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EDITORIAL 

You will have noticed from the cover (which may recall 
some memories of 1964) that this, too, is a special edition of 
Nkhwazi. Not special because I am handing over the 
editorship but because it is the 100th edition; it has been 
going now for more than 50 years!. - See our website for 
why more than 50 years. 

As I had hoped, the contributors to this edition have provided tales of what 
happened to themselves after 24 October 1964 and it all makes fascinating 
reading. Perhaps Jeremy Hawkins adventures in the Congo make the most 
individually exciting story, but Paul Russell’s escape from an attack by a hippo 
and his subsequent hospital treatment is an eye opener. In addition to the actual 
contributors Stephen Matthews is to be congratulated on his success as an 
author after the encouraging reception of his first book about his childhood 
memories of Nazi internment, he has now written a memoir of his police service, 
details elsewhere in this edition.  

Nigel Rugman has produced his usual high quality photos of the December 
gathering at the Union Jack Club. He has also provided a very fine tribute to the 
Force and its contribution to his life. His conclusion is one that ,I am certain, we 
can all chorus, “Hear, Hear!”  

In this issue I wanted to prioritise the written contributions but sadly they have 
suffered the editor’s blue pencil, to keep the size of this edition in check. Even so, 
it is clear the breadth and quality of the contribution that ex members of the NRP 
have made to whatever direction of life that they took has been significant and it 
has been a privilege to record it. 

It only remains for me to sign off, to thank everyone, who over the years have 
made my life easier by their contributions and to wish my successors John and 
Janet Hambly well. Can I appeal to all readers to keep the news and articles 
coming? (John and Janice’s contact details are opposite) As has been said so 
often before, it is your contributions that keep the Nkhwazi afloat and Nkhwazi 
has been so influential in continuing to maintain the contact and esprit of our 
common heritage the NRP and which has been so beautifully summed up by 
Nigel Rugman’s tribute in these pages. 

And finally may I thank Priscilla, my wife, for all her proof reading over the 
years that has saved me from embarrassing mistakes on more than one 
occasion. 

Maf 

PS.  You will notice the absence of the conclusion of the Chilubi Island incident 
and the lack of a News from Zambia section this time due to the need to keep the 
size of this edition within reason. All the material will be passed on to John and 
Janice for use next time.
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VALETE 

Ann Ludbrooke, widow of J.V. (spud) Ludbrooke died suddenly on 5 July 2019. 

 
Pat Bracey, widow of Don, died of pneumonia in hospital on 5 July 2019 at the 

age of 95. 

 
Margaret “Margot” Buckton, widow of “Fred”, died on 25 August 2019 in York, 

aged 89. 

 
Brian Gordon Brown died on 7 August 2019 aged 82 

 
Mary Lee wife of Phil Lee died on 17 September 2019 at home in Bognor Regis 

from spinal cancer, aged 91. 

 
Roderick McL. Campbell died in September 2019 in Johannesburg after a long 

illness aged 84. 

 
George Goodfellow died on16 October 2019 in a retirement home in Wales 

aged 89. 

 
Norman Mason died on 26 June 2019 in South Australia aged 91 

 
Dorothy Marr, widow of Tony, died on 3 November 2019 in Johannesburg after a 

lengthy illness. 

 
Tony Hedges died 8 November 2019 in New Zealand aged 89  

 

Ray Lowes died 15 December 2019 at home in his sleep aged 88. 

 
Clifford Joseph Hurst (Cliff) PMG died in his sleep 6 January 2019 in his care 

home in Johannesburg, aged 85. 

 

OBITUARIES 

Pat Bracey 

Shirley Schofield writes: 

I have just received the sad news that Pat Bracey died in hospital of 
pneumonia on 5th July. Her family were with her and she was cremated 
on 5th August. Any donations in her memory should be sent to the RAF 
Benevolent Fund.  

NKHWAZI 100th Edition.qxp_Layout 1  27/01/2020  10:27  Page 6



7

Pat was a remarkable lady who lived her 95 years to the full, travelling the 
world as long as her health would let her. She contributed the first and last 
chapters of The Donas Remember and these give some idea of the 
personality of Pat for those who had not met her.  

We send our sympathy to Sarah and Bruce, Roger and Rose 

 

Brian Brown 

Information supplied by his daughter 

Brian joined the NRP on 19 March 1959 (in the same Lilayi squad as your 
editor) and served at Ft. Jameson, Kitwe, Luanshya, Lusaka he left at the 
end of his first tour. Brian secured a security consultant position with 
Booker McConnell.  On returning to the UK in 1970, he continued in 
security, working for Booker McConnell and then Lovells, until he retired.   

He loved playing golf, his passion, and he enjoyed playing for 10 years at 
Weston Super Mare, until his stroke in 2014.  He continued to enjoy the 
social side of the golf club with many friends.  

 

Mary Lee  

Information supplied by Sheila Parish 

Mary was a school teacher in Mufilira when she met and married Phil. 
They had 3 children and on leaving Zambia the Lees went to Australia 
where Mary joined her husband in working for Aboriginal welfare. They 
eventually returned to Britain and settled in Bognor Regis. 

 

George Goodfellow 

Information provided by Frank Short. 

Frank writes that although he didn’t know George in NR they both joined 
the Swaziland Police in1964 amongst a number of other ex-NRP 
members. Frank remembers that George was still there when he left for 
the RHKP.  George was married to Fred Lane’s sister.  

He remembers George as a “merry soul” and a friend in those far off days. 

(Although we never met in NR, George came to a Bring and Brai which we 
held at our home, Quarts Farm in Somerset during the 1990s and is 
recalled as a happy sociable guest -Ed) 

NKHWAZI 100th Edition.qxp_Layout 1  27/01/2020  10:27  Page 7



8

Norman Mason 

Tim Wright writes: 

Norman was born on 1 May 1928 and joined the RAF in 1945 and 
the Metropolitan Police in 1952. He became an A/Insp NRP on 19.5.55 
serving at Livingstone in ‘I’ Branch and Southern Div CID.  Here he 
married Joy before his first leave in mid 1958. He was friendly but serious 
minded and of sober habits, and concentrated on detecting crime rather 
than studying cinyanja, so was not promoted to D/Insp until April 1961 
becoming D/S/Insp a year later. He was in Kitwe CID until leaving NR on 
retirement on 4.12.64. From 1967 until 1987 he served with the detective 
branch of the Australian Commonwealth Police in South Australia, 
choosing not to accept postings and promotion elsewhere. A member of 
the International Police Association since the formation of the NR Section, 
he became Regional Chairman for South Australia in 1986 and the 
following year organised a highly successful International Congress of the 
IPA in Adelaide.  On 16 October 1993 he was elected an Honorary Life 
Member of the Australian Section.  

Joy having predeceased him, Norman is survived by his sons Glen and 
Gary and his partner in later life, Anna. 

 

Tony Hedges 

Tony was born on 16th February 1930 and joined the NRP 13 June 1951. 
He was at Mazabuka in 1954 before his promotion to Insp on 13.9.54 and 
going on UK leave. He then served at Livingstone, & was Reserve 
Training Officer Lusaka in Jan 1958 He was promoted C/Insp 1.July 1959 
and served at Chingola, Mufulira, Broken Hill and Ndola usually in charge 
of Traffic. 

 

Clifford Joseph Hurst PMG 

Tim Wright writes 

Cliff was born in Liverpool 1st February1936. A/Insp NRP 15.10.59 served 
in Kitwe CID until 1962.  Insp Basutoland MP 1964 until becoming a 
salesman in 1974 and Secretary of Witzwatersrand University in 1977. He 
was a member of the NRPA but, like Don Gregory, contact seems to have 
been lost in 2010. He was indeed a member of mounted/motorcycle 
display team (‘ride & skive!’) and he appears in at least one group photo 
which should be on the NRPA website. 
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THE NORTHERN RHODESIA POLICE, A TRIBUTE 

Nigel Rugman. 

 

I was 15 years old when my school 
posted one of those career talks, 
specifically, careers in the Colonial 
Service, and more precisely, in a place 
called Northern Rhodesia. At this point I 
should explain that firstly, my dislike of 
school was fully reciprocated - I could not 
wait to leave it behind me - and that, 
secondly, I had been obsessed with the 
“Dark Continent” since before I could read. 
The latter, the consequence of having a 
German nanny whose husband had been 
a professional hunter in pre-WW1, 
German West Africa. There is nothing like 

playing with crocodile teeth, indeed probably cutting one’s own first front 
tooth on them, to instil the spirit of Africa in one’s soul! 

Naturally, I went to that school talk and applied immediately afterwards 
for the role of Police Cadet (it paid slightly better than District officer roles 
and sounded somehow more exciting). What is surprising, given my age 
at the time, is that my application was taken seriously and that I was 
invited up to London for an interview at the Crown Agents’ offices. If 
someone is to make a cock-up, I have subsequently learnt from 
experience, then failing to check a date of birth is as good as any other! 

