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KRA/EAST AFRICA SCHOOLS DIARY OF EVENTS: 2011/2012

AUSTRALIA
Sunshine Coast: Curry Lunch, Power Boat Club, Caloundra				   Sun 27th Mar
Brisbane: Curry lunch, Venue TBC						      Sun Aug (TBC)
Gold Coast: Curry Lunch, Raj Palace, Main Beach					     Sun Nov (TBC)
Contact: Giles Shaw <giles_shaw@aapt.net.au>
EA Schools: Picnic, Lane Cove River National Park, Sydney				    Sun 23rd Oct
Contact: Dave Lichtenstein. Mob: 0412-59 939 <ichtend@ozemai.com.au>

ENGLAND
Curry Lunch: St Cross Cricket Ground, Winchester				    early Jul (TBC)
AGM and Lunch: �e Ri�es London Club, Davies St				    16 Nov
Contact: John Davis. 01628‑486832 <johnmdavis@btinternet.com>

KENYA
Remembrance Sunday and Curry Lunch at Nairobi Clubhouse			   Nov (TBC)
Contact: Dennis Leete <leete@wananchi.com>

NEW ZEALAND
Curry Lunch - Katikati								        Feb/Mar (TBA)
Contact Brian McCabe. 09‑817 7666 <brival@xtra.co.nz>
Rugby World Cup 2011 – Annual lunch - Soljans Winery, Auckland			  26 Oct
Global Reunion 2012 - Rotorua, New Zealand					     18/25 Feb
Contact: Mike Innes-Walker <mineswalker@xtra.co.nz> or 
               Arthur Scho�eld <crisnrthr@xtra.co.nz>

SOUTH AFRICA
Cape Town: Lunch at Mowbray Golf Course. 12h30 for 13h00			   7 Jul
Contact: Jock Boyd. Tel: 021-794 6823 <mcluckie@kingsleymail.co.za>
Johannesburg: Lunch at Rivonia Recreation Club					     Apr/Oct (TBA)
Contact: Keith Elliot. Tel: 011-802 6054 <keithe@xsinet.co.za>
KwaZulu-Natal: Sunday carveries: Venue: Fern Hill Hotel, nr Midmar:  		  13/3; 12/6; 11/9; 
Contact: Anne/Pete Smith. Tel: 033‑330 7614 <smith@nitroso�.co.za> or 		  11/12
Jenny/Bruce Rooken‑Smith. Tel: 033‑330 4012 <rookenjb@mweb.co.za>
EA Schools’ Lunch: Stonehaven Castle, Shongweni					     Oct/Nov (TBA)
Contact: Dave Leslie. Mob: 084-554 0419 <pes01@dbn.stormnet.co.za>

Editor: Bruce Rooken‑Smith, Box 48 Merrivale, 3291, South Africa
Tel/Fax: 033‑330 4012. <rookenjb@mweb.co.za>
Kenya Regiment Website ‑ http://home.comcast.net/~kenyaregiment/

[Ed: My thanks to proof readers John Allen, Spike Bulley and Ayli�e Hall, and John Gardiner for preparing the 
layout.]

Front cover: “Surrender now or we attack”. An EAACR armoured car, �ying an Italian �ag as big as a bed-
spread, about to take back to the enemy lines, the envoy who played for time.

Back cover: 14th February 1941 – �e King’s African Ri�es enter Kismayu.
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EDITORIAL
[Ed: �is is how mini-SITREP came about, and I would like to think that Bu�alo Barua in its present 
format also evolved from Sid, RAG and Sti�y’s SITREPs]:

From: Sidney Boris Mosco�

Attention: KRA Overseas “VIP’s”.

THE KRA (UK) WINCHESTER LUNCHEON - JULY 1992.

Gentlemen,

PROPOSAL FOR KRA INTERNATIONAL BI-ANNUAL NEWSLETTERS

I am taking the liberty of sending you this copy of Bruce Rooken-Smith’s Natal newsletter and pro-
posing that he is invited to start the ball rolling as editor of a KRA bi-annual newsletter starting with 
the �rst edition in January 1994.

KRA branches should submit to Bruce their local habari by the 
latest 31st December 1993 and Sti�y (Mercier) will use the newslet-
ters, a couple of pages at a time, to catch up on outstanding SITREP 
backlogs.

�e newsletter format should consist of say six pages (twelve sides) 
in small print as produced in this magazine and a half page le� blank 
for branches to type in any announcements or messages for their 
own communication.

�e editor should send one copy of the consolidated newsletter to 
each branch to photostat and a local subscription should be intro-
duced to defray expenses and a small pro�t added for KRA funds.

Should this proposal meet with your approval kindly advise Bruce 
Rooken-Srnith direct of any ideas you may like to add preferably 
before the Natal AGM on 18 September 1993. Asanta Sana. cc: Kenya: Major Hamilton & Brian 
Hawkins; United Kingdom: Brian Williamson & Col Ray Nightingale; New Zealand: Michael Innes 

Walker; Australia: Brian Turner; Canada: Myles Dunstan 
Adams & Robert Stocker; South Africa: Committee.

P.S. Long Roll Call: Would somebody please write to 
Bruce Rooken-Smith explaining the discrepancies referred 
to in his Newsletter - �ank You.

P.P.S. SITREPMK3 - will be on its way down to Natal 
to their AGM. 18 September (1993) - the committee will 
therea�er do the necessary to get all the copies to other cen-
tres around the world. Again, humble and profuse apologies 
from Sti�y and myself - the impossible we do immediately, 
miracles take a little longer! [Ed: Readers may remember, 
that before the proofreading of SITREP MK3 was complet-
ed, Sid died from injuries sustained (as the innocent party) 
in a motor vehicle accident, and it was le� to Sti�y to rush 
around like a ‘baf ’ to get it to the printers in time for distri-
bution at a ‘Banana Boys’ lunch at Crossways.]

Sid

RAG

Sid and Sti�y
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CORRESPONDENCE
Dennis Field [KR4064] writes from South Africa: Congratulations on an outstanding m-S XXXV. 

Not only did I enjoy the KRA articles of interest, but had great pleasure reading the book reviews, 
non-KR related articles and particularly the one about the EAR, having travelled many times to school 
from Kitale.

Stopping the train at one period was too simple; the means was supplied by the Railways. Almost 
opposite the gate in the school (POW) fence was a device attached to the line by which each passing 
wheel depressed a button which activated a pump which in turn supplied a small quantity of grease to 
the wheel. �e sole of one’s shoe worked equally well, and in no time there was plenty of grease to put 
on the line. Needless to say the device was eventually removed!

I wonder how many people will remember the school slang word for khaki trousers; “lelleways” as 
worn by Railways personnel?

I notice in the latest Bu�alo Barua there are some pictures of that photogenic man Dale Pickford 
[KR4145], Dan geroose Dale as he was known. Wonder if he remembers the time when we were on a 
day patrol at Kinangop. It was a cold, wet day and we were wearing slacks and those plastic-like camou-
�aged waterproof garments. We stopped for a rest at the edge of the forest and posted a sentry a short 
distance up the track into the forest.

All was �ne until the sentry let o� a shot. One of the patrol members close to me must have tightened 
his �nger on the trigger of his Sterling, which, fortunately was set to single shot. �e round passed 
through my oilskin garment and so close to my leg that there were two separate holes in the leg of my 
jungle-green slacks; otherwise no harm done.

�
Douglas Gledhill [KR4212] [14/07/2009] writes from 243 Salvado Road, Floreat, 6014, Western 

Australia. On page 21 of m-S XXXIV, I note mention of Paul Berry [KR3863]. Paul and I were to-
gether for a time in Ray Force, stationed at Kagunduini Kikuyu Reserve, Location 5, Fort Hall. I have 
not been in contact with Paul for these many years and would ask if any member has knowledge of his 
whereabouts, and if so to please let me have Paul’s contact details. [Ed: Douglas - apologies for the delay 
in printing your letter.]

�
Elizabeth Ince (née Grant) <bince@bdos.fsnet.co.uk> [07/06/2010]: I was amazed to �nd my 

cousin Frederic Ivor Grant (b.1911) [KR530] listed in the Kenya Regiment on your website. 

I was wondering if you’d be kind enough to advise me how I may �nd out more about when he 
joined, what he did, and what became of him. He remarried in England in 1946 (described as a camp 
labour o�cer with the ministry of agriculture in Wiltshire) a�er having divorced earlier but neither 
his �rst marriage nor his divorce shows up in the England & Wales indexes. Might he have �rst married 
and divorced in Kenya? �ere is no overseas marriage record for him in the England & Wales overseas 
indexes either – a complete mystery. Any advice would be most appreciated. [Ed: Passed the message 
to Trish Heather-Hayes and Tim Hutchinson in Kenya. Unfortunately, they were unable to provide 
further information]

�
Pam Nightingale (née Pike) <pam@pamnightingale.me.uk> [07/06/2010] What pleasure you 

and your friends/assistants give when producing the SITREP. �ank you, as it enables us readers to 
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read about friends who have travelled far and wide, and a familiar name always brings a smile!

‘To School behind a Garratt’ brought big smiles. Living in Mombasa, I made the Mombasa/ Nairo-
bi/ Eldoret trip from about 1940 to 1949. Still very clear in the memory box; going up the escarpment 
through a locust swarm, the wheels of the front Garratt and the one pushing, just spinning round - no 
need for the POW’s grease!; crossing those iron bridges - still standing I assume; another bonus was 
the vast number of game to be seen from the train; the soot, steam and the rhythm of the wheels - I 
loved it all, and will always miss the Kenya in which I grew up. 

Would also like to say thank you to ‘the Kenya Regiment Family’ as Hammy O’Hara [3918] once 
called it. Ray [KR1342] would have been delighted with all the support I have received from the ‘fam-
ily’.

�
George McKnight [KR4246] <george@macnaughton.co.ke> [18/06/2010]: I am so saddened 

by the news, emanating from Bev and yourself about the poor health of the Harvey brothers, Bill 
[KR3642] and John [KR4601]. I have been sort of in the frame regarding Bill; fairly up to speed on 
John through his close pal Rusty Russell [KR4147] in Malindi; and recently heard of Bill’s wife, Ena’s 
problem. �e latter, happily appears to have been dealt with. What a blessing that their daughter Bev 
(lives in Botswana) was able to step in - she has done really well. [Ed: Sadly, since George penned this 
letter, Bill, John and Rusty have all died]

Bill and I met in around March ‘54 when a Kenreg hockey team was cobbled together to play in the 
�rst European Hockey Festival in Kenya.  At the time there were ‘Peace Talks’ going on with MM hi-
erarchy, and we were kept out of the forests. We won! We had a good team drawn from various units - 
some distinguished names, I was fortunate to be selected. Keith Elliot took me up from Durban to Bill 
and Ena’s lovely home inland in the late 90’s and we looked at old photographs, including the hockey 
one - Bill and I agreed that the other nine guys were super�uous - the two of us could have won it on 
our own! I next met Bill and Ena in Scottburgh, at the 2004 KRA reunion - you were there, having 
recently arrived back from your son’s wedding in UK; and in 2006 they came to our KRA reunion at 
�e Dri�wood Club, Malindi.

John and Rusty have become good buddies since Rusty has been living in Malindi. Rusty has been 
worried about him for a while, and he involved Gary Cullen, MD of Hemingways Hotel. Gary helped 
greatly and I think he may have led the move to get John to RSA.  A lifelong buddy of John is Luigi 
Francescon - would it be in order for me to update Luigi?

Rusty has had serious problems in recent years, emanating from cancerous lesions around his face 
and arms. He is in England at present. He went over about �ve weeks ago, on medical advice - a few 
days before I went over to catch up with my friend Christine (Hart). He was staying with his friend 
Margaret in Wigmore St, and having treatment at a Harley St Clinic – where he was later admitted 
for observation over ten days or so. Chris and I saw him 
in hospital a couple of times - he is down to 8 stone in 
weight; looks frail but is very cheerful.  Margaret looks af-
ter him devotedly. Right now he is in Bath with Margaret, 
getting some fresh air and a bit of walking. I shall prob-
ably call him there tomorrow evening. Rusty greatly en-
joys mini-Sitrep, and Bu�alo Barua. I must commend you 
and your team, particularly for the sustained excellence of 
m-S and the variety of news and reports. Goodonyer! Also 
the Long Roll and the Membership Address List. Don Findlay presents George McKnight with 

a painting of a KR soldier by Peter Weir
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I shall be in Joburg for Keith and Patsy’s Golden Wedding celebration from 29th June and plan to 
go to Durban for a few hours on 1st July. I will then look in on Doug Miles [KR3589]. Keith has 
arranged a Bad Company lunch one day and a Ladies lunch (all widows, apart from Keith and I,) an-
other day.  I will need a holiday when I get back home.

P.S. Could you please pass greetings to Gary Plenderleith [KR4642] - and perhaps let me know 
about his problems.  He and his lady (Audrie Ryan) are regular visitors to Kenreg meetings here. broth-
er Dingo [KR4551] and Annette go to every Kenreg Reunion, wherever! 

�
Mike Imbert [KR4288] [26/10/2010] from South Africa: �ank you for m-S XXXVI which ar-

rived this week. Interesting article about Ray Mayers - Ray and Helen were among my favourite pa-
rishioners when I was i/c Nakuru; also Ray’s sister Ginger Birkbeck (w/o Brigadier Birkbeck) at 
Rongai. �e Mayers had their coastal holiday house next to ours at Pelesa in the good old days many 
years ago. Last saw Ray at his Teita Ranch in the sixties, splendid man!

I think the photos of Tribal Police [page 58] are actually of Kenya Police with what looks like the 
KP cap badge and force numerals on their tarbooshs. As Roger Dracup is a regular correspondent, 
perhaps he will make similar comment. �e Tribal Police of my recollection wore the round khaki cap 
with the Lion Rampant in front and the 5 KAR blue diamond on the le� side. �e blue diamond was 
also worn by Kenya Police in NFD, Game Dept and Kenya National Parks on the visored khaki kepi. I 
don’t recall that TPs had a visor on their kepi. Nice rows of gongs all the same. [Ed: Comments/correc-
tions greatly appreciated. When you read this Mike and Ann will have moved back to UK]

�
Keith Elliot [KR4289] <keithe@xsinet.co.za> [27/06/2010]: Bruce - now you really have landed 

me in ‘the you know what’! I recently wrote to Stan. Bleazard [KR4242] and said, inter alia, that it 
was strange that, in Johannesburg, Kenya men were dying before their husbands (instead of wives). 
Stan. jumped on this like Victor Mat�eld [Springbok V/Capt) does on a lineout ball, and cast doubts 
on my manhood etc! Now you publish a photograph of the delectable Christine Hart (née Johnston), 
inside the back page (61) of your recent m-S, with the caption, “Photo of Keith Elliot, and the Sindbad 
today “.

Doll, my reputation is ruined and my people will speak to your people! Just imagine the headlines!

[Ed: Having been advised of this error, I contacted sister associations: “re: m-S XXXVI - page 61. A mi-
nor C/U, in that I appear to have insulted Christine by likening her unto Keith - heaven forbid! �ankful-
ly, sister associations managed to make the corrections. So, the error appeared only in m-S posted in SA.]

�
Donald Rooken-Smith [KR4969] <rookensmith@earthlink.net> [Florida] [28/06/2010]: m-S 

XXXVI and the Membership Directory arrived to-day. �e names of the Prince of Wales’ polo team 
about 1947/48 – page 60 – le� to right Mike Drury [KR2104], Alan Wisdom [KR3669], George 
Knaggs [KR3695] and Pansy James on his good horse Torrent. I remember them doing well at a Na-
ivasha Tournament, and me as a very young kid, wondering who these ‘big’ boys were!

�
Aylwin Halligan-Jolly [KR619] <kisugulu@hotmail.com> [30/06/2010]: Will make the neces-

sary change to page 61 picture title. While on the subject of changes - page 12 the name is Mrs. Jolley 
and not Jolly I am pretty sure as I was under the impression that we might be related until I saw the 
spelling “samani sana”. On the same page “there was a strong wind and the roof ‘blue’ o� ” - must have 
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been a cold day! Also suspect Chris Burn and Jimmy Onslow might have swapped places? Page 60 
Non Kruger should read Nan Kruger. My permanent email address is <kisugulu@hotmail.com>; 
Kisugulu being the name of our farm situated between Konza and Ulu Stations in the Machakos Dis-
trtict and once owned by Hopkins (one part) and Schwentafsky (the other).

�
Joachim Kroll <jkroll@telkomsa.net> [03/07/2010] from RSA: �ank you for the latest mini-

SITREP and I take this opportunity of notifying you of my recently acquired e-mail address. With 
your permission I would like to add a few comments:

Page 15 – ‘Tragedy on Mt Kinangop’ – 1944 by Monty Brown. John Kirk and I were at Kitale 
School but he was in a class ahead of me although I was older, having been born in 1924, he in 1925. 
He was admitted to POW in September 1937, I a year later and placed into parallel classes, there being 
Form 1a and 1b. I was in the same form as John Poulton, he having joined the school with John Kirk. 
Gombe Cattell joined the school with me but he went into Standard VI, the starting class at the school. 
Although junior, he was a member of the school �rst XI hockey team; he was also an excellent player 
of the mouth organ and would entertain the dormitory in the evening a�er baths; in the background 
was a beautiful view of Kilimanjaro in the distant south. John Poulton was also in our dormitory; 
Kirk was in the adjoining one. Vic Basso came to POW in 1939; as far as I recollect these three were 
in Hawke House, although the dormitories were not by houses until September 1939 when there was a 
large intake of boarders and the �rst extension, namely Hawke House, had been built. We were accom-
modated in the four original Herbert Baker dormitories according to age. Each dormitory was known 
as a division. John Spence joined the school a�er I le� in 1940; I believe he was in my class.

John Kirk was shot down, I believe in the Italian theatre, but was well restored. In 1948/49 I spent 
weekends with him when he managed the family farm, beautifully situated on a hill on the western 
slope of the Cheranganis, possibly the last such hills before Kapenguria, yet further west. I last saw 
John with his wife at the Izaac Walton Inn late 1957, when he worked for the large British �rm Balfour 
Beatty extending the power supply grid from Owen Falls, Jinja.

John Poulton farmed in Molo and we ran across one another when I visited my father at the Pyre-
thrum Research Station. Later, having been bought out, he managed the well known ranch. Ol Pejeta, 
at Laikipia. In 1987, I had been invited back to Kenya and happened to meet John and his wife at 
breakfast at Muthaiga Country Club when they invited me for a most enjoyable weekend to their 
home on the ranch. �ey then intended retiring in Portugal. In the April-May 2009 issue of the maga-
zine Old Africa there is a letter by John Poulton from Portugal. His name does not appear in the KR 
membership directory, did he not serve in the Regiment? [Ed: �ere is a John Weymouth Poulton 
[KR6239] mentioned in the Long Roll]

Page 45 - John Dunkley’s article ‘�e Kenya Regiment’, mentions the KR moving from the Kabete 
showground, which later became the military hospital. As readers will recall, the railway line ran just 
outside the boundary of the POW school grounds, so it was decided that, in view of the close relation-
ship of the school OTC and the KR which at that time would have serving boys who had le� school 
a�er writing school certi�cate in July 1939, we should wish the regiment farewell on its onward jour-
ney. Accordingly, in midmorning, the time of the usual Kampala train on Monday and �ursday we 
proceeded to the boundary fence and waved as the train, pulled by the recently commissioned Garratt 
locomotive, slowly crawled up the incline. �e train consisted of the normal passenger coaches, sup-
plemented by some which were not usually seen; perhaps these included the special carriage used by 
the Governor when he travelled. �e journey took place in about October 1939. �e article also men-
tions the men travelling in cattle trucks which must have resulted in a most unpleasant journey indeed. 
Could this have related to a later batch of KR men?
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�
John Tucker <pukkatuck@gmail.com> [01/07/2010] from UK: Many thanks for your mini-SI-

TREP and Membership Directory - 2010/11. �e former is always enjoyable reading, and your e�orts 
continue to be much appreciated by me.

In regard to the latter publication, I was intrigued by the article on ‘�e Last Post’ which claims to 
have originated (reportedly) in 1862. However, from my recollection of military history, it originated 
sometime in the 17th Century, which is con�rmed by Wikipedia’s Encyclopaedia (not invariably a 
fount of accuracy), and its comments on Taps (the Last Post version adopted by the USA military 
both North and South) suggests that the Captain Ellicombe account is purely apocryphal, though 
interesting nevertheless.

[Ed: �e article about the origins of the Last Post appeared only in the South A�ican version of the 
2010/2011 Membership Directory, which ended up with three blank pages – 4 into 54 doesn’t go! So, be-
fore downloading the MD onto CDs for sister associations, I deleted the Last Post, thus reducing each copy 
by four pages. I will however, include the article in m-S XXXVIII.]

�
Felix Baddeley [KR]: Referring to Rynie van Emmenis’s article about the POW sta� [m-S XXVI 

pp32], mentions that under teachers, Vic Da�, and Mrs. Franco had been omitted, and thereby lay a 
tale. My mother, having had a French nanny in her childhood, was �uent in French and taught me ex-
tra-curricular. Somehow, I was placed in the French second class, taught by Mrs. Franco, who accused 
me of my mother having completed my homework! I sauntered o� to Baldy Lamont who taught the 
�rst class and asked whether I could join there. He agreed subject to my writing a test at school, which 
I passed with �ying colours. ‘Pink Percy’ called me into his o�ce... “Baddeley, you got your own way. 
Mrs. Franco complained to me that you didn’t consult her. I’m giving you six of the best”. “I refuse, 
sir.” I do indeed remember him with a�ection our dear headmaster; he leered at me exposing nicotine 
stained teeth, nodded towards the door, “Out!” 

�
Oliver Long [KR6146] <oliverlong@rogers.com> [14/06/2010] [Canada]: Salaams - it must be 

samani sana - maybe 1955, my last year at the DOY, when last I saw you.

We recently returned from a brothers’ reunion in KwaZulu-Natal, our �rst since my younger brother 
Pat [KR6691] and Marion’s wedding in UK in 1965!  We have, however, seen each other fairly regu-
larly, individually. Peter [KR4801] joined us from the UK.

Whilst with Pat I was most interested and impressed to read many of the KRA magazines and have 
sight of the membership directory, which you and your colleagues have assembled over many years. 
Congratulations and a big thank you for all your hard work. Please add me to your list of subscribers 
and forward the next membership directory and Sitreps/Baruas, when available. [Ed: Letter forwarded 
to Iain Morrison who chungas Europe and North America]

�e FIFA World Cup is now in full swing & I hope it will be the great success for SA that it promises 
to be. 

I have visited South Africa four times since 1980, with Gillian my wife three times, and once in 2003 
on an extensive jam-packed and memorable tour with all our children - son and two daughters with 
husband and partner - when we visited our many relatives in SA, Kenya and UK, especially our ageing 
aunts, now passed away. A once in a lifetime opportunity, as we now have four grandchildren ages one 
to �ve, all living in or near Vancouver, so not a trip likely to be repeated. Our extended family is spread 
over Canada, UK, Europe, Kenya, South Africa and New Zealand - similar to many of our wananchi.
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Our father, George Brooke Long [KR528] and uncle, Raymond Arthur Russell-Smith [KR151] 
were early, WWII, members of the Regiment. I see Ray was mentioned in despatches [LG 8th July 
1943], but I don’t remember hearing about this and would love to �nd out more - any suggestions how 
to do this would be welcome. �ey and most of our relatives of that generation, as well as my mother’s 
parents, died and are buried in Kenya. , Despite the usual regrettable problems, we love visiting Kenya 
where we still have one cousin living in Nairobi and a step-brother in Naivasha.

I have yet to attend a KRA or Old Yorkist function; there seem to be rather few of us in Ontario. 
However, if able, with su�cient notice I would try to adjust future travel plans to attend. We plan to 
visit down under hopefully soon, before we become too decrepit.

Robin Bridgman – died Oct/Nov 2008 on Vancouver Island - I do not know if he served in the Reg-
iment but his brother Martin [KR 4821] did, and lives in BC and attended Kitale School in 1946.

Understand that Geo� White [KR6142] is planning to move to Sydney.

�
George McKnight [KR4246] <george@macnaughton.co.ke> [28/03/2010] from Nairobi, re-

sponds to Dennis Leete’s letter page 10 m-S XXXVI, relating to the demise of Jack Berkeley-Mat-
thews at the hands of Nubi’s gang [Ed: Whilst Dennis referred to Kargo’s gang, he later suggested that 
George’s recollections of the events were probably more accurate]: I have �nally managed to put these notes 
in correct chronological order, with help from Ian Parker [KR4602], Dennis Leete [KR4094], Rusty 
Russell [KR4147], Lo�y Reynolds [KR461] and George Mowat [KR4525].

18th August 1954. Jack Berkeley–Mathews murdered in his o�ce at Sigona Golf Club, apparently 
by Nubi.

19th August 1954. Rusty Russell, Ronnie Boy [KR3730] and an informer drove from ‘I’ Coy base 
at Baxendale’s Farm, to the North Western corner of Limuru Location. From there the informer led 
them into the Gobi Forest. At one point the informer stopped, stepped aside, and pointed to three 
gangsters grouped at the crossing of a small stream. Forests were Prohibited Area, so Rusty and Ronnie 
�red, felling the three men. No other gangsters were sighted.  A ∙38 pistol was recovered.

October 1954. Lo�y Reynolds chased and shot at men �eeing from them in open country in Ndeiya 
Location. Armed with a .303 ri�e and tracer rounds Lo�y managed to hit the man closest to him – a 
distance estimated to be between 600 and 800 yards; a remarkable shot.  Two other members of the 
gang ran back to take from the dying man a .45 revolver, and took o� with it.  �ere were no further 
contacts that day. �e dying man was identi�ed as Nubi. I knew Ndeiya Location well and still have 
clear recollections. Piecing together Lo�y’s recent report and my mental picture of the area, I consider 
this action occurred in the Nguirobi Valley, a grazing area between the Kikuyu Guard post at Sigio and 
the Eastern wall of the Ri�.

March 1955. Not a lot heard locally of the late Nubi’s gang until probably March 1955, when, act-
ing on information DO (KG) Peter Nicholas [KR 4326] and his KG Combat Unit patrolled down 
the face of the Ri� in Southern Ndeiya and came upon a sizeable gang in the area of the abandoned 
Gicheru Diatomite Diggings. Peter’s men were well armed and accounted for twelve gangsters, recov-
ering some �rearms. A number of gangsters escaped. �is success must have contributed to Peter sub-
sequently being awarded the George Medal. �e Mau Mau gang met on this occasion was, presumably, 
a signi�cant remnant of Nubi’s gang.

April/May 1955. Acting on information, George McKnight and a few of his KG from Sigio KG 
post climbed over a fence marking the boundary of the Muguga Forest.  A KG called Murage Irungu 
raised his spear, followed quickly by other KGs and eight gangsters leaped to their feet with their hands 
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in the air. About ten paces away we came across another man, still lying face down in the long grass; 
a fearsome looking fellow with a heavy beard, he was identi�ed as Wachira Ruiye – the leader of the 
group.  He had with him Jack Berkeley–Matthew’s ∙45 Revolver. From the other eight gang members 
we recovered two Lee En�eld MK IV ri�es taken from two police constables who were murdered near 
Kikuyu in 1954.

