little place in
which we served so long ago is indelibly etched in our memories. Our
youth, our gladness and all our strivings packed into a few years that
remain constantly with us.
30

No 95 NKHWAZiI June 2017.qxp_Layout 1 03/07/2017 12:07 Page 33

Into the unknown
It is now 54 years since I drove across the 50 miles of dirt road of the
incongruous Congo Pedicle into the Luapula Province. The Pedicle was in
the province of Katanga, which in the next few years became a bloody
battleground of ferocious intensity between the Great Powers. On this day
the bush was welcoming and happy – the earth so arid as to be incapable
of supporting any but the boldest! This piece of land must owe its origins
to a few tired and emotional colonial officials from Fawlty Towers who had
a bad day at the office. The area itself was about the size of Wales and
belonged to the Belgian Congo. The romantic village of Mukambo with its
dancing monkeys and faded music hall signalled the end of the road, and
the Chembe Ferry transported me across the croc infested Luapula with a
variety of other cargo - dried fish, goats, mealie meal and a Raleigh
Bicycle! As the sun set over the serene landscape I had no inkling or
foreboding of the sinister events in train in the Congo which would lead to
one of the bloodiest and murderous episodes in Africa, and a few short
months later I would experience the full distressing and painful aftermath
of the deadly conflagration that ensued.
On the other side was a 60 mile hellish road to Fort Rosebery. In the wet
season it was treacherous and could take over 4 hours to reach. Fort
Rosebery itself, with such a magnificent name, was drab and dreary and
publess!! This did not augur well for my stay. Or maybe this was a
consideration for my transfer!!!
I had been snatched from the Mobile Unit-that great nursery for legal
minds - because of my outstanding reputation and knowledge of the law,
having succeeded in getting Hugh Van Oppen a transfer to Tshombe's
Army from a charge of (perfectly legitimate in his view) of attempting to
murder a fellow officer because he was sexually oriented in a different way
from Van Oppen. While in Katanga he nearly saved the Western World
from catastrophe. He died nobly in a hail of bullets and spears beside an
ant hill in a long forgotten part of the Katanga .
I was now to become the Public Prosecutor in Luapula Province. A few
days after arrival I was taken for a tour of the seats of power of the
Province. The Provincial Commissioner, who was unknown to me, said
that my reputation had travelled ahead of me and he was honoured to
have a man with such vast knowledge of the law and promised he would
attend my first court appearance. To his eternal regret he didn’t attend my
first, or any of my other appearances in court and he retired a sad man !
The Fort Rosebery Club was internationally known and a mini version of
The Muthaiga Club in Nairobi. It had been opened with great fanfare two
years earlier by the then District Commissioner Ewan Thompson - a very
formidable but gentle Scot. Its a melancholy undertaking to study the list of
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Guests at the opening of the Club 56 years ago, nearly all now gone to the
Great Luapula in the Sky. Their last views, if lucky, would be the sun
setting on one of the magnificent lakes of the Luapula, or a Gin and Tonic
on the Club veranda ………
When I looked at the Tennis Courts I thought of John Betjamen's poem:
“Miss J. Hunter Dunn, Miss J Hunter Dunn
Furnished and burnished by Aldershot sun
What strenuous singles we played after tea
We in the tournament, you against me”
The Club was the centrepiece of all European social activity in the
community - weddings, birthdays, anniversaries, dances, engagements,
tennis, bridge, and where people fell in and out of love, and above all
“Robbie Burns Night”. The notice board was a sort of social network or
modern day facebook!
The Congo Conflagration and the Club
It became the focus of the international media in 1960 when the
Congolese Army mutinied against its Officers, and went on a bloody
rampage of rape and plunder mainly against the European population.
Hundreds of Belgian Refugees crossed the Luapula River from the
marauding troops. David Durose and I were dispatched to escort the
Refugees to Fort Rosebery, and we brought them to The Club where they
were comforted and fed by the local community. The stories they told on
being debriefed were so horrific and heartbreaking that they shocked
some veterans of the liberation of Germany. A medical team and
counsellors were flown in from Ndola, and later the refugees were flown
back to Belgium. How they recovered I shall never know.
Lord Monkton and the Club
Prime Minister McMillan passed some wind in the Cape, which found its
way to the Federation in the guise of a certain Lord Monkton, Chairman of
the Midland Bank –now long expired like himself. This wind was turned
into a storm by Lord Monkton and his band. It is not for us to say whether
this man would have been more fruitfully employed to manage overdrafts
at the Midland Bank. His treacley report culminated in the dismantling of
the CAF and the butchering of our Force and the long goodbye to the land
we had come to love.
Monktons arrival was a major international news item and had a huge
