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EDITORIAL
Sadly we have another fairly long list of names of departed
colleagues, to which has just been added that of our oldest member
Harry Waters who has passed away aged 99. His wartime career in
Burma with the Chindits was related in the last issue. Although he
joined the NRP in 1946 he always said he did not know many people
as he spent most of his time in Force HQ. I am sure that there will still
be a number of members who remember him.

The articles in this edition reflect the wide aspects of life and
policing we all encountered in NR during the 50s and 60s with Peter
Williams' description of setting up at Kariba, John Beecroft's report on
a UNIP meeting at Kabwata, Ian Ross's Mobile Unit Diary and in a
lighter vein, Phil Lee's description of solving an African dispute and
setting a precedent for the distribution of ducklings.

Members please take note of the Chairman's piece immediately
following this Editorial regarding the Data Protection Regulations; we
must stay legal.

Finally, I noticed that this edition is number 97 which is bringing us
close to our century, which all things being equal, will appear in
Jan/Feb 2020. The Chairman and Committee would like to ensure our
100th edition is special. I have an idea or two but would like to receive
suggestions from members on possible themes or anything else that
you feel might make it a suitably memorable one.
Maf

PS Don't forget to check out our website www.nrpa.org.uk
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DATA PROTECTION REGULATIONS

Many of us had never heard of computers when we first joined the
NRPA but we have all since consented to our names and addresses
being held on computer in order that the Association can function
efficiently in the 21st Century. Your names and addresses are the only
data of yours maintained by the NRPA electronically.

Under the Regulations that come into force on 25 May our
Secretary, Chris Lyon, becomes Controller of this data and keeps it
secure, ensuring it is only used to provide each member with Nkhwazi
or other information of interest, such as arrangements for reunions.

In order that members receive Nkhwazi our Editor keeps a copy of
the address list on a memory stick. Before each new edition is issued
he updates it with any amendments supplied by the Secretary, the
controller. The Editor then passes the memory stick to the printer who
prints off the address labels, sticks them on the envelopes containing
the new Nkhwazi and posts it. The printer keeps the memory stick
safely until returning it to the Editor who keeps it safely until the whole
process starts again six months later. This is the most efficient and
economic way of getting a paper Nkhwazi to you. Under the
Regulations the Editor and printer are classed as processors of your
data. Similarly our Treasurer, Jerry Miller, maintains a list of names
based on the 2010 global address list against which he checks the
receipt of annual subscriptions. Colin Jennings has our e-mail
addresses so he can inform those of us online in good time of deaths
and funerals as well as less depressing events.

Any member who does not wish his/her name and address to be
stored electronically and processed as indicated, should so inform the
Secretary but it is regretted that we cannot maintain a separate
manual record so his or her effective membership will cease.
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It will be necessary for any member notifying the Secretary of
a change of address (or indeed name) to confirm in writing that he/she
consents to this new data being held electronically and processed as
indicated above and whether he/she wishes the information to be
published in Nkhwazi and in any membership list circulated among
members. This will save the Secretary having to request the
necessary consent and you having to write to him/her twice. Below is
a suitable form of consent. The last sentence may be deleted should
you not want to your details to be supplied to other members.
DATA PROTECTION CONSENT
I

............................................................................................................

of ............................................................................................................
e-mail address ........................................................................................
for as long as I remain a member of the Northern Rhodesia Police
Association consent to that Association storing my name and address
including e-mail address, electronically for the purposes of the
administration of the Association and sending me the Nkhwazi newsletter
and information about reunions, events and news of fellow members and
other old comrades. I further consent to my addresses being supplied to
fellow members.

Signed ................................................................ Date ..........................
4

Valete

We are sad to announce the deaths of the following old comrades

James Francis Patrick Fitzgerald CPM who died peacefully on
9 February 2018 in Aukland, New Zealand, aged 88.

Barbara Robertshaw died on 27 January 2018 in a nursing home in
West Yorkshire.
Terry Robbins died in July 2017.

Gerhard Michael Landmark MBE died on 10 January 2018 at home
in Lancashire, aged 82.

Brian Robinson died peacefully at home in Kent from a rare illness
on 2 April 2018, aged 80.
Peter Brooks died on 7 April 2018, aged 88.

Kate (Kathleen) Morris, widow of Peter, died in hospital on 21 March
2018 aged 94.
David Holman died on 11 May 2018 in Peterborough hospital, aged 84.

Christine Court (née Elgin) died 17 August 2017 in South Africa.

Harry Waters died on 18 May 2018 in Yeovil Hospital, Somerset,
aged 99 years 3 months.

John S. Spofforth died on 17 June in St Joseph's Hospice, Thornton,
Merseyside, aged 78.
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Obituaries