Under Emergency Regulations possession of �rearms was a capital o�ence. McKnight and Sigio KG 
later attended court hearings in the High Court, in which the eight male gangsters were sentenced to 
death.  �e female member of the gang escaped the death penalty because the prison authorities were 
not convinced she was over eighteen years of age – she was sent to Manyani.

Late 1955/early 1956. Two groups, believed to be remnants of Nubi’s gang remained, headed re-
spectively by ‘Jimmy’ and ‘Johnny’. By this time survival was their main concern. �ey moved around 
the Ri� Valley face in Southern Ndeiya and Karai also the Ngong Forest. �e Kikuyu populace was by 
then fully fed up with Mau Mau, so information came in readily. Inspector Mick Green (FIO Kikuyu 
Division) and his men accounted for both gangs – though it is possible that a few members may have 
got back into normal life.

�
John Berkley-Matthews <john@�shfarms.co.uk> [01/10/2010] writing to Dennis Leete and 

George McKnight: It was very special to meet two Regt people who were involved in some way a�er 
Dad’s murder. I le� Kenya at the age of eleven or twelve, ex-Nakuru School and was actually up in Scot-
land spending my summer school hols with my paternal aunt when the news was brought round to her 
house by a policeman! My Mother was with us else perhaps both of them would have gone! At that 
tender age I was spared any details and it was some years before I next came out to Kenya; I think I only 
had two holidays in Kenya during my “schooling at Home”, as the older generation used to call it.

Perhaps I never asked, and my Mother certainly never said much, though she made sure that I spoke 
to all the watu on the farms during those two visits, both good and Mau-Mau, or rather, by then ex-
Mau-Mau’s!

�ose visits were of course before Uhuru; and then it was not until I had been in the British Army 
for about �ve years that I next went out, and that was a�er independence and we didn’t go the farm; 
actually it was over the independence celebrations and we made a safari to the Uganda Parks to be 
away from Nairobi over those days; when Prince Phillip famously said to Jomo “…you have got time 
to change your mind you know…”.

I was sorry not meet others of the Regiment; Keith Elliot, living nearby ex-policeman Van Rens-
burg’s widow and daughter in Jbg; Bruce Rooken-Smith – we were soldiers in Germany in the early 
‘60’s; and Ian Parker – to whom thank you for the Abyssinian Campaign books dropped o� at Muth-
aiga and Lo�y Reynolds, see later.  I also tried to �nd Danny Woodley at Tsavo as his father was in-
volved.  Shirley Lipscombe, a somewhat extended sister-in-law or ndugu really, promises to ask us to 
meet some Regiment chaps over here.

Son Richard is very much the historian of the family and was thrilled to meet you [Dennis Leete and 
George McKnight.] - he will have stored that all away in the back of his ‘C drive’; and  as he said to me, 
one can count on the �ngers of just one hand, the people one meets who actually knew my Father.  So 
it really was �rst hand to hear Dennis say “…I used to see him one evening a week at Njogu….”

�e day a�er you came round we went through Hells Gate which was the same as ever, so good to see 
and lots of game too; and we had a very good snack lunch at �e Naivasha Country Club; but the main 
project was to get to see Dad’s grave. I have to say that the lake road is completely unrecognisable, quite 
apart from all the development - and that since our last visit in ’72. However, having called in to meet 
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Sarah Higgins (who had previously emailed me) we found the Cook’s house and the grave is literally 
by their back garden.  So, really nice to see that it is all up together.  Not quite what my Mother had 
envisaged when she had remains moved to, what was then, still a wild piece of Africa!– and she did that 
because Dad’s grave in Nairobi was desecrated.  Anyway it is nice to think that the �rst to “look a�er” 
his grave – the man who built the house, was Lo�y Reynolds, also was responsible for ‘General’ Nubi 
leaving this world from the Escarpment!  So we le� there very happy.

We then spent that night with Tony (Flash) – and Sarah Barlow; actually by default. (Dennis, I hope 
you got your hat back somehow).  You met us at Carnelley’s and that is a lovely property (which I 
remember from years ago) and the bar area and restaurant is wonderful -.but Oh Dear  the rest!  

If you look on their web site, or ask about the accommodation you are told that they have Bandas in-
cluding a “Family Banda”. Well, the �rst was, I would imagine, the ‘ex-servant’s quarters’ from Mervyn’s 
time – not even a 6” nail to hang clothes on and the family banda was a shipping container! I have 
to admit that there was a window cut into it! I had ordered some kuni when we arrived at 14h00---at 
19h00 I asked the night watchman to get some as none had been put out, he initially made the point 
that this was not in his remit.  He also drew the line at causing the light to work in our “quarters” 
suggesting that the fundi would do it tomorrow!  I then asked the barman to intervene over the kuni 
saga….eventually a grey haired gentleman, nursing a further beer with a self rolled fag, lamely o�ered 
some help……he did….anyway I asked him who he was; he said Tommy C and I then said who I was 
to which, looking quizzically into the night sky, he said “I think I have heard that name”!  My point 
being that we were his paying guests coming to an otherwise virtually empty business, and this was the 
�rst encounter any of them had made with us, half a day on! I was sorry about that as I had made email 
enquiries about talking to a Carnelley to learn of Mervyn’s account of the Abyssinian campaign – my 
Father having been in the EA Recce Regt and part of that Op.

So when we le� the next day and paid for just the one night, self imposing a discount for the kuni 
job, suddenly Christine materialised out of the bush, not to greet us, but whinge at our leaving a day 
early! And so it was that, unplanned, we had a lovely evening with my Step-Brother in his father’s old 
house, that we did recognise.

Looking around Kikuyu was an extraordinary experience.  We didn’t do it in ’72 probably as my 
Mother would not have wanted to.  Again for the children it was very moving; especially seeing Sigona 
Golf Club and the course; a pristine oasis in the midst of today’s sprawling scru�y Africa.  

Also to see the Njogu Inn building exactly the same as it was, but now hemmed in by the sprawl and 
painted pale yellow; and a dual carriageway and an underpass!  Also the house they built in 1939 on 
top of the hill, still with the Mvuli wood panelling and original doors; that is now pale yellow too.  

�e woman running the orphanage there almost broke into tears when I said who I was.  And the 
farm o�ce with the dairy, almost unchanged, and now the o�ce of the water supply from Dad’s bore-
holes!  A 75 year old caddy, still a caddy 
(!), escorted us to Kikuyu village !  I 
gave the Sigona people various pho-
tographs and copies of two oil paint-
ings of the Club House by Lady Kirk-
patrick dated 1948.

And as for the rest of the whole trip:  
planned with military precision but our 
mungu was watching over us – not even 
a puncture and no delays.  �e most de-
lightful and safe driver, a Kisii, living at Sigona Golf Club
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the coast.  He knew all the roads from Watamu to Gilgil, all through Nairobi and the Parks and spot-
ted game well. Satao was excellent and Pattersons equally so.  We saw almost everything except rhino, 
lacking in Tsavo East, and leopard.

Ocean Sports the same as ever; all these had lovely food with e�cient happy service.  Incidentally 
the Mtito Andei Inn is almost alright, incl swimming pool – now called the Tsavo Inn.  And at Ocean 
Sports we were three generations diving together, incl dolphins !  And Muthaiga of course, in a time 
warp, where we met various ra�kis for lunch and tea; I gather it is going through a di�cult patch…is it 
being formed into a Trust? and being granted a new lease?

�ere I bumped into an ex-brother o�cer who lives in England; bizarrely the last time we met was 
in our Reciprocal Club, the Army and Navy in London.  �ey go quite o�en to Kenya; I think they 
do something with the Vilous-Clarke’s up country.  We met again for a drink at Ocean Sports just 
before we le�.  �ey are the sort of people who �y in – night at Muthaiga – �y to the Mara – �y to 
Malindi and a couple of nights at Hemingway (once Seafarers) and �y out back to Blighty, blinkered 
from reality.

We drove from Watamu through Tsavo to Gilgil and back and I can tell you that all in the car were 
absolutely silent with disbelief, horror and great sadness witnessing, from Athi River along the Eastern 
perimeter road up to Muthaiga and indeed through Mombasa and Kikuyu Village, the sight of such 
squalor.  Poverty in rural villages, for example between Tsavo and Malindi, is acceptable as it is relative 
and  basically clean; but that �lth, “�ying loos” and utter squalor makes one try to sympathise why the 
old SA government and indeed ‘his most ruthless excellency and seemingly ageless’ Robert Mugabe, both 
of whom had such slums bulldozed o� the map !

One does feel sorry for the Kenyans having such an enormous population growth, as reported in the 
Kenya press while we were there, growing at the rate of one million per year. Going back to the rub-
bish, Richard, who lives in Brixton, says that London was �lthy only about 150 years ago when those 
in real poverty picked over the rubbish, until it was reduced to merely dust (of course plastic had not 
been invented); and, when cemeteries ran out of space, they just dug into previous graves; and when 
confronted with the impossible problem of horse shit in London, some wag invented the infernal 
combustion engine. So following our evolution from that period, it will take the emergence of a sub-
stantial middle class to move Kenya forward.  Presently, I suspect, there are basically the rich and well 
o� and then there are the poor; am I right? �ere are those who e�ciently run the Sataos, Naivasha 
CC, Muthaiga and bank’s who are presumably that emerging middle class? And will the new, very new, 
constitution also pave the way for improvement?

I have the greatest respect for those of you who continue working lives in today’s Kenya and also the 
next generation like Jojo and Nikki Barlow and we wish you well, probably with a hint of jealousy from 
one who le�, for whatever reason.  However there is still plenty of Kenya to at least attract us back for 
another visit.

When revisiting our old Watamu a couple of years ago, Sue and I dreamt of this trip really to show 
our o�-spring some of both of our histories.  It was through a chance connection with Keith Elliot via 
John Whittall (brother-in-law, Molo and Kenya Regt [KR6129]) that all this came together.  And so 
I, we, are hugely grateful for the historical anecdotes and friendliness shown by you and all; just in time 
really at this stage in our lives. Asante sana.

�
Derek Gurner [KR3843] <derek@gurner12.free-online.co.uk> [11/06/2010]: Found the train 

articles in m-S XXXV most interesting. �ey brought back a few memories, particularly the journey 
from Mombasa to Nairobi on 7th May 1956. My wife and I  spent our honeymoon in Mombasa and 



13

were returning to Nairobi on the overnight train which caught �re in the early hours, destroying the 
restaurant car and following coach in which we travelling. It was quite an experience, I can tell you, and 
we did keep cuttings etc. Having located my 54 year old scrap book, thought you might like to view a 
couple of pictures - apologies for the poor quality but the newsprint has yellowed a bit and I’m not a 
very good photographer!

�
Richard Tredget <richpam.1@bigpond.com> [09/08/2010]: Please note our new email address. I 

would also like to congratulate you on the wonderful Sitrep you put together and although I was un-
able to report for NS training I thoroughly enjoy reading it. Perhaps you might be interested to know 
why I was unable attend.

Whilst in my third year at the Duko, for the �rst week of the August holiday we, in the CCF had to 
attend a camp at the KRTC. Fortunately, we lived in Nakuru at the time. On the second last day we 
completed the Assault course where thunder �ashes and smoke bombs were chucked around in vast 
quantities. Well! I’m an asthmatic and knowing what was going to happen was too scared to tell the 
Sergeant, and just hoped it would not a�ect me too much. 

By the end of it I was in a terrible state and again too frightened to say anything. To make things 
worse I was given the Bren to carry back to camp, which was b---- heavy for a ��een year old! Luck-
ily, I had a good pal in Roy Carr-Hartley [KR6843] who took it o� me when he noticed I was under 
stress. Got back to camp where I think he reported my problem and was rushed to the Nakuru War 
Memorial Hospital, where my mother worked as secretary/receptionist; must have got the shock of 
her life when she realised that the poor unfortunate guy being bought to hospital in an Army wagon, 
desperately trying to get air, was me! Needless to say I was exempt from call up on health grounds. A 
big disappointment in many ways but delighted to be a member of the KRA and read all the stories 
and articles, many penned by members whom I know.

Apologies to Aylwin (Halligan-Jolly), to whom I told my sad story when �rst we met at a Perth ten-
nis club, way back in 1979, a mere few weeks a�er we arrived from South Africa.

It was great to meet your brother Don at the Perth Regimental reunion in 2008. I certainly remem-
ber the Rooken-Smith name but was a good bit younger. However, Don did remember my elder 
brother Chris, who sadly died from lung cancer in 1994 - too many illegal fags in the bundu! Chris, 
sadly a polio victim, was also exempt from enlisting.

�
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Rob Davis [KR4710] <davisbadges@mweb.co.za> [21/06/2010]: Understand Barry Jacob 
[KR3581] has been unwell – please give him my regards. We spent several months together before I 
took over from him as FIO when he stood down. We had a Kikuyu crew dig a moat around our post 
which was an old house with no bath; so we bricked up a passage and used it as such. It was so huge 
that it took 44 gallons of water to provide su�cient depth.

�
Ernest Irwin [KR4187] <eliz@westnet.com.au> [13/07/2010]. On completion of the June-De-

cember 1952 national service training course in Rhodesia, I was posted to 5th (K) Bn KAR as a ser-
geant. I served with 6th (T) Bn and 7th (K) Bn KAR and commanded a platoon in the Mt Kenya forests; 
stationed in Nyeri defending the town and one time with 7 KAR’s 3” mortar platoon in Kiambu.

A�er I stood down I farmed at Hoey’s Bridge, serving on the Soy/Hoey’s Bridge Agricultural Com-
mittee with Koosi Barnard. My area was Hoey’s Bridge so did not get to meet farmers in the Soy/
Turbo area. I knew of Ian [KR4687] and Heather Rooken-Smith but I don’t remember meeting them. 
My father was known as “G K” and our farm surrounded Hoey’s Bridge Trading centre and the KFA. 
�ose were the good days in Kenya and a great climate!

I le� Kenya in 1965 and started farming, again, near Mt. Barker in Western Australia; now retired 
and living in Albany - 7 Premier Circle. Phone No. 08 98415830.

�
Heather Rooken-Smith w/o Ian [KR4687] <rookenhmi@mweb.co.za> [27/07/2010]: Klaus von 

Ludweger, P.O. Box 80822, Windhoek Namibia, is trying to trace two of the von Kalkstein family 
-- Crista and Astrid. �ey were a large family, who, I think, originated from Tanganyika and went to 
school in Nairobi. Both Astrid and Crista were artists and lived in Kenya, one in Gilgil and the other 
in Westlands. [Ed: If any reader can assist please contact Heather]

�
Bill Jackson [KR3817] <bajers.brock@virgin.net> [23/07/2010]: Hot summer’s day, so donned 

my Ken Reg green shirt for a visit to Waitrose supermarket in Lymington. While pausing to select a 
packet of shortbread was accosted by a youngster (��yish) who stared at the logo on my shirt and said 
‘Are you a member of the Young Farmers Club?’

‘Have a closer look at the animal and the words.’ He peered closely, stepped back, and said ‘Enjoy 
the biscuits’.

�
Robin Faulkner [KR4542], through his daughter Jenny Mannix <jenny.mannix@yahoo.com> 

[18/08/2010] from Zimbabwe: Have just received my copy of m-S XXXVI – some very interesting 
articles. It’s a pity that the photo of ‘I’ Company camp could not be re-printed, but I thought it prob-
ably would not be good enough being a photo copy. Hopefully, somebody will have an actual photo, 
which, if I remember correctly was taken by Kaylors of Nakuru, the local professional photographer, 
and so assume several copies would have been sold.

I note your request for the names of the POW polo team shown on page 60. I do have some info 
which I have obtained from two Impala magazines, one dated December 1946 and the other dated 
July 1948, both have articles on the school team. �e July ’48 edition mentions the matches played in 
the 1947 season, but as I am unable to put names to faces, with the exception of one, there are going to 
be a few ‘if ’s in the following details. In January 1947 the team played for the Junior McMillan Cup in 
the Kenya Championships at Naivasha.
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‘If ’ the photo was taken in 1947, and the countryside looks as though it could be Naivasha, and 
‘if ’ the team lined up in the correct order i.e. No 1 on the le� and Back on the right, then the riders 
are: 1 – Alan Wisdom; 2 – George Knaggs; 3 – Simon Wollen; and Back and also captain - R H. 
(George) James; who was then housemaster of Rhodes house, and subsequently became Headmaster 
of the DOY in 1949. 

‘If ’ the photo was taken in February 1947 when the team competed in the Menengai Junior Cup also 
at Naivasha, and again,‘if ’ they were lined up in the correct order, then the riders would be:- 1 – John 
Shaw; 2 – Alan Wisdom; 3 - George Knaggs and back R.H (George) James.

�e only one I am sure of is “Pansy” James mounted on the grey, though I have a gut feeling that 
George Knaggs is second from le�, but it’s only a guess.

�e School Polo club started in 1945, but I have no details of any games played during that year. 
However, 1946 saw the school play three matches with intermittent games throughout the year. Like-
wise, in 1947 and �nally in March 1948, they played against Naivasha for the Menengai cup and suc-
ceeded in winning it for the ��h time since April 1945. �ere appear to be no other records a�er that, 
and there is no mention in the December 1948 edition of ‘�e Impala’ that the school polo club was 
still in existence. 

�
John Dugmore [KR3751] <kalkanvas@botsnet.bw> [28/08/2010]: With regard m-S XXXVI, 

Page 8 - Roger Dracup.  Eric Rundgren was a good friend of mine and in my hunting days we con-
ducted many safaris together. My �rst elephant hunt was under the guidance of Eric. 

I well remember arriving at his house in Naro Moru to �nd him opening a parcel containing two 
pairs of blue jeans and a very large sheath knife to which was attached a label “and this is to cut your 
throat with – you bastard” - from Stewart Granger.

Laughing his head o� Eric told me the following story: - A�er the �lming of ‘King Solomon’s Mines’ 
(I think it was) he took him on a rhino hunt with Myles Turner as Eric’s assistant in the N.F.D. �ey 
le� camp at crack of dawn and a�er a couple of hours driving picked up and followed rhino tracks. An 
hour later Granger tapped Eric on the shoulder saying “Where’s this God Damn Rhino?” Eric pointed 
at the tracks and said “he’s at the other end, making more!” Two hours later he again stopped Eric say-
ing “I want to go back to the car, I’ve had enough”.

“OK.” Eric said “Myles will take you” and o� they went, leaving Eric to check on the tracks. On arriv-
ing in camp, Granger found Eric fast asleep under his mosquito net! Granger was furious when Eric 
told him they were only twenty minutes from camp when Granger said “I want to go back to the car”.

When Eric came through Maun in the mid-1980s, he said to me “Dugmore! Are you going to spend 
the rest of your life on the banks of the �amalakane River, watching hippo turds �oat by?”

�
Joachim Kroll <jkroll@telkomsa.net> [20/10/2009] from Gauteng: In m-S XXXIII ( June 2008), 

I was fascinated by the article written by Dennis Leete [KR4094] whom I knew well, of course also 
his wife Jane. We were neighbours.

Chris and Ann Schermbrucker’s holidaying with Jane and David Stanley [KR4810] brought back 
memories of the country in which I grew up. Chris’s father was a well known advocate in Eldoret. I 
wonder whether Chris was later in Nairobi with Kaplan & Stratton?

Another name cropped up, that of Denis Kearney [KR4087]. On 1st January 1963, we were motor-
ing inside Tsavo East from Voi to Mudanda Rock and as 1962 had been an exceptionally wet year a�er 
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the 1960/61 disatrous drought there were puddles in the roads. I drove a very solid and heavy diesel 
Merc which had a habit of sinking in mud, as it did that New Year’s Day! My accompanying friend in 
his VW beetle drove back to the warden’s house and returned with a young assistant warden whom I 
met during my audit of the Voi Hotel, where his wife worked.

He was very apologetic about the National Parks not having closed the road to tra�c, when in fact 
it was my bad driving that necessitated his being inconvenienced and having to pull me out. I am anx-
ious to establish whether that kind young man was Denis, or perhaps it was Peter Jenkins [KR4311]. 
Of course David Sheldrick [KR415] was Chief Game Warden, Tsavo East, Bill Woodley [KR5688] 
being in the Aberdares.

On a di�erent subject, namely the Commonwealth War Graves Commission cemeteries. William 
Aggett Smith, son of W Rooken-Smith, presumably your antecedent, died 3 November 1914 and 
was buried in Dar es Salaam. How did he come to be in Dar when the British Forces only conquered it 
in 1916? I notice he was with the EAMR. Might he have been taken prisoner a�er being badly wound-
ed, perhaps at Longido? [Ed: I stand to correction, but think Willam Aggett Smith and the other nine 
EAMR soldiers who died at Battle of Longido [Captain HH Sandbach, Corporal HM Furley, Troopers 
EW Kay-Mouat, L Tarlton, LJ Moon, FG Drummond, WG Bellasis, FC de Cerjat, and TH Drake – 
page 36 – ‘Story of the EAMR’ by Capt CJ Wilson] were buried on the battle �eld, their remains later to 
be exhumed and buried in Dar es Salaam. It was for rescuing wounded comrades on that fateful day that 
Trooper G. Le Blanc Smith was awarded the DCM – see m-S XXIX, pp 3-7]

Perhaps some readers can enlighten me [Ed: Apologies to Joachim for not including this letter in an 
earlier m-S.]

�
Rod (Bunny) Norie [KR4191] [24/07/2009] from Western Australia: I much enjoyed mini‑SI-

TREP XXXIV, printed June 2009. Having spent my youth based in Mombasa, especially enjoyable 
were the articles on the Kenya coast by Douglas K. Coupar and Kevin Patience; also the article by 
Pierse Harley [KR5715] on the WWII Abyssinian campaign, in which my father was involved as a 
transport o�cer with the EAASC. Dad joined the London Scottish territorial battalion towards the 
end of WWI, arrived in Kenya in 1919 and later on was an instructor with the K.D.F. 

I notice on page 72, a photo of Dave Robertson [KR4243], an exceptional bloke. It took me back 
to Scott House at the Prince of Wales school, of which Dave was a member, as were my brother and 
I. Does anyone know what happened to Dave? We had many colourful characters in Scott. �e �rst 
Head of House was Boosie Smith, captain of the school XV for two years, who went on to Dartmouth. 
Norman Price was another, he went on to Sandhurst.

Also at the POW - Hammy O’Hara [KR3918], Stan Bleazard [KR4242], the eccentric Wil-
lie Young [KR3890], Dave Le Riche, Conway Plough [KR4911], Brian Turner [KR4011]- best 
man at my wedding and a true gentleman, Basil Zagoritis, Chum [KR675] and Hamish [KR4441] 
Campbell‑Gillies, Denton Evans [KR4043], Ray Bresler, Alan Jennings [KR4192], Alan Martin 
[KR4198] and Ray (Moosetass) McLean [KR4283], to name a few. 

I was on the second Salisbury course, with Alan Martin and Alan Jennings. �e three of us together 
with Ronnie Millership [KR4203] and Erik Jorgensen [KR4176] proceeded into town, for the �rst 
time resplendent in our new uniforms. We sat at the back of the cinema on a wooden bench which 
unbeknown to us was not secured to the �oor. At much the same time we all leant backwards, ending 
up sprawled on the �oor, army boots in the air ‑ pride having preceded a fall. 
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In ‘C’ Coy 4 KAR, I met up with Willie Young, Tony Swain MC [KR4238], Len Gill [KR4237] 
and Bob Park [KR3945]. 

Finally, I was appointed a DOKG and tasked to set up and run the Home Guard training centre 
at Meru. I must mention Bob McConnell (later MBE, and of Lake Rudolf fame) who was attached 
to the post as the government information o�cer. He was �uent in Kikuyu even had the lisp, which 
seemed to unsettle the Mau Mau under interrogation. Ex-Rhodes House, Bob was a tremendous guy 
and the best trout �sherman I ever met, including Capt Harding MC of ‘A’ Coy 3 KAR (nephew of 
the CIGS, Field Marshall Sir John Harding, GCB, CBE, DSO, MC, later Lord Harding of Pether-
ton) who taught me to trout �sh when we were not guarding ‘General’ China at Nyeri. 

�ose were the days - living life “TO THE UTTERMOST”, as per the POW School motto. ‘Bring 
back yesteryear, bid time return’.

Sorry to despatch this report by letter but I am not on e‑mail, remaining still on c‑mail. Apologies 
also for my typing inexpertise. [Ed: Unfortunately, I mislaid page two of Bunny’s original letter. Luckily, 
he had a duplicate, which I received 19/09/2010]

�
John Gates [KR4086] <johnrgates@bigpond.com> [13/08/2010]: I have just received the KenReg 

Membership Directory of 2010/2011 and mini-SITREP XXXVI, this being the �rst time I have had 
this contact. From this Directory I found a number of names with KR. No’s  close to mine and I e-m 
some. I have had a reply from Dennis Leete [KR4094] currently living in Gilgil, who remembers me - 
we were on the 1st Course, No’s 4000-4100 at KG VI Barracks, Salisbury, Southern Rhodesia.

I have e-m seven others but as yet no replies. It would be appreciated if you could ensure that I receive 
any further mini SITREP’s etc. I am a member of KRA( Queensland).

�
Mike Tremlett [KR4379] <Mcsltremlett@aol.com> [14/10/2010]: Just received m-S XXXVI, 

printed and posted in UK; all very interesting and good value. With regard to the photo of the POW 
1947 polo team (page 60): From the right - Pansy James (Housemaster Rhodes); George Knaggs; 
next, an educated guess - Simon Wollen; extreme le�, I do not know - seems too old to be a schoolboy? 
I believe the photograph was taken at Naivasha Polo Club.

In 1948, I took a pony to POW, as did John Chart, George Knaggs and Simon Wollen. We used to 
ride to Hurlingham polo ground, play a few chukkas and then ride back. I never made the 1948 team 
but George, Simon and John made up the team with Pansy. �at is why I think it is Simon in the 1947 
team.

Our ‘riga’ – ex-Zimbabwe – who owns an electrical shop in our local town, Duns, asked me if I had 
known Tim Tra�ord? Yes! I had but lost touch of him when he went to Rhodesia. He told me he 
had worked with Tim in the Government and had become friends. However, when Mugabe came to 
power Tim went South and they lost touch. Could I �nd out about him because if he is still alive he 
would very much like to re-establish contact. [Ed: Unfortunately, Tim died in South A�ica on 14 April 
1994]

Our ‘riga’ also told me an amusing anecdote, true, about another ex-Kenya man who had applied for 
the post of Chief Executioner. Did not know his surname but he was known as “Hoppy”. On his CV 
he had written how many hangings he had done, which were many, and then wrote “there were never 
any complaints”. He got the job. but when Smith declared UDI hanging was abolished. So he was at a 
loose end. �e man was Hoppy Marshall.
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�
Dr James Eva <jameseva9@aol.com> [27/10/2010] who writes under the name of James Penhali-

gon: Just a quick résumé of our trip so far in case any of you are interested. On the �ight over north-
western Tanzania we saw dry tundra, and occasional patches of forest. �en we �ew over Mount Kili-
manjaro. �is was my �rst shock. �ere was hardly any snow on it at all. A tiny blimp of white on the 
top at one side only, that looked as small as a thumbnail from 35,000 feet. �ere it stood, emerging 
above the cumulonimbus cloud, the great mountain, granite-grey and stark, like a huge volcano on a 
planet without an atmosphere. If that’s climate change, it’s worse, far worse than I imagined!

