












I "ad a new boyfriend in Bulawayo which
"e didn't approve of."
T"e Evans family are so-called "upper
rust" and you would have approved of

them Mother, so I was careful not to blot
»y copy book. But I did extract permission
to take Betty to the pictures after New Year
'f she cold spend the night in town with
friends. They' re really genteel folk.
Afternoon tea served with cucumber
sandwiches by a waiter in immaculate
whites. You can imagine the situation. Me
sitting there in uniform, rather grubby
beeches and leggings, trying to play the
part.

won't bore you with details except that
you' ll find the names of the next two gold
mines funny. They were the Do Me Good
Mine and the Do You Good Mine and yetI've never found out how or why they were
so named. By then I had started to make my
way back towards town having already
covered some eighty miles or so. My last
port of call was at the Keynshambureg
Store, a designated "Rallying Point" for
whites in the district in event of a native
rising which we haven't had since before
the turn of the century.
The store is owned by a Mr Birt, an
enormously fat man like someone out of the
Pickwick Papers which you like reading. He
is a never ending source of local
"intelligence" and so very important to
keep up with. Especially on this occasion
knowing a party was going on judging from
the cars outside. Well, I wasn' t
disappointed, for being able to write up an
impressive patrol report I joined the fun
with much hilarity and Scotches. Plus as I
left Mr Birt handed me two bottles of
whisky for the mess "As an appreciation of
the work done through the year by the
Police, "he said.
Somehow I managed to wind my way back
to camp without incident with my two
proteges secured in my motor cycle
panniers. In the Mess a full party was
ah'eady in swing with all our NCO's and
wives in r laxed - for a change - attitudes.
Dorrie was obviously relieved to see me

back in one piece and I was careful not to
let him come too near me. "All correct
down Lower Gwclo, " I reported, "No
problems likely there. " "Oh, very good,

"
he said, "you'd better gct yourself a drink,
but don't forget you' re on stand-by at eight
tonight. " "No Sarge, "was the on+ reply.
Which is just about all I have to tell you
here, Mother, except that I had to help
clear up the party mess at midnight. Still, I
thought my Christmas hadn't been too bad
after all. Lots of fun and to think I iun

actually being paid for it. So I hope you
too have enjoyed hearing about how a
Rhodesian policeman spends his "Jul
Aften", not like ours in Norway, but nice
with quite a difference, don't you think?
My love to you and the family with best
wishes for the New Year from your loving
son,
Trooper No 3385

SECRETARY'S CORNER
Personal Records: Enclosed with this
issue of Outpost is your individual
printout of your personal details as
contained in our computer. This data is
provided in compliance with the Data
Protection Act in this country. You are
asked to CHECK its accuracy, fill in any
blank sections then return the form to the
Hon. Sec. so that any errors and
omissions may be corrected. The
information has come from a variety of
sources some of which conflicted, and
where a date is shown as January 1st, it
means that the precise date is unknown.
Please complete your birth date as an
exercise is being undertaken to determine
the age spectre as relates to the
Associations long term future and your
spouse detaih for our assistance in the
event of the inevitable. Please check the
Notes section at the bottom, as initially
there was a little gremlin in the magic
boxes which muddled up one or two
members. I hope we have corrected them
all BUT!! Thank you in anticipation, for
your co-operation.
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XMAS GATHERING
The beer, wine and good cheer flowed on
Tuesday the 1st December 1992 at
Trenc hard House, London as over 50
membets and guests gathered for the
Regimental Association Xmas party from
far and wide. In ignorance of the bomb
drama only a short distance away
everybody forgot their cares and woes for
a short time in great good spirits.
Snacks, prepared by the Club Manageress,
Jackie Wilson, were devoured in record
time, and the small raffle was very well
supported. Our thanks to those who
bought tickets, Doris Cooper for carrying
out the task of making the draw and our
congratulations to those who won. Those
who signed in were 4829 Terry Oatt; 6050
Brian Gibbs; Assoc Adrienne Gibbs;
Silvia Hunt {Guest); 6183 Mick & Pat
Blarney; WP950485 Abby Bolas; 4494
John Restorick; 4809 John Turk; 4382 Jim
Paine; 4735 Cliff Rogers; 5063 Stan
Bolas; WFR Trish Cech; 3849 Paddy
Powell; 4468 Frank & wife Maguire; 9573
Graeme Restorick; 4180 Rick May; 4891
Sid & Doris Cooper; Marjorie Golden
(Guest); 3531 Jim Cave; 4882 Peter &
Barbara Dancer; John Russell (Guest);
8115 Nigel Leakey; 6627 Colin Bungay;
Assoc Heather Smith; Peter Weare
(Guest); 4853 Fred Punter; 111697
Charles Bennett; 900924 Richard
Oldridge; 4955 Bob Morriston; 5317
Keith Brooks; 5143 John Vye; 6710
Robin Hood; 4158 Tim Weimer; Maggie
Wallis (Guest); PR25290 Barry Rae; 5098
David Riley; Christine Downey (Guest);
9390 Ken Cocks & Guest; 6369 Eric
Birrell; 6348 Dennis Poole; 5907 Peter &
Brenda Wilson; 6737 Mike Coleman;
6130 Randy Symmons. Apologies from:
Mike Leach; Peter Phillips; Jim Hazlett;
Phil Mead; Dick Ray. Following an error
about the date in the Summer Outpost,
Brian Gibbs attended Trenchard House on
the 8th December 1992, and was able to
greet and share a drink with Derek
Bennison and Stan Browning visiting from
South Africa.