James Fitzgerald (Fitz) - 1921 to 2018
Born in Fermoy Ireland 26 September 1921 Fitz came with his family
to London in the early 1930s. He joined the RAF VR, trained as a pilot
and was posted to Coastal Command Squadron 59 flying Hudsons
performing anti shipping U boat and reconnaissance duties. Volunteering
to serve overseas, he flew a bomber as part of a squadron to reinforce
Malaysia Forces. With the fall of Singapore the R A F were diverted to
the Indonesian island of Sumatra where they subsequently became
Japanese prisoners of war and were forced to work including making
jungle roads and airstrips Fitz remained in a prisoner of war camp on the
island of Sumatra until V J day August 1945. On release he returned
to Britain. After recovering his health and fitness he joined the Northern
Rhodesia Police in August 1946 as an Assistant Inspector. In 1948
he married Norma in Livingstone and over the years had many transfers
(lived in 26 different houses) and received steady promotion. In 1962
was awarded the Colonial Police Medal. At the time of the Lumpa
rebellion he was Officer Commanding the Mobile Unit. As an Assistant
Commissioner he commanded the mounted escort for the Princess Royal
at the Independence Ceremony.
After Independence Fitz continued in the now Zambia Police until 1966
when he retired as the last European Commissioner of Police. Moving
to Durban Fitz became a Chartered Secretary and Company Secretary
of a large company pension fund. Finally retiring he and Norma came to
join their daughter Gail in New Zealand where his passion for golf and
fishing was resumed and lawn bowls followed.
Fitz was respected and well liked and was always a gentleman.
Fred Lane
(A Photo of Fitz's wake appears in the centre pages. Ed)
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Barbara Robertshaw
Barbara began her Police career with the West Riding Constabulary
in 1956 moving to the NRP in 1960 when she joined squad 5/60 at Lilayi.
She served two tours at Livingstone and Lusaka. After Independence
she stayed on with the Zambia Police to complete her tour, leaving finally
in 1966.
Sadly, she had a severe stroke in 2008 and spent the last ten years of
her life in a nursing home.
Dave McCue writes: I had the pleasure of working with Barbara in
Lusaka C.I.D. She was a real professional officer and you couldn't have
anyone better guarding your back in tricky situations. She would wade
in to help a fellow officer without a second thought. I am sad to hear that
she suffered for so long from a stroke. R.I.P. Babs.
Gerhard Michael Landmark (Mike) MBE
Mike was born in Kampala, Uganda in 1936
and aged 7 was sent to Cordwalles Prep
School, Pietermaritzburg after which he went
on to Michaelhouse School in Natal. Leaving
school in 1953 Mike studied to be a barrister at
'Mike' Landmark
the Inns of Court.
receiving his MBE from
In 1956 he decided on a change of career
the Queen in 2004
and joined the NRP. In February 1957, at Lilayi,
(Picture courtesy of
Evelyn Landmark)
Mike won the Cane of Honour for his squad
13/56. His first posting was to Broken Hill from A colour version of this photo
is reproduced on page 19
whence he moved to Chisamba as mounted
patrol Officer during which time he was
attached to training school for the Ride and Drive display in August 1957.
During his first leave he took an attachment with the Berkshire Police
before returning to NR in 1960. On his return he was promoted to
Inspector and was attached to Special Branch at Katima Mulilo,
Barotseland and Livingstone. He retired from the NRP in 1964 and joined
the Royal Swaziland Police as an SB officer until 1971 when he left as a
Superintendent.
After leaving, Mike joined Attorneys in Manzini and gained an
Attorney's Admission Diploma in 1975 first as an articled clerk and then
as a junior partner until 1985. Then he struck out on his own as a sole
practitioner until retiring to the UK in 2007.
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Whilst in Swaziland Mike became Chairman of the Civil Service Board
and also Chairman of the Swaziland electricity Board. He acted as
Paymaster of the Umsizi World War 2 veterans (ex servicemen and
women in Swaziland) for which service he as awarded an MBE.
In addition to these activities Mike found the time to qualify as a private
pilot and was involved in organising 10 International Air Shows whilst he
was Secretary of the Swaziland Flying Club.
Mike was an active Freemason joining the Downpatrick Lodge, Lusaka
in 1960 and continued to participate for the rest of his life.
On retirement to Lancashire he became a volunteer at the Leyland
Museum and helped teach basic computer skills at the local library.
He leaves Evelyn, his wife of 36 years and 3 sons by a previous marriage.
notes supplied by Evelyn
Peter Brooks
Tim Wright writes
Peter was born 12 November 1929. He served in the 12th Lancers
before joining the NRP in 1954. He served with Mobile Unit during his first
tour and was a S/Insp at Mumbwa in 1962. As an A/Supt with the ZP he
took over Lusaka Central from me, its temporary incumbent, in 1966. Peter
was an excellent shot and a member of the NRP pistol shooting team.
Brian Robinson
Brian was born in London near Waterloo, the son of a Met PC and
a typist. His early years were spent in the Brixton Hill area; during the
war he was evacuated to Burnham on Sea for short periods. Though he
was mostly in London during the blitz.
Brian attended Henry Thornton Grammar School, Clapham, leaving
at 16 to become a police cadet at Brixton and Information Room, New
Scotland Yard.
He was called up for National Service in 1954 but signed on for extra
year to be part of the Royal Military Police's only signal company.
He considered himself a conspicuous failure as a soldier – used to laugh at
the wrong moments and tried to show the Army 'better ways of doing things!'
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He left the Army in 1957 and after a brief spell in a bank joined the
NRP in 1958. After Lilayi he was posted to Lunanshya and Roan Antelope
in uniform, CID and admin. Pat joined him in 1959 and they were married
in St George’s Church, Luanshya. They made their first home at Roan
Antelope. Their daughter Carol was born in December 1960.
After the Congo independence it became clear that there was no
future for them in Africa. They returned to the UK and Brian had several
jobs in security, investigation and latterly in sales. They moved to Kent in
1965 and when Pat obtained full time work, he was able to move into
social work and go to college to train mainly in child care and mental
health. He remained working with in Kent County Council until almost
burnt out! He transferred to Kent Probation for 12 years ending as Crown
Court Liaison Officer.
Pat and he had another daughter, Celia in 1965 and the family have
remained in the Sittingbourne area ever since. Pat and he celebrated
their 50th Wedding anniversary in 2009.
After retirement in 1999, having realized how many people had trouble
with reading and writing, Brian worked voluntarily at the village school to
help with reading to assist the less able, and hopefully diminish the
numbers leaving school without these essential life skills. His other great
interest have been his garden and of course, his family.
Brian is survived by his wife Pat and his two daughters.
Peter 'Hank' Morris. (1928 – 2016). Peter Morris' death was
announced in Nkhwazi No. 93. He died in March 2016 but his obituary
has now been compiled along with Kate's by their son Simon.
Peter was born on October 23rd 1928 in Manchester.
He attended Solihull School, during the war years, and did his National
Service in the RAF serving in the military police section.
Peter had got a place to do forestry at Bangor University, but was told
that he would have to defer this place for a good two to three years in
order to allow the men who had fought in the war first opportunity, and
he was advised to get some forestry experience.
He joined the forestry commission and spent a short time working in
the New Forest and then on to Dartmoor. Things weren’t moving fast
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enough and he attended an interview at the Colonial Office where I am
led to believe, that the only question he was asked, was whether he
played rugby. Within two weeks he was on board ship bound for
Capetown and from there the long train journey up into Central Africa
and Northern Rhodesia.
Peter joined the Northern Rhodesia Police in 1954. He was based
first at Livingstone and then moved to Lusaka district where he met
my mother.
Peter was known in the police as ‘Hank Morris.’ There had been a very
popular Western doing the rounds at the time. The main shooter in the
film was called Hank. One night in the police mess they decided to have
a go at shooting out the centre of the dart board with their service
revolvers. I have no idea what was going on behind the wall that the
dartboard was hanging on, but it was Peter who managed to shoot out
the bull’s eye and win the accolade.
Kate and Peter’s courtship was nearly brought to a catastrophic end
before it had even really got started. There had been a spate of cattle
thefts in Lusaka district. These cattle had more or less vanished without
trace, and no one in the police could find out what had happened to them.
It was a mystery, but Peter had an idea. He engaged the help of the local
witch doctor for a meagre sum, and then he waited. A couple of days later
the morning peace outside the Lusaka district police station was disturbed
by the arrival of a dishevelled group of men being led by the witchdoctor.
The rustlers had been found and were duly charged. When the Chief
Superintendent found out what had happened he hauled Peter over the
coals. It was well and good arresting these fellows, he said, but where
was the evidence? Where was the proof? You couldn’t just take the word
of the witch doctor to the courts. The Chief Superintendent was right, but
so was Peter, there was no more rustling, but he was banished for three
months down to Kariba, in the Zambezi valley, for border patrol duties.
Kate and Peter married in 1958 and Peter transferred to the Game
and Fisheries department. Peter worked in the Luangwa Valley, Kafue
National Park and the Zambezi valley.
The Serengeti only a few years previously had been given National
park status and the Luangwa Valley and the other game parks in Zambia
were being developed in a similar manner.
10