We had four marvelous days at the White Sands Hotel on the beach at Dar es Salaam. We swam 
several times a day in the Indian Ocean, got a tan, and �nally met Beda Biswalo, editor on the Citizen 
Newspaper. We can con�rm that he is even more charming in the �esh than on the internet. He gave 
up almost three whole days to be with us and show us around. 

Next we �ew to Mwanza on Lake Victoria, where we spent two days as guests with Bill Geech and 
his lovely wife Robyn at Wag Hill Lodge, which is a little paradise of nature and cunning construction, 
using natural stone and timber, right on the lake, with its own jetty, and an enchanting motor boat 
which reminded us of the African Queen of Humphrey Bogart fame. 

�en we �ew northeast to Malindi, via Jomo Kenyatta Airport in Nairobi. �e aerial views of the 
vast, endless, arid, but sometimes green, countryside was amazing.

On our way from JK airport to Malindi the plane, a DASH 8, had to call in at Lamu Island. �e plane 
came in too fast, too high. It reminded me of the old saying “watch thine airspeed, for the earth shall 
rise up and smite thee”. We bounced violently on the ground halfway down the runway, and screeched 
back into the sky with both engines at full power. �is dented our con�dence in Air 540 airlines, and 
dramatically reduced our expectations of a future. �e only person supremely unconcerned was Ingrid, 
who reacted no more than if someone had dropped a sweet-wrapper.

At Malindi we were met by my dearest friend, Evi, with whom I grew up on Geita Mine in the 1950’s 
and 60’s. Last time I saw her, in May 1966, she was seventeen years old. Forty four years later, she is 
61, and I, who was 16, am almost 60. Yet, in spite of the years, and having had children and grandchil-
dren, Evi was the same. She took us to her incredible and beautiful home, or should we say a hotel she 
has constructed purely for her family and friends. Words cannot describe how lovely the place is. Evi 
has excellent relations with her employees, and these very friendly people made us feel most welcome 
too.

In the succeeding �ve days we met Evi’s three sons, her daughter in law, and two beautiful grand-
daughters. We swam o� several di�erent beaches, had a massage on the beach, bought clothes and 
shoes galore in dukas which were also factories.

Everyone, and particularly the watu, refused to believe I had been away from Africa for 44 years, 

1940 2010
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because my Swahili is so good! Yesterday, sadly, we boarded our trusty Air 540 DASH 8 for Nairobi. 
Last night and tonight our home was and is the house in Karen (Nairobi suburb) of Jamie and Helen 
Walsh, Evi’s son and daughter in law. �is morning we are going to town, and will be meeting Juliet 
Mururu, who I have long wanted to meet.

We �y back to the UK tomorrow night, but have decided we will not let East Africa be foreign to us 
ever again. We are even thinking of buying a plot on a beach near Malindi, and building a rudimentary 
beach cottage. If we do, all our relatives and friends will have a key to the door. 

�
Alec Abell <alecalison@gmail.com> [09/10/2010] from Spain: I have only just received and am 

currently reading Ian Parker´s book - fascinating and enjoyable. I see you were responsible for com-
piling Appendix V - �e Long Roll of the Kenya Regiment - quite a task and obviously a somewhat 
frustrating one, but never-the-less well done.  I regret that I am not in a position to add anything but 
do have a query. My wife, Alison, knew that her brother 6404 Arthur, Bruce Donald had been in the 
Kenya Regiment and that he did his training down in Rhodesia.  However, we were surprised to see 
that her father 3171 Arthur, Gordon Donald was also listed. She was of course aware that he had 
been called up at the outbreak of World War II when he had been farming down in Tanganyika. It 
was always believed that he had served in the REME (he was a UK quali�ed electrical engineer) and 
it was known that he had been served up in Mogadishu.   Our curiosity has been raised and we would 
like to �nd out a little more about his army service and how he came to be listed as a member of the 
Regiment. Would this be possible and are you in a position to help.  We would be most grateful for 
any information.

We will be coming out to S. Africa in January 2011 and will be based with our son in Durban. We are 
planning an extended three month visit and will be visiting Bredasdorp in the Western Cape where I 
have tracked down a long lost distant relative during research into family history.  

Perhaps, this time we should try and meet up; we usually visit old Kenya friends up in Hilton.

�
John Williamson [KR3952] <ajwillie@mweb.co.za>  [12/11/2010]: Dennis Leete’s article on Ray 

Force refers to the Mau Mau attack on Othaya Police Station, prompted me to do that which  on  a 
number of occasions, I had thought to do – that is adding my ten cents worth to the account.

My �rst paragraph contains an amount of geography which you can edit / delete as you see �t, I, 
however thought that if the magazine was read by any of the younger generation it might b useful.

�e same article reminded me that Ray Mayer’s daughter Patricia was my wife’s bridesmaid at our 
wedding on the31st January, 1953, and I have o�en wondered who she married and where she might 
be now. Have you any idea?

Prior to getting married I was with a small intelligence section stationed in Nyeri under  Major Peter 
Anderson,  but on return from a short honeymoon, found myself posted to 6 KAR as a platoon com-
mander, stationed at a school overlooking the very beautiful Gura river. I enjoyed a number of fresh 
trout from that river as I also did from the Ragati River, when stationed a Tim Tra�ord’s Police Post at 
Gaikuyu, and also from the Chania when stationed in from the Sasuma dam. My commanding o�cer 
was a keen trout �sherman!

Othaya Police Station. At the time of the declaration of the emergency in October, 1952, the area 
known as the Kikuyu Native Reserve, stretching  from Nyeri in the north, across to the foothills of Mt. 
Kenya above Karatina and on down the Aberdares past Fort Hall, �ika to Kiambu and Limuru and 
the very outskirts of Nairobi. �ere were small under-sta�ed Police stations in these main centres but 
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for the rest of this vast area, the police presence on the ground was negligible.

As told by Dennis Leete, in the excellent article RAY FORCE – see Mini-SITREP XXXVI page 
51, the Government had turned to the Kenya Regiment for assistance, whilst also recruiting suitable 
persons from Britain. �ere was an urgent need for new Police Stations to be setup in the Reserve. 

One of these stations was that at Othaya, to which a larger than life jovial recruit from Britain – Dick 
Angel – was placed in charge. Two Kenya Regiment men were also seconded to Othaya and here from 
memory; one was Ernie Day [KR4210] and the other, possibly, Alan Wisdom [KR5632].

Othaya Police Station was the controlling force for a very large division of the Kikuyu Native Re-
serve, south of Nyeri. Fortunately, time had been spent on erecting a substantial barbed wire fence, 
some 12� high. As related by Dennis Leete, the post was attacked by a hyped-up mob (bangi) who 
were mown down by machine guns.[Ed: See m-S VIII, pp32/34 – April 1996]

Here is where my ten cents comes in. �e unit was the Company HQ section 6 (TT) KAR  from 
Dar-es Salaam, commanded by Major Dick Crombie (Royal Marines). �ey were stationed in the 
Police Post, not billeted for the night.

�e two bren guns were manned by the two sergeant-majors, Cobber Rushworth, seconded to KAR 
from the British army and the other (whose name , I regret I cannot recall) was a superb soldier, who 
was to be one of the �rst blacks to be deservedly commission, when this became possible. Incidentally, 
it was here that the bren gun, lost at the tragic incident at Priory Ridge, was recovered.

Altogether this provided a much needed boost for all round moral, in that hot bed of Mau Mau, 
where I had witnessed similar acts of brutality to that shown at Lari, though thankfully not of that 
scale. At that time I was stationed with a 6 KAR platoon some 4-5 miles west of Othaya, close to the 
Aberdare forest. It was at a school, surrounded by a very low hedge,  not even thorny. Had that crazed 
gang made their attack on my position, there would have been no way in hell that 60 years later, I 
would have been able to tell this tale.

Unrelated to the above, but an incident very typical of this time, when the Mau Mau had not been 
suppressed, was when my platoon, were still stationed at the above school. �ere was a shortage of 
�rewood in the reserve and from time to time the security forces undertook to escort large groups 
of women into the forest, to collect wood. In this incident, my sergeant, who was a veteran from the 
Burma campaign, was leading a section escorting women into the forest, when they were ambushed by 
Mau Mau. His experience proved invaluable, in being able to extricate this large group of women safely 
from the forest. Very tragically one askari was fatally wounded. 

�
Following on from the article in m-SXXXV (pp75/77) ‘RAF Lincoln Bomber Crashes’, by Bryan 

Harris, Richard Bartlett-May submitted these two photos taken the day a�er the accident by Richard 
Matthews, DO at Githunguri at the time. 
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�
Chris Noon [KR7278] <Chrisnoon1@aol.com> [16/10/2010]: In the latest mini-SITREP 

XXXVI, page 57, in photos from the past, is Kenya’s �rst Air Charter. I am just interested to know 
where this photo came from as I also have it in my father’s Album. Alec Noon is person sitting, wear-
ing the Cranford school blazer. I do know the person standing, wearing a hat is Tom Campbell-Black, 
but as for the rest would be very interested to know if anyone else does. �e photo was taken between 
1925 and 1927 when my father was at Cranford. I think it was possibly taken at Nairobi West, now 
Wilson when they had moved from Dagoretti Corner. [Ed: I �rst saw this photo in Old A�ica, Issue 16 
(April/May 2008) which had been submitted by your sister Vanessa Aniere. Any info to Chris, copy to me 
please.]

�
Ian Parker [KR4602] <ipap@africaonline.co.ke> [31/10/2010]: Apropos of Harry Schello’s notes 

in the last m-S XXXVI: First, greetings and good wishes to Harry. We had many a laugh in the Regi-
ment and we last had contact in Mombasa in the late ��ies. Second, regarding Spike Powell’s ru�ans, 
I am sure that Charles Harris’s comment, which I quoted at length meant no disrespect. Indeed, he 
wrote in admiration, not criticism and that was the light in which I took it. I also knew Spike and am 
sure he would not have taken o�ence. �e term is not necessarily pejorative and many a Regimental 
patrol certainly looked like a bunch of ru�ans.

�ird, Bruce is right, Skattie (Meintjies) did not get a gong and, as he was an o�cer for most of the 
time he ran the Regiment’s Intelligence section at Narok, he would have got an MC. Why did I not 
mention him in the text?; for the simple reason that it was not possible to mention everyone. Com-
pared to the Intelligence Section’s results at Muguga under Erskine and then Bleazard, its work in 
Narok was not of the same order. �at is not a criticism: the fact is that MM gang’s in Masailand were 
thin on the ground and the level of results was correspondingly lower. I have little doubt that had Skat-
tie operated in Muguga, he would have been far more successful. 

Fourth, Pete Marx is in the Long Roll as KR4726 - and I remember him well. As I recall, he had 
come to Kenya from SWA. A�er the Emergency he learned to �y. With his girlfriend he was �ying (a 
Cherokee?) around Naivasha one morning in very claggy weather and decided to put down on Lo�y 
Reynold’s airstrip. �is was unconventional as only Kenyan airstrips could be: one sat on the veranda 
and looked straight down the runway. It allowed Lo�y to conveniently park his plane on the lawn. 
However, if anyone overshot the runway going towards the house, they could end up inside it.

Pete decided to land towards the house. He wasn’t very experienced, touched down too far down the 
runway, decided to go round, pulled up to go over the house, stalled as he passed over it and crashed 
upside down, outside the Reynolds’ bedroom. Lo�y and Jane were close witnesses to the whole trag-
edy. �ey rushed round to the plane, Jane using the garden hose to put out small �ickering �ames, 
while Lo�y went to work getting the inmates of the plane out. Pete was hanging by his lapstrap upside 
down and his �rst words were “Hello Lo�y!” He had a broken leg, while his girl friend had no major 
damage. �ey got Pete onto a door and into a pickup and drove him to Nairobi hospital. Until then, 
he was obviously shocked, but chatted and it seemed that the only damage was to his leg. He went into 
casualty and while under examination, suddenly died. He had apparently sustained a severe blow to the 
chest, blood had �lled the pericardium and his heart failed.

And moving away from Harry Schello’s queries, may I take this opportunity to bring up the perplex-
ing matter of regimental numbers. Skattie Meintjies (Gert Petrus) was on the same course as Harry 
and I (in ‘my’ room there were only four - Skattie, Bob Bulgen, myself and a lad called Chapman). 
Look in the Long Roll and Skattie’s �rst number was 4688, then 5797 when he was commissioned, 



22

then 6289 which I guessed was a post emergency territorial o�cer’s number and �nally 6736, which 
leaves me ‘stajabued’. �e Chapman who shared the room with Bob, Skattie and myself, kept himself 
to himself and was a loner. He died in a car accident shortly a�er his national service at Nakuru. From 
the Long Roll there is a Gerald Edward Chapman 4669 - which must have been him as our course 
were all 46s. Yet in the roll he is also down as 4575 - the previous 5th course’s number set. Very, very, 
vaguely I recall that he had been taken o� that course on medical grounds and then sent on our 6th 
course.

If Bob Bulgen reads this, what is your recall? Both Bob and I had two numbers - one given when 
we volunteered, the other when we were conscripted - having already joined the Regiment. �e point, 
the regimental numbering system le� a lot to be desired and, as Bruce Rooken-Smith will con�rm, is 
very di�cult to unravel at a distance of more than 50 years at a time when our minds are in any case 
unravelling.

Which brings me to the 40000 series of numbers – see the next article. We have been batting these 
backwards and forwards between us like balls in some endless game of tennis. We have established that 
they must have been awarded in 1939-1941 (sort of ) as a few also have four digit KR numbers that 
act as markers in time. Most of them do not, however, have such four digit numbers. Please go through 
the names carefully and see if you know or knew any of them and let Bruce know with as much detail 
as possible. 

And �nally my apologies for the snafu in ascribing numbers to the �rst six national service courses 
- all of whom were in batches of 100 starting at or around 4000. As I was on the 6th course and was 
a 4602/4617, I assumed each previous course would be the preceding hundred - ergo the �rst course 
would have started 4100. It slipped through shauri ya uzee as I knew that NS courses stated at 4000. 
Between the �rst and sixth courses about 100 men had joined the Regiment as volunteers or for some 
reason were held to not need six months of NS training. Two such cases John Harvey KR4601 and 
‘RAG” Jones KR4607 (whom I refer to as the inter-course recruits) who joined at the same time as 
Bob Bulgen KR4600 and myself KR4602. I suppose one look at us two twerps and they shunted us 
o� to grow up doing national service where we got our second set of numbers. �e hundred or so inter-
course entrants into the regiment stretched the numbering system a bit, but nevertheless my original 
observation that a man’s national service number allows a fairly accurate (but not infallible) prediction 
of which course he served on. 

�
REGIMENTAL NUMBERS: 40001 TO 40152

We have no idea as to why the following members were allocated Regimental numbers between 
40001 to 40152; three members also have ‘normal’ numbers: Buckley, Arthur Michael Litt [KR1287 
and 40123]; Reynolds, Leslie Francis [KR 1782 and 40124], and Wright, Leslie Hockey [KR 1274 
& 40133].

As far as we know three members with these numbers were decorated during or a�er the war: T/Maj 
Walter Frederick Bruce-Miller [KR40061] was awarded the MBE, and Sgt Carroll, Edmund Francis 
[KR40021] and 2Lt George Davison Lungley [KR40080], the East Africa Force Badge [EAFB]. If 
readers can shed any light it would be greatly appreciated. Someone may know one of these members 
and can ask them as to when they enlisted, with which units they served and in which theatres of 
war.
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40001	 CARTER-JOHNS Alfred Basil

40002	 ARKELL-HARDWICK Geo�rey 
	 Dorington
40003	 QUINN Frank
40004	 GODFREY Edward
40005	 JAY Cecil Howard
40006	 WILSON Gerald Hugh
40007	 COUSINS Winter Edward
40008	 MARLIN Anthony Stroud
40009	 BURTON Robert Oswald
40010	 ROSEN Philip Eric
40011	 FINN Aubrey Alfred Towner
40012	 MACDONALD Hugh Robert
40013	 MAGGS Rupert Rudolph
40014	 VEASEY Alastair
40015	 HATCHWELL Patrick Dare
40016	 FISHER Maurice
40017	 BOYLE William
40018	 STEPHENSON Charles
40019	 BAXTER John
40020	 BILLSON Deryck Cecil
40021	 CARROLL Edmund Francis
40022	 DUFF Colin Eric
40023	 GROBLER Izak Petrus
40024	 HEYWOOD-JONES Oliver Hugh
40025	 HUNT M.D.
40026	 SCHULMAN Anthony David
40027	 ROBB James Whyte
40028	 KNIGHT Norman Spencer
40029	 WALTER John Charles William
40030	 SWINNERTON �omas
40031	 KINGHORN Kenneth
40032	 QUINN Harold Telford
40033	 BOURNE Selwyn Percival
40034	 McCLELLAND William Edgar
40035	 D’AVRAY Hector Anthony
40036	 THURTELL Walter Ernest George
40037	 GREEN James Henry
40038	 MOURITZEN Stanley Vryheid
40039	 WALKER Charles Eric
40040	 FOURIE Paulus Tobias
40041	 ARNOLD David Alfred Robert
40042	 MAUGHAN Norman Sutherland
40043	 ROPER Dennis Frank
40044	 FRANCES Harold Lyttelton
40045	 CARBIS Peter Hamilton
40046	 MANSELL Herbert Talbot
40047	 LOWTHER Cli�ord �omas
40048	 VERRINDER Noel
40049	 WEBSTER George William

40050	 SAPSFORD Ivan �omas
40051	 MULVEY Frederick
40052	 ALLIES Basil Walter
40053	 SEVERS Geo�rey James Henry
40054	 SMITH James Edward
40055	 SIMPSON William Walter
40056	 BREEN Fletcher
40057	 GRANT John
40058	 SMEER Peter
40059	 ROPER-PITMAN Edward Adrian
40060	 BIRD Charles Joseph
40061	 BRUCE-MILLER Walter Frederick
40062	 DAVIDSON John Falcon
40063	 D’ARCY Robert Edward Andrews
40064	 EVERY-BROWN Kenneth-	Murray
40065	 FRIEND Cyril
40066	 FALLENS James
40067	 GEDDIE James Gordon
40068	 GREEN Lloyd
40069	 HALL North Joseph Alfred
40070	 HATCHWELL Ronald Burke
40071	 HILL John Aislabie
40072	 HERVEY Ronald Sanders
40073	 HENDERSON George Gordon
40074	 JONES Edwin Albert
40075	 KIRKLAND Vernon Ewart
40076	 KAYE William Edward
40077	 LEMON James Oswald
40078	 LEODOLFF Daniel Handrik
40079	 LONGHURST Noel Henry Bing
40080	 LUNGLEY George Davison
40081	 MAGENNIS Donovan Iveagh
40082	 MORONEY Denis Eardley
40083	 MYERS Eric Oscar
40084	 MOORHOUSE Fredrick Ernest
40085	 McMAHON Michael Anthony Leo
40086	 PERSSE �omas Dudley
40087	 QUILTER Frederick Charles
40088	 RICHARDS Arthur Joseph
40089	 ROBERTS Herbert John
40090	 RUSH Kenneth William Joseph
40091	 REDFERN Norman Creighton Frederick
40092	 SHEVLIN �omas James
40093	 SENEKAL Johannes
40094	 SCOTT Kenneth Reginald Leman
40095	 VAN DER WALT Stephanus Jacobus
40096	 VON MOLLENDORF Joseph William 
40097	 WATTS Leslie Charles
40098	 PATTEN Donald Baptist McDermott
40099	 ARNOLD Robert Pain
40100	 BRETT Robert
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40101	 HICKS Harold Falconer
40102	 HUDSON Ivan Henry
40103	 DIXON Richard Wynne
40104	 SUSMAN Joseph Jacob
40105	 KING Percival Wilbrens
40106	 ELLIS Arthur John Hamilton
40107	 CHOWLES Joseph Edward
40108	 COULL Leslie Fisher
40109	 PAISH George Alfred
40110	 LESLIE David Hunter
40111	 WILSON George Alexander
40112	 RICH Frank Murrell
40113	 SCHMIIDT Caspar Johannes
40114	 BURROWS James Leonard
40115	 SMITH Henry Charles
40116	 BARKLEY George
40117	 SEVERS John Reginald William
40118	 REID J.
40119	 BUTLER Sydney Charles
40120	 WACKRILL Cyril Dunbar
40121	 MURRAY Angus Ian
40122	 BALL William James
40123	 BUCKLEY Arthur Michael Litt
40124	 REYNOLDS Leslie Francis
40125	 HENSON Ronald �omas 	William
40126	 DAVEY Ronald Sidney

40127	 HALL Edwin Garth Dalmvaine
40128	 CLARK John Desmond
40129	 ATKINSON Herbert George
40130	 THOMSON George
40131	 FELLOWES Charles
40132	 BERNSTEIN Alexander Jack
40133	 WRIGHT Leslie Hockey
40134	 ABBOTT Charles Wilfred Evelyn
40135	 HARTLEY Richard Russell
40136	 SCHMID Herman Henry
40137	 FINNIGAN John Francis
40138	 LOBB Francis Frederick �orpe
40139	 SHERWOOD William Whit�eld
40140	 SWIFT Albert Edward Cli�on
40141	 HINDSON John Edward
40142	 STRATFORD Richard Herbert
40143	 McLENNAN Murdoch
40144	 HOWARTH Richard Guildford
40145	 SUCKLING Kenneth Frederick
40146	 MURRISH Irwin Charles
40147	 McEWAN-HANNAH George McClelland
40148	 BOURNE John Francis
40149	 FOWKE Ronald Manning
40150	 RUMBOLD Ivan George
40151	 WILLIAMS David Dykes
40152	 OWEN-SMITH Woodford George Owen
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MAY THEY REST IN PEACE
They went with songs to the battle, they were young,

Straight of limb, true of eye, steady and aglow,
They were staunch to the end against odds uncounted,

They fell with their faces to the foe.
They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old:
Age shall not weary them, nor the years condemn.
At the going down of the sun and in the morning

We will remember them.
[Laurence Binyon]

Since mini-SITREP XXXVI was printed we have been advised of the deaths of the following mem-
bers. In ( ) the name of the member/source whence the information came:

Bishop, Mary w/o Peter [KR497] 13/10/2009. Guildford ( Julian Bishop)

Botha, Unity w/o Bill [KR4190] ??/??/2010. Howick, KZ-N (�e Witness)

Bristow, John [KP] 11/11/2010, Somerset West (Des Bristow)

Cooper, Colin John [KR7011] 10/06/2010. Norway (Geo� Trollope)

Curtis, Paddy [EAR&H/KPR] 11/04/2010. New Zealand (Derek Rossenrode)

Harvey, John [KR4601] 23/10/2010 Kili� (Beverly Forbes (née Harvey))

Harvey, William (Bill) Terrence [KR3642/5839] 16/07/2010. Scottburgh, KZ-N (Ena Harvey)

Hermitte, Gilbert [KR4140] 02/08/2010 Gauteng (Peter Scott)

Higson, Kenneth, Lt Comdr [Maths teacher POW/DOY] 16/06/2010. UK (Dave Lichtenstein)

Hunter, Leslie Oliver [KR716] 03/04/2010. Christchurch (Ted Downer)

James, Leslie, w/o of George (Pansy) [POW/DOY] 05/03/2010. South Africa (Dave Lichtenstein)

Lindsell, Edward John Barber [KR4493] 01/02/2010. Zimbabwe (Bob Rose)

Norman, Sybil [w/o the late Brian KR631] 16/04/2010. Queensland (Dave Lichtenstein)

Outram, Robin [KR6709] 24/08/2010. Gilgil (Dennis Leete)

Parker, June [Former Hill School art teacher] 02/01/2010 (Dave Lichtenstein)

Roberts, John Evans Lewer [KR4431] 12/09/2010. England (Iain Morrison)

Russell, Bertram John Fletcher (Rusty) OBE [KR4147/5769] 05/08/2010. UK (Arthur Scho�eld)

Saunders, Peter James Renault [KR4546] 18/06/2010. Queensland (Giles Shaw)

Stocker, Robert Gordon [KR3794/5757] 09/09/2010 Canada (Pat Stocker)

Tring, Ian Malcolm [KR4672] [17/08/2010] Lincolnshire ( Jean Tring)

West, �omas Peter [KR3029]. 29/07/2010] Nairobi (Chris Flatt)

White, Christopher Frank [KR3576] 05/09/2010. Gilgil (Dennis Leete)

Winder, Raymond Cyril [KR4299] 05/08/2010. Kent ( John Davis)

�
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WILLIAM TERENCE HARVEY (1929-2010)

Ena, Bill’s widow writes: Sadly, a�er many mini strokes and seizures, William died of a cardivascular 
failure on 17th July, in the Lakeview Village Frail Care Centre.

He was born in the middle of a blizzard on 2nd January 1929 in the Canal Tavern in Kidsgrove, Stoke 
on Trent, U.K, the third child of Harry and Doris Harvey. He didn’t think much of this cold weather, 
so at the age of three months took his parents and his sister Joan and brother John to Kenya! �ey 

�nally settled in Nairobi where Pop Harvey joined the 
EAR&H as an engineer in the Workshops.

Educated at Nairobi Primary and Prince of Wales 
Schools he was a very keen sportsman, playing rugby 
and hockey. In 1947, he joined the Kenya Cold Storage 
in Nairobi, thereby starting a life-long and successful ca-
reer in the meat industry.

I met William at the Stags Head Hotel in Nakuru, 
whilst he was there as relief manager for the Kenya 
Meat Commission branch. It was love at �rst sight and 
we were married in the Nairobi Cathedral on 23rd July 
1955. �en it was straight down to Mombasa on the 
train, as he had been transferred there to commission 

the new KMC abattoir.

Our daughter Beverley was born in Mombasa in 1957 and our son Donald in 1958 in the Princess 
Elizabeth Hospital, Nairobi - we were then living at Athi River.

In 1961, we emigrated to Australia where William joined �omas Borthwicks in Brisbane, gaining 
valuable experience and knowledge over the next six years in the meat world.

In 1967, he brought us all “home to Africa”, having been invited to join the Botswana Meat Com-
mission in Lobatse, where he was to become General Manager (Technical).During the next 24 years 
he travelled the world gaining knowledge and business friends wherever he went. I was able to go with 

him on several overseas trips and many safaris 
into the Botswana bush.

�ese were the happiest of years, so we decided 
to sprinkle his ashes under a baobab tree in Bev-
erley’s garden in Francistown. His Kenya Regi-
ment car-badge marks the spot.

He did not want a funeral or any fuss – “spend 
the money on the living and our children” – he 
said. So, we had a private, family only cremation, 
but sent him o� to the Grand Parade Ground 
attired in his Kenya Regiment blazer, shirt and 
kikoi, with his KRA cap and tie on the co�n. We 
tried to sing his favourite Vera Lynn song “We`ll 
meet again” as our �nal farewell to a much loved 
husband, father, Gramps, and father-in-law.

A knob thorn tree is planted here in my garden at Lakeview  and some of his ashes are here. We all 
miss him greatly, as does his beloved Scottish Terrier Kumi.

Ena & Bill

Bill meets HM in Botswana
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�
Beverley writes: Who was he? Firstly, as a son, Billy was a man of whom his parents would have 

been proud, having worked his way all the way up the proverbial “corporate ladder”. He was a very 
protective brother to Joan and John. Later as 
a husband, he worked hard to provide for his 
family’s needs, removing them from the Mau 
Mau dangers to start a new life in Australia.