I remember the interview well, before a panel of what seemed elderly 
but avuncular fossils to me. One of the questions that was raised, 
concerning my ability to relate without prejudice to people of different 
racial groups, I felt I totally smashed (as our young would say). I explained 
loftily that having been born and lived the first 11 years of my life in Cairo, 
then one of the most cosmopolitan places on earth (well, I may not have 
used those exact words), no one would be better prepared for meeting 
such challenges (again, probably not the exact words I used, but you get 
the drift). Guess what, a few weeks later a letter arrived at my school 
boarding house offering me the post of Cadet, subject to satisfactory 
medical examination, details of what I had to do re the latter also 
enclosed. 
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So, back up to London for my medical, expenses paid of course, which 
was satisfactorily achieved. At this point some wise owl in the Service 
finally recognized the discrepancy between my 15 years of age and the 
minimum entry age for a Cadet of 18. Somewhere deep in a cupboard, I 
have a very kindly letter apologising for the mistake and, crucially from my 
point of view, confirming that the offer would stand, subject firstly to 
Cadets being recruited when I reached 18 and, secondly, another 
satisfactory medical as the latter was only valid for 6 months…meanwhile, 
maybe I should consider completing my education! 

I was 18 on the 15th August 1962 and, on the 5th September, together 
with a group of other would be recruits, I was on a plane flying to Lusaka. 
Sadly, I now remember none of the others by name and would love for any 
one of them reading this piece to make contact. My 10 days at Lilayi 
before going on the usual series of Cadet postings was notable mainly for 
my idiocy in wishing to prove my “big boy” prowess in the bar by 
consuming three pints of mixed alcohol Micky Finns. In truth, it was during 
the third pint that I was spectacularly sick, including down the corridors, 
and passed out for some considerable time. To this day, the smell of rum 
still does not sit well with me. I was of course brought before Chiefie Oliver 
in a state of terror but, to his great credit, he dismissed the matter with 
surprising understanding. 

So, to my purpose in writing this piece, which is not to enumerate the 
subsequent details of my short career in the NRP. We all have our stories 
of humour, joy, pride, terror, bravery, idiocy and derring do, and indeed, 
many have over the years filled the pages of Nkhwazi. Rather, as this is 
the 100th issue, I want to thank the Northern Rhodesia Police for allowing 
me to make the transition from boyhood to manhood. For demonstrating to 
me, contrary to my wasted years at school, that I was capable of 
responsibility and of acting responsibly. For giving me a set of truly 
valuable life skills. And finally, for allowing me, even if only briefly, to have 
been a proud participant in the very best of British colonialism.  

 

CHAIRMAN’S NOTES 

This Nkhwazi, Newsletter No.100, is significant for a number of reasons 
but particularly as the last to be edited by Malcolm Flower-Smith who 
stepped forward to resume the editorship on the untimely death of David 
Williams. MAF has maintained the highest standards and has not only 
more than earned his retirement and the gratitude of each and all of us, 
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but his personal circumstances are such that no one could expect him to 
go on. So shall Nkhwazi die? There is still reason to hope it can continue 
in a printed form but it would be unfair to expect the same quality or even 
width.  

We had 67 bookings for the Christmas Reunion at the Union Jack Club 
on 4 December and despite the South West Train strike all your Council 
made it together with Geoff & Elizabeth Brindle, Colin & Marilyn Britton, 
John Camidge, son of David, John & Elizabeth Cochrane, Roy Coppard, 
David Crowley, Bertie & Jenifer Cubitt, Jonathan Fairhurst (son of Jack), 
John & Janice Hambly, John Harvey, Jeremy Hawkins, Elwyn & Vernice 
Hughes, Brian Lamb, Don & Sheila Maclean with their guest Melanie 
Pimm, Juliet Miller, Paul & Deidre Moller, Len Norman, Mel O’Brien, 
Neville Oliver, Nigel Pearson, Arthur Pulford, Keith Ratcliffe, Jack & Jean 
Saunders, Barry Setterfield, son of Peter, Ken & Annie Shutt, Sheila, nee 
Mackey, & John Smith, Jean West, Michael & Marion West, with daughter 
Tracey, Annabelle Whatley, Paul Wheeler, Graham Williams, Carolyn 
Williams, Anne Witherspoon, Mike Woodward with sons, Mark & Ashley, 
and Richard Younge. John & Hester Cribb, Elizabeth Hawkins, Phil Lee 
and daughter, Deborah, Martin Norman, son of Len, Trish Rugman and 
Ted Stevenson all had to scratch for good reason. They were much 
missed as were the rest of our readers. The food, drink, company and 
service were all excellent and again we have to thank Russ Whatley for 
organising the event despite many vicissitudes. He and Annabelle have 
gone off to Australia to recuperate and visit family but they will be back by 
May! So they will be with us at the Oxford Belfry for the last overnight 
reunion from Thursday 21 May to Saturday 23 May 2020.  

If you possibly can come, make sure you do. It won’t be an 
extravaganza like 2014 but steps are being taken to make it an especially 
memorable event. Remember there won’t be another! So what will there 
be? We shall have a lunchtime reunion at a central location, probably the 
Union Jack Club. The plan is that it should not be held in December but in 
the early Spring 2021 when travel should be a bit easier and an AGM can 
be included.  

The NRPA website continues to attract interest. The long lost Bruce 
Hudson is now a member. After a distinguished career in the Royal 
Australian Air Force he is now living on the coast south of Sydney. We 
have also heard from Ann Atkinson former wife of the late Don Gregory of 
Force Signals, Nicci Wright, daughter of Trevor, Calvin Appleton, grandson 
of David, Mick Robson’s son, Gavin and Tony Kirby’s son, Bruce, who 
wants to find out exactly where he lived as a child in Fort Jimmy! 
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DECEMBER REUNION AT THE UNION JACK CLUB. 

(All photos thanks to Nigel Rugman) 

Rus Whatley and Sheila Smith (nee Mackie)

Mike Woodward with sons Ashley and Mark
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Jonathan Fairhurst, Paul Wheeler and Paul Moller 

Dierdre Moller and Jean West
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Janice Hambly, Shiela MacLean and Melanie Pimm

Geoff and Elizabeth Brindle with Arthur Pulford
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Bertram Cubitt and Mel O'Brien

Rus Whatley, Jerry Miller and Jean West.
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Roy Coppard and Don MacLean with Bary Setterfield

Paul Wheeler, Janice Hambly and Tim Wright
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Nigel Rugman and the Chairman,Tim

Carolyn Williams and Chris Lyon 

NKHWAZI 100th Edition.qxp_Layout 1  27/01/2020  10:27  Page 18



19

Jack and  
Jean Saunders

Ken and Annie Shutt 
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Vernice and Elwyn Hughes

Ed and Jenny Sharrod
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John Smith and Colin Britton

John Hambly, Vivien Coates and Janice Hambly.
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Jeremy Hawkins and Chris Lyon

The Chairman's address.
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This is a copy of a letter from Hamish Scott-Knight to Colin Jennings  
1st November in response to a query over his safety in view of the wild 
fires sweeping California. 

 

I am grateful for your concern, the extent of the current California 
fires is Huge, and likely to be an ongoing one. 

I live in Morgan Hill, adjacent to the city of San zjose, the heart 
of Silicon Valley. 

my daughter Jennifer, who was born in then Fort Jameson, and 
her husband have a home here, so far we are fortunate to be 
safely outside the burning areas. We have had a short loss of 
electricity as a precautionary measure, but now restored, and 
feeling lucky and safe for the moment. 

Climate changes here, and of course internationally, remain 
grave dangers. Incidentally this is also earthquake country, but 
one just has to get on with life and hope for the best. 

Saving the seas from pollution, much of it plastic, is perhaps an 
equal endeavour, personally, I avoid single use plastic glasses 
and containers, but the bottling industry is frankly out of step and 
control. All need courageous and better leadership. 

Best wishes and if anything new and drastic happens will do my 
best to appraise you.  

Incidentally I am now ninety one and lucky enough to be in good 
health both physically and mentally for my age, despite the 
possibility of contention as to my mental state! 

Pitani bwino, From Hamish 

NEWS OF OUR SELVES 
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THE FOLLOWING INTERESTING PIECE  
WAS SENT IN BY RUSS WHATLEY 

The Literacy in a Box Trust (Registered Charity No. 1118177) 
In partnership with The Rotary Club of Roborough. 

