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How did I come to join the Nyasaland Police? You may ask. Well, it’s a 
long story, but it really started with my father, he was a long serving 
Warrant Officer in the Royal Air Force and, prior to 1939, served in Iraq 
and Egypt. During the war he served in India and Burma as well as other 
places. He had many memories of his time in those countries – the 
places, people, the customs and so forth - and would tell anyone about it 
all who cared to listen.

This being so, something of this rubbed off on me over the years. Having left school in 
1953 I joined Kent Police as a Cadet, serving until 1956 when I left to do my National 
Service. I served my time in the Army and towards the end of 1957 began to consider my 
options. In the end, through a contact and access to 'Police Review', I applied to join the 
Nyasaland Police.  After several interviews, medical/dental checks and so forth, I was 
accepted for Nyasaland but still had to undergo a thirteen weeks basic training course at 
the Police Training Centre in Staffordshire. I must admit here that I did wonder at the 
relevance of a Police course in England to that of my eventual duties in the Police in 
Nyasaland but, on reflection, the basics of the job were much the same. Anyway, I met 
some very nice people on that course!
Eventually, on 3rd June 1958, I left England for Nyasaland laden with much 'katundu', 
arriving in due course at Chileka Airport in Nyasaland to be met by Inspector Derek Harling
and an African Sub-inspector, Winston Kumwendo, a man who was destined to reach high 
rank in the Force in later years. After lunch at Ryall’s Hotel in Blantyre, I was driven to 
Police HQ in Zomba.
The journey was full of surprises, the people, places, the mainly Asian stores and scenery 
was something I hadn’t experienced before. At Headquarters, I had an interview with Mr 
Charles Apthorp, the Commissioner of Police, shortly due to retire and met other Officers 
with whom I was to serve over the next few years. They included Les Renno and Andy 
Duthie. Others were Supt Paddy Nolan the communications 'boss', Chuck Ulyett who I 
think I come from Kenya, George Bavin and John Burdon who had a wonderful Rhodesian
Ridgeback dog called Cholmondely which would laugh to order. I was kitted out with 
uniforms via one of the Asian stores in Zomba and from the HQ stores items including a 
steel helmet, Sam Brown belt and a personal firearm.

I remember being accommodated with other junior 
officers in a block of four flats in the HQ camp with 
wonderful views of the slopes of Zomba Mountain. 
Indeed my 21st birthday party was held in the flat 
complete with a cake made by my mother which had 
found its way from England without the icing on it being 
broken within the tin – wonderful really!

Duties wise, I was to learn how to operate with the Police Mobile Force which then had six 
platoons of about 35 men each consisting of a bugler, an armed party of six, two stretcher 
bearers and the remainder being baton men. I trained together with Les Renno and Andy 
Duthie under the guidance of Robin Gorham, a Senior Inspector. It involved drilling with 
the African Police, many of whom were former askari from the King’s African Rifles, and 
ultimately going out on patrol at night with a platoon to Blantyre or Limbe where anything 
could happen and sometimes did.



Some months later, I was posted to Blantyre for normal duties being under the command 
of Senior Supt Alan Kirkham who, I think, had previously served in Palestine. He acquired 
a pink American Chevrolet car, which is well remembered by his son who I met socially 
many years later. In the main I worked with Paddy Adair, an Irish man with a pronounced 
accent who knew his job backwards. It was at Blantyre that I officially passed my driving 
test and where I began to come to terms with the various Criminal courts in being.

Unfortunately, it was here that I tried to teach one of the African
policemen to drive my car which was a bad mistake on my 
part. The car was a Standard Vanguard (ZA 433) with a column
change which I had bought from Senior Supt Doug Lomax 
when at HQ Zomba. Unfortunately the African drove it into a 
tree and dmaged the wing.
The political temperature was gradually rising for a number of 
reasons and there was the occasional disturbance in Blantyre 
or Limbe, often centred on the African Rest House and 
Clocktower by the road bridge in Victoria Road, Blantyre.

The PMF training came in useful on several occasions, though in one instance, I was hit 
by a half a house brick thrown by an African youth. Somehow, we were both laughing at 
the incident moments later.
At the time I was living in a flat with John Palister, not too far from the Blantyre Sports Club
buildings and I recall the occasion, coming back into Blantyre from Limbe on my own, 
finding Andy Duthie trying to sort out a spot of bother in an Asian store with a fair crowd 
hanging around outside. The nature of which I don't recall but together we soon resolved 
the problem. 