CHANGES
OF ADDRESS

A.L. ANDREWS 3799 - Hurlstone,
Meavy Bourne, Yelverton, Devon PL20
6AR. Tel 0822 855692
Roger BOOTH 5219: 147 Vicarage Drive
Kendal, Cumbria. Tel {H) 0539 730748
Geoff CLEMENTS 8218/8911:
Millgarth, Cleethorpes, Humberside DN35
9PU. Tel 0472 604161
Mike ED DEN 4727: P.O. Box 1808,
Fourways, Johannesburg 2055, Republic of
South Africa.
Hoppy HOPKINS 5659: Flat 4 Oakdene,
Lansdowne Road, Cheltenham,
Gloucestershire GL51 6PX. Tel (H) 0242
227433
H.G. "Fred" HUBBARD 7085 - 16 Nine
Acres, June Lane, Midhurst, West Sussex
GU29 9EP.
Barry RAE P/r 25290 - "Penley", 52
Nashgrove Lane, Wokingham, Berkshire
RGI I 4HD. Tel (H) 0734 733531
Brian SHIERS 4897 - 689 Via Miguel,
Santa Barbara, California CA 93111USA.

"HAPPY HOLIDAYS"
The following "greeting" appeared
inside a 1992 Christmas Card received by
6645 Jon and Shelagh MILNER:
"This Holiday salutation is only meant as
a seasonal greeting. It does not imply or
guarantee that the receiver of this
message will have happy holidays. Nor
does it constitute a binding agreement on
the part of KSK Communications Ltd.
Your actual enjoyment of the holiday
may vary. Happy Holidays may be the
registered trademark of another company.
All rights reserved. This offer expires
January 2nd 1992."
In this country (USA) of great litigation
where everyone sues everyone for the
most minor act, one wonders if this is in
fact a joke!
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DO YOU KNOW OF ANY
JOBS?

'h the unemployment figures exceeding
hiee million it is inevitable that some of

members are affected. It is not
"ecessary to dwell on the hardships that
edundancy and unemployment can cause to
he individual and family. The older one
gets, the harder it is to persuade a possible
employer to take one on.

!thin our Association, menibers are
involved in a wide variety of fields, have
"unlerous contacts and hear many things-
in the UK alone we have over four hundred
pairs of eais!

does not need to be stressed that our
inembers are flexible, adaptable and able to
turn their hands to many things - these were

essential qualifications to be a good
copper in the BSAP!
Therefore would you all keep your ears and
eyes wide open to opportunities that may be
suitable to those of our colleagues who may

undergoing the trauma of
~~employment. If you hear of a job going
let either the Chairman or Hon Secretary

ow and the word can be spread to those
in need. It goes without saying that those
who need this help should also make
contact so if something does come up we
can pass it on. Don't let pride stop you
asking for help. If you can't turn to us, to
whom can you turn!
Whilst our Trust can assist with very short

and extreme situations it is only
practical help that can resolve the real
problem.
It is sad but true that in this day and age
NOBODY is really secure. Please help if
you can!