Later, in 1967, when the call of Africa grew 
too strong for Ena, he moved them to Bot-
swana. It is there that his ashes were scattered 
under a baobab tree on his daughter Bever-
ley’s farm.

To his children, Donald, and Beverley, Bill 
always showed a so�ness that belied his “stern” appearance. He was a great teacher of countless practi-
cal skills, from carpentry to driving. Gramps - so called because he was the spitting image of Mickey 
Rooney - was much loved by his two granddaughters, Vicki and Megan, who will treasure many happy 
memories of him.

As a citizen, Bill was always ready to lend a helping hand to those in need. He was a Lion’s Club 
member for most of his working life. A�er retiring to South Africa in 1991, he was well known for 
helping neighbours wherever he lived.  His wonderful sense of humour never le� him; he was still jok-
ing with the nurses in his last few days.

His friends, particularly his old Kenya ra�kis, were very dear to his heart, as was evident by the regu-
larity his family had to hear tales of the “good old days”. Long live those memories!

�
Eugene Armour [KR4446] <eugenearmour1@googlemail.com> [15/09/2010]: Very sad to hear 

of Bill Harvey passing away a�er I understand a few years during which he did not enjoy the best of 

John & Bill - Scottburgh, 2004
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health. Bill and I served together during the emergency in ‘C’ Coy under John Klynsmith, me during 
1953-55, a�er the 4th Rhodesia course.

My memories of Bill are many, playing together in the Coy rugger team, he at scrum half and me at 
�y half during the 1954 season in which we remain undefeated. �ese games were played if I can recol-
lect during a period of R & R, rather than going to Nairobi and setting the town alight - not that we 
acted like angels whilst on tour.

My earliest memory of Bill is when Nyani Bond and I were on a home guard post in the Fort Hall 
reserve, Bill at the time was CQMS and he used to deliver our weekly rations. Nyani and I always tried 
our best to get more than we were entitled to, but Bill guarded things as if his life depended on it - it 
was like trying to get blood out of a stone! Lovely memories all the same. How Nyani and I survived 
that period of active service is a mystery to me - all down to Rumbleguts?

�
BERTRAM JOHN FLETCHER (RUSTY) RUSSELL, O.B.E (18/11/1929 – 5/4/2010

[George McKnight]

Rusty grew up in bad company! His friends from Parklands Primary School and later at the Prince 
of Wales School were Harry MacDonald, George Henry, Jimmy Bruce, Peter Jolley; Mickey Shaw, 
Brian McCabe and Mickey Jolley.  �ey all served with the Kenya Regiment (TF) during the Emer-
gency, and they remained lifelong friends.

Rusty recalled, not long ago, how in his early boyhood his mother told him that he should not spend 
so much time with “that naughty Mickey Shaw – he would just 
get into trouble!”  He should spend more time with “that nice 
boy George Henry.”  Rusty recalled later that he got into far 
more bother with ‘that nice boy George Henry’ than he would 
have with the ‘naughty Mickey Shaw’!

A�er school Rusty worked for Kenya Posts and Telecom-
munications until he received a letter from the Department of 
Manpower, inviting him to attend military training in Salis-
bury, Rhodesia between July and December 1952. He and Sid 
Mosco� were considered the likely candidates to lead the Pass-
ing Out Parade. Sid was chosen.  Rusty then served in ‘B’ Coy, 
‘C’ Coy, and ‘I’ Coy – in which he was commissioned in Au-

gust 1954. In October 1954 he was seconded to the Kenya 
Administration as a District O�cer (Kikuyu Guard) in 
Limuru Division.

Towards the end of his two year contract as a DO (KG) 
Rusty applied to join the Colonial Administration as a 
regular Administrator.  His application was successful 
and he went on a year’s Devonshire Course in Oxford, 
which he found very rewarding. Following his return to 
Kenya he served, variously, as Divisional District O�cer 
in Kili�, Ukwala (in Western Kenya) and Sigor (in Pokot 
country). 

His �nal posting was to the Kinangop where he played 
a leading role in land settlement, following the buy-out of 

Rusty (le�) comparing medals with Mike Tetley
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a number of settlers’ farms. Political change then saw an early end to many careers. Rusty and family 
headed for New Zealand, where he tried his luck at growing strawberries.

While he was in New Zealand, the Crown Agents sent Rusty a cable asking whether he would like 
to rejoin the service, working in the Paci�c. He clapped hands; shouted “Hooray” and signed on. His 
career in the Solomon Islands was very ful�lling, and he was awarded the OBE.

He then moved to Vanuatu, a French Dominion, where he specialized in Land, and Land Law. Rusty 
worked on Vanuata until he retired, and returned to the land of his birth, buying a seafront apartment 
in Malindi Bay. While there he was very helpful to a number of elderly expatriates, in various ways. 

In recent years Rusty su�ered severe health problems, stemming from skin cancer. During this di�-
cult period he was supported and cared for with true devotion by his companion, Margaret.  He passed 
away in a West London Hospice on 5th August 2010. His son David, from Namibia, and daughter 
Jacqui, from Auckland were with him at the Royal Overseas League in London for the last three weeks 
of his life. Margaret and David were with him when he died.

A very �tting Kwaheri Luncheon was arranged by Margaret in a private dining room at the Roy-
al Overseas League on 10th August. Rusty’s �nal Kwaheri was a very appropriate Anglican service at 
the Golders Green Crematorium the following day. John Davis [KRAENA] and George McKnight 
[KRAEA] represented the Regiment.

Rusty’s many friends will remember his easy charm; his ready, friendly, ripostes; and his delightful 
sense of humour. He will be much missed.

�
ROBERT GORDON (STOOGE) STOCKER [KR 5757]

Celia Stocker <ndito@shaw.ca> [11/09/2010]:  At 4 pm, yesterday 9th September 2010, our father, 
Robert Gordon Stocker [KR3794/5757], le� us. He had had a tough battle in hospital, following a 
hip reconstruction in May followed by two hip dislocations and a bone infection at the site.  He had 
had another operation last Friday to remove the infection and by Wednesday we thought he was going 
to make it.  My brother Brett arrived from Mexico to see him yesterday and he slipped away peacefully 
a couple of hours later with my mother and his three children by his side.

Dad being the youngest of seven to a farming single mother in Kenya followed the family tradition 
and was a farmer of thousands of acres of land for the Wattle Company.  He was in the Kenya Regi-
ment for a time and many of the friends he made there remained friends for life. In sport, rugby was 
his passion. No one who met him missed his 
wacko sense of fun and sense of humour.

In 1978, he bravely packed up his third 
generation life in Africa and le� Kenya for 
Canada. Never once did he regret his move 
and gaining his Canadian citizenship was his 
proudest moment.

Here on Vancouver Island our mother and 
he ran the Log Cabin Store and Gas Station 
for ten years; then Dad had a pottery gallery 
for a while.  �ey have been involved in lawn 
bowling and bridge here in Parksville and 
made a great life for themselves; although 
having friends and family so far  away all over Patricia & Robert - 16th October, 1954
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the world has always been painful. 
Such is life for those of us who have 
had to leave our motherlands!

He leaves Patricia his wife, three 
older sisters, Maude, �elly and 
Daph, his children Celia (married 
to Richard), Brett (married to Brit-
ta) and Mandy, and grandchildren 
Simon, Alexis, Dominic, Toby and 
Carissa.  We will miss him terribly - 
he was larger than life in every sense 
of the word and his sense of humour 
is matched by no one.  It will be hard 
to adjust and the hole that he leaves 

in our lives will never be �lled.  My mother will �nd it di�cult a�er 55 years of marriage but God will 
provide, of that I am sure.

�
Aylwin Halligan-Jolly [KR6194] <kisugulu@hotmail.com> [11/09/2010]: Jim Landells 

[KR6439], Dave Wyber [KR7077] and I all worked with Stooge at some stage when he was the Es-
tates Manager at Turbo. I also worked for the father of Neil McDonald [KR4090] when I was with the 
Plateau Wattle Company in Kipkabus; sadly he passed away in Albany but I did manage to catch up 
with him there. Stooge and I played rugby for Eldoret with the likes of Nan Kruger [KR3887], Skat-
tie Mentjies [KR4688] and Stompie Jones’ son Neville [KR4802]. I remember being most impressed 
with Stompie’s rugby skills.

�
Robin Stobbs [KR458] <rstobbs@telkomsa.net> [11/09/2010]: I was on a couple of Aberdare pa-

trols from Fort Lancaster with Stooge and will always remember him as a fun guy who never let things 
get him down.

�
David Young [KR3893]  <dhpmyoung@mweb.co.za> [12/09/2010]: �ank you for letting me 

know about Stooge who was my twin brothers bestman. A fantastic chap loved and liked by all who 
knew him. Stooge’s sister was married to Boucher and lived in Knysna when we arrived here ten years 
ago. I have not seen them for a long time.

�
Derek Rossenrode [KR4553] <dandpross@sky.com> [12/09/2010]: Stooge was my platoon com-

mander in Support Company. I have many vivid memories of his somewhat di�erent and enjoyable 
humour, especially his raucous laughter which, on its own, made one laugh, it was infectious!

�
LESLIE JAMES

Dave Lichtenstein <lichtend@ozemail.com.au> 08/03/2010]: Please �nd below e-mails relating 
to the recent passing away of Leslie, widow of George James. It is daughter Sally’s wish that I should 
inform OYs of her recent passing away. She certainly had a magni�cent innings.

 Sally: I just wanted to let you know that my mother died on Friday a�er a bout of pneumonia which 

Patricia & Robert celebrating his 80th birthday
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at her great age of 103 she was just not 
able to overcome. �e last six months 
of her life were pretty miserable as she 
was so very frail that she was unable 
to move about without help and even 
trying to get her into a wheelchair and 
take her out into the garden was im-
possible. Not a happy way to live one’s 
life so in many ways her passing has 
been a blessing.

I would be so grateful if you would 
pass on the news through the Old 
Yorkist network which you so dili-
gently keep up-to-date.   Right up to 
the end, Mum was keenly interested in 
all the Old Yorkist news and so proud 
of the achievements of so many old boys. �e creation of the school out of nothing and the success it 
became were some of the happiest years of her life, and she loved reading Old Yorkist magazines and 
looking at all the old photographs which she and my Dad had collected over their time at the school. 
Sadly she outlived most of her old friends, but some of our own family will be there, along with a group 
of old Kenya friends of ours who knew Mum from the days we were all at school together.

�
KENNETH HIGSON

Dave Lichtenstein <lichtend@ozemail.com.au> [17/06/2010]  It is with much sadness that I re-
port the recent passing away of Kenneth Higson, former senior DOYS Deputy Head Master, Mitch-
ell Housemaster and Senior Maths Master.  A meticulous man to the end, he laid out the details of 
the church service he wished for. Included in this was for a verse from the school leavers’ hymn to be 
printed on the service sheet. I have been unable to �nd this, do you know where I could �nd it?

Geo� Higson: It is with deep sadness that I have to tell you that Dad passed away peacefully this af-
ternoon, aged 95. He had been su�ering from cancer for a number of years, which the miracles of mod-
ern medicine had managed until the autumn of 2009. During the winter he gradually started to lose 
strength in his legs, to the point where he could no longer walk, and a�er a short stay in hospital, six 
weeks ago he moved to a wonderful nursing home just a 
mile down the road from me. �ey looked a�er him with 
great warmth, kindness and professionalism, but a few 
days ago he deteriorated quite suddenly as the secondary 
cancer got to his bones, and he slipped away today.

I was deeply privileged to be with him at the OY reun-
ion in Taunton during last summer, and to see the a�ec-
tion and respect with which he was welcomed by everyone 
who was there and by those who waited patiently to speak 
to him throughout the evening. I was so impressed by the 
way he seemed to remember the names, faces, school his-
tories and subsequent careers of so many Yorkists, and to 
me, that is a tribute to everything he stood for - a kind, 
generous, thoughtful man with a deep love of teaching 
and ultimately, of those whom he taught.

Celebrating her 100th birthday with a card �om HM
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REGIMENTAL NUMBERS
Following the receipt of a number of letters, Ian Parker <ipap@africaonline.co.ke> [09/08/2010] 
compiled the following response: Several readers - among them Feix Baddeley [KR4030], Jock Boyd 
[KR6075], Ted Downer [KR4253], Peter Foot [KR2102], Anne Turner w/o Brian [KR5783] and 
Mary Valentine w/o Peter [KR5854] - and I am sure there will be more - have pointed out that I made 
a mistake regarding Regimental numbering in mini-Sitrep XXXVI. Indeed I did, and I apologise. 
Speci�cally, it concerned the numbering of the �rst six National Service courses commencing January 
1952. Each of these started with 100 men. I was on the last Rumbleguts’ course, so was Bob Bulgen. 
We were volunteers in about May 1954 and at RHQ were given numbers 4601 and 4602. We were in 
a group of about ten who joined the Regiment between Course �ve and Course six. Being wet behind 
the ears it was decided that we would bene�t from a full six months of training and when Course six as-
sembled at Lanet we joined it. A�er Rumbleguts made some indelicate suggestions as to what we could 
do with our black hackles (which, as signed-on members of the Regiment, we were entitled to wear, 
but National Service Men were not) we were reallocated numbers 4616 and 4617. We were not �rst in 
the queue to sign on, there were a handful before us, but I know that I was not far wrong in saying that, 
as a general guide, Course six �lled the 4600-4700 slot in the Regiment’s numbering system.

From that knowledge I erred by merely sequentially subtracting 100 from 4600, as a guide to the 
previous �ve courses’ numbers - ending up with 4100 as the starting point for the �rst course. �at 
was the mistake: peruse the History and it will be clear enough that I knew that the National Service 
system commenced about the 4000 mark. I should have picked it up, but didn’t. �e last numbers of 
my own six month course were just over the 4700 point and over the �rst six courses the numbers had 
collected around an additional hundred. As with my own, and in Bob Bulgen’s case, if they came in 
as inter-course entrants at around ��een between each course, these extras that would account for the 
hundred. As a generalization, this was my suggestion. 

Generalisations are approximations and I am aware of anomalies. Mary Valentine says that her hus-
band Peter volunteered for the KR before National Service commenced in 1952, and while he never 
did National Service at all and went straight into ‘C’ Coy on the outbreak of the Emergency, his start-
ing number was 4101. How did he get a number that is sequentially later than most of the KNSM on 
the 1st course? Kenneth Adcock was KR 2615, but had enlisted in the KDF around 1930 and was 
one of those who switched to the KR when it was formed pre-war. He never saw active service as he 
was in a reserved occupation, but I don’t know how he got so late a number, having joined so early. 
Like Peter Valentine, he got a number that equates with a late 1940/41, when he joined up a couple 
of years earlier than his number suggests. I cannot answer these peculiarities in a numbering system 
that otherwise broadly equates with time - other than to reiterate that the KR was never known for 
meticulous paper work. 

�en, refer to the 40000 numbers in the Long Roll in the earlier article - where on earth did these 
come from? �ese KR numbers are de�nitely pre or very early in the war - and might have been given 
from another unit (KDF?) from which they transferred into the KR. �e other 40000 numbers were 
simply not replaced. Ron Jolley’s KDF number was 89, which poses the question of why anyone in the 
KDF would have a �ve digit number?

Bruce Rooken-Smith, who has spent more time than anyone else in trying to tidy up the Long Roll, 
made the point that trying to sort out numbers was a nightmare. Believe me it is. One thing that would 
help quite a bit is that anyone querying a number should give the names of men with whom he enlisted 
or served during basic training. It would help us greatly in tying numerical series to time.

�
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John Davis <johnmdavis@btinternet.com> [03/07/2010] from UK: �e last KRTC course bloke 
listed on page 40 of the Numerical Nominal Roll is Barnsley KR7484 – he was on my course. �en the 
volunteer multi-racial short courses started at RHQ/Buller Camp in late 1962 with the man named 
Erskine KR7485. �ese courses ended with Smith KR7585 in 1963.

�en we are in to the 40,000 numbers. However, the continuation courses were all multi-racial with 
only a few European recruits and all the 40,000 numbers are white only which one would hardly 
believe would happen a�er Independence. How strange? One member with a 40,000 number is a 
Richard Howarth listed in your MD page 41 – he turns out in fact to be one of our veterans Richard 
�omas Howarth [KR670] and not the 40,144 bloke who is nowhere to be found. [Ed: Entry in 
Membership Directory duly amended.]

Did you get any feedback on your note about how many m-SITREPs you should produce? A straw 
poll here suggests that if you are thinking of going to one per year this could be timed to go out in our 
mail out around May with the Barua going out in our mail out in October – just a thought. [Ed: All 
members with whom I discussed the matter opted for two m-S a year for the time being.]

�
�e Kenya Regiment’s Voluntary Training Courses 1962-63

�e last six-month Compulsory Military Training Course at the Kenya Regiment Training Centre, 
Lanet, came to an end on Saturday 16 June 1962 when Colonel Dunstan Adams took the salute at 
the �nal Passing Out parade.

However, under the leadership of the Commanding O�cer, Lieutenant Colonel Douglas Bright [1 
Green Jackets], a new phase started with the introduction of a voluntary force with the full backing 
of the Ministry of Defence and the Government. A call went out for volunteers from those who had 
previously completed their training. �e overwhelming majority of those who attended Annual Camp 
in 1962 signed on as volunteers.

As part of this initiative, two three-week basic training courses were held during 1962 for new re-
cruits who had had no previous experience of army life. A further two courses were held in 1963 and 
it was reported in the June 1963 Kenya Regiment Newsletter that ‘eighty young men came forward to 
be interviewed for twenty �ve places and at least another eighty applied but did not have the necessary 
educational requirements’. It was clear that only the best were selected for these short courses which 
were predominantly made up of African and Asian recruits. In all just over 100 recruits were trained.

�e �rst two weeks of each course was based at RHQ and Buller Camp learning drill and weapon 
training which culminated in a ‘passing o� the square’ parade. �e last week was a camp ‘roughing it’ 
on the Mukogodo Reserve at Dol Dol. 

�e training was carried out under the guidance of the Regiment’s Permanent Sta� Training O�cers 
– Captain Carol Gurney [2 Green Jackets] until January 1963, and then Captain Ray Nelson [2GJ]. 
Several British Army PSIs were also involved – WOI D.T. Hornblower [1GJ], WOII S. Solomon 
[2GJ], WOII J. Selby [3GJ] and WOII P. Lawless [3GJ]. 

A�er training the recruits were ready to join all the others who had signed on as part of the new vol-
unteer force which by 1963 numbered about 400, made up of two companies in Nairobi, one each at 
Nanyuki, Nakuru and Kitale and a platoon at Mombasa. It is interesting to note that the book strength 
of the Regiment at this time was about 1,100 o�cers and men of which about 400 were probably out 
of the country.

�ere were clearly high hopes that the volunteer force would continue for some years since volun-
teers had signed on for a four-year engagement. But all this was to change with the announcement of 
the suspension of the Regiment o�cially published as a Special Order of the Day in the Kenya Gazette 
on 21 May 1963 and signed on 12 May 1963 by the Acting Governor Sir E.N. Gri�ths-Jones.
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The Elizabeth Cross

[ John Davis]

Some of you will have heard that Her Majesty �e Queen gave her name last year [ July 2009] to an 
award, known as the Elizabeth Cross. �is is available to the next-of-kin of those who served in the 
British Armed Forces and who gave their lives in operations since 1 January 1948. �e Elizabeth Cross 
is made in hallmarked silver, and comes with a miniature version of the Cross and a Memorial Scroll 
signed by �e Queen.

So what about the Kenya Regiment and its service during the Emergency? Would the Regiment be 
regarded as part of the British Armed Forces and could the next-of-kin of our Emergency fallen apply 
for the Cross? KRAENA Committee member, Lt. Col. Stephen �ornton, followed this up and met 
with the Ministry of Defence (MoD) to pursue the matter further. At �rst the MoD was unsure that 
families of those who served in the Kenya Regiment were eligible and asked for further clari�cation 
of its role during the Emergency. As a result a dossier of evidence making the case for eligibility was 
prepared by Stephen and this was submitted to the MoD for their consideration. 

It is now pleasing to report that the MoD has recognised that the next-of-kin of those on our Emer-
gency Roll of Honour [see below] are indeed eligible to apply for the Elizabeth Cross; and it is excel-
lent news to hear that the �rst Cross has already been awarded. While the whereabouts of some of the 
families of our Emergency fallen are known, it is hoped that others can be traced to inform them about 
this award. [Ed: Please contact me or John if you can help with this initiative.]

More information about the Elizabeth Cross and how to apply for it is given on the MoD Medal 
O�ce website. To access this website type ‘MoD Medal O�ce’ into your internet search engine and 
click on ‘Elizabeth Cross & Memorial Scroll’ for a description of the award. An application for the 
award will require the completion of an Application Form and a Certi�cate-of-Kinship form. Both 
forms can be accessed by clicking on ‘Applying for Medals’ which allows the two forms to be printed. 
�e forms should then be sent to: 

Service Personnel and Veterans Agency,

Ministry of Defence Medal O�ce,

Innsworth House, Imjin Barracks,

Gloucester

GL3 1HW

UK
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Kenya Regiment Roll of Honour 

Kenya Emergency 1952-56

Surname Forenames Regimental Number
Baillon Joseph Herman KR3774
Beckley Verey Robert Sidley KR3108/4316
Bellingham Donald KR4814
Bianchi John Ventura KR3968
Bingley Richard Roy KR3753
Boyce Raymond Ernest KR4366
By�eld Alan Martin David KR4740
Cantounias Michael Constantine KR4125
Chapman Gerald Edward KR4575/4669
Crowther Arthur Fredrick KR4136
Dowey John Michael KR4137
Edwards Derek Reginald KR4152
Fell Harry Sproat KR4403
Gordon William John KR4880/5823
Luckes John William KR4554
McNab  BEM James Arthur KR3907
Mouton Cornelius Jansen KR6027
Norie Donald Anthony KR3849
Parke Robert Cran�eld KR3945
Paterson Ian Frank Scrymgeour KR3993
Pearson John Malcolm KR3886
Pitt-Moore Michael Alan KR6175
Purves Neil Holgate KR4114
Robinson Anthony Andrew KR3719
Symons Clive James KR4089
Tomlinson Gordon Arthur Edwin KR4791
Webster John Michael KR3650/5648
White David Arthur Joseph KR3855
Wood-White Charles Barnaby KR3992
Wortley Francis Aylmer KR4155
Wright Joseph KR4825
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REVIEWS
SCRAMBLED AFRICA by Mark Milbank

A fascinating journey of one man’s life, through the most turbulent, romantic, adventurous, tragic 
and beautiful continent on the planet. 

Mark was born in England at the onset of WWII before emigrating 
to Kenya with his parents during the post-war depression. His parents 
farmed in the Machakos area. Mark was to spend the next 65 years in Af-
rica on a roller coaster ride from the colonial days of Kenya [Ed: Attended 
the Duke of York School] and the Mau Mau rebellion [KR6122], through 
apartheid South Africa [Ed: Farmed in the Lion’s River area, Natal], Rho-
desia’s UDI and the bush war [Ed: Farmed at Wedza], to Independence 
and prosperity and �nally the purge of Zimbabwe’s white farmers and the 
country’s subsequent chaos.

He still lives in Zimbabwe with his second wife Nikki, plays bad golf 
and tries to visit his now scattered family as o�en as possible. [Ed: Mark’s 
�rst wife Fran, �om whom he was divorced, was brutally murdered on the 
Wedza farm a�er Independence]

‘Scrambled Africa’ is published by Lantern Tower Books <www.lanterntower.com> and costs £13 
plus P&P. ISBN 978-1-907040-75-7.

�
EXIT FROM EMPIRE: a Biography of Sir Richard Turnbull

[Professor Colin Baker]

In this biography of Richard Gordon Turnbull (1909-1998), Colin Baker explores the life of a 
distinguished colonial administrator, and studies his early family, school and university years, before 
turning to a detailed examination of his career in the Colonial Administrative Service. 

�is career began in 1931, in Kenya where Richard Turnbull spent the bulk of the �rst part of his 
twenty-seven years there in the harsh, remote but fascinating Northern Frontier Province, and the �nal 
eight years, including the period of the Mau Mau rebellion, at the centre of Government, as Minister 
for Internal Security and Defence, Chief Secretary and Head of the Civil Service.

In 1958, he was appointed Governor of Tanganyika, where his close relationships with Julius Ny-
erere, the nationalist leader, led to the country’s peaceful and speedy advance to independence. A�er 
short but important periods as Governor-General of Tanganyika and Chairman of the Kenya Central 
Land Board, he was appointed High Commissioner of South Arabia, where, despite from the outset 
seeing the post as a poisoned chalice, he applied himself sedulously and relentlessly to proposing solu-
tions to the intractable problems of restraining mounting violence, maintaining a government, keep-
ing the lid on a ferociously boiling political and security pot, and advancing the country towards very 
early independence in order to relieve the British Government of its unwanted, increasingly costly and 
embarrassing responsibility for government in Southern Arabia.

�e impossibility of his task resulted in his dismissal at the hands of a British Government lost for 
what else to do. Drawing on an exceptionally wide range of private papers, letters and diaries, and on 
Colonial O�ce and Foreign O�ce documents, the author studies Richard Turnbull as a man, his 
career in Africa and Arabia, and the major role he played in Britain’s exit from empire.
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Published in June 2010 by Mpemba Books of Cardi�, this so� back comprises 507 pages and sixteen 
pages of 33 photographs. ISBN 978-0-9542020-5-7. Price: £17.50 + £3 P&P UK; payable to Colin 
Baker at 55a Lon Y Deri, Cardi�, Wales CF14 6JP.  

�
SPEAK SWAHILI, DAMMIT! by James Penhaligon

�is book is a true story of my wild, tragic, sad, and 
sometimes hilarious upbringing in the bush in north-
western Tanganyika. It interweaves with the story of the 
Schutztruppe in Deutsch Ost-Afrika during World War 
One, the King’s African Ri�es and even the Kenya Regi-
ment.

Mark Reeves. Dammit! I really enjoyed reading this - 
a genuinely absorbing, intriguing, at times moving and 
also very funny tale. To me, it appealed on all levels and 
I was transported completely to a life at a di�erent time 
on a di�erent continent. It is told with such clarity and 
an enchanting personal quirkiness that you couldn’t make this stu� up. �e times and events are so 
curious that it underlines the adage that `truth is stranger than �ction’. And, this is the �rst book for 
which I have felt I wanted to post a review! It won’t disappoint. 

�
Sheryl Blohm. What a wonderful book. �is book will take you on a rollercoaster ride of emotions; 

one minute sad and the next happy. For anyone who ever had the privilege of living in this wonderful 
country, the childhood memories will �ood back. It is an insight into how life was for children living 
in this remote bush area of Africa. One child’s way of this book will make you cry and laugh and you 
won’t want to put it down once you start to read it. 

�
Karen Frost. A beautifully warm, well constructed, structured and perfect book! �e author’s voice 

is very strong. �e characters are very real, you connect with them. He makes you care about the people 
who were important to him in his early years, and this is because James has used ‘the best words in the 
right order. History is not the big story of facts, events and important dates, but the e�ect they have on 
people in their everyday lives. I laughed out loud, and got some very strange looks, I also cried. 