Background  

During a visit to the Mfuwe Game Park in the South Luangwa Valley, 
Eastern Province some 20 plus years ago it became evident to a  
Mr Forbes Watson in his talks with the Lodge Owners, that part of the levy 
taken by them was used to help provide some form of educational 
assistance for the local children.  Such was his commitment that on 
returning to the UK he sought to establish The Literacy in a Box Trust in 
partnership with The Rotary Club of 
Roborough - a Plymouth based club.  Since 
it’s inception in 2005/6 over 1000 boxes 
have been distributed, with over 900 having 
been delivered to Zambia.  The distribution 
is undertaken either by ‘Operation 
Sunshine’ a Christian Association, with 
whom the trust has been associated with 
since it’s beginning or the ‘National Police 
Aid Convoy’.  The two boxes our 
association have contributed will both be 
going to schools in the Lusaka District - our 
second box being despatched mid-
September 2019  

The need for the service provided by the Trust, Rotary and it’s supporters 
is immense, and whilst our contribution is ‘but a drop in the ocean’ - we are 
nevertheless helping with this very real need.  It is understood schools 
receiving the Literacy Boxes regularly have most of their pupils completing 
their Primary Education, against the norm in rural areas of less than 50% 

Each box contains sufficient 
materials for 25 children, the 
content reflecting the needs of the 
schools as expressed to the Trust 
by teachers in Zambia, Zimbabwe 
and the Philippines. 
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STEPHEN MATTHEWS WAS IN TOUCH  
WITH THE FOLLOWING E-MAIL :- 

Some time ago I gave a BBC Radio interview about my book The Day 
The Nazis Came, During the interview, I mentioned that I had once been a 
police officer in Northern Rhodesia (Zambia) and afterwards I was 
inundated with listeners requests to write a book about some of my African 
Experiences up on the border with the Congo/Katanga and later down in 
the South. 

I did so and the African book was published last October as a hardback 
with the paperback version appearing in June 2020, with various 
electronic media options.  

The book is called: 

Murder, Witchcraft and the Killing of Wildlife: 

‘Memoirs of a Police Officer in the Heart of Africa.’ 

There are one or two unique 
points: 

Peter Le Vasseur, International 
Wildlife Artist, fellow Guernseyman 
and friend has allowed me to 
incorporate reproductions of his 
paintings within the book and these 
will also be used on the book cover. It 
is anticipated that the book cover will 
be entered for an international design 
award after publication. 

Lee Durrell, World famous 
conservationist, and Honorary 
Director of the Durrell Wildlife Trust 
has written a ‘Message of Hope’ and 
has allowed me to use her late 
husband Gerald Durrell’s evocative 
wildlife poem, a copy of which was 
buried in a time capsule at Jersey 
Zoo in 1988. 

Ex-NRP Inspector David Lewis: David’s widow Sharon Lewis has given 
me permission to use his award-winning poem ‘Africa’ in the book. 

Steve also sent in a photo of himself with Edward Osmond-Jones who 
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was on a visit to St Malo which enabled them to meet up. It seems that 
Edward bought Steve’s book The Day the Nazis Came and realised that 
they had both served in Chingola together and arranged to meet on a trip 
to the UK from Canada.. 

Because of a delay Steve’s book was only published in December and 
so I cannot offer a review. However a review by the Guernsey Press can 
be found on the web at guernseypress.com dated 19 December. For 
those wishing to obtain a copy the following ISBN numbers have been 
provided by Steve.  

Hardback            ISBN   9781526764072 

Paperback           ISBN   9781526764119 

Kindle                  ISBN   9781526764096 

(Steve advises that the paperback will not be available until later in the 
year. Ed.)

Edward Osmond-Jones on a visit from Canada to Steve Matthews 
in Guernsey last Spring. (They served together in Chingola)
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A CONGO ADVENTURE ! 
Jeremy Hawkins 

After leaving the NRP in May1964; having taken early retirement!  I 
joined Anglo American in N.R. as a trainee. No one was quite sure what I 
was ultimately to do, but I spent 6 months underground learning about 
what went on.  Various moves took place over the years and I found 
myself handling all the overseas recruitment for the Anglo Group operating 
from London, however in 1975 I was asked to go and sort out the 
Personnel function in a new operation they had started, to mine copper on 
a very large scale, in what was then Zaire. 

So, in October that year we all traipsed out to Shaba (now again 
Katanga) and tried to get a grip of the problems on site. Things didn’t go 
well with the price of international oil rising substantially and in January 
1976 the development of the mine was halted, some 200 expatriates had 
to be sent home, and we went onto a ‘care and maintenance’ basis. I 
agreed to stay on as Manager of the residual operation which still involved 
a number of expatriates and several hundred local employees. 

Things just got worse from then on with sabotage of the equipment on 
site and in May 1978 rebels from Angola, supported by Cuban troops, 
invaded and began to massacre any Europeans, and a good number of 
locals, they could find in Kolwezi, some 70 kms from Fungurume where 
we were. As they advanced Belgian Paratroops and the French Foreign 
Legion arrived and managed, when not working against each other, to 
regain a certain amount of calm. I agreed for a contingent of Belgian 
Paras to be stationed at the mine, we had accommodation, an air strip, 
food etc, though they had a helicopter which we had positioned in camp. I 
had the company plane, a Baron Beechcraft, which I kept at the airstrip 
and a contingent of Belgians was also stationed there. Although the Zaire 
authorities tried to requisition the plane, I managed to keep hold of it and 
flew it each day, mostly to Lubumbashi , to get them used to it. It was also 
the only way I could communicate with London, via Geneva, Lydia Star, 
without the CND (Zaire SB) seeing what I had to say 

The situation deteriorated and I managed to get permission for the 
expat women and children together with any non critical expats to leave 
and return to the UK. Elizabeth flew to Kinshasa and then Jo’burg where 

AFRICAN EXPERIENCES AND CAREERS 
AFTER INDEPENDENCE
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she was shown on SA TV speaking fluent Afrikaans and then on the BBC 
being interviewed by John Humphreys, our poor children in the UK seeing 
her, on the news, and knowing nothing of what was going on! 

Because the President was a shareholder of this very expensive joint 
enterprise, I was able to make use of this when being summoned by the 
CND for interrogation because I had contrived a series of Radio messages 
to enable an expatriate, who they thought had started a serious fire 
costing about $2,000,000 damage to get an exit visa and leave the 
country. I knew that if he were detained it would take months to get him 
out and would seriously affect moral. In hindsight I made a questionable 
decision as some months later he was convicted of murdering his wife in 
Kenya! This resulted in my being accused of thwarting the authorities, as 
when they came to arrest him, he had gone! I was then summoned to SB 
HQ and was told to take a suitcase as I wouldn’t be returning to the mine!   

I presented myself with our Local Personnel Officer, and had a large 
pad of paper which I set out. As each question was asked in French, I had 
it translated into English, and wrote it down with my reply. After a short 
time I was asked why was I doing this. I replied that as the President was 
a shareholder he would want to know what I had been asked and my 
response. This immediately caused a great deal of concern, and I was 
released almost at once!  I mention this as it showed the considerable 
tension that existed throughout our time in Zaire, a country I had always 
vowed I would never live in! 

On the 1st June 1978, our Medical Officer was given permission to 
leave the country at the end of his contract. This reduced our expat 
community to 6, one plane load, if necessary. I had devised a code for us 
to use in communication with London , if necessary, and had told them 
that we were prepared to stay if things didn’t get any worse as we had 
Belgian troops on site. However I believe he saw the Directors in London 
and told them of the strain we were under. I had always had the authority 
from Charter, the Managing Company, for SMTF, to take whatever action I 
considered appropriate and to evacuate the mine if necessary. However I 
suddenly received a message to evacuate and to put into practice a plan 
we had set up to go to Lusaka. This wasn’t even in code!, so I knew that I 
would have to get on with it. 

I calculated that if we took off at dusk, the Zaire Migs at Kamina would 
not try and intercept us as there were no night flying capabilities at 
Kamina. Accordingly I arranged a flight to Lubumbashi for that evening, for 
the remaining expats to hide at a hollow at the end of the runway, so they 
could board out of sight on the Zaire guards; we would then fly to Lusaka. 
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The Belgians were briefed and got the Zaire guards drunk as a precaution. 
All went well; we took off, everyone on board and headed for the border. 
At the border Air Traffic Control in Zambia clearly hadn’t been briefed and 
we were told to return to Lubumbashi, which having already burnt our 
boats, I wasn’t prepared to do! 

I was in the co-pilot seat and I agreed with our pilot that we would 
extinguish our lights, I would help him navigate by using the luminous dial 
on my watch, and overfly Zambia without permission. I didn’t believe they 
would be able to get their act together to stop us! We flew as high as we 
could, 6,000 feet and were worried that there were Sam missiles in the 
Zambezi valley operated by ZANU PF, so detoured slightly into 
Mozambique. On entering Rhodesian airspace we were intercepted by a 
Hawker jet and asked for identification. We said who we were and 
fortunately our pilot knew the Hawker pilot and we were escorted into 
Salisbury. We landed with about 1 litre of fuel left and were told to park 
well away from the terminal.  