LONDON GATHERINGS
Aside from the Xmas Gathering in
December the regular First Tuesday have
been quite well supported and the
following have visited since the last
Outpost: Stewart Edwards; Peter Dancer;
Terry Oatt; Cliff Rogers; Guest Derek
Bassett; Maggie Wallis; Brian Gibbs; Tim
Weimer; Phil Mead; Jim Payne; Eric
Birrell; Barry Rae; Sylvia Hunt; Mike
Leach; Ted Galloway; Ed Boddington;
John Restorick; Ralph MacLeod; Murrey k
Mavis Harrison (from Spain); Heather
Smith; Randy Symmons; Dan Hughes; Jim
Hazlett; Fluff Hawks; Stan Bolas; George
Glibbery and John San derson (returned
from places far and now with Royal Parks
Constabulary). John Restorick gave news
of Jim Moreland 7628, ex-Mi/c Camp
Hospital, over here on a nursing course,
but unfortunately not able to join us.

ee

DIAMOND
WEDDING

ANNIVERSARY

Heartfelt congratulations to Percy
BARNES 2906 and to his wife
Dorothy (nee Mayor) who
celebrated their DIAMOND
WEDDING ANNIVERSARY on
11th February having married 60
years ago in the Methodist Church,
Main Street, Bulawayo!
This goes to prove that "love can
last forever - if you want it to."
CONGRATULATIONS TO YOU
BOTH FROM ALL MEMBERS
OF THE BSAP REGIMENTAL
ASSOCIATION EVERYWHERE.
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MEMORIES OF THE MAZOE
PATROL

by Harold D. Rawson

In 1896 my brother and I had a General
store in Salisbury where Kimptons Garage
now stands. Early in June, a man called
Stuart, bought goods at the store for a
prospecting trip out Hartley way. As we had
some boys who had been sinking a well for
us, whose time was not up, we let Stuart
have them to carry his kit.
On opening the store at 6am on June 16th, I
found to my great surprise, the two boys
who had gone with Stuart and one of them
was wounded. They told me that Stuart had
been killed by natives near to
Mashongombi's kraal in the Hartley
District. I took the boys to Mr Mark
Lingard who was acting CNC at that time.
This was the first murder to be reported;
during the day several other murders were
heard of, and towards evening the news
came in of the terrible massacre of the
Norton family.
As I was closing the store that evening,
Blakiston of the Salisbury telegraph staff
arrived. The Acting Administrator Judge
Vincent had asked him to go out to Mazoe
with an ambulance to fetch in the women
from Alice Mine and he asked me to
accompany him.
I was told to be at the Judge's house (now
the Residency, but then known as Maund's
House) at 9pm where I was given a Martini
rifle and fifty rounds of ammunition. I had
previously borrowed a revolver.
There were several people to see us off and
wish us luck, but poor old Blakiston said
good-bye to everyone saying that he knew
he would never come back. Poor fellow, he
was dead within eighteen hours.
The moon had just gone down when we
started with our ambulance and six mules
and in pitch darkness we drove along the
Mazoe road. We finally arrived at the Alice
Mine at sunrise. What a glorious breakfast
Mrs Salthouse gave us on arrival. I can
remember how we did justice to it - ham
and eggs and a tin of sardines each to finish

up with. We little thought that it was the
last decent meal we were to get till we got
back to Salisbury two days later. Mr
Salthouse, the Manager of the mine, having
heard from Salisbury about the murders,
had collected as many neighbours as
possible at the mine. It was agreed that we
should water and feed the mules and all
leave for Salisbury at noon. Some of the
other people I remember at the mine were,
Mr and Mrs Dickenson (Mining
Commissioner) Mr and Mrs Cass (of the
Salvation Army), Routledge (telegraph
clerk) and Messrs Spreakley, Fairbairn,
Pascoe, Stoddart, Burton, Faull and
Darling.
We left as planned, several of the men
walking and the ladies in the ambulance;
Salthouse was on his black pony, the only
horse we had. We had only gone about
five miles when, just as we were
approaching a deep donga overhung by
large trees, a terrible fusillade was poured
into the men walking in front and
Dickenson, Cass and Faull were shot dead.
The ambulance was turned around but in
doing so it was upset and the women
pitched out. It did not take more than a few
seconds to right it and we set off back to
the mine as hard as we could go. We were
being shot at all the time from the long
grass but fortunately nobody else was hit.
On reaching the mine we all scrambled up
to a small kopje which overlooked the
mine and rolled rocks together to form
some kind of protection. It was now
evident that unless we could get news into
Salisbury asking for help, we did not stand
much chance. Blakiston and Routledge at
once volunteered to try to get down to the
Mazoe telegraph office and send word to
Salisbury. We realised that they were
almost certain to lose their lives. Salthouse
probably would not have let them go if it
had not been for the three women with us.
He gave them his horse and we watched
them go down the kopje and round the far
bend. We waited anxiously for an hour
then we saw them coming round the corner
and at the same time heard firing.

