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At Karonga we had a large house next to the Lake Shore, not a pretty house but large and 
cool. It had two stories and the sitting room, both bedrooms and bathroom were on the top 
floor. A large veranda went all the way round, it was a large area for sitting out to view the 
lake. It also also had mosquito netting around it, which we certainly needed, on the ground
floor was the dining room and a spare bedroom. The kitchen was a rondavel outside. 
There was a large garden with a path leading through the dambo to the beach. We used to
grow vegetables in the dambo albeit not very successfully. 

The lakeshore was really lovely, it had a wide expanse of sandy beach, wonderful for the 
children to play on and the water was clear and sparkling in the sunshine. The waves 
rustled gently on the shoreline and large rocks jutted out a few yards from the shoreline

where the cormorants would stand holding their 
wings out to dry. Fish eagles flew from the trees 
swooping down into the lake to catch a fish then 
fly back to the tree to eat it, such wonderful birds. 
We used to get a lot of birds in the garden of 
exotic colours, nectar eating weaverbirds and 
bee-eaters, they were also very lovely to watch 
from the veranda. In the cool of the evening we 
would sit on the beach watching canoes drifting

in the distance patiently fishing for chambo and other small fish. The vague shapes of the 
blue mountains in the distance were blurred in the daytime but would seem so close in the 
evening light as the sun was setting. Sunsets didn’t last long in Africa but they are 
dramatic, their beauty was overwhelming at the changing sky as the sun set in the warm, 
balmy air with a little breeze from the lake helping one to cool off.

We were always reluctant to leave that lovely cool shore, it was so lovely to have a swim 
about 5 pm, coming out of the water feeling cold and refreshed after a hot day. We 
wandered back up to the house for our supper. Handwatch and our cook Ronald 
Mwagomba would be busy preparing the evening meal in the kitchen which was so hot 
inside with very little air around to help keep it cool. They would stand outside gazing at 
the night sky full of stars, then go back to bustling around taking little notice of the 
discomfort of the heat, they cooked on a Dover stove, fired by wood collected during the 
day with the meal served when we were ready for it.

The dining table was always set beautifully for our meal and when we had a guest for 
dinner it would be decorated with flowers by Handwatch who had learned the art of folding 
the napkins into the shape of a bird where he would put a flower petal for their beaks -  it 
always looked very beautiful. I would wear long loose clothing in the evening with long 
sleeves to stop getting bitten by the mosquitoes. I used to make a long dress or housecoat
to wear in the evening’s, cotton mostly, because it was so cool to wear it being so hot on 
the lake shore. Life was very relaxed on this station where In the evening we could sit 
relaxed on the verandas to keep cool  viewing the lake and listening to the sounds of the 
croaking frogs and the crickets rubbing their legs together. The full majestic moon 
reflecting from the lake to the shore complementing the hot still nights often full of magic of
African drums. These tended to  start up on a Saturday night and they could be heard far 



away in the distance and would go on until sunrise. We would wake up in the night feeling 
hot and sticky with the sweat trickling down our skin. When it was too hot in the bedroom 
we would move our beds on to the veranda hoping to catch whatever cool breeze we 
could. It got cooler just before dawn and it was wonderful to wake and watch the sunrise 
over the distant mountains on the other side of the lake. So cooling and refreshing to walk 
down to the lake for an early morning swim.

Our Doberman dog, Bess, used to accompany us to the lake shore, she loved it in the 
water, barking and playing catch with a ball. Robert was at boarding school then in 
Lilongwe and would fly home on the Beaver for the school holidays. Maggie went for one 
term but she was so unhappy we kept her home and I taught her by way of a 
correspondence course from Rhodesia and very good it was too - I also learned a lot as 
well. Many mothers did this and found it excellent when they devoted time to it. We 
planned a proper school day and started at 8 am every morning, breakfast was at 10 am 
when Reg joined us and, it being too hot, finished  at 12 noon. A light lunch, rest and tea at
4 pm was followed by art and games.

Ronald’s children were two little girls of about 6 and 8 who sometimes came to play games
on the beach, Maggie was then about 8 years old, she was very bright child and really full 
of fun and enjoyed lake shore life very much, she loved swimming and we often visited 
friends near by for tea in the afternoons where Maggie would play with the children who 
were a lot younger and not of school age. The Owtrams were there and he was  ADC to 
Gordon Landreth, he and his wife were a bit older than us. Maggie looked forward very 
much to Rob coming home for the school holidays and there was great excitement driving 
to the airfield to meet him. I was the Shell agent and with two local Africans I used to be at 
the airfield anyway to meet the aircraft.