�
Peter Smith. �is is an absolutely fabulous story and once I had started I could not put the book 

down. I experienced every type of feeling possible; howling laughter, sadness and tears, sympathy and 
empathy. Most of all I could relate to his life as I was also taken to Africa (Southern Rhodesia) at the 
age of three by my parents from the UK in 1947 and also had a good relationship with the local young-
sters there. However, my young experiences pale into insigni�cance compared with what James went 
through. �e story relates “Jimboy’s” life from a very young age in the mining town of Geita in Tan-
ganyika. From his upbringing he learned to speak Swahili before he could speak English. �is caused 
some hilarious moments. He was accepted as a watu by the locals as he thinks and talks like them but 
in life he is really a mazungu. So he is caught in the middle and o�en has to act as a go-between and is 
torn between both sides. 

�
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Ian Dumont. �is is an extraordinary account of the writer’s early years in a country and a time that 
now seems many lifetimes away. It will undoubtedly be enjoyed from any number of perspectives: a so-
cial historian will be fascinated by this account of the ��ies and sixties in a changing political landscape 
in Tanganyika as the country made its �rst stumbling steps from British rule to independence and to 
the Nyerere regime - a period and place not well documented; equally, a naturalist will be intrigued 
by the descriptions of African wildlife with Jim’s �rst-hand accounts of lions , hyenas and the school 
tortoise reminiscent of Gerald Durrell’s descriptions of his early years on Corfu; the romantic side 
of us all cannot help but be touched by Jim’s account of �rst love; �nally, and most importantly, it is 
compelling reading because of its stylish prose and great pace and the writer’s compassionate and vivid 
observations of life. 

�
John Catton, Editor of the KAR magazine Rhino Link. An intriguing title  and this is a book full 

of riddles. 

A�er the “Happy Valley” set, at �rst appearances it appeared to o�er an insight into a di�erent group 
of Europeans that was hardly known to us who served in East Africa. �ese were not people who took 
the ways of Africa in their stride, they were families for whom dire circumstances had le� them to fend 
for themselves in whatever way they could manage.

�e subject in the narrative is this Mzungu toto, James, or Jimu as he is called, a white child. �e fam-
ily has fallen on unexpected hard times as a result of a relative’s inappropriate squandering, as a result 
Jimu is le� almost entirely to be brought up in the care of Umali, their cook, and his wife, Amina, his 
ayah (with their turbulent relationship thrown in for good measure) and various watu in the village. 
And so Jimu grows up speaking only Swahili, rather revelling in being naughty, (as do most �ve year 
olds) he takes a child’s delight in making cheeky comments in kiwatuSwahili to Europeans (ladies in 
particular), that he doesn’t like, and they, not realising what is being said to them, �nd this little lad 
rather quaint. �is sets him on the path of permanent insubordination to any form of discipline. He 
complains”. . . they say I’ve gone native”  it’s hardly surprising. 

Jimu meets exaskari who had served with the Deutsch Ost Africa Corps, and here again we learn 
much about the von Lettow Vorbeck campaign from the other side. One gets a sense of deja vu when 
we are told of Vorbeck’s handling of a tribal dispute. A villager accuses his neighbour of eating his 
grandfather! Vorbeck orders the o�ender to pay the complainant a dozen hens. �e plainti� and de-
fendant walk o� ‘as good friends’, the one, ‘with the other’s grandfather in his stomach’. 

But Jimu does have a brief and loving relationship with his ailing father, who dies as a result of stress 
and malaria. Jimu can hardly believe this and having been told that his father has been taken by God 
in heaven, takes his father’s 375 Magnum elephant gun into the bush and just manages to �re one shot 
into heaven, without shooting himself, with the intention of shooting God, shouting ‘Nita ua yeye’. 
�is act has a deep and lasting e�ect on Jimu, and continues to haunt him even in later life. 

�e King’s African Ri�es make constant appearances in the narrative. Jimu is clearly impressed and 
�nds it compelling that ‘his’ watu, had been �ghting in ‘big wars far away’ in Burma as part of the 11 
(EA) Div in General Sir William Slim’s 14th Army. Uhuru, on the 9th December 1961 is particularly 
well documented. 

�e story continues, but just as he reaches an age when a more responsible attitude might be expect-
ed, he is sent away to board at a Catholic run boys’ school in Arusha where its brutish Headmaster’s 
pleasure is thrashing small boys, and who gives Jimu three of the best, and then another three for not 
divulging his accomplice. Jimu relates how in the school showers, almost every boy displays black and 
blue bruising from earlier visits to this sadistic Headmaster. 
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Jimu achieves very little in this environment and he soon realises that he has to escape. �e book 
records his many attempts to run away  without success. 

It is an intriguing story, with much to be read between the lines. A book reading circle would �nd 
enough ‘depth’ to �ll a whole season, but the question one is le� with at the end is at what stage does 
this extraordinarily bright child �nally get sorted out?’ 

We know from the book’s �yleaf that he quali�es as a medical doctor and later becomes a consultant 
psychiatrist. One wonders what changed him from a life of rebellion. �is is a book that I thoroughly 
enjoyed. 

Publisher: Authorhouse. ISBN  number: 978-1-4490-2373-7. Price £12 plus P+P. Orders may be 
placed through <bkukorders@authorhouse.com> 

�
BEYOND HAPPY VALLEY by Lorna Hindmarsh

�is personal account of nearly ��y years spent in Kenya is a remarkable record 
of life during and a�er the British Colonial period, from 1936-1983. Set in a 
world emerging from the Depression, Lorna takes us on a journey through World 
War II, post-war prosperity, the atrocities of Mau Mau and then Independence. 

Historians and ex-colonials alike will enjoy this a�ectionate and colourful pic-
ture of the di�erent personalities who made Kenya their home during these tu-
multuous times. 

Available from: Lorna Hindmarsh, 141 King Road, OAKFORD Western Aus-
tralia 6121 

Tel/Fax: 08 9525 1693 <lornanjoro@hotmail.com> Price: $A25 plus P&P in 
Australia: $A1.50 

�
THE GREAT TANGANYIKA DIAMOND HUNT by James Platt

Michael Shaw, Tanganyika Administration. Dealing as it does with a very speci�c series of activities 
in one part of colonial Africa in a very limited time span 50 years ago, this book may not o�er many 
attractions to those who were not themselves there at the time. But it does, albeit from what to me 
feels like a rather biased perspective, give quite a good feel for what life was like in Central Province in 
Tanganyika in the year or two before independence. 

I, as a district o�cer at the time in Iramba and the Dodoma districts, never met the author and 
indeed apart from one incident (recounted below) and from being a member of the Dodoma rugby 
XV for part of that period, he never crossed my path. Perhaps this is just as well, as members of the 
administration fare rather badly in the book, even in one or two places where I can identify the people 
at whom his barbs are aimed and know the author’s judgement is wrong. 

But he is probably right about how stu�y the Dodoma Club was, even though his laddish behaviour 
by his own account would probably have drawn a similar reaction from any club anywhere. 

�e author has a brilliant memory and many of his descriptions of names and places ring true. Manji 
Dhanji, the shopkeeper in Singida for example. And the reference to Sekenke gold mine is correct. 
�ere are many references to the splendid Railway Hotel in Dodoma, a watering hole known for many 
miles around. I enjoyed too his descriptions of life in the bush, though, at least, we DOs knew how to 
drive ourselves through it! 
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 �e author mentions the hanging in Dodoma jail of a number of locals for the murder of a Wil-
liamson’s prospector and suggests seven may have been hanged. I was in Dodoma on that day and 
there were four hanged, and I can remember all too clearly the impact that it had on the European 
community. I think we all felt that there were extenuating circumstances and those who had to attend 
the executions, including the tough prison superintendent and the district doctor, were shattered by 
the experience. 

I am afraid the author is a bit indulgent with his exuberant prose. He must have quite a thick skin to 
be able to recount now so many of the uncouth things he did in his youth, sadly  he still rather glori�es 
in them. 

�
John Catton, Tanganyika Battalion, 1958/59. �e previous review comes from one of the colonial 

administrators, who, for some reason the author has a particular dislike, describing them as mkundu 
tundus. (Ask a friendly Kiswahili speaker for that one) �e strange thing to me was how so many 
events and occasions re�ected our own experiences in the KAR battalions, but at no point in the book 
is there any reference to our existence. Perhaps we were linked together with the administration  a 
group of mkundutundus. 

�e author has all the appeal of the “new friend” whom, as a child, one’s mother would not have 
wished you to mix with. But the author is amusing. �ere is almost nothing about diamond mine 
prospecting; the book relates a constant daytoday routine in the bush, the building up of his team of 
watu, the good relationships (and trials) with local Indian and Arabs who supply their provisions, the 
backhanders that were part of accepted trading, (how did that prospector suddenly come to be the 
owner of a brand new VW beetle car?).

�e book is full of Kiswahili  not the one we were taught and upon which our monthly cheque 
depended, but a sort of kitchen cumsettler cumwatu chitchat language, and is sometimes very amus-
ing. For instance: the rocks that they were collecting were samples to be sent back to headquarters for 
laboratory inspection. �ey would tag Kiswahili words onto the petrological su�x “ite” to characterise 
a suite of rock type, as in sijuite (I don’t knowite) nina�kirite (I thinkite) hakunawazaite (no ideaite), 
Mungusaidiasisite (God help usite), and sikupamavite (I don’t care a shitite).

He does not record if the head o�ce geologists in Johannesburg understood Kiswahili, nor whether 
to this day these rock samples are carefully stored under the epigrammatic name on its label.  But 
would we have felt free enough to go wild as he records later in the book? With the ever presence of 
one’s Adjutant in mind could we have ignored the ‘Conduct Unbecoming’ code...? 

Consider their Christmas Eve escapade  four ex-university geology graduates decide to celebrate by 
taking the train to Dar es Salaam. �ey book a table at a coastal restaurant, (I imagine it must have 
been the Ocean Breeze) but are confronted by the Dress Code. Somehow, one of them by begging a 
garment and another a tie they just manage to pass as reasonably acceptable personae gratae. Having 
just passed that hurdle, the group then push their luck further by befriending a very large crab as they 
go in. �ey name the crab “Henry” and a larger table for �ve is requested  but Henry escapes. �e next 
��een minutes is in uproar taken up by questioning the other diners as to where Henry has disap-
peared to: “Is he at your feet, madam?” �is causes general panic among the lady diners, and so as to 
defuse the situation the group then poses as hotel sta� graciously asking at each table if all was well and 
whether the evening was to their satisfaction. .? 

�is wild escapade is �nally brought to an end by the Maitre d’ helped by a posse of waiters, who 
manage to round up the four of them (without Henry) and noisily throw them out of the hotel. �ey 
leave with the immortal words echoing around the gentle breeze through the palm trees on the shore: 



41

“We’ve been thrown out of better places than this!” 

Yes, I did enjoy the book - it is amusing, absorbing and infuriating in equal measures. It’s full of Swa-
hili phrases; I read it while we were staying a few days in Italy. As an Italian lady entered the hotel li� 
she enquired what was clearly “Is the li� going up?” I heard myself respond “Ndio”. 

�e Great Tanganyika Diamond Hunt by James Platt. Published by Creighton Books 

ISBN10: 90 807808 4 7 ISBN13: 978 90 807808 4 2 

�
KENYA CALENDAR 2011

Kevin Patience has produced a new KENYA CALENDAR for 2011 
with an Aviation theme. Having published Kenya calendars for 2003 
(Churches), 2005 (Railways) and 2008 (Post Cards), the new calendar 
features 24 black and white photographs, two per month of aircra� 
scenes in Kenya from the �rst powered �ight at Maktau in October 
1915, through the early biplanes and seaplanes to aircra� of World 
War II, and on to the jet age. �e photographs will be captioned and 
the A4 format with a ring binder and brown envelope will be the same 
as before and retail at £6.50 each including P&P to the UK. Overseas 
P&P on request. 

[Ed: Please address all enquiries to Kevin at <saburi@hotmail.com> 
or 257 Sandbanks Road, Poole, Dorset BH14 8EY.]

�
THE KENYA UP-COUNTRY DIRECTORY  2006 - EDITION NO 2

�e original 1996 Edition has now been updated by the addition of about 12,000 more names (now 
just under 40,000). It represents a list of the Europeans who have in some way contributed to the de-
velopment of the 44 di�erent districts into which up-country Kenya has been divided.

More military records have been added, as well as a few signi�cant sporting records. O�spring have 
been recorded, and a few who were born in Kenya have had their names put in Italics. An Index is 
included.

In many ways it is a ‘potted’ History of the di�erent Districts.

�e complete Directory costs £25 (+P&P), or KShs 3000/-.

RSA	 Airmail 	 £8 	 and Sea Mail 	 £3

UK         “        		 £9            “         		  £3

USA      “         		 £10          “         		  £5

AUSTRALIA  	 £10          “         		  £5

NZ                    	 £10          “     		  £5

For £10 plus P&P, readers may select six di�erent areas. Order now – please send your Sterling 
Cheque made out to T.H. Hutchinson, Box 196, Gilgil, 20116 Kenya. Tel /Fax: 050 50130. Mob: 
072-225 3047 <tunnel18@hotmail.com> [Ed: �e Directory is a valuable reference document and 
makes an ideal gi� for those who have ‘Kenya in their Blood’.]

�
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ROGER WHITTAKER SONGS

Mike/Jean Andrews <mandrews@globalnet.co.uk> [06/07/2010]: Roger Whittaker’s songs are 
now available on DVD and CD.

�e DVD. �e songs, script and story are exactly as was 
originally produced as a video (VHS).   Song details are: I’m 
Back (Where I Belong); My Land is Kenya; Chengalip; Shi-
moni; Good Old E.A.R.&H; Come With Me (On An Ocean 
Of Blue); Did You Really Have to; Make Way For Man; High 
(Higher); Come Back Again.

�e CD songs are the same as the DVD and LP (less Chen-
galip)”, and although the running order di�ers from the DVD, 
there are extra tracks - Wimoweh (�e Lion Sleeps Tonight); 
Born Free; Indian Lady; Happy Kenya Boy/African Whis-
tler/Mexican Whistler (this is Roger at his ‘Whistling’ best), 
and �e Last Farewell.

�e artwork was taken from the original L.P. record and VHS released in 1983 (not sure if the 
“Loco” is E.A.R.&H or not).  I lay no claim to the production other than being instrumental in ‘push-
ing’ the record companies who owned the rights to liaise with Roger and Natalie Whittaker in bring-
ing the products back out of their archives

�e products are �rst class (even if I say it myself ), having been manufactured for us in South Africa 
by the top record pressing factory in Jo’burg.

�e DVD and CD can be supplied ex-Johannesburg at R120.00 each plus postage. For those who 
would like both discs, they are available at a combined cost of R200.00. �e South African contact 
man is Roger Bennett: P O Box 69700, Bryanston 2021, South Africa. <thebennetts@icon.co.za> 
Tel: 011-025 1445. Mob: 082-490 0017
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Kenya Regiment Guestbook
Keith Minton [KR6971] <keith.minton@hotmail.co.uk> [KR6971] [21/10/2010] Can anyone 

tell me how I contact the KRA membership secretary in the UK. I have been in Spain, for the past �ve 
years and lost contact. [Ed: Keith advised of Iain Morrison’s address]

�
Stavia Blunt <staviablunt@yahoo.co.uk> [14/10/2010]: What a wonderful site. I am the daughter 

of Harold William (Harry) Blunt [KR5848/6273], of Molo then Nakuru. Dad passed away in 2007, 
and I am keen to make contact with anyone from the KR or Kenya Police (Molo) in 1950s who might 
have known him and my mum, Elly.

�
Bernard Kleynhans [KR7057] <bernrossie@usgo.net> [30/08/2010]: With ref. to my search for 

my friend Rodney Pickering, I am grateful to John Harris for getting back to me with the sad news 
that Rodney had passed away a�er a heart attack sometime during 2004. 

�
Gerry Baillon <gerrybaillon@gmail.com> [28/08/2010] Ross on Wye, Herefordshire: Glad to 

�nd this site, my dad [Leon 4027] & uncle [ Joe 3774] were members of the Regiment. 

�
John Roberts [KR4331] <johngorwel@hotmail.com> [11/08/2010] Surrey, England: I am doing 

some research into a Cherry Lander (née Stone), author of ‘My Kenya Acres’, who farmed at Endebess 
from 1950. Does anyone know when she le� Kenya and where she went? Any other information would 
be welcomed. [Ed: Sadly, John passed away 12 September 2010]

�
Robin Stobbs [KR4458] <rstobbs@telkomsa.net> 11/07/2010] Grahamstown, Eastern Cape: A 

huge ‘thank you’ to Bruce and team for their e�ort put into mini-SITREP. I was, perhaps, one of the 
few who received TWO ‘Colorado Beetles’ - one from the Regiment and the other from Prisons Dept. 
Both were stolen from my son’s house in England, so if anyone is o�ered one, or reads about its sale in 
a catalogue, please contact me ASAP.

�
Mike Fielder [KR7195] <mk35ew29@btinternet.com> [28/05/2010] Milton Keynes, UK:  A 

picture of the Kenya Regiment club in Nairobi is in the Sunday Times magazine of 23rd May 2010 
on page 40. Also on their website on the following link is Martin Parr’s Joining the Club collection of 
pictures of life in Nairobi http://www.thesundaytimes.co.uk/sto/multimed., 

[Ed: Total number of 5,020 visitors to our website <http://home.comcast.net/~kenyaregiment/]
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FLYING BOAT

[Ivan Spring]
[Ed: Readers may remember Catalinas and Sunderlands operating �om Kisumu, Mombasa and Dar es 

Salaam, and have some stories/photos to share with us. To obtain Ivan Spring’s permission to publish this 
extract �om his book ‘Flying Boat’, I approached the SAAF Museum for his address, only to be advised that 
some years previously Ivan had been brutally murdered in Johannesburg; furthermore the whereabouts of 
his son were unknown. I have of necessity, reduced the size of this article.]

THE FORERUNNER: 209 SQUADRON RAF
209 Squadron was the �rst to be permanently based in East Africa and sent its �rst aircra� on de-

tachment to South Africa during October 1942. It was joined at Kipevu, Mombasa, by 259 Squadron 
which also sent individual aircra� southwards to the Union. Although there were isolated Catalinas 
detached from 205 Squadron to 209 Squadron, they did not operate from South Africa. �e third 
unit which did was 413 Royal Canadian Air Force (RCAF) Squadron which ventured to South Africa 
brie�y. 

321 Squadron of the Netherlands Naval Air Service maintained a detachment of land based am-
phibious PBYSA (Catalina Mk. III) aircra� in South Africa, but these operated independently of the 
water bound boats. Arriving in the Indian Ocean later than 209, 259 and 262 Squadrons, No. 265 
Squadron was based at Diego Suarez.

209 Squadron had, as its number implies, been No.9 Squadron Royal Naval Air Service (RNAS), 
adding the “200” when the service was absorbed into the new Royal Air Force alongside the Royal Fly-
ing Corps. It had �own seaplanes, continued through the interwar era with a series of �ying boats, and 
greeted the war in 1939 with a complement of “Stranraers”. In December 1939, it received the �rst of 
the new Saunders Roe “Lerwick” twin engined �ying boats. �is most unsatisfactory type was joined 
in November 1940 by the �rst American built Consolidated “Catalina”, and the last “Lerwick” was 
withdrawn in May 1941. 

During March 1942, with the threat of Japanese activity in the Indian Ocean o� the East Coast of 
Africa and in the Mozambique Channel, and with the campaign in Madagascar about to be launched, 
209 Squadron was assembled for deployment to East Africa where it would be based at Kipevu, Mom-
basa, in Kenya. A Maintenance detachment was established at Kisumu on Lake Victoria and a forward 
base was founded at Pamanzi Island to cover the Mozambique Channel. �e Seychelles Islands were 
used as a second forward base and this was reached via Diego Suarez in Madagascar  once it had been 
secured during Operation IRONCLAD  and Mauritius. Until then, �ve Ansons of 34 Flight SAAF 
had protected Mombasa! 

O�cer Commanding 209 Squadron was Wing Commander F.R. Drew. Squadron Leader J. Barra-

Catalina
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clough was Flight Commander and Flight Lieutenant D.B. Fitzpatrick the senior pilot. Both Barra-
clough and Fitzpatrick later commanded the Squadron. 

Equipped with the nine Mk.I and Mk.IIa aircra� 209 Squadron started patrolling in a small way 
while its crews carried out training exercises as it worked up in the new theatre. �e Squadron was 
not without problems. By August, the Squadron was operating a detachment from the forward base 
at Pamanzi. �e detached aircra� �ew antisubmarine/antishipping patrols and stopper patrols to keep 
the coasts of Madagascar clear while the Allied forces on Madagascar prepared to invade the southern 
parts of the island. Occasional convoy escorts were �own as well. 

Flying O�cer McK Murray in W8415/J had to abort a patrol only ��een minutes a�er takeo� on 
3 August when excessive smoke began pouring from the port exhaust. He returned to base and put 
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the �ying boat down. Within �ve seconds of alighting the faulty engine seized solid. �e aircra� was 
towed to its moorings by a marine cra� and, on examination, it was found that the piston of No. 1 
cylinder had seized and the cylinder had been blown o� the crankcase. 

A second, more ominous, occurrence happened on 14 August when a depth charge dropped from 
Catalina Mk.IIa VA727/P while it was on an air test overhead the harbour. Fortunately no damage was 
done but the pilot �ew out to sea and jettisoned the remaining seven depth charges; these American 
bomb racks carried four per side.

On 2nd September, Catalina VA727/P was being serviced at Kipevu when depth charges again fell 
without warning from the incompatible American bomb racks. �e depth charges exploded and the 
aircra� was blown apart at its moorings and sank immediately, only a few bits of shattered wreckage 
marking where it had been. Two ground crew members working aboard the aircra� were killed. Fol-
lowing this accident, Catalina VA703/M was sent to Kisumu to be modi�ed by having British univer-
sal carriers �tted outboard of the wing struts. �ese took only six depth charges, three per side,. 

 �ere was further tragedy on 8 September when one of the aircra� of the detachment at Pamanzi 
was destroyed when it dived into the sea immediately a�er takeo�. A Catalina crashed at 04h20, in 
clear weather, on a warm night with visibility between eight and ��een miles. �e aircra� began its 
takeo� run with both engines running smoothly and it appeared to be airborne as it passed the last 
�are. �e tail light went out abruptly and the engine noise ceased, to be followed by �ve explosions 
and the �ames of burning petrol. �e crew of ten were killed on impact. Grappling irons from a lighter, 
which was attached by cable to the shore, were used at low tide to drag Kipevu Basin for the wreckage, 
which was eventually located and beached in �ve feet of water at low tide on 30th September. 

Flt Lt Fitzpatrick and crew le� Mombasa in Catalina VA703/M for Diego Suarez on 6th October and 
later continued to Mauritius and onward to the Seychelles where they touched down on 12th. On 14th, 
the aircra� struck an uncharted coral rock while taxing in the lagoon at Cerf Island in the Seychelles 
and the captain beached it on an island to prevent it from sinking. Temporary repairs were a�ected 
and Flt Lt Fitzpatrick ferried the aircra� back to Mombasa where it arrived safely on 23rd October. It 
was then �own across to Kisumu for proper repairs upslip.  Catalina VA703/M was re-launched on 1st 
December a�er major repairs to its hull had been completed. �e same day a collision occurred in the 
basin between the Squadron’s seaplane tender and a motor launch from HMS VALIANT, the tender 
su�ering extensive damage to its bows. 

Having night stopped at Pamanzi, Catalina “S” was �ying en route from Pamanzi to Durban on 13th 
when it ran into a severe electric storm. �e captain thought it prudent to sit it out and force landed on 
a lagoon 65 miles to the north East of Lorenco Marques in neutral Portugese East Africa. �e aircra� 
had been damaged and a BOAC �ying boat diverted to pick the crew up. All AirSurfaceVessel Radar 
(ASV) apparatus was smashed and the secret and con�dential documents destroyed by �re by the 
crew, a�er which the aircra� hull was holed in several places by the crew and the aircra� scuttled. �e 
engines were le� intact. �e crew were taken to Durban by the BOAC �ying boat. 

On 1st December, a Catalina 205 Squadron crashed at Pamanzi at 03h00 while taking o� for an 
operational patrol. Weather was clear and the reason for the crash was not immediately apparent. �e 
bodies of two of the crew had been recovered but the rest of the crew and a corporal cook/butcher, 
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who was aboard as a passenger, were missing, believed killed. 

Day escort was to be picked up by Flight Lieutenant in G/413, �ying from Tulear. He had taken o� 
at 08h30 on 30th and at 13h40 he sighted an unidenti�ed surface cra� which he suspected of being a 
surfaced submarine. As he closed for identi�cation, it disappeared and, when he arrived overhead the 
datum there was nothing visible but a wooden box. Brandt dropped a sea marker to mark the position 
and circled until 14h53 while he scoured the immediate vicinity of the datum. Nothing further was 
sighted. He then searched an area of thirty miles radius thoroughly before returning to the marked 
datum. On return he sighted a patch of oil and �otsam but this was not identi�ed as coming from a 
submarine. 

�e detachments to South Africa were to continue during the next three months, but two other 
RAF Catalina squadrons had been formed. �e �rst, No. 259 Squadron, would be based alongside No. 
209 Squadron at Kipevu while the second, No. 262 Squadron, would be based at Durban’s Congella 
Basin. In addition, it was planned to locate a Sunderland unit, No. 230 Squadron, at Dar es Salaam, 
and a Catalina squadron, 265 Squadron, at Die Suarez in Madagascar. A�er the arrival of 259 and 262 
Squadrons, the 209 Squadron detachment would begin to withdraw from South Africa while 259 
Squadron worked alongside 262 Squadron at the South African base. 

NEW YEAR,   NEW SQUADRON

�e �rst of the 230 Squadron Sunderlands �ew in to Mombasa from Kisumu with him a small 
advance ground party. �e aircra� le� for Pamanzi at 06h00 on 17th carrying senior passengers from 
AHQ East Africa on a tour of inspection and to assess the suitability of anchorages. 

Amphibious Catalinas of 321 Squadron, a Netherlands Naval Air Service unit, were based in Ceylon 
and a strong detachment was to be deployed to South Africa on long term detachment. Two of these 
PBY5A aircra� arrived at Mombasa, having �own via Seychelles, on the a�ernoon of 28th January and 
another two on 29th. 

With the increase in the number of Catalina squadrons, instructions were received that one second 
pilot was to be sent to the UK each month 
to attend the Flying Boat Captain’s course 
for training as a commander. 

In the interim, training of the junior 
pilots to �rst pilot standard was being 
carried out from Mombasa. Second pi-
lots could qualify as �rst pilots and, in 
that role, could �y in command of the 
Catalina on nonoperational �ights such 
as ferry �ights and training exercises. 
�is enabled them to develop their skills, 
judgment and decision power.  Night �ying training was carried out from Mombasa for the �rst time 
on the evening of 15th, using a �are path laid at Port Reitz 

�e acute aircra� serviceability problem was eased towards the end of the month with the arrival 
from the UK of the �rst of four Catalina MkIb �ying boats. With a reducing commitment in South 
African waters now that 259 and 262 Squadrons were operational, 209 Squadron sent its �rst detach-
ment East to the Seychelles on 12th  April. 