Immediately we were surrounded by armed police, and as I came out the 
plane backwards, very stiff, I was greeted by the Office i/c by name as we 
had been in the BSAP together! I opened the nose cone and took out the 
case of whisky I had placed for emergencies and we were escorted to the 
terminal. It just shows you never know who you are going to meet up with 
again in Africa! 

We spent a couple of days in Salisbury which included a time I had to 
spend with their SB explaining how I knew where the Cubans had got to 
on condition they placed a ‘D notice’ on us which they did! Back to London 
knowing that I could never go back and wondering what was next!  The 
failure of SMTF had cost the shareholders a mere, $980,000! Believe it or 
not, I was then asked to go to Angola for De Beers! I said I would do the 
job but would commute as necessary, I was not prepared to put my family 
at risk again! 

 

A CAREER IN THE ZAMBIA POLICE 
Len Norman 

In October 2018 I joined Paul Russell and Bill Francis at Upwell in the 
Fens at the wake of John Brake (the three of us had been in Squad 
15/62). Bill left NR in 1964 for a career in security in Sierra Leone whilst 
Paul and I stayed on for some years after Independence. Bill was 
interested to know how we fared in the Zambia Police and it struck me that 
others too might like to hear of our experiences after independence. 

NKHWAZI 100th Edition.qxp_Layout 1  27/01/2020  10:27  Page 30



31

In the NRP I served in Livingstone and Kalomo, with a brief attachment 
to Chinsali during the Lumpa troubles. I resigned in April 1965 as I could 
see no future in the ZP. Back in England though I missed Africa so much 
that I withdrew my resignation, got married and returned to Lusaka in 
November 1965. 

Following the exodus of expatriates, Zambians and those of us who 
stayed received rapid promotion to fill the vacated posts. Within weeks of 
my return I was promoted to Inspector and over the next five years 
advanced to Senior Superintendent. Initially I led CID teams in Lusaka 
before eventually becoming CIO.  

Our working and social lives didn’t change all that much following 
independence and we still enjoyed wonderfully privileged lifestyles. 
Southern Rhodesia’s UDI (11 November 1965) had a devastating effect on 
Zambia’s security and economy, escalating in the seventies as the vicious 
guerilla war there hotted up and Zambia experienced a series of cross-
border raids. Although travel in parts of the country became dangerous, 
Zambia was stable compared to the turmoil of neighbouring countries torn 
apart by civil war. 

In 1967 I was involved in an investigation into a ‘spy ring’ operating in 
Zambia on behalf of the Rhodesian regime. This came about when out of 
the blue I was called to FHQ one night and attached to one of a number of 
teams detailed to arrest and search the homes of certain prominent 
Europeans accused of spying for the Rhodesian regime. The evidence 
was overwhelming and following a High Court Tribunal the offenders were 
deported in line with its recommendations. Many whites in Zambia 
sympathised with the Smith Regime and some treated those of us 
involved in this investigation with open hostility. This didn’t trouble me as 
we had simply enforced the law without fear or favour exactly as we had 
done in the NRP. 

In the early seventies, a series of major frauds Involving breaches of 
the country’s stringent exchange controls came to light, some of such 
magnitude that they posed a real threat to the Zambian economy, 
weakened by sanctions and the problems arising from UDI. In response, 
the government set up the Special Investigation Team (Economy and 
Trade) (SITET) staffed by police and customs investigators and other 
specialists with relevant financial or commercial expertise. I was drafted in, 
initially on a temporary basis but then permanently as its caseload 
expanded.  

When carrying out investigations on the Copperbelt I usually stayed at 
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Mobile Unit Kamfinsa with Paul, who I had known at TS Lilayi. He was the 
last serving British MU commander. It was strangely nostalgic to drink with 
him in the Mess, still redolent with memories of past members, many of 
them NRP legends. SITET needed investigators on the Copperbelt and 
Paul joined the Team. Other ex-NRP officers involved in SITET were 
Freddy Allen, Don Bruce, Frank McGovern and Mike Whitehouse. 
Inquiries took us all over the world and we routinely travelled to the UK, 
Europe, USA and the Far East, as well as to countries closer to home in 
Africa. Paul even undertook an extraordinary inquiry in the former 
Yugoslavia and I visited Mocambique in the chaotic aftermath of the 
disorderly Portuguese withdrawal. 

SITET carried out many successful investigations and was highly 
regarded by the Zambian authorities. We reported directly to the Minister 
of Home Affairs and operated more or less independently of FHQ. Our 
robust approach did not endear us to some expatriates trying to evade 
exchange controls but in fact SITET targeted only major offences posing a 
genuine threat to the country’s economy rather than the petty fiddles in 
which they were typically involved. 

In the late seventies, following a series of scandals involving corruption 
in high places which provoked popular outrage and fierce debate in 
Parliament, I was sent on a ‘fact-finding mission’ to the UK, Singapore & 
Hong Kong with senior Zambian law officers to look into ways other 
countries handled the problem. This resulted in the Corrupt Practices Act 
which established an Anti-Corruption Commission with investigative, 
preventive and educational functions. The Commissioner, a Supreme 
Court Judge, reported directly to the Head of State. He was approaching 
retirement and basically let Paul and I get on with running it, as Senior 
Assistant Commissioners responsible for operations. These were not ZP 
appointments and I retained my substantive police rank and powers, 
although in practice I had little to do with FHQ. It was nevertheless an 
amicable relationship and I remained a member of the ZP throughout my 
service. 

After acquiring premises in Lusaka we recruited and trained an 
operational staff drawn mainly from idealistic young male and female 
graduates of the University of Zambia committed to ridding their country of 
the scourge of corruption, seen as one of the most serious obstacles to 
development. 

The Commission targeted individuals at the highest levels of 
government. It was popular with the public and government which saw the 
ACC as a safety valve through which public disquiet over this pernicious 
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activity could be channelled and effectively dealt with. We mounted a 
number of successful prosecutions or initiated appropriate action in 
borderline cases where there was insufficient evidence for court. Over the 
years the Commission achieved notable success in dealing with this 
destructive crime which afflicts so many countries in the developing world.   

I left Zambia for the UK at the end of my contract in April 1985. I had 
always intended to pursue a second career elsewhere and with the ACC 
up and running it felt like the right time to leave. 

Paul took over the ACC and details of his career are provided by an 
article written by him and included in this issue. 

After a couple of years working on international maritime fraud and 
counterfeiting I became an Investigator in the Department of Trade and 
Industry, dealing with securities and company fraud, until my retirement in 
2002. I now live on the Isle of Wight where on special occasions I fly the 
Zambian flag in my garden. This baffles many caulkheads (Isle of 
Wighters) but over the years we’ve entertained several Zambian visitors 
who have spontaneously knocked at our door curious to know why their 
flag should be flying in our part of the world.........!!! 

 

AN EX-PAT EX-NRP CAREER IN ZAMBIA AND BEYOND 
Paul Russell OBE 

On the morning of 25th October 1964, at about 11am, I found myself, 
grey suited and tooled-up with my .38 Special tucked securely under my 
left arm pit, standing in one of the large reception rooms in what was now 
“State House”, Lusaka, hitherto known as “Government House”.  

I was 22 years old. A few hours earlier, I was an Assistant Inspector in 
the Northern Rhodesia Police. But as the Union Jack came down in the 
Independence Stadium at midnight, I was transmogrified, on this the first 
day of the new Republic of Zambia, into an officer in the Zambia Police. 
My job was to ensure that the new President of Zambia and his guests 
comprising Paramount Chiefs, who had come for tea, were safe. It was 
difficult to be inconspicuous (as a good close protection officer should be) 
because I was the only mzungu in the room. Looking back now, I realise 
that I was probably the very first Brit to have received from the President 
of Zambia, a biscuit and a cup of tea on that historic day! 

After some days (my first assignment in the Republic of Zambia having 
been completed), I returned to Mazabuka, the station to which I had been 
posted in February 1963; but in November ‘64 I was posted to Mobile Unit, 
Kamfinsa, made an Inspector, and assumed command of Charlie One 
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Platoon. I remained in the MU for almost ten years before, as the last 
white Officer and by now Assistant Superintendent, I “turned off the lights” 
and joined Len Norman and others in SITET in 1974. En route, I met and 
married my Swedish wife, Palma who was a volunteer with the Swedish 
International Development Agency (SIDA) working at Dag Hammarskjold 
Memorial Library at Mindolo Ecumenical Centre. 