media following. He had held some Cabinet posts and endeared himself to
the Americans by opposing the invasion of Suez and so his “fact finding”
tour of Luapula required great planning. He had a large entourage of
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advisors and civil servants, many with over-rated opinions of themselves
which were not shared by ourselves. I met most of them. I have never met
any of them since, nor have I any desire to do so!
For “The Press” this was one huge junket covered mainly from the
watering holes of Luapula and in particular the Fort Rosebery Club. Many
a headliner about life in the bush was composed without leaving the
environs of The Fort Rosebery Club. We the young officers of the
Province, had the pleasant task of entertaining the generous contingent of
the Commission's secretaries in the Club - a duty magnificently
performed!! Where are they all now I wonder??
The last Sad Memory of the Club.
My abiding and heart rending recollection of the Old Club is of one lovely
evening in 1960 a group of us were having a Sundowner on the veranda .
Suddenly we saw a massive inferno some distance away in the town. We
rushed there but by the time we got there a caravan containing two infants
had burned to a cinder. The parents, a young couple from South Africa or
Southern Rhodesia, arrived about the same time as myself and my
colleagues. The Mother, a beautiful woman, no more than 23 or 24, and
her husband were inconsolable. It was believed some electrical device
had malfunctioned after they had stepped out for a brief few minutes.
My notebook contains the following entry for the funeral :
One coffin, side by side
One grave
F: Anita Lepper 3 years
M: Andrew Lepper 2 years
Funeral at 3 pm ”
Shortly afterwards my first tour came to an end. I was aware that I had
witnessed the unfolding of the great African experiment. For the present I
am not mentioned in any of the published history of the era but I know this
is merely an oversight, and as further facts unfold my name will figure
prominently in the events of that turbulent era!
I contributed enormously to the new legal framework for the Province.
Patrick Aloysius Crown Gabiel
MORE MEMORIES OF FORT ROSEBERY
Early in September 1961 my platoon was ordered north to the troubled
Luapula province. Neither I nor my second in command Dave Deptford
knew that 80 days would elapse before we returned to Bwana Mkubwa
and civilisation on the Copperbelt. Unusually, Fort Roseberry offered a
choice of drinking places namely the club and the small hotel the "Mansa
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Inn", Dave and I opted for the Mansa Inn as it was more informal and all
the senior civil servants opted for the club.
A Permanent resident of the hotel was elderly bachelor, Stan Tully, a long
time resident of the territory and retired manager of National and Grindleys
bank, Stan had cancer of the throat and sat at one end of the bar
accompanied by a bottle of whisky and milk which he would sip through a
straw, at 5 o'clock John the landlord would bring in a bowl of nourishing
soup which Stan would sip before returning to his whisky/milk until closing
time.
The government surgeon Donald McNab would fly up from Ndola every
month to carry out operations and always stayed at the Mansa, meantime
Stan had indicated to the landlord that he had serious stomach pains,
McNab said bring him up to the hospital and I will put him on the slab and
take a "wee" look. What Donald McNab saw made him quickly stitch up
Stan and confide in the landlord, “his days are numbered, it could be
hours/days!! But don't tell Stan!”
A month later McNab returned, Stan increasingly frail still in his usual seat
at the end of the bar sipping whisky/milk, Donald McNab commented
"Christ are you still alive!?" Another month went by before McNab returned
and Stan was still there sipping his whisky/milk. The good surgeon
exploded "for God's sake Stan because of you my professional reputation
is in tatters"!! All in his Scots brogue. Stan duly obliged by passing away a
couple of days later leaving the Mansa Inn with a major financial
headache where to find somebody who paid his bill on time and drank
sixty odd bottles of whisky each month!!
How lucky we were to live in Africa in those days as opposed to the
politically correct scenario we now live in.
Ian Ross
Foot note: Is this the same man?
A Mr Tully was the manager in1953, when I was working at the Standard
Bank, Ndola. I remember him as a kindly, elderly gentleman who would
retire after lunch with other senior members of the bank to the verandah at
the rear of the bank where they would ruminate on life over a Castle or
two.
Priscilla Flower-Smith.
NEWS FROM ZAMBIA
Malaria Fight gets 10 million nets: President Lungu has launched a
country wide distribution of over 10 million long lasting insecticide-treated
mosquito nets bought for US$26 million with a call on all Zambians to use
the malaria prevention facilities. The president said the country has
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recorded a drop in the disease prevalence rates from 407 cases to 335
per1000 people in 2014. The country's National Malaria Elimination
Strategic Plan has been developed by the government to guide the
elimination of Malaria by 2021.
(Zambia Daily Mail 26th April)