�e Seychelles detachment �ew on a variety of operations from the island base during April and 
May, including transits and forward operations from Diego Suarez and photo reconnaissance �ights. 
One point of record on the fate of 209 Squadron’s aircra� is a landing accident to one of the replace-
ment MkIb Catalinas; the aircra� had set out for Diego Suarez on 11th May. A signal was later received 
from Mauritius to advise that it had been beached at Tombeau on 12th, having sustained serious dam-
age while alighting in the bay. 

Sunderland
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SAFARI TO GARAMBA: MAY, 1996
[Dennis Leete KR4094] 

�ere was a legend that we heard as children many years ago, of a school for elephants in the Belgian 
Congo, where African elephants were trained to work in agricultural and forestry projects. As time 
passed, and Zaire came into existence, followed by horror and bloodshed, the story slipped into his-
tory and was forgotten. 

Fi�y years on, in 1994, Alan Root [KR4992] picked up the traces and made a TV documentary for 
BBC, which showed that a few survivors of that project still live today in the Garamba National Park 
in North Eastern Zaire, on the borders with Southern Sudan near the Central African Republic. 

Imre Loe�er, our local surgeon, ornithologist, aviator, and raconteur whose curiosity rivals the fa-
mous cat, and leads him into amazing situations  with risks of a similar fate  picked up the story and 
through his network of contacts, planned an expedition to Garamba, to which Jane and I were privi-
leged to be invited, amongst a party of ten others. 

With our rather superior attitude in Kenya that we have always been at the forefront of wildlife con-
servation, I was humbled to learn that Garamba National Park was created in 1937, almost ten years 
before any park in Kenya. Together with surrounding reserves, it covers some 4,920 sq km of magni�-
cent country; rolling grasslands interspersed with riverine forest and combretum woodlands, contain-
ing 11,000 elephant and 35,000 bu�alo as well as the last wild survivors of the Northern White Rhino 
in Africa; and it is home to the last three of the elephants trained by the Belgians so many years ago. 

Now Garamba is not a place you could decide to go at the last minute for a dirty weekend. To reach it 
overland takes weeks; and many months to send fuel supplies and equipment, which all comes through 
Mombasa, and having to traverse the Kenya, Uganda and Zairean borders with attendant nightmares 
of customs documentation, corruption, despotic o�cials, appalling roads, civil strife, and lack of infra-
structure. �erefore, it is a shock to discover that the Park is supported by the New York Zoological 
Society in the form of a petite, shy woman, Dr. Kes HillmanSmith, who has lived there for twelve 
years with her husband Fraser and has borne two children there  Chuylu aged seven and Ndungu aged 
�ve. �e HillmanSmiths live just like the family next door, with some variations as you might expect. 
�e kids have a tutor, but there is no internet into which to tap. �e mail comes courtesy of Missionary 
Aviation Fellowship (MAF) once every two or three weeks, when their planes if passing, drop in. 

�ey don’t get many visitors, but they themselves operate two aircra�; one a Super Cub to track 
the radiotagged rhino, which are vulnerable to poaching, and the other, a Cessna 206, to commute 
to civilization, such as Nairobi, where they come once or twice a year for a break and their essential 
supplies. 

Our safari was planned three months in advance, and entailed Capt. Tad Watts sending a courier to 
Kinshasa to obtain �ight clearance (US$500 for his ticket alone) plus extensive correspondence, visas 
from the Zairean Embassy (US$50 each), special arrangements for refuelling to return from Zaire, 
over�ying Uganda and updating vaccinations, especially cholera, which was attended to by Mr. Loe-
�er with speed and e�ciency. 

Imre Loe�er chose his team with his usual attention to compatibility and capability. Of the twelve 
members, he selected duplicate pilots, doctors, cooks and entertainers. �en there was the o�cial 
photographer, the ornithologist and the botanical collector. �ere was a degree of overlap in these and 
other skills. Our photographer Nigel Pavitt had access to excellent beer and wine sources at nominal 
prices, and furthermore being a man of principle he refused to jettison any, notwithstanding a con-
siderable overload at takeo�. Evidenced by the support he received from his fellow travellers, they all 
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endorsed this decision. 

Friday 17th May. We assemble at Nairobi’s Wilson airport at 06h15 outside Boski’s hanger on a dull, 
cold morning for weighing and loading, since we are chartering one of their Cessna Caravan II aircra� 
for the journey. �is remarkable machine is one of the new generation of single turbine engine, �xed 
undercarriage, high load bearing types which are ideal for short, rough, dirt strips deep in the African 
bush. Captain Tad Watts weighs us individually as well as the luggage to prepare his balance and 
load sheet and calculate his fuel reserves. All our failed promises to lose weight during the past three 
months are exposed, but nevertheless no one is rejected.

We proceed to customs and immi-
gration, and are quickly through. It 
is a surprise to see how busy Wilson 
Airport is, with hundreds of Soma-
lis milling around unloading their 
pickups with mirra  Q’kat they call it  
sewn into 20kg jute sacks and pack-
ing it into at least a dozen aircra� of 
all shapes and sizes to �y to Somalia. 
Mirra is an indigenous bush which 
grows well in Kenya and Ethiopia, 
whose leaves contain a narcotic 
which Somalis and other Cushitic 
tribes much favour, to induce them 
into an hypnotic but sleepless state. 
It is not proscribed and is obviously a 
huge business, by local standards, attracting millions of dollars to Kenya, and hence its acceptability. 

We take o� at 08h15  slightly delayed by the Somali tra�c and climb through cloud to some 11,000� 
and level out on a north west heading over the arid Ri� Valley and the high Mau Forest. �e cloud 
cover is intermittent to begin with, but thickens later. A�er an hour we cross into the Kisii zone of 
densely packed, rural shambas and houses, their corrugated iron roofs sparkling against the new green 
crops and hedgerows. We approach the shores of Lake Victoria, and the small o�shore islands still 
densely populated until the Uganda border, when suddenly they were forested but empty of people 
except for a few �shing villages on the shores, mostly thatched with grass. �is is in stark contrast to 
Kenya, and a reminder of the terrible times Uganda experienced in the sixties and seventies, under 
Obote, twice, and Amin. 

We �y over the Lake to the Uganda mainland, passing Kampala about ten miles away, under our port 
wing. As we proceed, the cloud cover thickens and we start hitting rain squalls and lose contact with 
the ground. We cross Lake Albert without seeing it, and approach Bunia, our entry point for Zaire cus-
toms and immigration. �e magical GPS satellite navigation system informs us that we are overhead 
and we descend through the thick cloud and break out almost over the threshold of the runway. With 
a little jiggle to the starboard, and by dipping the nose, we are on the tarmac strip within 30 seconds, 
at 10h45 local; Zairean time is an hour earlier. 

Bunia Airport is as decrepit and rundown as the rest of Zaire, from what I have heard. �e old stone 
building and tin roof need maintenance and paint, and all sorts of rusty equipment, radar dishes, gun 
emplacements, and wrecked machinery is now lying around. We disembark in the rain with some trep-
idation, but are met by friendly faces and greetings in French and simple Swahili, which is a legacy of 
early slave traders, explorers and missionaries with Swahili speaking porters from 100 years ago. Some 
of us are even escorted by ladies carrying umbrellas to cover us! Tad and Imre disappear to sort out 

Photo  courtesy Kevin Patience
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refuelling and landing fees while we complete our immigration formalities. Everyone is very friendly 
and helpful and we are in a convivial and excited mood now that our adventure had begun.

We willingly pay various 
taxes and fees that enterpris-
ing Zaireans impose upon 
us at such a golden oppor-
tunity. �ere are indications 
of excesses as the authorities 
push the limits further, in a 
step by step process that they 
must have perfected over 
the years. We capitulate to 
a US$50 per head security 
charge, a�er the o�cer puts 
the immigration stamp back 
in the drawer then locks it, 
suggesting we must return 
to Nairobi, but we baulk at 
the $200 surcharge on vid-
eos and cameras. 

�ose whose bladder con-
tents are beyond retention, 
but whose modesty preclude 
a squat in the long grass with 
an inquisitive audience, pay 
a dollar for the privilege of 
privacy, but not for hygiene. 

�ey have to sign an exercise book kept by an attendant, completed by proceeding visitors with a �gure 
one. When Imre bucks the system by writing two in the column, he is charged two dollars! 

A�er two hours, the rain slackens, the refuelling is completed, and it is clear to the o�cials that our 
resistance to further exploitation is rising, so we are free to continue our journey. We board, taxi out 
and take o� for Garamba. We are surprised at the amount of air tra�c through this broken down place. 
Half a dozen aircra� have passed through, some of them missionary Cessnas, but also an old Vickers 
Viscount  four engine propellerturbine  Dick Knight says that their fuselage life was probably 50,000 
hours or some such �gure; which expired 20 years ago, and only in Zaire would you �nd such aircra� 
still �ying.

Bunia is also the major town which used to be serviced by the East African Railways and Harbours 
steamers out of Butiaba port on Lake Albert in colonial times, when Jane was a young girl, and her 
father was a marine engineer on the Lake. It was, and still is, a major gold mining area. 

�e weather has li�ed, and we �y into the heart of Zaire. We are awed by its immensity and sheer 
emptiness of humanity. Our �ight path takes us over a corner of the fabled Ituri Forest, which stretches 
to the horizon on all sides, vast and virgin; no roads, clearings, smoke or gaps; just mile upon mile of 
dense, tropical forest, with an occasional huge river winding through. It is hard to believe that such an 
area could still exist in Africa today, and we are stunned by its grandeur. 

An hour later the forest thins as we near our destination and open woodlands emerge, stretching into 
the distance. Some settlements are visible, before we enter the southern end of the Park, and we learn 
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later that these are recent refugees from Southern Sudan. Our GPS guides us to Nagero airstrip  Park 
HQ, where we land circa 14h00 local. Nagero is the Zairean name for a superb riverine tree, Eryth-
rophleum Sauveolus from the mimosa family, but it was not seeding at the time of our visit. Kes and 
Fraser are on hand to meet us and we board their Landrover and pickup to the Park HQ a mile away, 
on the banks of the river Ndungu. 

�e Park HQ comprises of an old colonial style brick o�ce building roofed with �at tiles laid at an 
angle, to create a �sh scale appearance, with a monument and �ag pole in front, on a parade ground 
set back about 200 metres from the river. Kes and Fraser live in a grand old plantation type house 
with a formal garden now rather abandoned, but once probably containing many European shrubs 
and �owers. �e visitors accommodation 
are seven brick rondavels along the river 
bank, with showers and �ush loos  quite 
recently installed, but not working at this 
moment in the classic African scenario. 
However, there are beds, linen, mos-
quito nets and electric lights, courtesy of 
the HillmanSmith’s generator, for three 
hours every evening. In our bungalow the 
familiar aroma of bats in the ceiling does 
not disturb us, and the cheerful Zairean 
sta� heat water and bring it to us in buck-
ets for bathing, whenever we ask. 

�e whole compound of about 30 to 
40 hectares is mown, short lawns, under 
a parkland of superb old Terminalia trees, 
many carrying orchids and elephant ear ferns. 

We settle into our rooms and a�er a picnic lunch, take a walk along a track to a bend in the river 
about a mile upstream, where a large herd of hippo reside, and we spend an hour sitting on the bank 
enjoying their antics, and acclimatising to our new environment which is familiar to our East African 
eyes, yet somehow di�erent due to the subtle changes to West African adaptations of the �ora. Our 
ornithologists are oohing and aahing, and throwing out comments about subspecies and breeding 
plumage and migrations and variants, while the plebs nod their heads to mask their ignorance. We 
soon feel very much at home and wander back to the camp in the dusk, to change and enjoy a delicious 
barbecue prepared by Kes and Fraser, lubricated by the excellent beverages Nigel has so thoughtfully 
provided and bravely fought for. 

�e weather is delightfully mild and there are few mosquitoes in spite of the rainy season. �e grass  
Hyparrhenia, Loudetia, Panicum and others  grow to eight foot tall by the end of the season, but is 
burnt o� most years. At this stage, some four weeks into the rains, it had changed from being burnt out 
and blackened to a disney land of lush green that almost hurts one’s eyes. 

 Saturday 18th May. We assemble at 08h30 to �y to the river Garamba some 30 miles away, where 
there is a landing strip and the surviving legendary tamed elephants are kept. Half the party go by road, 
so that we would have vehicles once there. 

Once again, we are struck by our good fortune to witness a view that once covered all Africa; elephant 
in family groups and larger herds by the hundreds upon hundreds, and bu�alo by the tens of thousands 
in rolling grassland to the horizon and no humans in sight. Several white rhino are sighted including 
some with calves. Kes has taken Fiona Alexander with her in her Super Cub to track the rhino. Fiona is 
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no slouch in this �eld, having a pilot’s licence herself, and is an ardent conservationist who has carried 
many baby elephant orphans in her plane for Daphne Sheldrick to rear in the Nairobi Park. 

We set down at Garamba strip, where we watch the trained elephant grazing nearby, herded by a Za-
irean keeper. Fraser explains that they have recently lost the most experienced one, who was mated by 
a wild bull at night and who probably stood on her leg chain and slipped it o� her rear foot. �ey now 
had two le�, of which only one was partially trained to an acceptable level, but even she was o�en dif-
�cult and the chances of a ride were slim. In fact she had not been ridden for a couple of months, and 
would rarely lie down on command, unless the mahout was on her back. To get there he had to shin 
up a nearby tree while the ground crew enticed her underneath with green mangoes, whereupon he 
precariously clambered onto her back. �is was bad news, and we are most disappointed to hear it. 

However, today’s objective is to track down white rhino on foot, using a directional antenna to pick 
up the signals from a transmitter implanted in the horns of �ve of the 30 remaining ones. Kes has al-
ready located a pair not far from the road back to the Park HQ. 

We proceed in two vehicles with Fraser and Simon Millage, a young conservationist seconded to the 
Park by World Wildlife Fund (WWF) speci�cally for this purpose. We soon pick up signals, which 
are collected by holding an ‘H’ shaped antenna on a short handle, and turning it through an arc, while 
listening into earphones. �e signal intensity rose and fell away as the antenna passed the line of the 
incoming signal. In this fashion we approach the target, and when we are about a mile away judging 
from the sound, and the rhino are estimated to be over the next ridge, we disembarked and set o� 
on foot with strict instructions to be quiet and stick together. �is is good boy scout stu� which we 
all knew well from school, the army or professional hunting and we thoroughly enjoy it. With much 
shushing and testing the wind direction, we cross ridge a�er ridge and wade, or rather fall through, 
swampy valleys, and those who wear shorts are receiving �ne itchy grass scratches on their legs. �e 
party splits into two, with Fraser zigzagging ahead from Kigelia tree to tree checking where the rhino 
would be resting up in the midday heat.

Eventually we close in on them. Fraser climbs a tree and there they are, about 50 yards away. �ey 
are not easily seen in the sloping ground and tall grass, and with the �ckle wind they soon know our 
presence and spook and run o� for a short distance. �e second party is called forward, and we follow 
them for another 200 yards, then sight their backs and ears twitching about 30 yards away as they nerv-
ously face us. A minute stando� goes by as we look at each other, then they turn and run, circling us, 
exhibiting their massive bodies and humped necks perfectly. �ey don’t seem to run, rather they �ow 
like huge armoured tanks rolling through the grass and bush, until they cross the ridge a mile away and 
disappear. We walk back to the cars in silence. 

[Ed: In answer to my query about the di�erence(s) between the Northern and Southern white rhino, 
Dennis contacted Kes [30/08/2010] who says that the former were probably marginally smaller and more 
mobile; and their heads, which they held higher, di�ered slightly.]
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Two miles on we picnic at a small spring in a grove of Nagero trees and talk about the rhino, while 
we have sandwiches, and tea made over a small �re, which imparts an inimitable smokey taste we all 
know from safaris. �is evening we are having a Zairean dinner cooked by the Warden’s wife. It should 
be noted that Kes and Fraser are not the wardens, nor do they hold any executive authority in the ad-
ministration of the Park, which is vested in the Zairois Institute of the Conservation of Nature. �ey 
are speci�cally here to represent a consortium of donors, and advise and report on the conservation of 
the wildlife. Naturally their �nancial in�uence and the fact they supplement the Govt. sta� salaries, 
which we learn amounts to sixteen cents (US) a month, and provide uniforms and transport, means 
that their advice and guidance are taken very seriously by the Zairois. 

We have pre-planned a divertissement to amuse the company. In Nairobi we devised and printed an 
invitation card purported to come from La Societe des Amis de Garamba, inviting each member, as well 
as Kes and Fraser, to a black tie dinner this evening. To disguise identity it is written in French. We slip 
the invitations into the picnic basket, and at lunch in the grove, the cards are discovered and distrib-
uted to each member by name. Nobody knows where they come from, but Imre is the �rst suspect; 
Carolyne and Humphry Belcher [KR4473] are accused - it’s just the sort of thing they would do. It’s 
a mystery. 

A�er our picnic, the group splits, half returning to the aircra� and the others driving back toward 
the Park HQ since we’re already halfway home. �e track is becoming di�cult to follow in the rapidly 
growing grass and is quite rough, and we are thrown about in the back, some standing gripping the 
half roof while others try to sit on the tail gate clinging to the sides and each other. Fraser tells us that 
the roads are a big problem, as there is so little tra�c over them, that they simply disappear in the lush 
growth and vehicles can’t follow them. 

With 250km of road to deal with, he has bought a heavy duty tractor mounted slasher, but he can-
not keep up during the growing season, and the roads disappear until the next �re, six months later. 
We suggest he tries a chemical spray “Roundup”, a nontoxic and non-residual  herbicide, widely used 
around the world for �re breaks, and various agricultural situations. I can see he is sceptical although 
he listens. Conservationists have become so sensitised to the world “chemical”, it’s like o�ering the 
Pope a condom. Yet this would be the answer to his problems. One would spray a three to four metre 
swath with a tractormounted sprayer, covering 25km a day  and �nish 250km in ten days. �e grass 
would die back over a two week period, and could be le� or �red while the surrounding growth was 
still green. �ere are no toxic residues, and the fuel requirement would amount to ten to ��een percent 
of the amount required to slash it. �e grass would re-grow next season and the process would have to 
be repeated. Even if Fraser was convinced, I doubt donors would �nance it in their abhorrence of all 
things unnatural - sad. 

We arrive back at camp at 17h30, having forded the Nagero River downstream over an Irish bridge, 
or dri�, with steel angle iron markers showing the water level, and the edge. In heavy rain, the river 
quickly becomes impassable and any attempt to cross would prove fatal. 

A�er bathing and changing, we assemble for our “sundowners” on the veranda of one bungalow. We 
are carefully monitoring the beer reserves, but decide we are actually behind our target consumption, 
which allows us about �ve cans per head per day, which is not bad, but some of the ladies were drinking 
wine instead, and dear Sally (Higgin née Kuhle) had smuggled in a bottle of whiskey, which allows 
the more thirsty members, to consume seven or eight beers a day. Some beer drinkers like a dram of 
whiskey for their nightcap, so Sally is very popular. 

As we prepare to leave for our black tie dinner, I recall that by pure chance, I happen to be carrying six 
spare black ties, which we had borrowed from the Freemasons lodge in Nairobi! �ese are distributed 
to the gentlemen who tie them around their necks, with or without a collar, and they look very classy  



54

upgrading the tone of the occasion. Understanding the ladies would be sensitive to their comparatively 
reduced status with “nothing to wear”, we also ran up some very fancy black lace garters with red elastic 
to restore their morale. �ey slide these above their knees and feel very well dressed. �us we proceed 
to the black tie dinner. Kes had not failed, and appears in a most elegant set of tails, while Fraser has on 
his Batman ‘T’ shirt and a black tie as well. 

�e dinner is staple Zairean fare of chicken goulash cooked with spices served with rice and local 
vegetables including some greens  a sort of ‘Sukuma wiki’, and cassava  a kind of mash potato looking, 
starchy material presented in round ice creamlike dollops but sti� and almost rubbery. Cassava is the 
staple carbohydrate in much of West and Central Africa as it is a drought resistant root crop. �e din-
ner is tasty and well presented, accompanied by further beers and wine, and Imre makes a speech of 
thanks to Kes and Fraser for their wonderful hospitality and e�orts. He turns our little joke back on us, 
by suggesting the author of “Friends of Garamba” should say something about their objectives. �is is 
now becoming more serious than its original intention. However, we say that this unique park, so well 
served by Kes and Fraser, needs our support in the form of any assistance we could o�er, to promote 
more visitors, or help Kes and Fraser with their speci�c needs. It was the beer speaking, but I think we 
all felt great admiration for their dedication. 

Sunday 19th May. Last night it was agreed that the more adventurous members would mount an 
overland expedition to the northern end of the park bordering Sudan  about 70 miles away. �is in-
cludes our intrepid collector Gilfred Powys [KR6263] looking for new succulenta, Imre Loe�er and 

Sally looking for new birds, Nigel Pavitt 
looking for new pictures, and Humphrey 
and Simon accompanying them. �ere is an 
element of risk in this venture, as Sudanese 
rebel deserters are known to be poaching 
and are quite capable of loosing o� a burst 
of AK47 at a lone vehicle in this remote 
zone. �eir ETD is at 06h00 a�er a cup of 
tea  in order to return before dark. 

�e balance of the party is to �y back to 
the Garamba River, a ten minute �ight, 
and an attempt to ride the elephants. Fraser 
warns us not to be too optimistic. �ere is 
some debate about our fuel reserves for this 
exercise as our meticulous skipper, has cal-
culated his fuel needs to the last ml, and we 
even talk of raiding Fraser’s kerosene fridge 

reserves for a few more drops. 

On arrival at the Garamba airstrip, with a sackful of green mangoes, the two elephant are ushered 
forward, both dragging chains around their rear right legs. �e Congo elephant is a subspecies, a forest 
animal, Loxodonta Africana Cyclotis, and considerably smaller than the savannah East African type, 
L. Africana Africana. She is about 7� 6 inches (2.25m) at the shoulder, at least two foot shorter than 
her East African cousin, and I am surprised to learn she is 43 years old. 

One of the attendants manipulates her toward the tree and then wraps the dragging chain around it 
to secure her, while the mahout nips up the tree in a �ash and steps across onto her back with his bull 
hook, a sort of marlin spike with one curved hook and a straight one, with which to prod and pull at 
her ears and neck to enhance the voice commands. It seems vicious but there is no sign of blood or 
scars. 
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Now that he is on her and she is secured, our chances are better. �e mangoes come out and by 
tempting and prodding commands, she eventually squats backward, then rocks forward with her legs 
outstretched. Who’s �rst? Jane is boldest and steps forward. Quickly before she changes her mind, the 
two attendants show her where to hold on, and with a foot up on the running board alongside the 
�ank and strong hands under her backside, Jane is up onto the rectangular platform which serves as 
the seat, as the elephant gets to her feet. Much prodding, shouting and mangoes, and down she comes 
again, and Rosemary gets up next. �ey clamber to the o�side, each sitting with an ornate wrought 
iron corner post between their legs and clinging on to it. I go up next as she comes down, and in a blur 
I’m on her back, facing the near side, and back to back with Rosemary and Jane. We are three up plus 
the mahout in front and the seat is crowded and uncomfortable, and the foot rest along her �ank is far 
too close, so your legs have to dangle down her side.

�e chain is released, and we are o�, wandering down the runway toward the river, accompanied by 
the other elephant and mahout and two armed guards, which is a little disappointing. We settle down, 
shi�ing to get more comfortable, but it is a small seat and we are crowded together, bum to bum. In 
other circumstances it would be quite pleasurable I’m sure, but up here it is cramped. 

I had wondered whether this would be gimmicky. A donkey ride at the seaside sort of thing; touristy 
and slightly degrading perhaps, but it is not. Here we are in elephant country, and she seems uncon-
cerned about us. She is a delicate creature, �nikity almost, treading carefully and sni�ng at small stones 
and plants in a swathe in front of her. She loves mushrooms, growing in old termite clearings and goes 
out of her way to reach them with her prehensile proboscis. She is distracted by the slightest object or 
sound and the mahout has to remind her and drive her forward with strong commands. She shies like 
a horse when a francolin erupts from under her, and we clutch on like ticks. 

Every four steps she twines her trunk around a bundle of grass and rips it out, and into her mouth, 
with a helping ‘hand’ from a front foot, if it won’t tear o�, but she prefers dicots and tree seedlings, and 
snucks them out from the grass cover and munches away as she wanders along. No wonder these plains 
are grassland. How do any trees survive to maturity with 11,000 of these beasts selectively searching for 
them? She must have pulled up at least 20 in the hour we were on her. Imagine 11,000 elephants doing 
that. She’s a living baling machine, consuming vegetation by the ton and dropping it out the back in 
great �brous balls, hardly digested, as fast as it goes in. We approach the river, with steep sides and sand 
banks. She slips through a cutting carefully placing her rear foot in the exact print of the front one. As 
she wades into the water, she is warily watching a pod of hippos some 30 yards upstream, who return 
her stare. She is not too happy in the water which came up to her belly, and is quick to reach the other 
side and clamber up the sandbank.

We walk toward a group of bu�alo lying on the sand cudding peacefully. As we close in they stand 
up nervously and then snort and trot o�. We wander along the bank heading upstream and she baulks 
at a log in the grass. Perhaps she thinks it is a croc. We haven’t seen any, but Fraser tells us that there 
are monsters, and how he was attacked many miles from home in his �breglass canoe by a large male, a 
couple of years ago, who presumably mistook him for another croc invading his territory. �e croc bit 
the canoe just behind him, and sank it with all his gear, food, radio and cameras. He swam for his life 
underwater and spent a miserable couple of days waiting for Kes to �nd him. Fortunately, he was with 
a friend in another canoe, and eventually they were rescued. 

We cross the river again and turn back to the airstrip, as the weather is threatening and it looks 
black on the horizon. We hope the second group will have time to ride before the heavens open. We 
dismount clumsily, sti� from the ride. It had been an extraordinary hour, and what we have come all 
this way to do. Now it’s Dick Knight, Tad Watts and Carolyn’s turn, and we photograph them as they 
climb on. �is elephant has been so amenable, Jane wants to give her a mango, but the keeper warns 
that she can be dangerous. Later we see her lunge at him with ears �apping and is only restrained by 
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her chained leg. Perhaps she had been tormented by him, or teased by o�ering, then withholding, the 
mangoes. 

We ponder the morality of training elephants to carry tourists. �e purists would say it is repugnant. 
However, it does create revenue from tourists, who will only visit this remote park if it o�ers more than 
usual attractions. If this revenue pays the salaries of rangers who save other elephant from poachers, is it 
not justi�able? We picnic under a grove of trees beside a little stream half a mile from the airstrip, while 
awaiting the second riders to return. We hear, far away, faint ri�e �re, probably poachers. It might even 
be Zairean military patrols, sent in recently to beef up this security. One is sceptical of any military 
force in Africa, and would prefer them to be elsewhere, but they may be the lesser of two evils. 

�e others arrive and we eat and drink tea. Fraser has built some shelters here when they were darting 
and working on rhinos, which are now used for visitors who can camp. It would have been nice to do 
this, have a swim in the stream in the evening, then dry around the �re. As we pack up and walk back 
to the aircra� we see, on the opposite ridge about a mile away, a black moving line under the trees - six, 
seven hundred, maybe one thousand elephant in a huge mass moving through the grassland. Is this in 
response to the earlier shots we heard? Are poachers trailing them? It was a belief in Kenya that they 
only gather in such numbers when hunted, but Fraser says it is not necessarily so. 