The infra-structure in the Luangwa Valley in these early years was
non-existent and although roads were put in every year, after the rains,
there was still a lot of patrolling done on foot.
Peter and other members of the wild life department would set off into
the bush on anti-poaching patrols, with carriers, and set up camp every
night under the stars. There was always a set pattern, camp would be
set at about 4.00pm and fires lit, the African night would descended very
sharply with little twilight and by six it would be dark.
After supper the singing would start, the melodic voices of the carriers
and scouts drifting off into the African night, and on occasion they would
dance. On one such evening the lead Scout, Sanford Injovo, came over
to where Peter, and his three colleagues were sitting, and asked if they
had any traditional songs and dances. After a few seconds discussion
Peter and the other three came up with only thing that they all knew, and
moments later the peace of the African night was shattered by the sounds
of the Hokey kokey. Needless to say, Peter and his colleagues were
never asked to repeat the performance.
Zambia got independence in 1965 and in 1969 Peter and Kate left and
worked for a short period in Rhodesia and South Africa, but returned to
Zambia in 1971, back in the Luangwa Valley, this time working for the
Zambia National Tourist Board and running Luamfwa Lodge.
In 1974 Kate and Peter moved back to Botswana. Peter was once
again in the Game department, initially based in Gaberone and then
eventually in Maun, wedged between the Kalahari Desert and the
Okavango swamp.
In 1979 Peter and Kate left Botswana and moved back to England,
but the pull of Africa was too strong and they again moved out to Africa,
to South Africa this time where they ran a boarding kennels near Durban.
In 1983 they were back to the UK, but within a few months they were
back in Zambia, back in the Luangwa Valley, where Peter was running
Mfuwe camp, he had previously run it ten years earlier in 1972.
Peter and Kate moved back to England in 1984/85. They would not
go back to Africa again to live, but they were to have numerous holidays
there over the forth coming years.
In 1986 Peter and Kate moved to Portugal to live. They converted a
villa that they had bought in 1973 into a B & B and Peter thoroughly
enjoyed running this, they spent the next fifteen or so years splitting their
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time between Falmouth and Portugal, but settled full time in England in
2011 when Kate was diagnosed with Dementia.
Kate was Peter’s lasting love and he resolved to look after her for as
long as he could, and he did this unhesitatingly and with great empathy
right up until he was taken into hospital in January 2016. Peter died in
March 2016.
Peter had a life that was well lived, I have many very fond memories
of him and I owe him much.
Kate (Kathleen) Morris (1923- 2018)
Kate was born on 13th January 1924 in Belfast. Kate was fifteen when
the Second World War started and when she left school she joined the
land army where she worked in the Leeds, Sheffield area. After the war
Kate moved to London, where she worked in the accounting department
of a large firm. As a young girl Kate longed to travel and I remember her
telling me how she used to look at the huge liners coming into London
docks and dream wistfully about where they had come from and where
they were going to and so it was no surprise that she and her first
husband went out to Northern Rhodesia, to work in the colonial service.
Kate’s first marriage was not to last and when she and her husband
divorced she was faced with the huge dilemma of whether she should
return to England or stay in Africa. Kate chose to stay and got a job with
the Northern Rhodesia Police reservists in Lusaka, she was billeted at
Longacres. It was whilst working in Lusaka that met Peter.
Peter came with a bit of a reputation and Kate was not initially
impressed, in fact she didn’t like him much at all, but Peter was nothing
if not persuasive and they were married in March 1958. It would have
been their 60th wedding anniversary this year so perhaps starting off not
liking someone is not a bad sign.
Peter died just over two years ago and Kate sadly died on 21st March
this year.There were certainly ups and downs in Kate’s life, as there are
in all our lives, but on many occasions she would say how lucky and
privileged she had been to have experienced the life she had had.
Kate wanted to travel and in a world where travelling was not as easy
as it is today, she certainly did so.
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Kate enjoyed painting and wrote a book entitled ‘A Zambian Odyssey’
about her life and time in the Luangwa Valley.
She was dearly loved and will be sorely missed.
Simon Morris.
David Holman (1934 - 2018)
David was born and brought up in Huddersfield, West Yorkshire on
11 March 1934 and died in Peterborough District Hospital on 11 May
2018 aged 84 years.
After school he worked for a while in a Solicitor’s office, then for
a photographer. At 18 he was called up for National Service stationed
first in Germany and later in Lincolnshire. It was at this time that he met
and became engaged to his future wife Pat. After 4 years National
Service he applied for the Northern Rhodesia Police and after
acceptance commenced training at Lilayi in April 1958. After completion
of training he was posted to Chingola in the traffic division.
Pat joined him in September 1958 and they married at the Anglican
Church, Chingola on 24 January 1959.
Three years at Chingola were followed by two tours at Mufulira in an
administrative capacity. He retired from the Zambian Police as Acting
Chief Inspector in 1968 and returned to UK.
He then went into partnership with John Owen (ex NRP) in a garage
franchise in Leicester for 6 years following which he went on a year’s
Work Study course at Derby College. He then obtained a position as a
Work Study Officer with Anglian Water, Spalding, Lincolnshire and moved
with his family to live in Bourne, Lincolnshire.
Subsequently, Anglian Water was split up and he was then moved to
the National Rivers Division which eventually became the Environment
Agency, where he remained until his retirement in 1999.
He and Pat attended the NRP Reunions and enjoyed them.
Unfortunately in the last two years health problems prevented attendance.
In his last few months he had suffered from renal problems. He was
admitted to hospital on 30 April and died on 11 May 2018 from
associated sepsis.
He is very much missed by Pat and his two sons.
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Ralph Wardle and Vivien Coates

(Pictures courtesy
of Hopwood)
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Nigel Rugman and Nighean Darlaston

The Petauke Gang Derek Hopwood, Gerry Muir, Colin Jennings,
RussTobin and Hamish Scott Knight. All serverved at Petauke in
Eastern Province.