Zambia marks 24th Gabon Crash Anniversary: On 28th April Zambia
marked the 24th anniversary of the Gabon air disaster that killed the
Senior National Soccer TEAM in 1993. They were on their way to Senegal
for 1994 World Cup qualifier match when their plane plunged into the
Atlantic Ocean near Libreville, Gabon. Family members and fans are
expected to lay wreaths at the Heros Acre located outside the old
Independence Stadium.
(Lusaka Times 28th April)

KK not allowed to visit opposition leader in prison: Founding
President Kenneth Kaunda was yesterday turned away from visiting
incarcerated opposition leader Hakainde Hichilema. The 93 year old was
not allowed to visit the UPND leader because he had allegedly gone to
Lusaka Central Prison outside visiting hours. Hichelema is awaiting trial
for alleged treason, after refusing to give way to President Lungu's
motorcade after the Kuombokaceremony last month.
(Zambia Reports 5th May)

“Snowmania” hits Lusaka after rare hailstorm: People in Lusaka and
surrounding area woke up to see their streets and backyards filled with
ice. This was the result of a rare hailstorm that occurred after a heavy
rainfall. The hailstorm reduced the temperature to 12º Celsius. This did not
deter residents from having a jolly time in the ice, and many posted
pictures on social media as they built snowmen and played with the
hailstones. The Meteorological Department last month warned that the
coming winter season will be one of the coldest ever recorded.
(Lusaka Times 16th May)

Ngabwe proposed as site for new capital: Minister of National Planning
Lucky Mulusa and his team have identified Ngabwe in Central Province as
the best site for the country's new capital city and will submit the proposal
to Cabinet for consideration. Experts say the population of Lusaka is now
over 2.5 million and is soon to breach the 3 million mark, and the rate at
which commerce and industry and official activities are growing cannot be
met by Lusaka's ability to grow its capacity. Mulusa said Ngabwe, west of
Kabwe, was an ideal location for the capital because it was more central
than Lusaka and it was easier to start building a city from scratch.
(Zambia Reports, 24th May)
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QM STORES

Here is the list of items currently available from Jerry Miller, our Treasurer:

Silk Crested tie
Polyester crested tie
Polyester striped tie (in Force colours)
Baseball caps
Cuff links (pair)
Cravats (in Force colours)
Bow ties (in Force colours – self tie)
Bow ties (in Force colours – ready tied)
Cummerbund in Force colours
Polo Shirts, navy or white with NRPA crest
(specify size and colour required).
These items will be available at reunions.
If required by post please add £2.
The following items are made to order:
Blazer badges
Sweatshirts (NRPA crest on left breast)
(specify size and colour required).

£17.50
£8.00
£7.50
£8.00
£10.00
£8.00
£7.00
£6.50
£9.00
£14.00

£17.50
£22.50

Note re post: The price for the sweatshirt includes p&p. For all
other items, please add £2.00 for p&p.

While stocks last, Tim Wright's History of the Northern Rhodesia
Police is available at £12.50 a copy plus £2.50 p&p.

The new NRPA coffin pall is available on loan for a member's
funeral from Chris Lyon. A returnable deposit of £50 is required to
secure the loan.
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