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With our posting to Blantyre we were allocated a house in Nyambadwe and we liked it very
much. Reg went back to traffic duties and the children back to day school at St Andrews, 
which was quite near to us. I used to teach children riding at this time and the school had

some stables and a few horses so I was 
able to do some riding. However it was then
that a sad thing happened, a friend of mine 
who was out with children riding when she 
fell from her horse, she was badly injured 
and died that same day from a brain 
haemorrhage. We got to her soon after the 
fall but unfortunately it was sports day at 
school and I had run in the parent race and 
had fallen, so when a doctor was called for 

people thought it was for me but I soon realised it was for Diane Humphries who had fallen
from her horse on the road just below the sports field. I ran down to be with her, she was 
sitting up bewildered with what was happening, then I noticed that blood was coming from 
her ear, the doctor arrived and rushed her to hospital, but she died before they could 
operate.

I was working then for Dave Williams, a wholesale firm who sold spirits, beer, crisps and 
soft drinks. I was in charge of the warehouse and stock (with the help of the owner), we 
also sold Vicks products and a local on a bike with a sidecar, with the help of another, used
to deliver for us. Unfortunately you could never trust them, as drink was always going 
missing and we had to take stock every week.

I started playing bowls, so it was quite a busy life, I bought some second hand woods and 
the captain at the bowls club at Blantyre taught me to play.  There was a lot to learn and so
many rules but I enjoyed it and played some evenings and on Sunday mornings. Reg 
would play cricket all day Sunday, the children would come to the club and be looked after 
by the nanny or Handwatch.  They would go to the pool or just play around. In was in 1961
that I became pregnant with Ken, I was quite upset at first as I thought two children were 
enough and our life in Africa was hard enough for me to cope but, being me, and thinking it
was God's will, I just got on with it.  I made some nice maternity clothes and stayed at work
until seven months and kept playing bowls for quite a while. I had to go into hospital about 
a week before Ken was born as my blood pressure was up and I can remember it was not 
easy. It was on the day that Reg took the children out to Raman's dam fishing that I went 
into labour and ending up having yet another caesarean. I felt upset about this but it was a 
very good thing as Ken was a blue baby and needed to be resuscitated but all was well 
and I had a lovely baby boy.

The whole family was thrilled, Reg and the children had been taking great care of me they 
were so wonderful, and the children chose the name Kenneth Edward for our lovely baby 
boy. Maggie was like a real mother to him Rob just thought it was good to have a brother.



Reg was thrilled to have another baby boy as boys were short in the Brill family. It was 
wonderful to be slim again and I managed to feed Ken myself for a short time before he 
went on to a bottle, Cow and Gate Milk, I think. Two months after having Ken we were due 
to go on leave again, three years had quickly past but so much had happened in that time.

Ken was christened in Blantyre at the Anglican Church, his 
godmother was Betty Latham, two godfathers Ray Harper and 
Dudley Taylor. We had a lovely party after the service, this was 
about the last time that we saw Dudley and Jan Taylor. We had all
been great friends for that tour as Dudley had been living quite 
near to Blantyre where he was still working for the Ntondwe 
Tobacco Company in Limbe. Dudley had married Jan whilst on 
leave, she was a lovely girl, her family were French but she had 
been living in the UK and it it was so lovely to see Dudley so 
happy with his new bride.

Dudley was a great friend who Reg got on with very well; they had a love of cars and 
engines, which they loved to tinker with for many years. I remember when first arriving in 
Nyasaland and living at Balaka on the farm, Dudley and Reg had a car engine, which they 
were fixing before I had arrived out there. They used to keep it on the table in the sitting 
room so they could work on it in the evenings but it was promptly moved outside before my
arrival. I still have a photo of it. Reg and I often wondered what happened to Dudley and 
Jan because we lost touch with them in 1963. Well back to June 1962, with Reg and the 
family we departed for leave taking the train from Limbe to Beira; all of our friends came to 
see us off including the Latham’s and the Taylor’s. We still have a film of our departure, 
Maggie’s friend was in tears. We never returned to Blantyre.