I enjoyed the nine years I served with SITET, going “undercover” twice. 
On the first occasion, I posed as the buyer of Kwacha 3,000,000 (then 
worth $2,000,000) and later as the buyer of a vast amount of Zimbabwe 
Dollars that a Resident of Zimbabwe had smuggled out to Lusaka. What 
acting skills I had acquired at school some decades earlier, proved most 
beneficial. 

In August 1978 Palma and I 
had an unfortunate skirmish with 
a hippo whilst spending a long 
weekend at Kafwala Wildlife 
Camp in the Kafue National Park. 
As we fished from a boat one 
Sunday morning in the company 
of two young boatmen, there was 
an enormous crash. We all flew 
up in the air: Palma landed on the 
back of the hippo and I ended with my right leg in its mouth. Thinking that 
this is not the best place for my leg to be, I managed to pull my leg out 
before the hippo closed its mouth. 

When I surfaced I could see that Palma had reached an island so I set 
off, post haste. The thought that I might now be pursued by crocodiles 
urged me to speed up, Mark Spitz-like. I reached the island, Palma 
jumping back into the water to help me get out; of the two boatmen, and 
the boat, there was no sign. 

I was bleeding badly from an enormous wound in my thigh, so Palma’s 
bra became a make-do tourniquet. Fortunately, no major vein or artery 
had been damaged and eventually the boatmen appeared unharmed and 
with the boat. Three hours later and back in camp, I clambered into our 
pickup, and we set off for Lusaka, Palma driving. We reached Mumbwa at 
5.30pm, and picked up a Police Sergeant from the Police Station there. 
He drove us to University Teaching Hospital (UTH) Lusaka, arriving at 
11pm. A Russian doctor attended to me. I awoke the next morning to find 
massive stitches on my leg. A British Consultant on his rounds that 
Monday morning took one look in horror, and ordered me back to the 
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operating theatre where the Russian doctor’s handiwork was undone. You 
do not stitch infected wounds! 

By then I was not feeling at my best and a blood transfusion was 
needed. Fortunately (AIDS existed but was not widely known then) there 
was no blood available in the hospital. Undeterred, Palma went to the 
Swedish Embassy and returned with a very pretty young lady who 
donated some of her blood. A young Australian Secretary from the SITET 
office in Lusaka also contributed. These generous donations pulled me 
through. 

As it was obvious that I might well “pop-my-clogs” if I remained in UTH, 
some strings were pulled and as a result on the Wednesday, Len drove 
Palma and me to Kitwe dropping me off at the Nkana Mine Hospital. Len 
drove Palma to our home in Kitwe whereupon he promptly collapsed with 
fatigue-and who could blame him. By then I had gangrene in my leg and 
there was concern that it might need to be amputated. But the resident 
surgeon, a wonderful man by the name of Mr. Ray, a former Missionary 
Doctor from Mwinilungu, was able to save it, having found the perfect 
antibiotic. Some skillful skin grafting and stitching followed and three 
weeks later I was sent home and back to work. I have now some 
interesting scars which, over the years, I have regaled to the kids and 
adults alike to their delight and fascination. 

In 1983, I moved to Lusaka to join Len Norman at the Anti-Corruption 
Commission. When Len left Zambia in 1985, I assumed control. 

One significant event in the ACC occurred in April 1988 when I 
attended a meeting called by the WWF in the Intercontinental Hotel to 
discuss WWF African elephant policy. The audience of over 300 people 
came from the international donor community, wildlife NGOs and persons 
interested in wildlife conservation. Following an address by the Chair of 
the WWF, Dr. John Hanks, I made an intervention from the floor, criticizing 
WWF for its continued support for the SRT (Save the Rhino Trust), arguing 
that it was a waste of time and scarce resources when there were no 
rhinos remaining and that much more should be done to deal with the 
corruption that so clearly facilitated elephant poaching. I told the audience 
that I wanted to create a special unit within the ACC that would embrace 
the expertise of the ACC with that of the country’s Department of National 
Parks & Wildlife Service. 

My comments caught the attention of staff from Lusaka’s U.S. 
Information Service (USIS) who asked me to call in on them the next day. I 
did this, and there and then, they offered me, via the US Fish and Wildlife 
Service,  $250,000 to establish a Species Protection Department (SPD). 
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The funds were allocated and the new Species Protection Department 
(SPD) was launched about a year later. 

With such funding, the ACC/SPD had success, especially in being able 
to confiscate ivory, rhino horns and weapons. Most of the rhino horns were 
from animals killed in Zimbabwe. In November 1989, President Kaunda 
instructed me to pack them all in a container and to accompany him on a 
State Visit to Harare, to be hosted by President Mugabe. There, in a 
simple ceremony in front of the two Presidents, I formally handed over the 
horns to Zimbabwe’s Minister of Natural Resources & Tourism. Hanks later 
remarked that this symbolic gesture by President Kaunda undoubtedly 
helped to improve relations between the two countries in relation to 
cooperation on dealing with wildlife trafficking including cross-border 
agreements with Zimbabwe. 

In November 1991, I was called to see Frederick Chiluba who had just 
become President having succeed President Kaunda in the multi-party 
Presidential and General Elections the preceding October. President 
Chiluba invited me to remain in Zambia as Director of the ACC, a proposal 
that was met with approval and support from the British Overseas 
Development Agency and the British High Commission. Towards the end 
of 1995, unfortunately, my relationship with President Chiluba started to 
deteriorate following 

some events that touched upon him personally and a decision was 
made by ODA that at the end of my contract in November 1996, I would 
be transferred from Zambia to Malawi. Prior to my contract coming to an 
end, in the New Year Honours Awards of 1996, I was made an OBE for 
“Services to development assistance in law enforcement in Zambia and to 
wildlife conservation in Africa.” 

In February 1997 I left Zambia, and assumed the position within the 
Department of International Development as Advisor to the Anti-Corruption 
Bureau in Lilongwe, Malawi. Parallel to this position, Dfid also made me 
the Advisor to the Anti-Corruption Commission in Sierra Leone. Using 
Lilongwe as my base, I divided my time between Lilongwe and Freetown. 

I retired from Dfid in 2007 and over the next four years occupied myself 
by carrying out consultations worldwide on behalf of Dfid, the World Bank, 
Crown Agents, the European Union, African Development Bank, and the 
German Aid Agency (GTZ). I am now a Permanent Resident in Sweden 
and live in Stockholm. I have applied for Swedish Citizenship. 

Annually, as soon as the nights draw in, Palma and I migrate south, like 
the swallows, to Somerset West, in the Western Cape of South Africa. O 
tempora! O mores!!! 
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FRANK SHORT’S REFLECTIONS FROM ’62 TO ‘2019 

I count myself having been very lucky to have had the privilege in 
serving in the police services of several countries after leaving the NRP, 
including Swaziland, Hong Kong, St Helena, the New Hebrides (now 
Vanuatu) and Boputhatswana (now the North-West Province of South 
Africa and in the Solomon Islands. In addition, I also did short stints in 
Lesotho and Papua New Guinea’s police organizations. 

Famously, Dave Deptford, once remarked, jokingly, that I never did 
seem to spend much time in each of the police services I joined.  There 
were good reasons why and perhaps now is the time to explain for my 
rather hasty retreats from places like Papua New Guinea. 

I joined the NRP in September 1962 after three years in the RMP in 
Hong Kong and, to this day, I can’t recall how it came about that I found 
out about the NRP recruitment drive taking place and subsequent found 
myself at Rhodesia House in London where I was recruited as an 
Assistant Inspector Grade 1. 

As NR moved towards independence in ’64, I was aware that Jack 
Fowlie, who had responsibility for the Reserve Police in the NRP, had 
moved to Swaziland and become the Assistant Commissioner in the police 
there. Through, Jack, I suspect, I got a contract as an Inspector and 
became the Public Prosecutor in Manzini, Swaziland’s second largest 
centre. During my four years In Swaziland other ex-NRP joined the local 
force, including Mike Landmark, Dick Brittle, Les Bardwell, Clyde Pearce, 
George Goodfellow, John Mitchell and Alan Milne. I had been promoted to 
ASP in 1968 when serving at the Police College but, then newly married; I 
needed a position with more surety of tenure since Swaziland was then on 
the verge of Independence. 

Although over age and married, I was accepted into the Royal Hong 
Kong Police but had to start there as a probationary inspector and do the 
police training course.  There were more than 600 inspectors then serving 
senior to me. 

I began work in the Special Branch and did two years in Hong Kong but 
by the end of that time I had two children and my wife became pregnant a 
third time. 

In SB I had friends like Ted Stevenson, Colin Baker and Danny 
Robinson.  In the Force other friends included Roy Taylor, Dick Younge, 
Steve Stephenson, Peter Lennett and Dave Deptford, Dave Cowley and 
Keith Ratcliffe all ex-NRP. In those days ’68-71- the salary for Hong Kong 
police officers was very poor and it became increasingly difficult to 
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manage on my small salary.  Promotion prospects were extremely limited 
due to the conditions that I had been compelled to accept on joining the 
force. 