There was politically inspired rioting 
occasionally, this was well into late 1958 or 
early1959 and I can remember one 
weekend when much of the entire PMF 
came down from Zomba to Limbe, and with 
riot squad support, including me, was 
engaged in riot control. It was here that I 

renewed meeting Toby Teece, another Inspector who I had first met with in Zomba and 
who had been in the KAR.
On the 3rd of March 1959, Operation Sunrise came into being, and I well remember being 
at Chileka Airport that morning, when a well-known politician came through on his way to 
detention in Southern Rhodesia. (Note: Operation Sunrise was the name given the police 
and military action to detain and intern individuals who were considered a potential threat 
to law and order in the then declared State of Emergency)
Time passed and I was posted to Zomba Police Station where I first met Terry Young in 
CID. The OC was Senior Supt Danny Morrison, Ray Harper was Station Officer and I 
remember two well known African CID officers there, one of whom was Bruno Munde.
Apart from general duties, I found myself doing much court work. Occasionally I would 
appear in the Resident Magistrate’s Court, Mr G Empsom presiding at the time, or before 
the District Commissioner’s (2nd Class) Court or the ADC’s (3rd Class) Court. The latter 
being mostly for the signing of witness summonses and the like. I also had to supervise 
those  African constables appearing before the local Chieftains’ Courts in minor cases.
The African constables were really extraordinarily good. In particular Constable Yona who 
was an absolute Godsend to me doing Court work, I did however make an absolute howler
in one case of poaching/killing elephants. I totally overlooked summonsing one defendant 
having carefully summonsed a witness all the way from Salisbury for the case. I had to 
apologise profusely to the Court, to various witnesses and to Ray Harper.



Whilst at Zomba Police Station in October 1960, I and other officers, both African and 
European, dealt with a triple fatal road accident which occurred on the Zomba to Domasi 
road about 14 miles north of Zomba on the night of the 6th/7th of the month. The main road 
north was closed totally for about 48 hours. Two lorries and a private car were involved. 
The fatalities were all Africans who had been in or on one of the lorries. 
At this time we were still having political disturbances, usually at weekends, and it was 
about this time I came across Ernie Webb, an ex-Met PC and Johnny Peskett an ex Royal 
Marine from Dorset. I also came to know Neville and Anne Williams. Neville was a fine 
singer/actor and is well remembered as “Nanki-Poo” in the Mikado at the Limbe Club. 
Anne was a lovely woman who unfortunately had a motor car accident on the 
Zomba/Domasi road one Sunday morning in which an African cyclist was killed. I 
remember that Anne was badly shaken up by what had happened when she reported to 
me at Zomba Police Station.

Socially, I met a Nurse named Miriam at the 
upper hospital in Zomba and sometimes we
went to Blantyre for an evening out. This 
was not to last however. One of my police 
colleagues, Johnny Wiseman, then based 
at Salima was injured in an accident and 
was treated at Zomba Hospital. The two met
there, became engaged and eventually 
married. I was lucky enough to go to the 

wedding and reception at the Ku Chawe Inn on the top of Zomba Mountain. In true 
wedding fashion however, several of us tied old tin cans to the rear bumper of the 'going 
away’ car. I never thought that I and my wife Kathy, in later years, would return to the Ku 
Chawe Inn on a visit back to the now Malawi. Such memories!
In 1960 or early 1961, I became involved in a murder case in one of the African villages 
just south-east of Zomba. I remember the rush involving paperwork and so forth, which 
was mainly due to the fact that I was due for home leave within a very few weeks.
However,  the committal proceedings were done, Crown Counsel was happy and I came 
home on UK leave.
Now you should know that this leave also meant that I had a course of Police work to do 
somewhere in the UK lasting a fortnight or so. However I was still keeping an eye on the 
Zomba murder case, so I wrote to Crown Council in Zomba and by return, received a High 
Court witness summons with a nice letter from him. There was then the rush to arrange 
with the Crown Agents for a flight back to Blantyre by BAOC with accommodation and 
other matters to be arranged.
Eventually I went back to Nyasaland for the Court and found myself staying at the Limbe 
Hotel where I met Malcolm LLewelyn who was, I think, staying at the hotel at the time. All 
in all, it must have cost the Government nearly a thousand pounds for about 45 minutes in 
court. The defendant was convicted.
Back in England I came to learn I was on a Traffic Patrol Course with the Lancashire 
Police at Hutton near Preston. One thing led to another and as I and a couple of Northern 
Rhodesian inspectors were on the same course, we dined in the Senior Officers Dining 
Room and through talking to one Senior Officer, I was able to renew acquaintance with 
someone I had met at Mill Meece (the Police Training Centre in Staffordshire) all those 
months before.
The two N. Rhodesian Officers were eventually required to escort a prisoner back from 
England to Northern Rhodesia for trial, and I was originally posted to Port Herald in the 
extreme south of Nyasaland. However, this was changed to the opposite end of the 
country - a place I will always remember - Nkata Bay on the Lake shore. 