Hamish Scott-Knight, Bridget Jennings, Paul Wheler
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Jerry and Juliet Miller

Shiela MacLean, Susan Evans
and Don MacLean

Elizabeth and Jeremy Hawkins (bearded)
with Vic Schofield and Gerry Muir
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Roy Coppard, Ralph Wardle and Fred Birtall

Keith Ratcliffe, Phil Witherspoon and Derek Hopwood
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Chalky White

Janice Hambly, Roy Coppard
and Hazel Wardle

(Pictures courtesy of Rugman)
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The three Sheilas –
Tobin, MacLean and Parrish

Helen Cooper and Paul Wheeler

Remembering James Fitzgerald (Fitz)

Fitz's Wake
L to R: Oenone Robinson,
Doris Cottam, Ian Robinson,
Norma Fitzgerald,
Gail Fitzgerald, Fred Lane,
Ann Lane.
(Photo courtesy of Fred Lane)

(right) Fitz receiving his CPM

'Mike' Landmark receiving his MBE
from the Queen in 2004
(Picture courtesy of Evelyn Landmark)
- see article on page 7
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A WORD FROM THE CHAIRMAN
So we go on, thanks to Malcolm giving us Nkhwazi and the work of
your council with Chris Lyon organising the May reunion and Russ
Whatley the Christmas Lunch at the Union Jack Club, London. If you
possibly can do make the effort to attend as we cannot keep the events
going without your boots on the ground. Most importantly STAY WELL!

At the AGM I urged members to keep Malcolm supplied with articles
for Nkhwazi bearing in mind that they will reach a wider readership
through our website which has already attracted the interest of potential
members and others. The Winter 2020 Nkhwazi will be our 100th
newsletter and as you will see, Malcolm is already planning a special
number so please give him your support.
Tim

Northern Rhodesia Police Association

Annual Reunion

17th-19th May, 2018

Your Council’s weather forecasting skills were plainly undiminished when,
in 2017, they chose the above mentioned dates for the 2018 reunion and
we were favoured with good weather at the Moor Hall Hotel set in its
splendid grounds. Sixty attended and started arriving on the Thursday
so the hotel quickly became lively with sounds of greetings, the renewal
of old friendships and the clinking of wine and beer glasses.

On Friday morning twenty six members were conveyed by coach
to the Birmingham Museum and Art Gallery to view the amazing
Staffordshire Saxon Gold Hoard and the vivid paintings of the
Pre-Raphaelite school.

On returning to the hotel we found two new faces, Mel O’Brien and
Mike Crowther who had only just joined the N.R.P.A. They had joined the
force as cadets and immediately other former cadets clustered round
them and they proceeded to have their own mini-reunion.
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At the Annual General Meeting in the late afternoon Roy Coppard
presided over the re-election of the Chairman, Tim Wright, the
Vice-Chairman, Phil Witherspoon and the entire Council. The Council
puts in very good work in the conduct of the association but it would be
encouraging if other members would be prepared to serve on the Council
to prevent it becoming set in its ways.

The meeting had to consider two manifestations of the 21st Century,
the new Data-Protection Regulations and the N.R.P.A. website.
The regulations carry the threat of fines of up to €20,000,000 for
infringement but the fine legal minds on the Council had put in place
protection against such an assault on our finances. Vivien Coates, the
web-site administrator explained the historical importance of the website
for generations to come and that it was continuing to expand.

After the A.G.M. we all gathered in our private bar to raise the
noise-level and then proceeded into the formal dinner which clearly
demonstrated the continuance of the Moor Hall Hotel’s very high
standards of cuisine. There was no secretary’s table quiz this year and
although the Secretary was expecting screams of disappointment there
were none. Everyone was too busy chatting, mingling and circulating.

On Saturday morning there were the always slightly sad departures
tempered by anticipation of our next get-together at the Union Jack Club
in London on 12th December, 2018.
Chris Lyon

NEWS OF OURSELVES

Good News

In February Nkhwazi received a letter from John Beecroft to say that he
had been found with the big C and was to have an operation shortly.
A further letter in early May from John reported that he had been
successfully operated upon using keyhole surgery, leaving hospital
3 days later. John has been told by his surgeon that there was no
“breakout” and he is now making a good recovery.
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News from the Western Cape

(The following was e-mailed from Martin Linnet. It was passed to The
Chairman who informed members of the contents at the AGM but for
those who were not present the message is included in full)
Hi Malcolm,

Knowing that you have the NRPA reunion next weekend at Moor Hall
(I was there for the 50th in 2014 !), thought I would offer greeting from
The Cape in South Africa, where the NRPA holds regular lunches
approximately 3 times p.a., the last of which was on 9th May at the
St James Hotel, on the lovely seafront at St James village, between
Capetown and Fish Hoek, when around 16 enjoyed a splendid buffet
meal and the usual chats about the old days, with some fascinating old
photos of the Ride and Drive motorcycle team brought along by
Ron Scott, a friend of Ron Grobler's widow Lennox, who herself recently
died in Muisenberg. There are still approximately 26/28 ex regular NRP
colleagues living in the Western Cape, plus numerous widows and
families, and frequent attendees at our lunches are :- Martin Linnette,
Trevor Dunckley, Dave Marnham, Peter Toms, Val Toms, Peter Saffin,
Mike Parry, Paul Falla, Gordon Malloy, Dave Buchanan, Mark Tanner
Keith Lockett, Mike Prothero, Roy Wright, Dave Anderson, Theo
Featonby – plus a number of widows and partners - others drop in from
time to time for a natter.

Capetown itself of course was in the news earlier this year over the
severe drought we are experiencing after 3 years of below average rains,
and a constantly expanding population moving down to the coast for
work, and the huge tourist numbers visiting us, not to mention the
massive number of European 'swallows' who own homes here and flood
in for months to enjoy a summer in both hemispheres. Dams are still in
the low 20pc levels despite some early rains, and unless it chucks it down
abnormally very soon we could still end up running dry - severe
restrictions still in place, no garden irrigation, no car washing, no baths
to be used, only flush loos when absolutely necessary, use 'grey' water,
- those not complying have a restrictive meter fitted to cut off supply daily
if using more than 300 litres per house. Makes life interesting when slight
body odour, a brown lawn and a dirty car are badges of honour!
Martin Linnette
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Can you help?

Colin Heape has been in touch with both the Secretary and the Editor
trying to discover news of Garnet Edwards. Colin wrote:

'I am trying to trace an old friend from our NRP days called Garnet
Edwards. He was in Mobile Unit in Kasama in 1959 with Pete Spring.
I think he went on to Papua New Guinea. Have you any ideas?
Garnet Edwards was a very nice chap. Being the most junior officer
in Kasama in those days, I was made responsible for the catering and
I remember Garnet once ate all the dog meat, which was cooking on the
stove in our mess.
I have not heard anything about him since leaving the force in 1962'.