I opted to leave Hong Kong and through the then Overseas 
Resettlement Bureau , Overseas Development Administration (ODA) I 
found work as an ASP in charge of the Northern Police District of the then 
New Hebrides Constabulary, based at Santo. Gordon Haines, ex- NRP, 
was Head of Special Branch in Port Vila, at that time. 

As the New Hebrides was heading for independence towards ’74, I 
again moved, this time to St Helena where, as a Superintendent, I took 
charge of the police stationed in Jamestown and on Ascension Islands.   

Although the job was hardly demanding, it meant I had many roles, 
other than police chief, to fulfil, including Registrar of the Supreme Court, 
Chief Fire Officer, Coxswain of the Lifeboat, Public Prosecutor, Controller 
of the Prison, Inspector of Weights and Measures and Licensing Officer for 
dogs. Ill-health intervened during my four year term which necessitated a 
return to the UK for surgery in London and I did not return to the island. 

When sufficiently recovered from my operation, I opted to go to Papua 
New Guinea where recruitment was taking place for a Chief Inspector to 
prosecute cases in Port Moresby and in the outer Provinces. To cut a long 
story short, I headed off to PNG with my wife and then three young 
children. 

What happened after our arrival, I described in my autobiography, 
‘Cometh the Hour’ here is an extract from the story: 

“The chief superintendent who had conducted by interview in London 
was there to meet us and he transported us to the Islander Hotel in the 
centre of Port Moresby.  The hotel was spacious, with a lovely outdoor 
swimming pool and surrounded by tall palm trees and flowering 
bougainvillea.  Our rooms were upstairs, airy and clean, and overlooking 
the swimming area.  

The next morning, I reported to Konidobu Police Headquarters where 
my appointment was confirmed and I took the oath of office before the 
acting police commissioner. I was keen to know where I was to live and to 
see the accommodation, but everyone seemed very cagey – and for very 
good reasons, I was soon to find out. It had been my understanding, 
based on what I had been told in London during the interview, that the 
house would be well suited to my family’s needs and I had assumed it 
would be located at the Police Training School (PTS) in a secure, 
protected compound.  How wrong I was. 
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“Once I had the address in Gerahu, said to be a large residential 
suburb to the north of the city, I suggested to Diana (my wife) that we go 
and take a look at the place.  The first step was to get a taxi to take us 
there.  When we got into the vehicle, Diana and the three children sat in 
the back, with me next to the driver.  He was pretty scary with bushy hair, 
deep-set dark eyes, bright red teeth and thick, protruding gums that had 
presumably been stained that colour by his habit of chewing betel nuts, a 
local custom.  There was indeed a small canvas bag of these nuts 
swinging from a knob on the dashboard. 

“Apart from the driver’s gruesome appearance, there was a huge hole 
in the floor of the taxi near the accelerator pedal and, as we set off, the 
diver kept one foot over the hole to stop the dust flying in.  He had a sense 
of humour because he tried explaining, in pidgin, that the taxi was air 
conditioned. I wasn’t amused. 

Before reaching Gerahu, I had thought that it might be a residential 
area consisting of expatriate-style housing, but I got the shock of my life 
on arriving there.  The place was a huge township, arid, dusty and squalid 
and not at all dissimilar to the township of Kabushi I had policed in NR in 
the early 1960s. 

“Where was the house in this place? I had the number but I couldn’t 
see any houses.  What I did see, I simply couldn’t believe.  The taxi pulled 
up at the foot of a huge ladder that went up some 20 feet to a bright blue 
wooden container box atop four sturdy poles, one at each corner of the 
thing aloft. 

“Underneath this box, several locals had a fire burning and were 
cooking something in a giant pot which was hanging by a chain above the 
flames.  They, too, had bright red teeth, and sat grinning at me.  Several 
scabby, emaciated dogs were roaming around and, hoping, I suspected, 
for some of whatever was cooking. 

“I went up the ladder and found several windows in the box, and what I 
suspected was a front door.  All were encased with steel gridding and 
there was more of this protective steel-mesh lying on the tiny verandah 
that surrounded the box 

I hastened back to see the Chief Superintendent where I told him of my 
shock in seeing the accommodation on offer. “He said there was nothing 
else available. Needless to say, I was soon back in the UK but not before 
having had to pay more than £3000 to cover my recruitment and air 
passages back home.” 

One would have thought the PNG experience would have been a 
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lesson to have learned from but I soon found myself in a similar situation 
in Sierra Leone after being recruited, again through the ODA, to work as a 
Security Supervisor for Sierra Leone Selection Trust at a large diamond 
mine at Yengema.  

The two brief interludes in PNG and Sierra Leone taught me a lesson 
and promoted my move to Perth in Western Australia in 1980 where I 
found work as the Prosecutions Officer for the Perth City Council. A 
chance conversation over lunch some 11 years later in Perth with two old 
NRP friends, Steve Stephenson and Angus Rufus, gave news of former 
RHKP officers having been recruited by the government in Bophutatswana 
by Roy Henry the former police commissioner in Hong Kong, and prior to 
that appointment, the police commissioner in Fiji. Roy Henry had been 
helping the Bophuthatswana Government to reform the local police along 
British lines, I sent off a letter and was soon appointed Lt. Colonel to head 
the Civil Claims Office in the Force. 

I remained in post for 5 years, being promoted Colonel, before being 
invited to join the staff of the Member of the Legislative Council in the new 
South African government administration. 

I became the Senior Legal Administrative Officer to the Member for 
Safety and Security and tasked with teaching human rights to the 
members of the South African Police Service. From that position, I was 
recruited to become the Commissioner of Police in the Solomon Islands, 

By the time my two year contract was almost up, the Solomon Islands 
was engulfed in civil conflict which broke out over years of unresolved land 
issues and clashes of culture, principally involving the tribes from 
Guadalcanal and Malaita. 

Although the Prime Minister had publically announced he had extended 
my contract for two more years, I chose not to stay to try to police a 
situation of such profound complications. As well as one in which the 
police had virtually no equipment or resources to deal with the growing 
militancy and insurgency, fostered by tactics witnessed earlier in 
neighbouring Bougainville. I subsequently published my book, ‘Policing a 
Clash of Cultures.’ which serves as a true historical account of the onset of 
the tragic happenings.I was honoured by being appointed CBE for my 
work as Commissioner of Police in the Solomons. 

After a spell of home stay in Australia I wanted to do some voluntary 
service overseas and chose Thailand.I obtained a TEFL (teaching English 
as a foreign language) certification and soon was involved in bringing 
English education to unemployed women and disadvantaged students.  
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The work morphed into teaching in corporate institutions and industrial 
organizations, all on a voluntary basis. It proved good therapy and 
provided satisfaction for close on 12 years after 2004. 

Since 2004, when I created my own charity based website – 
www.solomonislandsinfocus.com I have concentrated on helping the 
people of the Solomon Islands with equipment for the National Referral 
hospital (NRH) and with aid for the thousands of orphans in the care of the 
Hearts of Hope Charity, based in Malaita Province.  The website also 
serves, through my Blog, to provide news of the Solomon Islands and has 
helped to promote worthy causes in health services, education, domestic 
violence, gender equality and peace and reconciliation. 

The work continues in 2019 and hopefully will continue for a few more 
years to come. 

Let me end with a footnote and that refers to the Northern Rhodesia 
Police Handbook issued by J.P.I. Fforde in September 1959, a handbook 
issued to me at Lilayi and which I prize today. The contents of that 
valuable booklet was used by me to lecture and guide the policemen and 
women in all the police organizations I served, none more so than in 
Boputhatswana where I had the need to instil proper, ethical standards of 
policing to recruits that had experienced years of often less than fair, just 
treatment at the hands of the police service of an earlier regime. 

 

MY LIFE AFTER THE NRP 
Peter Williams 

After accepting the offer of early retirement I set off from Lusaka for Port 
Elizabeth, South Africa, by road with my family early April 1964. Within two 
weeks I was employed by General Motors South Africa as the assistant chief 
security officer. I remained there for nearly three years, but found it boring. 
I resigned and we drove up to Southern Rhodesia where I joined District 
Administration as a district officer. Within five years I passed the civil service 
examinations enabling me to become an assistant district commissioner 
taking on more and more responsibilities, presiding over civil courts, advising 
district councils and the general improvement of their districts.    