However, there I met Ian and Jackie Morgan my “boss” at the Bay and where I renewed 
acquaintances with Terry Young whom I had last seen in Zomba and was then either 
stationed at Mzuzu or Rumpi. I knew he had a small boat at the Bay as we sometimes 
went fishing in the Lake from it.
Incidentally, Jackie Morgan had a Brother-in-law Charlie Bewes - also a Nyasaland Police 
Officer - married to Jackie’s sister Patricia. I would occasionally see them staying at Nkata 
Bay with Ian and Jackie but never actually spoke to them.
I settled down quickly at the Bay, doing the usual patrol work, court work and so forth. No 
Resident Magistrate's Court at this time but with the DC’s second class court. This is 
where I met the DC Tom Land and his ADC John Gange-Harris. I also took on board the 
running of the station Football team and there were some very good players there.
At this time I was living in a detached bungalow between the twin headlands of the Bay - 
Ian and Jackie lived in one other with their family and a Nyasaland Railways, Docks & 
Habour man in the third.
It was about this time that I took the Chinyanja Language exam in front of Tom Land, Ian 
Morgan and an African Clerk with whom I spoke. Somehow I actually passed.
When I returned one day after Court, I learned that Terry and two African Policemen had 
gone “croc hunting” in a small area of watery marsh land immediately adjacent to the

Police Station boundary and some distance from 
the nearby lake. It was known that a crocodile was
in the marsh land and posed a danger to people 
and animals. I went down as quickly as I could 
taking “suitable back-up” and joined Terry, who 
eventually shot and killed the crocodile which sank
out of sight. A couple of days later it 

reappeared and I shot it again to make sure it was dead. The carcass was later recovered,
taken out into the Lake, weighted down and sunk. 

It was the usual thing for local people go on board the 
MV Ilala when it berthed alongside at the Bay on it’s 
regular trips north and south.
Otherwise things settled down considerably for a 
while. Several other incidents come to mind while at 

the Bay. Early one morning a single decker bus overturned on the road above the Bay. 
This was about 100 yards before a downhill acute hairpin bend into Nkata Bay itself. It was
caused by a broken front spring. Had it occurred further down the road the vehicle would 
have undoubtedly gone over the edge of the road and into the Lake with possible serious 
eventualities. Ian Morgan, by then an A/Supt, and I attended the scene and I took several 
photos of the crash. 

On another occasion, I took a number of 
officers over to Likoma Island on the far side
of the Lake, where again the locals were 
having troubles, this time with witchcraft 
matters. I took most of the station football 
team with me, played the locals - and beat 
them. I think the troubles then ceased at 
least for a while. Again I have personal 
photos of the trip.
On another occasion I was called out to a 
“Shooting” murder near Chinteche which 
involved a single barrelled Greener shot- 
gun, two shots, and an African



Sub-inspector from another force. This earned me 48 hours in Salisbury with the evidence 
gathered at the scene and further evidence relating to the firearm from the BSAP.

There were many other incidents at the Bay, including another 
murder, this time of a night watchman at the Mandala store. I also 
met and have some pictures of a chimpanzee called “Ufiti” which 
frequented an old PWD camp in some dambo land on the Mzuzu 
road. How it got there is not known as its nearest relative was said 
to be some 900 miles away. 
One other thing comes to mind. I was called to Mzuzu for a week or 
so to prosecute a big case of arson before the Resident Magistrate  

(as it happened, the one from Zomba of several years before) I also had the privilege of 
using an officer (possibly only attached to the Nyasaland Police) who was an expert in 
fingerprint photographic evidence. The offender was convicted in due course.
Towards the end of 1963 I was transferred to Lilongwe Police Station. The duties included 
patrol work, assorted crime investigations, immigration duties and a host of other minor 
things that came my way. I even found the time to play a little rugby and cricket. 

However, I managed to break my 
left leg which resulted in my 
wearing a large plaster cast for a 
couple of months.  Individuals I 
remember from this time included
Jack Burge, John Le Mesurier, 
Trevor Bevan and Heber Russell -
all senior ranks. Mike Fraser was 
my “boss” there - his father had 
been Commissioner of Police in 
the 1940s, Norman Garbutt from 
Dedza - a fine cricketer - Paul 
Sheffield, Eric Hopes and Reg 
Brill, another good cricketer. 

I also saw, for only the second time in six years, a dead lioness which an African had shot 
whilst stock-worrying. (The first time was on a road trip from Chinteche to Nkata Bay).
1964 came and things became a little tense with Independence looming. No-one knew, or 
at least was saying, which way the prospective incoming Government was going to deal 
with expatriate officers, so I began to wonder what I might do.
After much soul searching I ultimately resigned, returned to England and joined the Kent 
Police. I was to undergo a second basic Police Training Course, before being posted to 
Dartford. I was about to go on point duty early one morning when, lo and behold, around 
the corner came a ZA registered car (the Zomba registration) driven by a DC who I knew 
and he recognised me. We exchanged greetings and he went on his way.

So it was that in Dartford I first met Kathy. The lady - a nurse - who was to 
become my wife and the mother of our three children. We became engaged 
and married on September 10th, 1966, in Gillingham.