PAGE 20



Routledge was on the horse and Blakiston" foot. A minute or two later, wc saw
Bakiston drop in the road and he never
nioved again. Routledge galloped straight

r the kopje but he had to go through a
belt of timber and we never saw him or the
"orse again. It was a great sacrifice for the
sake of others. We now hoped for the best
and started to make our defences a little
"igher. Salthouse went down to the mine
with our two coloured drivers and brought
up a tin of biscuits, two buckets of water
and some dynamite fuses and caps. These
explosives turned out be a perfect Godsend.
At night the natives crept up always nearer
and nearer and it was only small dynamite
charges with short fuses thrown out as fast
as they could be made which prevented the
natives rushing us.
During the night we heard a cow bell in the
valley below us and Salthouse said it must
be old Charles Amnesty, a prospector who
had gone out with two pack donkeys. We
heard him murdered and later saw the
donkeys lying dead. Also during the night a
Basuto native took up a position on the
"opje above us and kept firing at us,
shouting in English what he intended to do
with the women when we were killed.
When morning broke we looked a lot of
tired and bedraggled people but the women
behaved magniTicently. It was all the more
terrible for them as two of their number had
lost their husbands the day before. We
could see our six mules lying dead below
us having been killed in the night.
Towards 2pm that day we heard firing on
the Salisbury road and to our intense relief
we saw mounted men coming towards us at
a gallop. One of them - I think Niebuhr-
was wounded. The relief was in the charge
of Dan Juison and Stamford Brown and
consisted of ten men.
After some discussion it was decided that
we were not strong enough to fight our way
into Salisbury so it was necessary to get
further relief. Salthouse offered Hendricks-
one of the drivers of the ambulance - f100

he would get through in the night and
take a despatch to Salisbury. He left us just

after dark and got to town during the night,
meeting Nesbitt's party on their way to us.
Meanwhile iron plates were taken from the
mine battery and put around the ambulance
as some protection for the women and
wounded.
The natives now drew off from the
immediate vicinity of the kopje and wc had
a chance to get some food and a wash.
Next morning Inspector Nesbitt arrived
with a further fifteen men amongst whom
was my brother and we arranged to leave
for Salisbury after they had rested their
horses. As our mules had been shot wc had
to inspan six of the horses and the men had
to footslog.
We left the Alice Mine at noon with some
mcn on horseback and some on foot in
front of the ambulance and more on foot
and three or four mounted men in the rear.
I was with J.F. Darling and wc were the
last two on foot behind the ambulance. We
were fired at almost immediately on
leaving and had not gone far when Greer
dropped from his horse in the road about
100 yards behind us. Judson rode up and
told Darling and myself to cover him while
he went back to Greer. He found he was
dead, so taking his rifle and bandolier,
came on again. It was just there that I got
hit behind the right knee by what must
have been a spent bullet or a ricochet and I
went down, but I could still walk, albeit
with a limp so I rejoined Darling.
The natives were now firing very heavily
but fortunately, their weapons were old and
obsolete. Pascoe now got on the roof of the
ambulance and was able to tell us the
movements of the natives. Though he was
naturally very much exposed, I think that
most of us would gladly have changed
places with him if only to get the ride, as
the heat and dust combined with carrying a
rifle which was nearly red with rapid
firing, created a thirst that was almost
unbearable. The natives did not give us a
moment's peace and to make matters
worse, they shot two of the horses who
then had to be cut loose leaving the
remaining four to pull the ambulance.
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Shortly afterwards, Van St&aden and Jacobs
were shot dead and Hendricks, Ogilvie and
Burton were badly wounded. When we got
to the Tagura River, the natives were so
close and determined that we could not
even drink. I never shall forget trailing my
hat in the water as I ran through and
soaking the brim for miles.
The natives left us alone after we got to
Gwebi and a very tired, sore and thirsty lot
we were when we ultimately got into
Salisbury at about 10pm having done thirty
miles without food or water in the heat of
the day.
Fifty percent of those who took part in this
patrol were either killed or wounded and
only nine horses returned to Salisbury out
of twenty six. We were first promised a
special medal for this patrol, but we ended
up with nothing except the bare medal
which everybody got. It must be
remembered that all these patrols were
undertaken by volunteers and practically the
same men stepped forward every time.
I am afraid that when we arrived in
Salisbury, two others and myself dropped
out of the ranks and got in to the
Commercial hotel where to our surprise we
found Rosenthall, the proprietor who ought
by rights to have been in Laager. He
stripped his larder for us and gave us a
grand spread with a large bottle of
champagne to wash it down.
We left our kindly host about midnight and
groped our way in the dark to the laager
(the present gaol) but just as we were close
a challenge brought us up with a jolt.
"Halt, who goes there?" "Rats," was the
reply and immediately I heard, "Make rats
a prisoner. " I and my nearest mate in
distress dropped in the long grass but poor
"Rats" was collared and marched off to the
Guard Room. However we had not been in
laager long - having managed to wriggle
through the sentries - when the poor
prisoner arrived, saying that a very
convenient bottle (annexed from the
Commercial) he happened to have in his
pocket, had been the inducement to the
guard to let him go.