During this period the political situation between the Rhodesian and 
British governments and African nationalists was worsening and the 
incursion of terrorist gangs began. I was detached for periods to work with 
the army and police on the border areas east of Chirundu and in 1974 was 
posted to Rusape, an interesting district with a large lake on its doorstep 
where I and my sons could sail. Rusape, together with two other small towns 
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and three large tribal reservations, lies within the district of Makoni. I was 
given funds to construct three protected bases in the reservations which 
could be used by me and my staff, who now included Europeans on national 
service and  Africans who had recently completed ten years service with the 
Rhodesian African Rifles. It was from these bases that district officers, field 
officers and I were able to continue with our administrative duties. We were 
attacked at night with a mortar, rockets and rifle fire and our patrols were 
ambushed.  We suffered casualties including fatalities. So did our foes. 

In 1977 I was promoted to district commissioner, made a justice of the 
peace  and transferred to Mount Darwin. It was here the first consolidated, 
then protected, villages were built following the strategy commenced in 
Malaya.   My staff included seventy European and sixteen hundred African 
personnel needed to man my Head Quarters, Provost Section, Sick Bay, 
Vehicle Workshops and, in the tribal areas, eight bases and eighty-four 
protected villages. I had a large fleet of vehicles and my own light aircraft 
twice a week which my pilot Byrne Gardner taught me how to fly. For 
relaxation we had our own water hole and those of the Army and Police. 
During the following four years the bush war took its toll of commercial 
farmers and tribes-people with Zambia, Tanzania and Mozambique assisting 
our enemy. My staff was gradually reduced by resignations, casualties and 
the reinforcement of other districts. I was lucky and was only ambushed 
once. We closed protected villages we could not protect and moved the 
inhabitants away from the Mozambique border. 

Whilst the politicians in power argued, Mount Darwin became a popular 
show place for British politicians, the international press and organisations 
such as World Health and the Red Cross. Visitors, I recall, included Douglas 
Hurd of Mrs Thatcher’s shadow cabinet and Lord Boyd former colonial 
secretary accompanied by lords and knights. Bishop Muzorewa was elected 
replacing Ian Smith, but Robert Mugabe boycotted the election and 
Muzorewa was not accepted by the British. Finally, Lord Soames was 
appointed to rule Rhodesia using District Administration to hold a general 
election. I appeared on the BBC TV showing Sir John Boyndon the head of 
the British Electoral Commission around one of my protected villages 
explaining its purpose. Mugabe won, threatening to continue the bush war 
if he lost. Some international observers were disgusted, some rejoiced, 
depending upon their political positions. The British contingent of civil 
servants, army and police withdrew from Rhodesia without delay leaving us 
holding the baby. I took leave to visit my mother in England and also went 
to South Africa, where I visited Defence HQ in Pretoria. I remained in Mount 
Darwin using funds given to District Administration by the German 
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government for restoration in the tribal areas and, as required by the new 
government, slowly transferred most of my responsibilities to other civil 
servant departments. In December 1981 I retired and my family and I left 
for South Africa. 

Upon arrival in Pretoria I was appointed a major in the S.A. Defence 
Force and posted to the Surgeon General as a staff officer. I then spent the 
next ten years as the commodity control officer of vehicles and weapons in 
the Medical Service. I commenced the transfer of the Medical Service’s 
entire inventory to the new computer. Together with a team of officers from 
all arms,  I visited many commands and units in South Africa and Namibia 
to inspect and ensure the transfer was complete. I was promoted to 
Commandant and awarded the Surgeon General’s Commendation 
Certificate and the Chief of the SA Defence Force Commendation Medal to 
join my Rhodesia General Service and Zimbabwean Independence Medals. 
In 1992, now sixty years old I finally retired for good. 

During the following years Margaret and I travelled southern Africa by 
road and by sea, from Genoa to Durban via Suez. Sadly, Margaret died in 
2008 of an inherited disease. The following year I found a girl named Ray 
whom I had known in the 1950s in Rhodesia, now the widow of the late 
Inspector Tony Martin of the BSAP. In 2011 we were married in church in 
the presence of all our families from England, Abu Dhabi and South Africa. 
We now live in Ledbury.          

 

FROM DIAMONDS TO OIL 
Bill Francis. 

I joined the NRP in 1962 and left at Independence in Sept 1964, 
serving in only three Copper Belt towns. Not even one full tour. It was an 
interesting and enjoyable experience which certainly influenced some of 
my subsequent life style decisions. 

Leaving the NRP in September 1964 I went down to Lusaka, met up 
with Roger Jenkins and from there drove to Salisbury, to be Best Man at 
his Wedding. 

We stopped over at Kafue, and with Bob Hunter rowed on the Kafue 
river where we were chased by two large pods of Hippos. Luckily we did 
not suffer Paul Russell’s fate. I had met Roger at Training School, where 
he had been part of the Derrick Justice, Len Norman and Russ Whatley 
squad. 

I then stayed for a few weeks with a friend on a Tobacco farm in 
Marandellas, before meeting up with Roger again in the UK. Roger later 
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went back to Salisbury with Sally, his wife, and joined Fawcett Security, 
becoming their Manager in Lusaka. We never met again, although Len 
Norman & Paul Russell remember them in the 70’s. 

After a brief spell with Securicor in their London Detective Division, I 
took a one year contract with Sierra Leone Selection Trust (SLST) as a 
Security Officer at their Diamond mines in Sierra Leone. 

SLST had been in West Africa since before the Second World War and 
mined alluvial diamonds in both Sierra Leone (SL) and Ghana. In SL they 
had two leases in the Kono district, on the western side of the country. The 
larger and more profitable one was Yengema and a smaller one Tongo,  

SL is an inland state created initially by a lease from the local tribes, to 
support ‘Freetown’, a coastal town built to rehabilitate freed Canadian & 
US of A slaves in 1792.  

My trip out to SL was via the Canary Islands in a Viscount, with an early 
5 am start at the Las Palmas Airport. On arrival at Lungi, Freetown Airport, 
my new friend who I had met on the plane,had a large air conditioned 
Mercedes Benz waiting and I was conveyed to the SLST Freetown Guest 
house in grand style.  A very pleasant welcome to a very hot and humid 
West Africa. 

The next day I flew upcountry to SLST Yengema using a scheduled 
flight. My first security duties with SLST were at the Tongo Lease in the 
diamond Separator House. A good start because it introduced me both to 
actual rough diamonds and the whole alluvial mining process. It’s a simple 
system; expose the diamond bearing gravel, collect it, wash and size it, 
separate the heavy from the light and then finally pass the finished product 
over heavily watered grease belts, where most of the flat faced diamonds 
stick. The collected diamonds (mixed with some gravel), are then spread 
out inside an enclosed glass container and picked by hand by four ‘African 
diamond pickers’ wearing long sealed rubber gloves for the process. All of 
the diamonds were then sent to Yengema and thence to Freetown to be 
evaluated, parceled up into salable lots, and eventually sold to buyers in 
an open auction. 

Jim Tuke (ex NRP) took over from me at the Tongo Separator House 
when after six weeks I was transferred up to Yengema where I became 
the No. 2 Security Officer at Koidu looking after an enormous area of 
bush, consisting of old, worked or new potential diamond bearing prospect 
gravels. The job was to patrol, usually at night, with a group of security 
guards, to prevent the local population from mining and stealing 
diamonds. The illicit diamond miners (IDM) would work in groups and 
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were protected by guards who were armed with swords. We and the 
security guards were not armed and so were at a slight disadvantage. The 
intention was to try to capture some of the IDM, who would then be 
arrested, usually for not having a residents permit to be in the Kono lease 
area. It was difficult and dangerous work in an area much too large for any 
realistic and effective results. 

Luckily for me, after a couple of months a new Chief Security Officer, 
Tony Hall, arrived and he managed to borrow the Diamond Corporation 
aircraft and pilot which allowed us to conduct an extensive survey of the 
whole lease area. There was IDM diggings everywhere and it was clear 
that the whole thing was completely out of control. He and I got on well 
together and I was able to persuade him to split the Koidu security area in 
two, with me taking over the northern area, which we called Moinde. I was 
given an old Diamond Corp caravan and went off into the bush, selected a 
suitable site and with help from the SLST civil engineering works team, set 
up camp. The new system did seem to work better and I had a free hand.  

Later we experienced an incident when the local IDM tried to take over 
the main washing plant tailings site. Luckily I was able to defuse the 
situation with the help of some of the local CID police. I was then asked if I 
would like to join the Sierra Leone Police as an Assistant Superintendent.  

Police Officers carried a 38 pistol and a shotgun on their patrols. So I 
accepted. The remainder of my tour was spent in the SL Police where I 
lived in comparative luxury with a house at the main Police camp (a 
bathroom, bedroom and living room). Wally Jones (ex Malaya Police) was 
the Police Superintendent of the Kono District, a very nice chap who did a 
difficult job with humour and understanding. We conducted several IDM 
raids together, sometimes at night in difficult circumstances and over long 
distances.  Life was never going to be straight forward with the toxic mix of 
the local population having access to potentially high value diamonds, 
Lebanese traders, potentially corrupt officials and politicians, and an 
accessible open border to Liberia with US dollars used for trading,.  