Any help for Colin direct to his web address colin.heape@btinternet.com
Commiserations

Bert Cubit has informed the Committee and the Editor of the sad news
that the Wallaces lost their home in Mtunzini, KZN to fire on the 31st May.
There were no injuries, a lot of damage to house and many items lost to
the flames. They are staying with their daughter in Mtunzini at present
and trying to sort through the rubble. Anyway they are alright. I am sure
that all readers join in offering their commiserations. A house fire is such
a sad affair. So many memories and familiar items are irretrievably lost.

Bert has the e-mail address of the daughter if anyone wishes to
contact Mervyn or his wife.
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Report on Monitoring a UNIP meeting on 6 December 1961
submitted by S/Insp Beecroft, Oi/c Lusaka Rural

In 1961 Senior Inspector John Beecroft was Officer in Charge of Lusaka
Rural and on Wednesday 6th December was required to attend and monitor
a UNIP public meeting at Kabwata. He was accompanied by Insp John
Mackenzie, A/Insps Mataka amd Maloni and two constables.
The essence of John Beecroft's report to Officer Commanding Lusaka
is as follows.

This meeting took place before a crowd of about 2000 persons and
commenced with UNIP Prayers and then at 1440 hrs S. Katalungu
attacked the police for their general behaviour and said that soon they
would be working for UNIP. Five minutes later Hyden Banda was
introduced and he led the crowd in shouting UNIP slogans and then
spoke saying that Africans must be masters of their own destiny and
should make possible those things that now seem impossible. He called
for an African majority and decried “ Welensky and his settlers”.
At 3 o'clock the UNIP song was sung and Sikoto Wina began
speaking. He said that the European was afraid of the African and that
when Africans applied pressure the Europeans will be screaming and
screaming very hard. Sikoto Wina suggested that Europeans were not
prepared to give up the wealth of this country and that they were stealing
this wealth from the country.
Half an hour later Sikoto Wina gave way to Soloman Kalulu who
addressed the crowd in English. He said that if Africans do not fight the
battle now their children will suffer. He again stressed the need for majority
rule and said that an imposed constitution would never work.
At 4 o'clock a UNIP song was chanted and Kenneth Kaunda then
addressed the people. First he called for a one minute silence for the dead
in the Northern, Luapula and North Western provinces and also for those
who were imprisoned and had been beaten up by the security forces.
He repeated three times, “It is a police state”. He said that UNIP had
enemies everywhere: the copper mines, The BSA Company and
surrounding countries. He referred to £70 million taken from the country
by The BSA Company since 1953 and said, “bloody theft that's what it is”.
He mentioned Sir Roy Welensky's visit to Portugal where he congratulated
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Salazar on his handling Angola. Kaunda then said, “Welensky sent troops
to shoot us in the Northern Province because we wanted to secede, yet he
sends food to Tshombe who wants to secede from the Congo Federation.”
Kaunda went on to suggest that civilised people had used hot irons on
people on the Copper Belt; and that the police horses were better housed
than the constables. He suggested that it was pointless sending any one
to prison, now, for more than a year as certainly in two years UNIP would
be releasing their people. He claimed that UNIP controlled the African side
of the railways, mines, police army and civil service - “The life of the white
man is in our hands”. Finally Kaunda read a passage from the Bible
relating to excessive drinking and warned the crowd about this.
John Beecroft reported that throughout the speeches the crowd was
good humoured and orderly. Nothing said roused them to any real
excitement and on the whole not they did not appear overly enthusiastic.