Lake shore life was a very relaxed style because it was so hot that you couldn't rush 
around doing much, you learned to live at a more relaxed pace and we lived a simple life. 
We had to make our own entertainment, having dinner parties and coffee mornings and 
the women had afternoon parties for the children. I had Maggie at home then and spent 
the time teaching her, this I really enjoyed. I used to cut some of the the men’s hair, this

was self-taught and they were grateful enough but 
most of the wives used to keep their own hair in 
trim fashion, helping each other, and cutting their 
husband's hair. Food was difficult, we had a small 
market from which Handwatch and I used to go 
and buy meat and veg and there was also a fish 
stall. We used to watch the African boys paddling 
out on the Lake in their dugout canoes using nets 
to fish in the deeper waters.

I have vivid memories of the brilliant sunshine, the noise and colour of this beautiful lake. 
However, before we left Karonga Maggie was taken ill and it was diagnosed as acute 
appendicitis when the doctor was able to get to us later on that day. Reg managed to get a
message through to police headquarters and a plane was sent from Blantyre but it was 
about 4 pm when it took off and the sun was setting but the pilot insisted that he took off 
and got to Mzimba where people turned out to put on car head lights for the landing. On 
his way again at dawn he landed at Karonga at 6 am. We were taken by surprise but soon 
got ready to depart, we had not slept much that night as Maggie was very ill and kept 
being sick. So, after giving the pilot breakfast and with the plane refuelled, we were off. 

Never having flown in a Beaver before we flew low over the Vipya plateau and saw lots of 
game, scared by the noise, running away. It was all very exciting but my mind was really
on poor Maggie and how she was feeling. We arrived at Chileka airport about 12 noon 



where an ambulance was waiting and took us to the Queen Elizabeth Hospital. The 
operation was performed quite quickly as she had not been given any food that morning 
and it was over by 2 pm.  I Was able to ring Reg and tell him that all was well or maybe it 
was a message was sent on the police radio. I was with Maggie all that day. I stayed with 
the Costello’s in Sunnyside, they were very kind but I did not get much to eat as I was at 

 the hospital all day. I managed to lose quite
a bit of weight, about which I was quite 
pleased. We were there about 8 to 10 days 
(can’t remember) then Reg came to collect 
us.  I do remember, at that time, there was a
bit of trouble with Jack Burge who was then 
in command at the Northern Province. On 
the way back to Karonga we called in for 
Rob at Lilongwe school and took him home.
He had been ill with jaundice and had also 
been in hospital, poor Rob, feeling very 
unwell and no mother to comfort him as I 

was with Maggie at Blantyre, so it was quite a dramatic time. Reg felt that Jack Burge 
treated him very badly over these matters, we both felt sad about this because we always 
thought he was a good friend having stayed with him in Mzuzu during the Queens Mothers
visit. So, I was back in Karonga with two sick children, Maggie recovered very quickly but 
Rob suffered for quite a while and was unable to eat any fat for a long time. As I just 
mentioned we went to Mzuzu for the Queens Mothers visit, Reg was on escort duty and 
we both went to the garden party where we were presented to the Queen Mother by the 
District Commissioner of Karonga, she talked to us for quite a while asking what it was like
living in Karonga on the lake shore. She had just flown in over the lake and thought it was 
beautiful (which it is) but I remember telling her how hot it was and how difficult to get 
supplies, she was so sweet.

Later that day she was taken out on the Vipya to show her the wonderful views,  I 
remember a special WC had been made for her, it was the only water closet in the whole 
of the province but she never used it, it became known as the ‘royal flush’. Well after a 
nice two days it was back to Karonga and down the dreaded twenty three hair pin bend 
escarpment which I had driven up with Brenda Watson a few days before. It was about this
time that we had British policeman billeted with us, Allan Wynn a police inspector from the 
Met in London. H found it very different living in Karonga, I think it took him quite a time to 
get used to the relaxed lifestyle, for a while he was a bit aloof but he soon became one of 
the family and relaxed into the lake shore life. We often had dinner parties and also went 
out for meals with other families. Allan had never been a part of such a community like this
before, so dinner parties were something new to him, supper in the police canteen was 
more his style but he coped well and was good at his police work. He joined in the Sunday 
picnics, which were spent mostly on the beach and I think he went to the Nyika plateau 
with us.

Sundays on the beach were just parties, all the European people would bring food and we 
would just have a huge picnic, the children and the dogs loved it, being in and out of the 
lake all day. Christmas was a wonderful time, 1959 was a very memorable one at Karonga
after spending the morning visiting for coffee and drinks we would return to a huge dinner 
party cooked by the house-boys, it’s hard to remember what we ate but it was far too 
much. Then after a sleep we would all go down to the lake for a swim. This proved to be 
the end of our lake shore stay as we were posted back to Blantyre.