Upon leaving SL in 1966, I went back to the UK (I had 12 weeks leave), 
and then flew out to Salisbury, Rhodesia. I had to put my money in a SA 
Bank across the border in Beit Bridge, because there was no financial 
access to Rhodesia from the UK. In Salisbury I met Ian Ross, Bill 
Davidson and Arthur Carson all ex NRP, had several jobs, nearly got 
married, became a member of the Salisbury BSAP club, but finally left in 
1968/9 deciding that long term living in Rhodesia was going to prove 
difficult.  

Arriving in Cape Town I had several jobs, including Chrysler Motor 
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Plant as a Purchasing Officer, then a Marketing Manager for a Sewing 
Thread Company, and met several ex NRP members. I was part of an 
English Social Rugby Club, the Cape Buccaneers, organized a mixed 
social hockey team and generally had a good time. I met my wife, an 
English Physiotherapist, we had our first son but decided that perhaps SA 
would not be a good place for our and his long term future. 

At Christmas 1971, we had a Peugeot 404 and after visiting friends in 
Johannesburg went to Mozambique and up the coast for 80 miles where 
we found a wonderful ten mile uninhabited sandy bay. A local built a rough 
hut for us and shade for the car, plus a dining area. We had freshly 
speared fish for Christmas lunch. Then back down the coast via 
Swaziland, the Zululand game parks and Natal. Sleeping out under the 
stars, miles from anywhere and all with an 18 month old baby. Africa at its 
best. 

Once we had returned to Britain I needed a Job. My first was with an 
oilfield services company supplying equipment to companies around the 
world, mainly the Middle-east and South America (Chile). Then I left to join 
Brown & Root an American Engineering Contractor who were employed to 
build the BP Oil Forties oilfield field complex. My position was Assistant 
Chief Expeditor, working with the planning engineers to ensure that the 
material and equipment for Platforms FA and FC was delivered to the 
construction sites on time.It was difficult but interesting. 

In May 1974 I left B & R to join ELF Exploration and Production UK, the 
French government oil company. Then for the next few years I continued 
to work in the oil industry with ELF and with the other French company 
Total. My time was taken up working in supply and construction for oil rigs 
in the Norwegian and British exploration areas of the North Sea. In 1980 I 
passed the Institute of Purchasing & Supply (IPS) examination and was 
Treasurer of the Kent Branch IPS for two years. 

I returned to ELF UK from Total in 1986/7 and was now Coordinator for 
Third Party Joint Ventures. We had lots of shares in other fields, either 
developed or being developed and I was also responsible for collating all 
oil and gas production quantities and statistics. At the same time I was 
taking an OU University BA Degree (completed in 1992). 

In 1992 I was 52 and decided that I didn’t really want to go north to 
Aberdeen, Our youngest son had only one more year at Bath University, 
the contract that I was being offered was worse than my existing one, and 
even though they offered to make changes, I decided that there was more 
to life than Oil fields, Pipelines and Terminals. So I retired and took the 
fairly generous redundancy, with a company pension. 

NKHWAZI 100th Edition.qxp_Layout 1  27/01/2020  10:27  Page 46



47

My objective, to become a writer. My first book was about Sierra Leone, 
my second and third were set in Burma. I went to Burma in 1996 (28 days) 
and had an idea about a drugs warlord named Kung Sa. Spoke to the 
Bangkok Post who gave me access to their files for four hours. I later did 
some research and wrote the books. None of them have been published. I 
have sufficient money and can’t really be bothered. 

In 1998 I travelled to Viet Nam and South West China for three months, 
Cambodia and Laos for three months in 2000. My wife then said that 
perhaps we should separate. We did and I moved to Llandrindod, in 
Wales, via a six months renting period in Leominster. I became involved 
with the local Town Council through a walking group, bought a LHD VW 
1986 T25 Campervan toured most of Europe and have also spent time 
visiting other parts of the world. I have access to a large hotel just around 
the corner, with gym and spa facilities, and I can walk to the railway station 
and catch a train to Birmingham airport. The Aldi Supermarket is five 
minutes away, as is the local surgery. The ground is flat and the town’s 
population is only 6,000. I like cooking and my only problems are coping 
with the garden and cleaning. Being on the Town Council for 14 years, a 
School Governor, and having been an officer on various other committees, 
means that I know a few local people. 

I heard about the NRPA in 1991. My father had read something in the 
Daily Mail about a colonial police organization who were holding a 
reunion. He telephoned me. I rang the editor of the Daily Mail who gave 
me the telephone number. It was the BSAP, who then gave me the NRPA 
telephone number. I have been to a few London and May events, but 
having only been in the NRP for two years don’t really know that many ex 
members.           

 

WHAT JOHN ACHIEVED SINCE OCTOBER 1964. 

Hester Cribb 

John left Zambia in January 1968 having commanded the ZP’s Special 
Duties Section concerned with State Security, working closely with 
President Kaunda and visiting V.I.P’s. 

We purchased a motor caravan and travelled Europe for five months 
making the most of the six-months leave accrued.  

Sometime before,John had taken a correspondence course in Business 
Management and he applied for a position opening in Jamaica to manage 
a new hovercraft ferry business.  With a hovercraft secured to the deck of 
a cargo ship we voyaged from Liverpool docks across the Atlantic 
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disembarking in Kingston harbour.  A wonderful, but frustrating 13 months 
was spent on the beautiful island of Jamaica before returning to the U.K. 
because political pressure caused the hovercraft licence to be revoked.  

A rather long and unpleasant spell in The London Hospital for Tropical 
Diseases followed eradicating John of bilharzia.  This scuppered our plans 
to immigrate to Australia.  John was classed by the Australian Immigration 
Department as a medical risk. 

The Plessey Company was a large employer in John’s home town of 
Poole, so John successfully applied for a position and gradually improved 
his career prospects, being selected to take part on several courses such 
as at the Ashridge Management College.  John stayed with Plessey for 13 
years becoming the Commercial Director at Plessey Communications & 
Data Systems during which time he was appointed a Justice of Peace on 
the Poole Bench a position he held for 10 years. 

In 1982 at the request of American business colleagues John formed 
Telxon Limited a company specialising in manufacturing and distributing 
hand held computers and systems, barcode readers, modems and later, 
wireless networks.  He was fortunate to be involved in the start of a 
burgeoning industry.  Within two years Telxon in Poole was highly 
profitable and in 1983 the entire company floated on the US stock 
exchange.  

In 1999 the company merged with competitors but not before John had 
opened offices in Paris, Frankfurt, Rome, Sydney, Tokyo with 
distributorships in several South American countries.   During his tenure 
with Telxon he served the Trade Association AIM (Auto Identification 
Industry) in a number of roles including Chairman of AIM UK, Chairman of 
AIM Europe, Chairman of AIMI International. John became a Fellow of the 
British Institute of Directors and at the time of the company merger he was 
Chairman of Telxon International and Vice Chairman of Telxon U.S.A.  In 
1990 he was awarded the European Industry Achievement Award for 
services to the Auto ID industry. 

In 1999 John sailed the Atlantic in his 38-foot yacht with his younger 
son and two friends.  The voyage was not without its difficulties; suffering 
total loss of electrical power 200 miles out in the Atlantic. A very relieved 
Hester welcomed them in St Lucia. 

We have spent our retirement travelling, enjoying our grandchildren, 
attending NRPA reunions and accomplishing some charitable work.  We 
owned and refurbished a farm cottage in central France and for many 
years holidayed in our apartment on the Costa Brava.  
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QM Stores 

 
Silk Crested Tie                                                                  £17.50 
Polyester crested tie                                                            £8.00 
Polyester striped tie                                                             £7.50 
Baseball caps                                                                      £8.00 
Cuff links                                                                            £10.00 
Cravats (in Force colours)                                                    £8.00 
Bow ties (in Force Colours – self tie)                                   £7.00 
Bow ties (in Force colours – ready tied)                               £6.50 
Cummerbund in Force colours                                             £9.00  
 
These items will be available at reunions.  
If required by post please add  £2.50 p&p 
  
The following items are made to measure  
 
Blazer badges                                                                    £17.50 
Polo shirts with NRPA crest                                               £14.00 
Sweatshirts NRPA Crest on left breast                              £22.50 
 
Please specify size and colour required. 
QM advises that all colours are available. 
 
Copies of Tim Wrights book are sold out. 
 
The 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.  
 

The Final Date for Material for the next NKHWAZI  

is 31st May 2020
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A History of Northern Rhodesia Police
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