A SENIOR CITIZEN DEFINED
A Senior Citizen is one who was here before the
pill, television, frozen fcxxls, credit cards, ball
point pens, jct engines and supersonic flight - and
the moon was for doing courting under, not «r
walking on.

For us time-sharing meant togetherness, and chips
were something you ate with fish - and bought in
penn'orths. Hardware meant hard wear - and there
wasn't such a word as software.

We were before pantyhose, drip-dry clothes an
dishwashers were husbands - not an electricai
appliance and we had hot water bottles - not
electric blankets.

We got married first and then lived together-
how quaint! Girls wore liberty bodices and Peter
Pan collars and thought cleavages were something
to do with butchers.

We were before Batman, vitamin pills, disposable
nappies, pizzas, instant coffee, Chinese take-
aways and supermarkets. Soaps were for washing
with.

In our day, cigarette smoking was fashionable,
grass was for mowing and pot was for stew and
dumplings. To be gay was to be the life and soul
of the party — while aids meant beauty creams,
trusses and wigs.

Today's Senior Citizens are a hardy bunch when
you think how the world has changed!

The Editor's Slot
We have received a good number of stories
from members for which we are extremely
grateful. Due to the space / weight
considerations (postage) we cannot print
them all in this issue. But they all go into
the box, in order of receipt, and they will
appear in the next or subsequent issues.
But do not let that deter you from
continuing to send in your stories and
memories, we WILL print them.
Two photographs from Cliff Rogers and
Ian Dunbar were unfortunately unsuitable
for printing. The printer advises that he
needs clear, black and white photographs
to give a decent quality when printing the
finished article. So if you have
photographs that will be of interest, let us
have them, bearing in mind the criteria.
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FORTHCOMING EVENTS
ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING 1993

on Friday 21st May 1993 commencing 1800 hours at Trenchard House, Broadwick
Street, London. All Members are requested to attend.

ANNUAL DINNER 1993

on Friday 24th September 1993 commencing 1730 hours at the Victory Services Club,
Seymour Street, London. Further details in the next Outpost.

REMEMBRANCE SUNDAY 1993

on Sunday 14th November 1993 at the Rhodesia Plot, St Margarets Church next to
Westminster Abbey, in conjunction with The Rhodesian Army Association. Further
details in the next Outpost.

XMAS GATHERING 1993

on Tuesday 7th December 1993 commencing 1730 hours at Trenchard House,
Broadwick Street, London. Bring wives/husbands, family and guests. All will be
welcome.

REGULAR EVENTS 1993

1st Tuesday of each month: London Get Together at Trenchard House, Broadwick
Street, London. Closest Tube: Oxford Circus. 1730 hours onwards.