KARIBA RECALLED
Peter Williams
Late one Saturday morning in December 1955 I called in at the
Livingstone Police Club for a cool beer and found the Officer Commanding
(OC) Southern Province Jack Seed perched upon his favourite bar stool.
I think he had been waiting for me for he said “How would you like to go
the Kariba for a few months”? The idea appealed to me. I was due to
go on long leave in six months and a period in an isolated area would
enable me to save some money. It would also be pleasant to visit Kariba
again. The last time I was there was when I was serving with the British
South Africa Police (BSAP) and when carrying out a six week patrols
along the Zambezi River with Dick Powell the assistant native
commissioner. This patrol covered 150 miles of river commencing at Chief
Binga’s village and ending at Kariba Gorge.
Jack Seed explained to me H.E. the Governor Sir Arthur Benson was
concerned about what he called an invasion of the north bank of the
Zambezi by Southern Rhodesian officials following the death of
a construction worker. He wanted to establish a police presence there
immediately. Benson was not fond of the government in Salisbury.
The construction worker had been an employee of the main contractor
which had recently commenced operations leading to the construction
of the Kariba dam.
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I volunteered and within two days accompanied by my servant
I left, driving the best police land rover available, a short wheelbase
model, which had been on issue to the Criminal Investigation Department
(CID). At Mazabuka I was briefed by the Officer in Charge Kafupi Burne
and given sufficient books and papers to establish a new police station
such as an Occurrence Book and a Crime Register. After over-nighting
with John Nayling the CID officer and buying food, I set off for Kariba via
Chikankata and Changa.
Being early in the rainy season the dirt road was quite good and the
journey uneventful until after I had passed Changa. I had crossed
numerous spruits with ease when, arriving at a dry river bed with
a steep approach, I found an abandoned grader blocking the cutting.
I had to spend a good two hours cutting a path through the bush to bypass
this obstruction. I finally reached the entrance to Kariba gorge and found
the small African police contingent which had been sent from Lusaka.
The contingent included a sergeant and four constables and had been
placed in a rudimentary camp next to the road, close to and overlooking
the river. It consisted of four metal rondavels and a tent. In the tent I found
a paraffin fridge which was not working, two primus stoves and
a pressure cooker. The assistant inspector who had brought the men
down accompanied, by a team which had erected the rondavels, had left,
although he should have awaited my arrival. There was no furniture;
therefore I was glad I had brought my own bed. The sergeant and his
men were not very happy with their situation and were glad to see me.
In the morning I drove the two or so kms along to the dam site. High
on a ledge was another metal rondavel which was to serve as our Inquiry
Office. I immediately thought it would have been better, logistically, to have
placed this at the camp. I drove over the Zambezi by means of a pontoon
bridge and introduced myself to the site engineers for the joint construction
companies Cementation and Laing. I found no BSAP presence. The
Northern Rhodesia Police (NRP) was therefore, the first Force to establish
a police station at Kariba.
The next couple of weeks or so were spent improving the camp. Whilst
one man was on duty at the Inquiry Office during office hours the others
were put to work digging pit latrines and building open sided day quarters
of poles and thatching grass. I even had them build rough tables from
poles. For bathing we made use of the river. The fridge was made to work
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by laying it on its sides and head in each position for 24 hours. An old
trick I had learnt which serving with the BSAP. The sergeant and his men
had little food left so I made arrangements for them to be supplied by
Cementation on repayment. I had been issued with a service rifle and
a Greener s/b shot gun and was able to shoot for the pot for us all.
Construction work at the dam site was in its early stages. The
employees of Cementation and Laing were mostly Rhodesian and South
African and included some rather interesting types. The managerial staff,
except for the mining engineers, was from the UK. They were all housed
on the south bank away from the dam site. The only construction work in
progress was of the first coffer dam on the north bank and the diversion
tunnel on the south bank. All the materials required for the north bank
were being brought across the river over the pontoon or by means of a
cable car suspended from a cable stretched across the river high in the
gorge. The contractors’ administration buildings and residential quarters
were located away from the dam site in an area which eventually became
the down town commercial area of Kariba. It was from here that I was
able to communicate with Police Headquarters in Lusaka and with Police
Mazabuka by means of a post office radio link.
Apart from the contractors’ personnel the only other residents included
an enterprising Greek, I think from Karoi, who had opened a store a little
way up river, and some African employees of the Department of Game
& Tsetse who manned the fly gate. The Greek, whose name I have
regretfully forgotten, was a former RAF fighter pilot of World War 11.
The NRP were the only persons resident on the north bank.
There being no crime and little office work I initially spent a lot of time
roaming the Gwembe Valley visiting chiefs and village headmen. I learnt
they rarely saw government officials. However, as the rains increased
I became more and more restricted to Kariba. I did manage one or two
trips to Mazabuka and Chirundu before the rising river levels prevented
this and the roads became impassable. Not long after my arrival the
Zambezi came down in flood and washed the pontoon away. From then
on all employees and materials were conveyed daily from the south bank
by means of the cable car. Taffy the conductor must have crossed the
Zambezi more often than any other person before or since.
I received very few visitors and these included Kafupi Burne my
immediate boss and the Government Medical Officer (GMO)
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Dr. Henry Farrel. He spent a few days vaccinating residents of nearby
villages against small pox. The Resident Magistrate (RM) Lusaka flew in
for the day to hold an inquest into the death by electrocution of a
European. Mr. House a PWD builder attached to Force Head Quarters
(FHQ) spent a couple of days making improvements. Two members of
the BSAP CID spent a day with me. They most certainly were on Special
Branch (SB) duties. One unforgettable arrival was one of Tony Marr’s SB
men from Livingstone in rather a bedraggled state on a battered cycle.
He spoke of having been chased by elephants and attacked by crocodiles.
His enactment of his escape from a crocodile by dodging behind his cycle
and thrusting the machine, wheels foremost, at the reptile’s head had us
all roaring with laughter. I arranged a lift home by vehicle for him through
Southern Rhodesia and Chirundu. I myself had an encounter with an
elephant whilst stalking a kudu and on another occasion a constable and
I were chased by a hippo.
We became more and more restricted to the area of the gorge as the
roads and rivers became impassable. One evening listening to my
saucepan radio whilst it was pouring with rain outside my hut I heard on
the news broadcast from Salisbury the BSAP had just opened the “first”
police station at Kariba. I felt FHQ had let us down and that it needed to
improve its public relations. “Bamba zonke” meaning “take all” our
nickname for Salisbury was a step ahead once again. This nickname is
fanakolo a simple lingua franca based on Zulu which had developed in
the gold mines of South Africa and had become widely used as a means
of simple communication between the different language groups in
southern Africa.
The BSAP pioneer branch had just built a modern police station and
camp in the dam contractors’ administration area. As far as I am aware
it is still in use. However, it was manned only by the Member I/C who was
a 1st. Class Sgt. and one African sergeant. The NRP had a larger force
at Kariba but the BSAP more suitable quarters.
The Member I/C told me FHQ Salisbury had refused to establish a
resident police presence at Kariba before a permanent police station and
camp was built. He and I formed a good relationship and I am sorry I can
not remember his name. On one occasion when he was being plagued
by a series of tent and caravan burglaries I helped him out by deploying
my constables at night in the affected area. We made no arrests but
chased away the threat.
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By now we were completely cut off from the rest of Northern Rhodesia.
I discussed the problem with the contractors’ management and Taffy the
cable car conductor. We decided the cable car and cable were strong
enough to carry the weight of a land rover if I could get it on. I did so by
removing the canvas and frame and lowering the windshield which could
not be done with the Willys Jeeps in use at the dam site. I drove it on
and crossed the river with my vehicle. (Rather go down with it if the cable
broke than face the wrath of my Commissioner). Two constables and
I then set off for Mazabuka through Southern Rhodesia and Chirundu for
a weekend break and resupply. Before I finally returned to Livingstone
I completed this trip two or three times.
I could go on and on reminiscing but perhaps another time.
After four months Charles Vaughan Johnston came down and took over.
I departed having lost about 25 pounds in weight and richer in pocket
and experience. Several weeks later I set off on long leave to the UK
using that most interesting four day flight in the Central African Airways
(CAA) Viking.
I feel I must record that whilst I would not have missed my Kariba
experience for the world our permanent presence at Kariba was
completely unnecessary. A periodical police patrol, which could have
gained access through Southern Rhodesia, would have been quite
sufficient. It was, I think, another example of Sir Arthur Benson’s and the
Colonial Office’s distrust regarding Salisbury.
Pretoria