We �y back to camp. We are tired and our senses are overloaded. Our expedition is nearing its end 
and we are subdued. Poor Fiona has had to stay in camp with a septic ulcer on her shin and missed all 
the fun. At dusk the northern expedition returns, burned and tired but very pleased with themselves. 
�ey did not reach the northern end, fearing that the storm on the horizon which worried us, would 
�ood the Garamba river and cut them o�, so they climbed one of the nearby inselbergs that stick up 
out of the plains  Mt. Bagunda?  and saw and photographed much game. �ey also heard ri�e �re, and 
collected a military patrol and drove them to the general direction of the shots. We are grati�ed to 
hear next day that they had contacted the poachers and exchanged shots and recovered some ivory and 
weapons. We eat dinner early and are not long to bed. 

Monday 20th May. We breakfast and pack. Our various expenses are added up for accommodation, 
meals, fees, gratuities and elephant rides. It amounts to some US$100 per head, of which the ride was 
US$50. Imre collects the money and disperses it. We express our appreciation to the sta� and bid fare-
well. We load the aircra� and say goodbye to Fraser and Kes. 

We feel a part of the scene now and it is strange to be leaving. We take o�, waving to them. �ere is a 
sharp crack and a rush of air and noise. �e cargo door has sprung open and we sit strapped in wonder-
ing what Tad is going to do. Gilfred goes to the back and gripping a seat with his right arm, leans out 
and pulls down the hatch door by its cord, and locks it in place. Fortunately there is no air resistance, 
as it is hinged at the top of the fuselage and closes easily.

Nothing is blown out, and we climb away. Tad had been photographing the elephants yesterday 
and took shots of them eating mangoes through the hatch. It was obviously not fully secured.  �e 
weather is clear and we cross the Ituri Forest again and the great rivers intersecting it, in disbelief at its 
extent. Bunia appears and we land with our fuel warning light blinking. We have no aggravated feel-
ings, merely resignation that we will be �eeced again. We �ll in emigration cards and payout various 
charges resignedly. At the point when we are ready to embark, a new arrogant o�cial in dark glasses 
orders us to bring all the luggage to his o�ce for searching. We know this scenario so well. No point in 
arguing yet. We troop out, collect all our gear, lock the aircra� and carry it back to the building about 
100 meters away. In the building we are told to line up with our baggage and bring it one by one into 
his o�ce for individual body and luggage searches. �is looks ominous. Nigel is already in there, and 
Imre forces his way in. He is told to leave but refuses. �ere are �ve other uniformed Zaireans in the 
room, standing behind the seated o�cial. �e Zairean demands money in lieu of the search. Nigel 
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refuses, Imre explodes.

Now Imre has a good command of English, French, German and Hungarian and probably Urdu, 
Mandarin, Russian and Luganda. Furthermore he was brought up under totalitarian regimes in Nazi 
Germany and the Soviet bloc, and he can judge a despot to the ��h decimal place. He calls the blu� 
and rips into him  a disgrace to his country; a factor in Zaire’s shoddy reputation; a contributor to 
its poverty; an example of all that prevents tourism and investors from developing this magni�cent 
country; a no hoper whom Imre would report to the Ambassador, the Minister of Foreign A�airs, the 
Director of Tourism and even the President when he visits Kinshasa in two week’s time. �e man is 
stunned. No mzungu had ever spoken to him like this before. He is used to missionaries, back packers, 
and occasional singles or couples he can bully and who cough up just to get the hell out of there. 

He weighs up Imre’s words. �ere are twelve of us, not just a couple he can take behind the building 
and beat up, or throw into jail for a night, as spies. He gives in, and dismisses them. Imre is relentless 
and tears into him. He must instruct all his subordinates to carry the luggage back to the aircra�. He 
agrees. 

Imre emerges red faced, but with a hint of a smile. We troop back to the aircra�, load, climb on 
board, taxi and take o�, with relieved laughter, when we hear the story. We have some extra fuel loaded 
at Bunia, courtesy of the Missionary Aviation Fellowship, and Tad calculates we can divert for an extra 
half hour, which allows us to �y eastward along the Lake Albert northern escarpment, then follow the 
Semiliki delta and river which boundaries Zaire and Uganda. �ere is a magni�cent view of the Lake 
that Samuel Baker named a�er Queen Victoria’s consort, when he �rst saw it in 1872, having sailed 
up the Nile from Cairo, then walked from Gondokoro, near Juba, across northern Uganda. He an-
nexed it on his next expedition, on behalf of the Khedive of Egypt. 

We �y over the southern escarpment into Uganda, then the eastern side of the Ruwenzoris, the 
Mountains of the Moon, covered in cloud, but with occasional icy peaks visible. Uganda is rapidly re-
covering from its terrible experience, and new roads and tra�c are evident and Kilembe copper mines 
are working a�er 30 years’ closure. Our perspective has changed again since Friday and a�er the empti-
ness and vastness of Zaire, Uganda looks positively crowded. 

We cross the Queen Elizabeth National Park and the Kazinga Channel joining Lake George and 
Lake Edward, then the Ankole plains, home of the Mwanyankole, Nilotic pastoralists who own the 
fabled huge horned cattle. In a few minutes we are over the western shore of Lake Victoria and �ying 
over the Sese islands; beautiful, peaceful forested islands one could imagine owning, and escaping to, 
for a Shangri La existence. 

In the Lake, large brown hazy smudges rise above the water. �ese are lake �y colonies, composed of 
billions upon billions of small insects, which form a part of the food chain for the aquatic life. �ey are 
blamed for several mysterious aircra� disappearances over the years, when pilots have �own into them, 
clogged up their air �lters, and crashed into the Lake and sunk without trace. 

�e Kavirondo Gulf and Rusinga Island loom ahead, the last leg of our journey - South Nyanza, Kisii 
highlands, the Mara wheat lands, Narok, Suswa crater, Ngong hills, Wilson airport is in sight and we 
land at 17h45. We walk into customs and immigration behind a missionary �ight, inbound from Bu-
nia. �e health inspector is demanding a vaccination certi�cate from a Zairean o�cial, and is berating 
him. �e Zairean is protesting about discrimination. We smirk. Two days later Imre tells me, ‘Life is 
just  that very same man had come to see him about a painful medical condition’. Haemorrhoids, poor 
sod! 

We share a drink at the Aero Club and wind down; a great safari and unique experience. I think of 
Tennyson’s poem, “Ulysses”. 
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“For our purpose holds,
To sail beyond the sunset and the bathes of all the western stars, and tho’
We are not now that strength which moved earth and heaven,
�at which we are, we are
One equal temper of heroic hearts, made weak by time, but strong in will,
To strive, to seek, to �nd, and not to yield.” 					     [mS X  April 1997]

�
[Ed:  �e following extract was downloaded �om the internet 11 May 2010. Current Situation of the 

White Rhino. Despite the best e�orts of dedicated conservationists, it has been predicted that the Northern 
White Rhino will be declared extinct relatively soon. While poaching is automatically pointed to as the 
direct cause, the volatile political situation in the area is the main reason such poaching has been allowed 
to �ourish. 

E�orts to provide protection to the rhino and other protected animals have been undermined, and plans 
to move the rhino to havens in Kenya have been stymied. �e Congolese have even referred to Western 
conservationists as “modern day poachers.” �ey maintain that the white rhino is their symbol of “national 
pride” and that outsiders have no right to take away their symbol. Yet, the government continues to do very 
little to keep the “symbol” alive in the park. In fact, the main reason the rhino has remained in existence 
for so long is due to international e�orts, but these have recently collapsed and the rhino bodyguards have 
no support. Now it seems the current trend is harassing any ranger who is brought in to protect the park; 
whether the ranger is A�ican or foreign seems to make no di�erence to the poachers, who are o�en those 
involved in the Sudanese con�icts. A mere four individuals were recorded in an aerial survey of the park in 
2005  a sole male, and a group of a male and two females. 

Summarily, no con�rmed sightings have been recorded since 2006, and given the continual civil unrest 
in the area, these four are now presumed dead, spelling the extinction of this subspecies in the wild.

�
Hopefully, there will be a fairytale ending to Dennis’ article, for Kes also mentioned that in the ��ies, 

some Northern rhino were captured in Uganda and South Sudan and taken to a Czechoslovakian Zoo 
where they bred. Recently, a few have  been returned to Kenya and are being held at Ol Pejeta Conserv-
ancy (OPC), pending a long-term, possible return to Uganda, Sudan and even Garamba, when security 
improves.]

Sheila Carr-Hartley submitted this recent photo of Northern White Rhino at Solio Game Reserve, 
managed by brother-in-law Mike. Solio Game Reserve and OPC are Kenya’s most successful private 
rhinoceros breeding reserves. From a dwindling local population, the rhinos have thrived at Solio 
where over 155 Northern White Rhino (and over 74 black rhino) now live.
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KRA REUNIONS

KwaZulu-Natal - 9th June 2010 – Fern Hill 
Hotel. Because of the Soccer World Cup, 
members felt it better to postpone the June 
lunch. However, as brother Don and wife 
Mary (née Foster) had been looking a�er our 
mother whilst Jenny and I were overseas, we 
decided to hell with the SWC tra�c, and or-
ganized a local lunch.

Barry and Val Jacob and Heather Davidson

ABOVE: John Moore, Denis Kearney and Peter 
Manger.

RIGHT: Mary and Don.



60

ABOVE: Jenny Rayner, Ros Moore and 
Margaret Lead

BELOW: Dave and June Lester

ABOVE: Frankie Cuthill and Nev Simpson.

BELOW: Jenny Rooken-Smith, Meryl Dick-
enson and Dave Lester
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�

KRANZ GLOBAL REUNION - NEW ZEALAND - 18/25 FEBRUARY 2012
�e 2012 Reunion will be held at Rotorua’s Millennium Hotel, New Zealand between 18th and 25th 

February 2012 - in on Saturday 18th and out Saturday 25th.

�e Hotel has quoted for room options as follows:-

Premium Garden or City view	 NZ$179.00pp B&B

Deluxe Lake view			   NZ$209.00pp B&B

Bu�et dinners from around NZ$45pp, and set menu dinners from around NZ$55pp, are available

Facilities and Services. Free  parking; two private spa pools, two communal spa pools and two saunas; 
wireless internet access free in the lobby; laundry and dry cleaning service; 24 hour room service

Accommodation. E-mail Tracey Burton <tracey.burton@millenniumhotels.co.nz> and advise her 
of your room preference. She will forward a ‘booking-in’ form which must be completed and returned 
to her. Please mention you are with the Kenya Regiment Association Reunion taking place in February 
2012. It is suggested you request con�rmation of your booking to avoid any misunderstanding later. 
Kindly copy details of your booking to either Michael Innes Walker or Arthur Scho�eld.

Deposit. A deposit equating to the value of the �rst night’s accommodation must, by 18th January 
2012, be paid direct to the Millennium Hotel.

A welcoming dinner will take place on Sunday 19th and the farewell dinner on Friday 24th. It has 
been suggested that we arrange two or three tours, details of which advised later. �is should still allow 
plenty of free time to visit the many places of interest in and around Rotorua.

To commemorate this event we will have caps and �eece gilets - vests or sleeveless jackets to the un-
initiated - for sale; prices and how to order, to be advised.

So far, 42 people have expressed interest.

For further information, contact:-Michael at <minnes-walker@xtra.co.nz> or Arthur at <crisn-
rthr@xtra.co.nz>.
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LOOKING BACK
THIS LITTLE PIGGY WENT TO DAR

[Colin Beck KR3717]

It happened during the Emergency when Joe Marais [KR4297] and I were both refused passionate 
leave by the Kenya Regiment adjutant (now a General!), promoted to sergeants and posted to 6th Bat-
talion (Tanganyika) King’s African Ri�es, which was deployed in the Fort Hall Location.

On reporting to OC ‘C’ Coy we discovered that the askaris were on the verge of mutiny. �ey were 
long overdue for leave, browned o� �ghting in a strange country and su�ering from “lovers’ balls”. At 
least Joe and I had something in common with them! �e CO was in Malindi and recalled by the 
Brigade Major to sort it out. �e CO ordered ‘C’ Coy to Dar es Salaam for 21 days sick leave, and 
returned to Lawfords.

Assuming that all Kenyans were farmers, the Battalion second-in-command instructed Joe and me to 
escort and return to Dar the Battalion mascot, a 2000lb boar christened Phillip which was becoming a 
menace. �e local Kikuyu headman had lodged an o�cial complaint to the D.C. that Philip was trying 
to mate with his family’s prized goats. �e headman was also annoyed that three of his daughters were 
pregnant. It was time for ‘C’ Coy to vacate the location anyway!

�ere were amazing scenes at the railway station three days later as ‘C’ Coy prepared to board a spe-
cial troop train on its �rst leg of the six day trip to Dar via Moshi. Phillip, a�er being pushed onto the 
ground from a 15cwt truck went berserk, and down the platform squealing wildly, he charged.

Joe and I were confronted by two burly British Army redcap sergeants demanding to see the mascot’s 
AB64 and rail warrant. �e Scot station master went bonkers as Phillip started to po1lute his platform 
and attack the beautiful array of potted carnations which adorned the doors to his o�ce. Suddenly, a 
loud steam whistle from the locomotive, pierced the air. �e askari broke ranks and clambered through 
the third class carriage windows, hauling behind them kit bags, ri�es and kikapus or loot (potatoes, 
cabbages etc) which they had “nicked” from the headman’s shambas!

Joe and I with the assistance of the British Warrant O�cer bowled over the Redcaps and prodded 
Phillip with bayonets through the double doors of the guard’s van caboose just as the train started to 
move in �ts and starts!

More amazing scenes followed, as a huge Sikh guardsman clutching red and green �ags, was con-
fronted by Phillip who immediately started to attack a consignment of pawpaws. �e Punjabi bearded 
gentleman blew his tin whistle, and as the train picked up speed leaped o� the moving train and som-
ersaulted onto the platform. I seem to vaguely recall that e�orts were made to try and apprehend the 
troop train at Embakasi, the next station down the line but in vain!

Two days later the train arrived at Moshi station, where the Afrikaans driver failed to properly apply 
the brakes and the Garratt water-tender crashed into the bu�er at the end of the platform, derailing the 
caboose at the rear! Phillip was propelled out and charged to greet his askari ra�kis who were forming 
up. More panic followed as they were ushered onto the waiting three tonners. Phillip, Joe and I were 
allocated a 15 cwt and o� we proceeded on the �nal leg of our journey via Korogwe. En route several 
askaris leapt o� the trucks as we �ashed past their villages.

Two days later we arrived at Dar where we delivered Phillip to the Battalion HQ and then proceeded 
to visit the local haunts on what we considered a well earned passionate compensation for our e�orts!

Next night at the Yacht Club we were arrested! Some twit of a local rag reporter, spotting us in 
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Kenya Regiment uniforms had panicked the locals with headlines that the Regiment was in Dar to 
repel an imminent Mau Mall attack in neutral Tanganyika!

At sparrow the following morning, Joe and I were escorted onto a waiting EAA Dakota for the �ight 
to Nairobi where we were met by the Adjutant and RSM, promptly demoted and placed under open 
arrest. Evidently we, and I assume RHQ, were unaware of the Governor’s legislation ‘that Kenya Regi-
ment personnel were forbidden to leave the Colony whilst on Her Majesty’s Service.’

I o�en wonder whatever happened to Joe, and Phillip.

[Ed: Note from co-editor of SITREP 2, Sti�y Mercier [KR4211]: “Colin, don’t forget we were big 
ra�kis and I have always reckoned you to be a bigger bull duster than I! Pull the other piggy’s leg!

[SITREP 2 – Nov 1990]

�

THE OPPORTUNITY OF A LIFETIME - A NEW SUBALTERN IN AFRICA
[Lt John Ward, 3 KAR 1955/56]

Until I arrived at Eaton Hall in early 1955 as an o�cer cadet in the Durham Light Infantry, I had 
never heard of the King’s African Ri�es. However, I had already decided that whatever I did in my 
National Service, I wanted it to be abroad.

Consequently, when I bumped into a fellow cadet from Torquay in the Devonshire Regiment, and 
he started to speak about the KAR, I didn’t need any further persuading.  To someone whose only trip 
abroad had been to hop over the Irish Sea with the school rugby team, to travel �ve thousand miles at 
her Majesty’s expense, this was fantasy land.

I knew a little about Kenya and everything I had heard sounded exciting; a wonderful country of 
plains, mountains and desert, inhabited by every kind of big game imaginable. In addition, to serve 
with African troops, learn a new language, perhaps to see some action and, on top of this, to get paid! 
It was the opportunity of a lifetime.

Talking it over, my new Devonshire Regiment friend became equally excited and we decided that it 
must be the KAR for both of us, the 3rd battalion we thought, for no particular reason.

During the course we were all asked to �ll in a form asking each of us for our preferred posting; we 
both �lled in ‘Kenya’  ‘3rd Battalion KAR’ we added, so that there was no mistake.

As the course reached its end and we were all to pass-out as second lieutenants, a notice appeared on 
the Postings Board and there was my name - to be posted to Kenya, 3rd Battalion KAR. I was ecstatic, 
that was, until, running my eye down the list, I saw that my good friend was to be sent to  yes, you’ve 
guessed it  Torquay!

I couldn’t believe it, he couldn’t believe it. It had been his idea from the start and I was going to Ken-
ya, and all that was happening to him was a home posting to Torquay. I couldn’t look him in the face.

I bought a ‘Teach yourself Swahili’ book as soon as I could and in the short time I had at DLI HQ 
at Brancepeth waiting for my Movement Order I settled down to learning the language. By being rea-
sonably conscientious and with my mind still in learning mode from ‘A’ levels, I managed to get a few 
hundred words into my mind before setting o� for Blackbush Airport.

Together with several other equally new o�cers, I boarded an ancient DC4. I found that there was 
another subaltern also going to 3 KAR and together we got talking to a delightful African RSM on his 
way home to 23 KAR having completed a course in the UK.

�e �ight seemed interminable as the four engine prop plane lumbered up into the air and down 
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again to refuel at Milan, Brindisi, Benghazi and Entebbe before �nally reaching Nairobi. Fi�y years  
later, I made a very similar �ight to Johannesburg which took just nine hours instead of the twenty 
seven it had taken to reach Nairobi. 

At Nairobi the two of us were met by a 3ton Bedford truck, complete with two wooden benches in 
the back and by the time we had completed the three hour trip to Nyeri we were all bright orange from 
the dust from the murram road. However, as promised by the RSM from 23 KAR there was Mt Kenya 
dominating the horizon. What a sight. 

On arrival, sti� from the journey, we jumped from the back of the truck, the other subaltern land-
ing safely; I, missing my footing, landing in a heap. �ere were one or two sympathetic commiserating 
‘clucks’ and murmurs of ‘Sorri. Sorri’, a word that I hadn’t found in the Swahili phrase book, though 
one with which I would soon become familiar. 

But Africa, I thought, was already looking good. I found to start with I was to join Captain Brian 
Holdsworth’s company. I quickly discovered Brian’s sense of humour was wonderful; so was his com-
mon sense and he had no time at all for pretending to be busy. 

“Morning, John,” he would say, “I’m o� to my tent to write some letters. You do what you want.”

�is was extremely helpful as far as I was concerned and I spent most of my time slogging away at the 
Swahili manual and buttonholing any of the watu who happened to be around to test my progress. 

�e whole battalion appeared to be deployed on ops and the only interesting thing to do was to get 
myself aboard the ration gari and travel into the Aberdares around the Gura and Chania rivers. �is 
was more interesting than it sounds as it was the rainy season and the tracks in the forest were liquid 
mud and it was a very simple matter to turn the Land Rover on its side if not completely over.

In due course I attended the Swahili course which was followed by the exam. I went with the MO, 
Peter Dingle, with whom I had been at prep school. He, by then, spoke very good Swahili and was 
frequently able to lend me a helping hand. �e course itself, while teaching sa� Swahili, also gave credit 
for KiSettler Swahili; in other words, if you could manage to speak ungrammatically but still be under-
stood, then that was much better than nothing. At the end of the course I went round saying goodbye 
to everyone, including my friend George who was also on the course. George had been a sergeant in 
1939; he had also been a sergeant in 1945. It was 1955 and he was still a sergeant. �e conversation 
went as follows: 

“I’ve just come to say cheerio, George. How did you get on?” “Bloody terrible! I’ve learnt bugger all 
except ‘Jumbo’.” 

“But, George, it’s not ‘Jumbo’ it’s ‘Jambo’.” “Well! Like I say, I’ve learnt bugger all.” 

Trying to get the landrover moving up the 
Kiandangora track, Aberdares

Air drops - too wet for road vehicles
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During my absence on the course I found that I had been transferred to “C” Company under Roy 
Stockwell whose sense of humour was at least equal to Brian Holdsworth. To hear the pair of them 
exchanging wisecracks was a ribaching experience. 

 But soon things started to become much more interesting. At last we were preparing for real opera-
tions. All these had imposing names  Hammer; Anvil; Hengist; Gimlet  the invention of which no 
doubt gave someone a bit of fun, each one lasting some three to six weeks. 

At the end of each Op one smelt like a polecat. But as everyone else did it didn’t much matter. I was 
OC 9 Platoon which included some extremely capable soldiers including WOPC Matur, MM and 
bar, WOPC Adan, MM, and trackers supreme, Sgt Kipkazi and Cpl Ngalu. We also had a dog and its 
handler. I was always in some doubt as to their value. �e dog got very excited and almost pulled the 
handler o� his feet. �is meant the noise level was horri�c, and as the idea was not to let a leaf crackle 
under one’s feet I frequently wondered how many Mau Mau heard us coming and simply melted back 
into the bush. 

One day in the forest was memorable. We le� HQ in Nyeri at 02h00 and got within striking distance 
in about an hour. We then sent the 3tonners back and walked the last couple of miles in the dark in 
complete silence; then, hoping we had managed to get ourselves into the trees without being either 
heard or seen, sat down and waited for dawn. 

�is, when it came, was quite one of the high spots of my life. How many nineteen year olds would 
want to swap places with me? All of them, I thought. �e sky was just starting to change colour and 
across the valley the peak of Mt Kenya was coming into sight. �e forest was stirring, colobus monkeys 
were waking, birds twittered and there was the occasional crash of a big animal smashing through the 
bamboo.

And here I was, sitting on my pack, the latest automatic ri�e in my hand and under my command 
thirty African askari from six di�erent tribes. Each man had ten times more experience than I, and the 
NCOs many times more than that. By comparison I knew nothing  and I was in charge. 

[Rhino Link Volume II, Number 9  November 2008]

�

SOME REMINISCENCES OF A BRIEF AND UNDISTINGUISHED       

MILITARY CAREER
[Neil Forgan KR6174]

By late April the �rst intake of 1956 at KRTC, Lanet had been licked into some form of military 
shape and bore little resemblance to the motley mob of Kenya Cowboys who had straggled into Buller 
Camp in Nairobi earlier in the month, to report for service. No. 4 Platoon, under Sgt Scott-Davies, 
Scots Guards, already showed the edge that was ultimately to win them the coveted drill competition 
at the end of the course.

We were the last of the short courses, at Ksh19.50 a day and six months’ training compressed into 
three months, so we were worked hard and Scotty, who possessed in full measure those qualities of 
leadership and charisma for which the senior sergeant instructors of the British Army were renowned, 
had us razor keen and eating out of his hand. If we had pleased him during a drill period, or if his pre-
vious evening’s consumption of rum had been unusually excessive and he was feeling the e�ects, he 
would stand us at ease, at open order, and there would be �ve minutes question time.

�e questions were seldom intellectually taxing. For instance:

“Schwartz! Name one country in the British Empire.” A long silence followed while Schwartz 
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[KR6187], apparently unaware that he was standing in one, furrowed his brow, rolled his eyes, and 
kept his peace. “Right! Der Klinen Schwartz Soldaten, you ‘orrible little man,” roared the sergeant, 
“ri�e above your ‘ead, twice round the parade ground - DOUBLE.”; or

“Coleman! What is Sar’nt Miller’s cap badge?” “A reindeer, sergeant,” answered Coleman [KR6164], 
brightly, and without much thought. We all knew how proudly Dusty Miller wore the stag’s head in-
signia of the Seaforth Highlanders. “You ignorant little man,” growled Scotty, in a voice full of menace. 
“On your knees and crawl to Sar’nt Miller and tell ‘im what you’ve just told us.”

We watched while Coleman set out on his lonely journey, the rough tarmac cutting at his bare knees, 
towards Miller’s platoon which was being put through its paces at the far end of the parade ground. 
Miller spotted him coming, halted his men, stood them at ease, and they waited, full of wonder at what 
this apparition could mean. We saw Coleman arrive, stand sti�y to attention and deliver his message 
and then Miller appeared to leap in the air and a shriek of outrage �oated over to us followed by the 
sight of Coleman, ri�e held high above the head, pounding around the perimeter behind Schwartz.

�is was a common form of mild punishment and possibly the lap record was held by de Jager 
[KR6182] of No. 1 Platoon, who seemed singularly unable to establish a rapport with his Pl NCO, 
one Sgt Jones; certainly, by the end of the course, he had achieved an impressive standard of physique 
and �tness.

One day Scotty, in a rare playful mood, announced that we should all grow moustaches - he, himself, 
sported a �ne guardsman’s model. �e results varied from the resplendent to the ludicrous before we 
were ordered to shave them o�. However, in the meantime I had noticed that Sgt. McBirney, a tough, 
taciturn little man of the Durham Light Infantry, who took us for weapons training was clean-shaven, 
so I asked him why he didn’t wear a moustache and his reply was memorable: “Because,” quick as a �ash 
he replied, “I don’t believe in cultivating on my face what grows wild round my arse.”

One of the four occupants of my barrack room was Phil Allen [KR6185]. Phil was blessed with·a 
persuasive manner, an infallible way with the ladies, and immense stamina. Many evenings while the 
rest of us were bulling boots, blancoing webbing, and shining brass, Phil would be in Nairobi’s �esh-
pots and sometimes, in the small hours, we heard the door hinges grate and the springs creak as Phil, 
worn out, lowered himself with a sigh on to his bed and dragged on a �nal cigarette before the 05h30 
bugle. His kit was less than perfect, but with his silver tongue he always charmed his way out of trouble 
until one morning, very near the end of his tether, he stood swaying gently in the rear rank as a big or-
ange sun cleared the horizon and a sparkle of re�ected light shimmered along the rows of highly-bulled 
bayonets. �e glittering e�ect was spoiled by a dull rusty glow from Phil’s position, but it wasn’t until 
he lost his grip on his ri�e in the second movement of the slope arms that Scott-Davies went berserk, 
put him on company orders for gross contravention of the Geneva Convention and ordered me, duty 
corporal for the week, to double-march him to the guard house. �is was the saving of him; he just 
leaned into a corner, slid slowly to the concrete �oor and managed to ask for a box of Clipper before 
he lost consciousness.

Scotty was over the moon when we won the drill competition and we were so pleased for him that 
we clubbed together and presented him with some LP records (he was a lover of classical music) and a 
case of rum. Tears came to the eyes of that dispassionate man and he insisted that the platoon should 
help him drink the whole case as we cleaned our kit on the night before the Passing Out parade. �e 
inevitable result was that we were so far gone a�er virtually no sleep, our brains befuddled with fumes 
of rum and so addled a�er a couple of hours standing rigidly in the hot sun, that we lost step as we 
passed the saluting base and shambled past in complete disorder. Despite his iron constitution Scotty 
was in little better shape himself.