PLEASE SUPPORT YOUR ASSOCIATION

CALLING ALL 46'ers. ....
Bob BARKLEY 3942 is thinking ahead
to the 50th Anniversary of the 46*ers
and wonders what support there would
be to a function/week-end or whatever.
Would anyone be prepared to organise
such a function in the UK? If so you
will get all the support you need from
the Committee. Please send ideas, and
indications of support (and your offer to
organize!) to the Hon Sec {UK Branch)
initially and watch this space for
developments.

NORTHWEST GATHERING

The NorthWest Regional gathering for
December 1992 at Galgate was
attended by 13 members and wives. A
welcome visitor was 8043 John
GOODCHILD who was passing
through. John resides in Reading but
works in Peterhead.
Future NorthWest Gatherings for you
to note are 13th March, 12th June,
11th September and 11th December
1993. Further details from Alan Day
on 0524 831366.
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BRITISH SOUTH AFRICA POLICE
REGIMENTAL ASSOCIATION

BRANCHES
BORDER
Rob Anderson (Hon Sec)
Box 7564
East London 5200
RSA

MANICALAND
Harry Went (Hon Sec)
"Utopia"
12 Yumba Avenue
Mutare
Zimbabwe

NATAL
Rob I3ristow (Hon Sec)
Box 10326
Marine Parade
Natal 4056
RSA

BUI.AWA YO
Ray Herran (Hon Sec)
P 0 Box FM330
Famona
Bulawayo,
Zimbabwe

NORTH AMERICA
Will Cornell
1834 E. Bassett Way
Anaheim
California
U S A 92805-5710

WESTERN CAPF.
Nigel Harris (Hon Sec)
8 Northwal
Fish Hock 7975
RSA

CENTRAL;
Ken Stanford-Smith (Hon Sec)
Box UA 9
Union Avenue
Harare,
Zimbabwe

TRANSVAAI.
B.R, Glanvdle (Hon Sec)
Box 8389
Johannesburg 2000
RSA

HARARE
Taffy Morgan (Hon Sec)
21 Kenilworth Road
Highlands
Harare
Zimbabwe

EASTERN CAPE
Alan Fabre (Hon Sec)
Box 27648
Green Acres
Port Elizabeth 6057,
RSA

NEW ZEALAND
P Burridge (Hon Sec)
226 Lake Road,
Takapuna
Aukland 1309
New Zealand

MASVINGO (A Vic)
D Riley (Hon Sec)
PO Box 846
Masvingo
Zimbabwe

The United Kingdom Outpost is published by the United Kingdom Branch of the
British South Africa Police Regimental Association, the Hon. Secretary of which is

indicated below. Opinions and views expr~ herein do not necessarily constitute the
official views of the Branch.

UNITED KINGDOM BRANCH
COMMITTEE MEMBERS

Chairman: Brian Gibbs 6050 - 64 Oakroyd Avenue, Potters Bar, Herts EN6 2EN. Tel (H) dt (0) 0707 657771
Secretary: Mike Leach 4579 - 5 Winksley Grove, Harrogate, North Yorks HG3 2$Z. Tel (H) 0423 565167 (0)
0423 567351

Treasurer: Heather Smith Assoc - 128 Mayfield Road, London, W12 9LU. Tel (H) 081 746 0243
Members

Peter Ellis 7125 -, 3 Tower Park, North Bovey Road, Moretonhampstead, Devon TQI 3 8NZ Tel (H) 0647 40797
(0) 0392 873711

Alan Toms 7391 - 6 Kings Road, Biggin Hill, Kent TN16 3XU. Tel (H) 0959 74846
Peter Phillips 6905 - 28 Cemmaes Court Road, Hemel Hempstead, Herts HPI ISU. Tel (H) 0442 244919
Dick Ray 5075 - Goodrich House Cottage, Goodrich, Ross-on-Wye, Hereford dr Worcester HR9 6JA. Tel (H) 0600
890432 (0) 0386 858585

Terry Oatt 4829 - 243/245 Kennington Lane, Kennington, London SEI I 5QU. Tel (H) 071 735 5751 (0) 071 582
1018

John Butterworth 8760 - 28, The Mede, Kirkham Road, F~kleton, Preston PR4 IJA. Tel (H) 0772 685945
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