WHO OWNS THE DUCKLINGS?
Phil Lee
One very hot afternoon in 1963, I was busy in my office at Kabwata
Police Station near Lusaka. Suddenly my office orderly burst into the
office in a state of great excitement.
“Sir”, he exclaimed, “there is a very big crowd coming towards
the Station”.
I went out onto the front steps, it was very hot, the Union flag hung
proudly in the still African air. There was a lot of noise and excited
shouting, I looked down the long dusty road that stretched in front of the
well laid out gardens of the Police Station, looking North I could see
a large excited crowd was approaching, clouds of dust hung over them.
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It was a very good natured crowd and waves of shouting and laughter
came floating towards me. I could see that at the head of the of the group
and surrounded by the excited people there appeared to be two old
African men, and sure enough as they came closer I could clearly see
them. I can see them to this day, both were old grey haired madala, old
men. One was wearing a long black overcoat fastened with a huge safety
pin and a black fez on his head, the other was clad in an old army khaki
overcoat. Each was carrying a large duck, the man in the black coat
carried a female whilst the other a large drake; every now and then they
would put down their ducks and engage in furious fisticuffs , flailing away
at each other, while from their coats' pockets emerged a cloud of
ducklings quacking in alarm. The female duck quacked at the ducklings
and tried to gather her brood. The crowd roared and encouraged the two
old combatants who gave up the fight to pick up their respective ducks
and as many of the ducklings as they could grab making their way to the
Police Station steps where the fighting resumed.
One of my African constables parted the two old men and I walked
forward holding up my hands. The crowd quietened down and out came
the story. The old gentleman in the black coat owned the female duck while
the drake was the property of the other gentleman. It seemed that without
any agreement of their owners the two ducks had fallen in love and mated.
The result had been a very large clutch of eggs from which, in due time,
had emerged an army of ducklings. When the ducklings were almost ready
to leave their mother the old man who owned the drake had come to collect
all the ducklings as he owned the male and that was clearly the most
important. The other old chap who owned the female contested this claim
since his duck had laid the eggs, sat on them and hatched them with no
help from the male apart from the mating so he was the rightful owner of
the ducklings.
As was the way of Africans, debate had turned to argument and then
they had decided to settle the matter by the age old custom of fighting.
However, their neighbours had suggested that they both go to the Police
Station like gentlemen and get the Police to settle the matter legally, and
so here they were accompanied by about a thousand interested
spectators. All looked at me....waiting my legal opinion.
At that time I was fluent in Chinyanja and after taking a few moments
to think things through, I started by saying that it was good that these two
old African gentlemen had decided to come to the Police Station to settle
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the matter like the civilised gentlemen that I was sure they were.
The crowd all agreed.
“In the old days”, I went on, “such matters were agreed by the owners
before mating; ducks were paired by agreement”.
Everyone agreed this had always been the custom.
“However”, I continued, “things have changed, the old tribal customs
were sadly being ignored, not only among the young men and women but
even among the ducks who had no morality as in the old days”.
The crowd agreed and with plenty of laughter everyone thought that
the present immorality amongst ducks was a cause of great concern.
“So,” I went on, “we have here a problem and we all must settle it like
civilised men.”
A great hush fell.
Knowing African society was still very male dominated, I addressed the
crowd and the two old gentlemen.
“These ducklings,” I said, “must be fairly shared out as follows; the
owner of the drake has the first choice of the ducklings then the owner
of the female takes his choice and so it should go on until all the ducklings
are shared out. If there is an odd number of ducklings then the last
duckling should go to the owner of the female duck, but he must then
buy the owner of the drake a pint of beer.”
Everybody agreed and we all watched the two old gentlemen share
out the ducklings. I recall how the large drake stood there with a regal
air... Sure enough the division resulted in one duckling over, the owner of
the drake very dramatically and with great solemnity handed it to the old
gent with the female duck. He took it and they both shook hands and then
each cramming their pockets with their share of the ducklings took up their
ducks and walked off together towards the beer hall about five hundred
yards away down the road, followed by the excited, laughing crowd.
The constables and my sergeant who had all watched the entire event
burst into laughter, “Ah, Sir,” they all exclaimed, “you have now made
new African customary law, from now on if there is a dispute over
ducklings people will remember this and that is how in the townships now
ducklings will be shared out”.
I retired in triumph to my office and sat and roared with laughter over
the entire delightful incident. This, I realised, was what made the job of a
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Colonial Police Officer so worth while. Where on earth, except in Central
Africa, would a police inspector be asked to arbitrate on the distribution
of ducklings.

THE SURPRISE ASSIGNMENT
Ian Ross
Thursday 18th July 1963
Throughout my entire service in the Mobile Unit I have always been
able to avoid a patrol to Lusaka, some people prefer the towns and the
bright lights but to me the only place to be on patrol is in the bush.
So, it was that about this time the fates conspired against me and
I was finally landed with a 6-week patrol of Lusaka or so I thought!
The orders read:'Platoon to depart from Ndola Railway Station by train for
Lusaka under the command of Jock Boyd, the platoon strength is
1 Subordinate Officer 1 Sergeant Major, 4 Sergeants and 35 Constables'.
The Company Commander Mr Edney and I were to leave from Mobile
Unit HQ Bwana Mkubwa per Force Transport Land Rover to make our
way down to Lusaka by road.
We arrived at Lusaka after an uneventful journey with Mr Edney and
took over the transport from Charlie 4 Platoon; it seemed to be in quite
reasonable condition with 2 x Troop Carrying Vehicles (TCVs) and 4 x
Land Rovers all with moderate mileages. Then to Lusaka Division HQ
for a general discussion with the OC Division Senior Superintendent B.G.
O’Leary, after which Mr Edney departed back to Mobile Unit.
Then off to Lusaka station to meet the Platoon arriving by train from
the North, a quiet trip and all appears to be in good order and the Platoon
accommodated in the Drill Hall for the night pending the other platoons
departure in the morning.

Friday 19th July 1963
Reveille and generally assisting C4 Platoon in preparing for their move
back to Bwana Mkubwa, they duly departed in one piece by the 7 am
Northbound train thus effectively leaving me with something
I have never wanted to be, in charge of the Mobile Unit in Lusaka.
After C4's departure my Platoon settled into their new quarters,
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off-loading all equipment and weaponry, arrangements made with the local
traders for the purchase of meat and meal on a daily and weekly basis.

Saturday 20th July 1963
Weekly-camp inspection carried out by the Staff Officer from Lusaka
Division, Superintendent P. Wheeler. Arrangements for duties, standby
and call out procedures discussed, however no standby orders were
issued for the weekend. For the duration of our stay in the Capital
I will come under Mr Wheeler's command, he seems a quite reasonable
type. Despite there being no standby arrangements nevertheless kept
most of the Platoon on a partial state of readiness.

Monday 22nd July 1963
Familiarisation tours of Lusaka District carried out by myself and Jock
Boyd plus all Platoon NCOs, all the likely trouble spots visited such as
Marripodi and other squatter townships plus the usual beer hall locations.
This is my first real look at Lusaka since leaving Training School in 1957;
it was certainly expanded greatly since those days although I hardly think
that it warrants City status as yet.
Supt. Wheeler returns to our lines with a slip of paper in hand, the
bearer of bad tidings, a telegram from Alan in Coventry to the effect that
Dad had passed away the previous day, the telegram had obviously gone
to Mobile Unit HQ first before getting down to me in Lusaka, these things
although half expected nonetheless come as a shock to one. Went off
into Lusaka to arrange wreaths, telegrams etc.
In the evening largely at Jock Boyd’s insistence went across to the
mess for a few drinks which was better, as he put it, than sitting moping
round the tent and driving him up the bloody wall!