�e NAAFI session a�erwards completed our devastation, but we were due ten days at home before 
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returning for a patrol with ‘O’ Coy, and then, in some cases, re-appointment as DOs (KG). �e lucky 
ones were driven home by relations or guests, the less fortunate made their own way. At least one, in an 
old black Morris Minor, got no further than the monsoon drain which swallowed the car and allowed 
no more than a glimpse of the occupant, draped uncaring over the wheel; could it have been Edmond-
son, John Bryan [KR7165]?

�

NO BOTTLES AND NO BEER
[Sid Mosco� KR6542]

During Operation Anvil when all operational troops were rushed to Nairobi to round up everybody 
with a black face - some rumour about the Mau Mau occupying the city -  my 4 platoon, part of ‘B’ 
Coy, commanded by Major Ray Nightingale [KR5684] arrived two hours late, at sparrow fart was 
the order, on the start line somewhere in the industrial area. �e rest of Ray’s platoons had galloped 
on ahead towards the Nairobi National Parks, so I was informed by an Asian duka wallah, who kindly 
gave us breakfast consisting of samoosas and vimtos.

No. 4 had a few problems; (a) No batteries in our 88 transmitter; (b) �e wrong map, only one of 
Mt Kenya Forest, and more important (c) I had lost the list of establishments which were declared out 
of bounds, such as the Kenya Girls High School (Heifer Boma), Government House, the New Stanley 
Hotel, the YWCA, and several industrial factories which were considered vital to the war e�ort.

Several hours later, �oundering somewhere in the HM Prisons area, we were confronted by a complex 
which resembled the Battersea Fun Fair! Towering above us was this high brick smoke stack belching 
black rings and around it was a spaghetti miniature roller coaster on which millions of empty bot-
tles rattled along in all directions. What was more intriguing was the sight of hundreds of black faces 
perched at strategic points guiding the �ow of chupas along the roller coasters singing and chanting 
merrily away!

I immediately convened an “O” group! How come the platoons ahead of us had missed this target? 
Here was a wonderful opportunity for members of 4 Pl to redeem themselves, and maybe get a few 
mention- in-despatches thrown in for good measure!

I was just about to shout the order ‘charge!’, when from a gate, emerged this monster with a bullet 
shaped crew cut head waving a piece of paper and screaming in a very distinctive kraut accent. It tran-
spired that he was the chief engineer of the works and the document he shoved in my face was written 
by GHQ stating that his factory was forbidden from attack!

What aggravated the matter was that I politely introduced myself as acting Lieutenant Sidney Boris 
Mosco� which enraged Herr Kraut; it transpired that he was given a hard time by the Russians �ght-
ing on the Eastern Front during WW2.

I was just about to apologise for the intrusion when from the rear a burst of LMG �re whizzed 
past the engineer’s head as he hit the deck, and ricocheted in a shower of sparks on the smoke stack 
amongst the watu perched above. Our Bren gunner had accidently pooped o� a burst of tracer - 4 Pl 
always loaded the bren with konk tracer to use as SOS �ares when lost in the forest. Pandemonium 
followed as the watu lept into the air, somersaulted o� the roof and into the courtyard below and in a 
�ash stampeded out of the gates. �ey could only have been Wakamba, or members of the agile Chuka 
dancers.

Before I could give the order “charge”, 4 Pl �xed bayonets and did a leap Banzaii over the prone, terri-
�ed Herr engineer into the courtyard, only to be scorched by several jets of high pressure steam which 
erupted from the boiler room. Evidently the now unattended chupa roller coaster had caused a tra�c 
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jam and the boilers exploded, or something! From above, bottles bombarded us and the smoke stack 
started to crumble at the top.

No further orders were necessary as 4 Pl took o� like long dogs, as did the Kraut in the opposite 
direction, his VW beetle obviously heading for G.H.Q.!

It was around midnight when we eventually caught up with the rest of ‘B’ Coy, who had sent out a 
search party to �nd us, only to be told by a very angry Major Nightingale that the factory we had de-
molished was in fact the Kenya Glass & Bottle Works, which produced all the bottles for Tusker Beers 
and headed the list of “out of bounds” targets!

�ere are �ve sequences to this story which still continue to haunt me in shame.

Kenya su�ered an acute shortage of beer for two months immediately a�er the faux pas.

�e KR. adjutant (now a general) was presented with a chitty for several thousand pounds for the 
damage in�icted by 4 Pl.

Two years later, whilst working for CaItex, I did not recognise the newly built, “old” chupa factory, 
marched in to get a fuel oil contract signed and was spotted by the MD, yes, no other than Herr engi-
neer. Caltex lost the valuable contract and I was posted to �omson’s Falls.

Forty years later in Johannesburg, over a few beers with Nev Cooper [KR5608], I casually men-
tioned the incident. He passed out! I had lost him promotion at GHQ where he was on the Anvil op’s 
sta�; as the general had had enough of Kenya Regiment C/Us and blamed everything on Nev.

A year ago, Leon Baillon [KR4027] phones from Natal to say that he met some old lady who was 
the founder of the Bottle Works and that she was looking for me!

Colonel Ray Nightingale sums it up! “Sid, never throw stones in glass factories!”

�

PASSING OUT PARADE : JUNE 1956
Bob Rose [KR6166] <rose@zol.co.zw> [25/07/2010] sent in these photos of the June 1956 Passing 

out Parade – June 1956 - the 6th, ten week course at KRTC, Lanet, and the second (April-June) of the 
four in 1956. I was a stick orderly, escort to the Reviewing O�cer. 

L/R: Col Al�ed Dunstan 
Adams (Honorary Colonel); 
Major WT Woodru�e MC 
(OC KRTC, later Lt Col) 
whose daughter Helen mar-
ried Mike Jansen [KR6717]); 
Brigadier RMP Carver 
Chief of Sta� (later Major 
General, CB, CBE, DSO*, 
MC); Reviewing O�cer, Sir 
Frederick Crawford (Deputy 
Governor of Kenya), guests 
and on the far right, escort, 
stick orderly Bob Rose. [Ed: 
A brief pen picture on Maj 
Woodru�e will appear in 
m-S XXXVIII]
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ABOVE: No.: 2 Squad . John Boulle [KR6193] writes: L/R: [1] 
Bob Barrow [KR6180] who was, I think, in No.: 4 Squad?; [2] 
J.S. Blanche [KR6217]; [3] D.H. Shaw [KR6189]; [4] Jimmy 
Stephen [KR6157]; [5] J.M. Hamilton [KR6201]; [6] G.J. de 
Jager [KR6182]; [7] P.R. Townsend [KR6153]; [8] R.E. Wi-
gram [KR6198]; [9] A. Woodru� [KR6184]; [10] D.T.E Lloyd-
Jones [KR6176];  [11] Sgt Brayshaw (KOYLI); [12] ??; [13] 
??; [14] H.T. Hay [KR6208]; [15] Bob Rose [KR6166]; [16] J. 
Cuthill [KR6172]. As you can see they are standing in �ont of 
No.: 1 Squad arch (my squad!)

LEFT: Bob Rose (20) with his Norton Dominator 88, and nine-
teen year old brother Peter - his 500cc AJS is out of the picture - in 
�ont of their house in Ruaraka, before setting o� to annual camp 
1958. In those days nobody wore crash helmets!

Other PSIs on this course were: CSM Stott (Irish Guards); Sgt Humber (Coldstream Guards); Sgt  
Scott Davis (Scots Guards) - a London bus driver before joining the army who had never seen action 
till he came with us on ops to Mt Kenya; Sgt Miller (Seaforth Highlanders) and Sgt Jones (Scots 
Guards), newly arrived in Kenya, who was, initially No. 2 platoon sergeant, but seconded to RHQ to 
drill ‘O’ Company into shape for their countrywide tour. He was very ambitious and a real martinet! 
When we next met up post training at RHQ, he had toned down! [Ed: Sgt Jones was an outstanding 
drill instructor when I was at KRTC June-December 1959. Perhaps he’d become acclimatized, having 
married Vivienne, the sister of Rod Phillipson [KR4925]?]

Leading No. 2 platoon, right of picture, is PSI Sergeant Brayshaw, Kings Own Yorkshire Light In-
fantry. 
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BUFFALO IN THE BEDROOM
[Edward Rodwell FRGS, Editor Coast Causerie]

Can you imagine the feelings of a man who, sitting in bed enjoying an earlymorning cup of tea, sud-
denly observes a wild bu�alo  one of the �ercest creatures in Africa  glaring at him over the bottom rail? 
�is alarming experience befell Mr George Arkell who lives at Mombasa, an island set in the coastline 
of Kenya. [Ed: George served with 3rd KAR S&T  Regimental No.: B183]

Mombasa is no remote outpost, but a civilized sort of place; the island, which is about eleven square 
miles in area, contains over a hundred thousand inhabitants  Africans, Asiatics, and Europeans. It is 
connected with the mainland by two bridges which span the narrowest parts of the intervening chan-
nel. I mention these details because hosts of people are curious to know how a big wild bu�alo, without 
being noticed, could travel from the mainland across a bridge on which there is always a considerable 
amount of tra�c. 

�at mystery has not been solved, though 
it has been suggested that the animal may 
have arrived mixed up with a herd of cattle 
intended for slaughter, or may perhaps have 
swum the channel. �e point is immaterial, 
however; the fact remains that the beast duly 
arrived and proceeded to create a sensation. 

�e big brute was �rst seen by a native 
newspaper delivery boy. �e hour was about 
halfpast �ve in the morning, and for a few 
moments, as the bu�alo ambled toward him 
in the hal�ight, the lad failed to identify it. 
�en, realized that he was face to face with a 
formidable wild animal, he leaped on to his 
bicycle and pedalled madly o�. 

Another native youth, an hotel pantry boy on his way to work, was not so fortunate. His �rst inti-
mation as to the proximity of the unwelcome visitor was a mighty thrust from a massive head which, 
catching him in the nether regions, hurled him through the air like an acrobat! �e boy’s terri�ed yells 
probably saved his life, for when he picked himself up, more frightened than hurt, the bu�alo had 
moved on. 

�e scene now changes to a commodious bungalow standing in a pretty garden �lled with tropical 
�owers and surrounded by a neatly clipped hedge. At the back door a native mtoto is cleaning shoes. 
Presently there is a noise near the hedge, and the boy looks up from his work to see a huge bu�alo bear-
ing down upon him at a trot! �e shoes �y in all directions; the mtoto, wideeyed with fear, leaps for the 
kitchen, yelling “Nyati!” as he darts through the open door. �e animal promptly follows, whereupon 
the stage is set for what is surely one of the strangest incidents that ever happened in Africa. 

�e cook and a house boy were in the kitchen, together with “Prince”, an Alsatian dog. Exactly ten 
seconds later the room contained three horri�ed natives, one dog, and the bu�alo. �e boys dashed 
into the pantry, slamming the door behind them, leaving Prince to deal with the intruder. �e dog, 
however, decided upon discretion, and took refuge beneath a stout table. �ere being little space for 
easy movement, the bu�alo looked round for larger worlds to conquer. 

From the kitchen he proceeded to the dining room, where he investigated the furniture and �ttings  

Chris & George  Pietermaritzburg Sep ‘81 
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not without a certain amount of damage. Two small passages led from the dining room to the chil-
dren’s bedrooms. Tragedy might have resulted had the big brute chosen to explore these, but Fate now 
took a hand in the game and prompted the animal to visit the large entrance hall, separated from the 
sitting room by a low partition. On the other side of this, as it happened, an Air Force man was sleep-
ing on a camp bed. He was a friend of the Arkells, and they had put him up for the night. 

When the guest awoke, the bu�alo was engaged in smashing up a table in the hall, and as the airman 
lay there, wondering what was afoot, a large glass bowl came hurtling through the air and smashed 
against the wall. Sitting up, the startled guest peered over the partition  to behold, within a few feet of 
him, a monstrous bu�alo! Quickly he ducked down and pulled the sheets over his head. 

By this time Mr. and Mrs. Arkell had become aware that there was something seriously amiss in 
the household. �eir bedroom led out of the hall, and they were sitting in twin beds drinking their 
morning tea. �inking that two of the servants must be �ghting, Mrs. Arkell donned a dressing gown, 
went to the door, and opened it. Before she could say a word, or even scream, the bu�alo’s massive 
hindquarters �lled the doorway! �e brute seemed intent on backing in, and the lady pluckily tried to 
push it out, but speedily discovered her e�orts were futile. Within a second or two the animal was in 
the bedroom, whereupon Mrs. Arkell, thinking of her children, pushed past the intruder and leaped 
into the hall, instinctively shutting the door behind her! �us her husband was le� alone in the room 
with one of the �ercest wild animals in Africa. 

All the foregoing incidents, it should be borne in mind, took place in almost less time than it takes to 
set them down. Small wonder, therefore, that we now �nd the hapless Mr. Arkell still in bed, clutching 
a cup and saucer in his hands, with the baleful eyes of a now thoroughly annoyed beast glaring at him 
over the bottom rail. 

�e cup and saucer were hastily tossed aside as the startled man scrambled out and stood by the bed-
side, awaiting the beast’s next move. He wasn’t kept long in suspense; the bu�alo immediately lowered 
its head and charged, Arkell avoiding its onrush by jumping on to his wife’s bed. Luckily for him, the 
intruder became temporarily entangled in the mosquito net. 

Having freed itself, it took a turn round the room, knocking over various articles of furniture that got 
in its way: �en, facing towards the bed on which its adversary stood, it glowered at him menacingly, 
apparently considering another assault. �ereupon Arkell took up a position standing �at against the 
wall, with the length of the bed between himself and the animal. �us the pair remained, watching 
one another warily. 

Arkell soon decided that this condition of stalemate could not continue; something must be done  
and done quickly. Four feet from where he stood was a door leading on to the veranda, but it was 
locked and bolted. �e key luckily was in the lock; the bolt was in the hole. Very slowly, keeping his 
eyes on the bu�alo all the time, Arkell edged along behind the bed, leaned sideways and turned the 
key. �en, going down on one knee he pulled back the bolt. �is action brought him clear of the bed 
exposing him to full view. 

While the man was thus engaged, the animal stood motionless, only six feet away, closely observing 
the proceedings. Still intent on the bu�alo, Arkell turned the handle and slowly pulled the door open. 
Even then the big beast did not move; it seemed far more interested in his movements than in the fact 
that it was now free to escape. Instead of seizing its opportunity and rushing out, indeed, it lowered its 
head once more, and poor Arkell realized it was about to charge again. 

“Until that moment”, he said a�erwards, “I had been scared out of my life, but when I saw the brute 
rushing me I jumped forward and grasped its horns, trying to drag it toward the open door. By some 
miracle we blundered through it, stopping near the low veranda wall. �en the animal wrenched its 
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head free, leaped the wall, and disappeared.” 

�e bu�alo was next sighted passing through some gardens a mile or so away. By this time a local 
hunter had been asked to lend a hand, and by an odd chance this gentleman proved to be none other 
than Mr G.E.C. Plant, a contributor to the Wide World Magazine. Following the beast to where it was 
taking a rest beside a wall, he gave it the coup de grace with a z577 bullet.

�e local police askaris had 
the meat for dinner that day, 
and at the moment of writing 
Mr George Arkell is hoping 
to be awarded the head. He 
wants to have it mounted as 
a trophy and hang it over his 
bed in memory of the most 
exciting moment of his life! 
[Ed: John Allen mentions 
that he was in a REME camp 
about 300yards �om where 
this incident occurred. �ere-
a�er, George was known as 
Bu�alo Bill.]Photo of the slain bu�alo - Coast Causerie June/July 1947 
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THE UGANDA RAILWAY 
VOLUNTEER RESERVE, 1914

At the outbreak of the Great War in August 1914, there was another armed military unit in the Brit-
ish East Africa Protectorate as well as the King’s African Ri�es; this was the Uganda Railway Volunteer 
Reserve (URVR).

�e Uganda Railway, running from Mombasa on the Indian Ocean Coast to Kisumu on Lake Vic-
toria, had been opened for tra�c in December 1901.

A few years before the Great War commenced, a URVR had been recruited from amongst the Euro-
pean employees of the railway. �e unit followed the lines of the Railway Volunteers in India and had 
been formed to guard the railway in the event of an emergency. �e strength was around 100 men and 
training had usually been ri�e practice.

On 09 August 1914, the unit was mobilised and 60 men under the command of Captain H.V. Ker-
shaw, an assistant accountant, le� Nairobi by special train for Voi, along with a KAR patrol. For the 
next four months the URVR guarded the line and bridges along the 147 mile stretch of rail between 
Sultan Hamud (in between Kiu and Simba Stations) and Voi (pictured below). 

Meanwhile in the railway workshops improvised armoured trains were built to for use when patrol-
ling the line.

During late September the 
Germans sent two demolition 
patrols from German East Af-
rica through the waterless re-
gion from Lake Jipe, south of 
Taveta, to Kasigau Mountain 
and on a further 20 miles to the 
railway. On 24 August, a patrol 
of URVR located and captured 
all members of one of these pa-
trols who were nearly dead from 
thirst and exhaustion - the map 
used by the Germans was inac-
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curate. �e prisoners, the �rst taken in British East 
Africa during the war, were despatched to Nairobi 
with justi�able satisfaction.

By November 1914, reinforcements from Indian 
Expeditionary Forces ‘C’ and ‘B’ had arrived in Brit-
ish East Africa and so there were su�cient other 
troops for railway security duties and the URVR was 
demobilised, allowing the men to return to their vi-
tal war work of running the railway.

�e unit had been the only trained reserve avail-
able in British East Africa, probably because the Uganda Railway funded and organised it, and during 
the �rst weeks of August 1914, whilst Nairobi Racecourse Camp resounded to the greetings and back-
slappings of other European volunteers awaiting mobilisation, the URVR had drawn their weapons 
and deployed immediately onto successful operational duties. �e unit receives one very brief mention 
in the O�cial History (on page 52) but it deserves wider recognition for the military duties that it 
speedily carried out.

During 1915, the 
Army took over the man-
agement of the Uganda 
Railway and organised it 
as a military unit. A look 
through medal index 
cards shows that several 
of the Uganda Railway 
Indian sta�, presumably 
those holding authority 
such as stationmasters, 
were granted Indian Army ranks and entitlement to medals.

SOURCES:

Permanent Way Volume 1 by M.F. Hill; O�cial History; Military Operations East A�ica August 1914 
– September 1916 by Lieutenant Colonel Charles Hordern; Medal Index Cards.

Armoured train

British armoured train a�er running over a German mine.

British troops a�er their train ran over a German mine.
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OLD SOLDIERS
Major Ludvig Christian Flemmer [KR97]

One of twin boys of Danish/English parents, Ludvig Christian Flemmer was born in South Africa 
on 15th January 1905.

In 1927, he emigrated to Kenya where he was employed by William Prentice on his farm just out-
side Nakuru. On Saturday evenings he played the clarinet in a band. During the depression he moved 
to the Kakamega District where he recruited workers for Brook Bonds Tea Estates, at the same time 
dabbling in gold prospecting, the results which allowed for a reasonable standard of living. In 1933, 
he married Mildred Kate Smith, a nursing sister and moved into 
Kakamega where he purchased a garage/transport business.

At the outbreak of WWII, as a member of the Kenya Defence 
Force, he and others were charged with the rounding up all the Ger-
man nationals in the area and handing them over to the appropriate 
authority.

In October 1939, he volunteered for military service in Nairobi 
and enlisted into the Kenya Regiment [KR97]. A�er initial training, 
he was transferred to EAASC [No 218665] and moved to Nanyuki 
prior to moving up to the N.F.D., and the real thing. 

In Abyssinia, mid 1942, his convoy of trucks was assembled, ready 
loaded in preparation for a 03h00 start. Sometime a�er dark, an 
askari on guard duty sounded the alarm when locals started stealing 
four gallon cans of petrol from one of the trucks in the middle of the 
convoy, and in so doing managed to set the canopy on �re. 2/Lt (A/
Capt) Flemmer drove 
the truck out of the 
convoy and down the 
road.  He then set about 
unloading the petrol 
cans when one exploded 
under him, setting his 
clothes on �re. He leapt 
o� the truck and one of 
the nearby askari threw 
his greatcoat over him 
and rolled him over ex-
tinguishing the �ames.

He was admitted to 
the Military Hospital in 
Addis Ababa and a�er three months was sent on six weeks sick leave. He then returned to full time 
duty.  He was very fortunate not to be badly scarred; the marks on his hands and face only showed 
when he was unwell. [Ed: Assume it was for this action that he was MiD 30 June 1942.]

He was posted to Ceylon, sailing in Convoy KR-8, one of whose ships the SS Khedive Ismail was 
torpedoed, with the loss of so many lives. He recalled the anguish when their ship was not allowed to 
turn around to o�er assistance for fear that they too would be a target. [Ed: see survivor Kenya’s Gloria 
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West’s article in m-SXXII pp 1-6. Brian James 
Crabb in his book ‘Passage to Destiny’ [ISBN 
1 900289105] tells the hitherto untold story 
of the loss of SS Khedive Ismail (KI). On 12th 
February 1942, the KI was hit amidships on 
the starboard side by two torpedoes �red �om 
Japanese Navy submarine I-27. Within two 
minutes the ship sank and 1,297 service per-
sonnel out of a complement of 1,511 lost their 
lives. Total East A�ican loss of life: 675.] 

�ey were in Ceylon for a short time be-
fore moving into Burma as part of 14th 
Army, the so-called ‘Forgotten Army’ be-
cause of the shortage of normal supplies that 
they should have received.  A�er some time 
Lord Louis Mountbatten visited them and 
assured them that he would sort things out. 
Shortly a�er that a small man dressed in a 
bowler hat etc also visited.  No one thought that he would be of any use; however, a month or two later 
the supplies started rolling in.

One time when setting up camp, two Kikuyu askaris were detailed to dig the required latrine pits. 
While doing this they heard some voices and peep-
ing over the rim saw two Japanese soldiers creeping 
along towards the camp. �e askaris silently climbed 
out and crept up on the enemy and dispatched them 
with their spades! I understand that they both were 
awarded MM’s.

Part of Major Flemmer’s responsibilities, was to su-
pervise the creation of dropping zones (DZs) by clear-
ing forest areas. One a�ernoon, he and his sergeant 
were checking a newly cleared area when a monkey 
came towards them from the bush. �e sergeant put 
out his hand and the monkey climbed onto his shoul-
der. Flemmer was horri�ed at �rst until he realised 
that it was tame, ex-Jap pet with shrapnel wounds  
�e monkey stayed with the unit until a�er the War 
and went to the UK with the sergeant.

Flemmer’s service records indicate that he served 
in Somalia/Abyssinia for three years and �ve days, 
and with 14th Army in Burma for two years and 119 
days 

“�ese are the things that Dad mentioned, but he never spoke about the awful things that hap-
pened.”

[Submitted by Beryl Pickford (née Flemmer) <gartnanune@xtra.co.nz> wife of Dale Pickford 
[KR4145] [11/08/2010]
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PHOTOS FROM THE PAST
Final Parade 

Delamare Avenue. O�c-
ers - L/R: Maj Roger Owles 
[KR5880], Capt Guy Catch-
pole [KR5847], Capt Clive 
Hollyoak [KR5853], Capt 
Chris Yonge [KR5872] and 
directly behind Capt Yonge, 
wearing the sash, WOII Ter-
ry Tory [KR6339]

ABOVE: 4th Course Passing-out-Parade, December 1953. KG VI Barracks, Salisbury, Rhodesia. 
John Davis [KR7457] and Eugene Armour [KR4446] con�rm: Extreme le�: WO2 J.G.(Rumbleguts) 
Cameron (Scots Guards). Leading the parade OC Major Tony Lewis, DSO [Dorset R.) and 2IC Capt 
Tony (Rogue) Barkas (DLI) [later KR5866, MBE]. Front row 5th �om right: Nyani Bond. Tony 
Bond ]KR4463]<Ynot99@ia�ica.com> [12/11/2010]: Yes! �at short arse is me, and the man on 
the extreme right, with sash, is Sgt Charmer (Worcs. R.), one of our two training Sgts, the other being 
Sgt Young (Royal Scots Fusiliers), who, though he had only one eye, had a �eld of vision of 380°, and 
could be a bit of a sod 
if he felt like it. Brings 
back a lot of memo-
ries.

RIGHT: Ma-
jor Rodney Elliott 
[KR5758] ( formerly 
VI Commando dur-
ing WWII) inspecting 
his game rangers. Few 
hunters had the cour-
age, or were stupid 
enough to poach game 
in his area.



78

Kenya Regiment shooting team late 1959. KRTC NS members in berets. Centre L/R: CSM R.S 
Cardy (Irish Guards); OC KRTC Maj P.D. Vaincourt Strallen (RSigs); CO KR, Lt Col (later Brig) 
Dick Vernon MBE (60th) and Adjt, Capt (later Maj Gen, CBE,MC) Peter Welsh (60th).

�e Abyssinian Campaign

 

Meeting of foes – discussing surrender terms? Photo supplied by Kevin Patience – if anyone can iden-
tify any of the �ve o�cers, please contact the editor

SA troops in the NFD Crossing the Tana
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Duke of York CCF. 
Back row Naval cadets: Wright, Peter Goodwin, Ngombe Steers, ?
Middle row: L/R: Eddie Green, John Gibbons, Bernard, Blowers, Ken Barham, ?,?,?,?, Ian Ross, 

Mickey Fisher(?), Tilman McRoberts, ?
Front row: Joe Wright, Ian Henderson, Tom Stephenson,  Lt E.K. Ferguson, Capt Benjy Morwood 

MC, Maj Collister, Lt Cdr N.C. Easey RN,?,?, John Bramwell, Andy Colqhoun
Tom Stephenson <mkhulutom@gmail.com> [08/11/2010]: My memory is not too good, Front row 

Joseph Wright next to Air Cadet Henderson. Next to Collywobbles is Lt Comander Easey. Have no 
idea who the two ugly gentlemen sitting next to Easey were. �e back row starts with �ve air cadets 
whom I don’t remember. 

Lieutenant Commander Easey was in charge of the Armoury and on one occasion he had just �n-
ished painting the �ag pole and stood back to admire it, when Cadet Sgt Blowers came riding along 
on his bicycle reading at the top of his voice �om Shakespeare’s King Henry V, “Once more unto the 
breach dear �iends once more”. Not looking where he was going, his �ont wheel went between Lt 
Comd Easey’s legs and hit the �ag pole. In view of what had just been quoted, Easey was not amused.

LEFT: Landrover aerial ferry, somewhere in East 
A�ica. Photo supplied by Kevin Patience. If anyone 
can identify the place/river, please contact the editor. 
On 13th October, Dennis Leete [KR4094] <dleete2@
gmail.com> responded: Have never seen this. My guess 
it could be the Kagera River coming out of Rwanda, 
bordering Uganda and Tanzania on the Bukoba 
road, or the Sobat  River which �ows out of Ethiopia, 
in South Sudan, on the road en route to Pibor Post 
�om Akoba, which �ooded and dried like this.

It was probably taken pre-Independence, by the 
look of the Landrover. I don’t think there is anywhere 
in Kenya, except perhaps the Tana, which could �ood 
and dry up . �e Garsen ferry to Lamu was on a simi-
lar cable and pulley, but �oated; but maybe there was 
another one, higher up the Tana River, around Gar-
issa?

I give up, but will be interested in the answer, when 
you get one!
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