Tuesday 23rd July 1963
Mr Wheeler is back once again although this time the bearer of better
tidings! He first enquired if I felt all right? I replied that apart from my
hangover as well as can be expected! He then said “Good, kindly put the
Platoon on 2-hour standby to leave Lusaka!”
This, in contrast to the previous day, was the very best of news
“where,” said I, “are we going?”
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And to this Mr Wheeler replied that, “at this stage I cannot tell you but
for the fact that it is 400 miles from Lusaka in the general direction of the
Atlantic Ocean!!”
Being on 2-hour standby means just that, when the call comes you have
got precisely that time to dismantle your tents, pack your equipment and
be on your start lines and ready to move, consequently all training and
other activities planned for the day are shelved, and we wait further orders.
Personally, I hope that we go, as I could do with a bit of action to take my
mind off distressing events overseas. The remainder of the day was spent
with Jock Boyd and the Sergeant Major poring over a map of the territory
and speculating as to our possible destination, the obvious, indeed the
only answer is Mongu in Barotseland but the idea of sending the Mobile
Unit into this semi-feudal Kingdom which has always enjoyed a quasiindependent status within Northern Rhodesia is definitely a non-starter.
Consumed with curiosity we went across to the Mess for a drink and
to try and update our information as to our possible assignment.
Lusaka like any other Headquarters Mess anywhere in the world is full
of what you might call HQ types who know all and we duly engaged
a few of these characters in conversation. “Barotseland old chap! Forgot
it, the Mobile Unit do not go into Barotseland, not allowed old boy”.
About this time I suddenly spotted an old friend the mildly eccentric
figure of Eric Starr, who I knew was serving in the Special Branch, surely
he would know? After buying him a drink I immediately broached the
subject only for Eric to lower his voice and adopt a markedly
conspiratorial tone and say “we can’t talk here old boy I know
a backstreet pub we can talk there”!
The plot thickens as off we go to the distinctly insalubrious Anzac Arms
in Lusaka. Everybody including the barman appeared to be drunk even
though it was scarcely 7pm, the owner a scruffy looking Aussie,
presumably knowing what line Eric was in came across and greeted him
like a long-lost friend. Despite my buying friend Eric several more drinks
he successfully resisted my enquires and it was quite apparent that he
hadn’t got the faintest idea where we were heading for, although it took
him 5 beers to come clean as it were.

(To be continued)
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NEWS FROM ZAMBIA
A joint operation was today mounted by the Zambian armed forces to
evacuate first year students from the University of Zambia (UNZA)
following the cholera crisis. UNZA sources told The Watchdog that it was
unprecedented in the institution’s history for the military to evacuate
students in that manner. Several markets across Lusaka remain closed
and residents are running out of food supplies as there are no alternative
markets following the closures. (Zambian Watchdog 5th January)
ILLEGAL LOGS: Zambia Revenue Authority (ZRA) has intercepted
22 trucks laden with Mukula tree logs worth K6.6 million in an
extraordinary operation that involved three countries. ZRA corporate
communications manager Topsy Sikalinda said yesterday in Lusaka that
the illegal contraband was first detected and detained for investigations
at Chirundu border post. Eight trucks initially managed to escape before
the conclusion of investigations but were tracked down with help from
the Zimbabwe Revenue Authority (ZIMRA) and South African Revenue
Services (SARS). He said five were intercepted en route to Zimbabwe
while three on South Africa’s Beit Bridge. (Times of Zambia 5th January)

KUOMBOKA CONTINUES: The Barotse Royal Establishment (BRE)
has appealed to Zambians for support towards the 2018 Kuomboka
Ceremony of the Lozi people of Western Province. Ngambela Nyambe
Mwenda has also thanked government for the support rendered to
the ceremony last year 2017, after 3 years of not holding the event.
The Ngambela has also announced that the Kuomboka ceremony, which
attracts foreign tourists, will take place between the end of March and
early April, 2018. (ZNBC 14th January)

DRONES TO MONITOR WILDLIFE: The World-Wide Fund for Nature
(WWF) Zambia has announced that it is launching a pilot project focusing
on the use of drones for environmental monitoring in Zambia. The project
is aimed at enabling the Department of National Parks and Wildlife
(DNPW) to attain aerial superiority for increased efficiency in detecting
and responding to poaching and other threats in the country’s protected
areas. The drones will be used for surveillance of poaching threats,
wildlife surveys and monitoring as well as mitigation of human wildlife
conflicts. (Lusaka Times 8th February)
35

RAIL VERSUS ROAD: Mining companies in Zambia should immediately
start transporting 30 percent of their cargo by rail despite their concerns
about inadequate capacity, the government said. In January Zambia
introduced a new law compelling mining companies and other bulk cargo
handlers to transport at least 30 percent of their freight by rail as it looks
to bolster the sector. However, the Zambia Chamber of Mines said that
Zambia was not ready to handle that amount of cargo. Zambia’s rail lines
have a market share of only about 5 percent and the remainder is
handled by road transport. South African logistics firm Transnet will lease
locomotives and wagons to Zambia Railways to boost its capacity to
handle bulk cargo. (Reuters 27th February)

CHOLERA UPDATE: Zambia has withdrawn military personnel deployed
in December to help clean up the capital and other cities at the height of
a cholera outbreak that has killed more than 80 people in seven months,
the government said on Wednesday. President Edgar Lungu directed the
military to help fight the spread of cholera under emergency measures
to contain the waterborne disease, including the closure of markets.
(Reuters 4th April)

KK HONOURED: Former President Kenneth Kaunda has been
conferred with the 2018 UNAID leadership award, which he has
dedicated to families who have lost loved ones to AIDS. The award is in
honour of Dr Kaunda’s unwavering commitment to the fight against HIV
and AIDS in Zambia and globally. UNAIDS executive director
Michel Sidibé and President Edgar Lungu conferred the award on the
94-year-old statesman, who is the first former head of State to receive it.
(Zambia Daily Mail 12th May)

DR. COLIN MORRIS DIES AGED 89: The Reverend Dr. Colin Morris
was a missionary in Zambia prior to independence and worked as a
Methodist Minister in Chingola where he was critical of the social
structure within the Mining Industry. He became a close friend and
supporter of Kenneth Kaunda in the independence movement. After
independence he returned to the UK and became well known for his
religious broadcasts on Radio 4. A more detailed obituary will appear in
the summer edition of ZST News. (Daily Telegraph 22nd May)
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Silk crested tie

QM STORES

Polyester crested tie

Polyester striped tie

Baseball caps

Cuff links

Cravats (in Force colours)

Bow ties (in Force colours – self tie)

Bow ties (in Force colours – ready tied)

Cummerbund (in Force colours)

£17.50
£8.00

£7.50

£8.00

£10.00
£8.00

£7.00

£6.50
£9.00

These items will be available at reunions.
If required by post please add £2.50
The following items are made to measure:

Blazer badges

Polo Shirts, with NRPA crest

Sweatshirts, with NRPA crest on left breast

Please specify size and colour required.
QM advises that all colours are available.

£17.50

£14.00

£22.50

Copies of Tim Wrights book are sold out.

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.

