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Honouring those who served Rhodesia:

They rest from their labours
and the memory of their

deeds shall remain.

Newsletter of the Rhodesian Services Association

FROM OUR INBOX:

Posted to the Brittany Remembers Facebook group on 6 March 2026:
THE BOY FROM THE BUSH

The Thompson Brothers Remembered

Every year in the East Riding Yorkshire town of Brough the Deputy Lord Lieutenant and

the local Air Cadets join local people at the War Memorial to honour the 15 men of the

town who gave their lives in the Second World War.
XN

400 Miles away in Gouesnou,
Brittany, the mayor is joined by
French veterans and local
townspeople to honour one of
three brothers from Brough,
named on the war memorial,
who is buried in their local
churchyard.

Brough, Yorkshire



The story of the three young men from Yorkshire
who lost their lives in World War 1, is little
known to the wider public, but they are
remembered every year across the world — in
Yorkshire, in Brittany, on the small Dutch island
of Teschelling and in distant Myanmar. They
were the sons of John and Helen Thompson.

The eldest brother, Lt John Andrew Furnivall
Thompson, born in April 1919, served with the
3rd Battalion 4th Bombay Grenadiers. He was
lost in action in February 1945
in Burma (now Myanmar). He is
commemorated on the
Rangoon (Yangon) War
Memorial in Taukkyan War
Cemetery which
commemorates 27,000
Commonwealth soldiers of
WWII with no known grave.

The British High Commissioner
lays a wreath every :
Remembrance Sunday. g
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Roy and Richard Thompson
His younger brother Roy P
Furnival Thompson born April 1921 "& %%
served with RAF 144 “Rhodesia” y
Squadron, as the pilot of a Hampden
bomber. On 7 February 1942 his plane
was shot down during a sea mine-laying
mission off the Dutch Frisian Islands, His
body was washed up on the small island
of Terschelling. He is buried in the

Ameland Nes CWGC cemetery.

The youngest brother Richard Keith

Thompson, born in January 1923, served
as fighter pilot with 266 RAF “Rhodesia”
Squadron, based at Exeter. On 3 August ~ Ameland Nes, The Netherlands




1943, his squadron of
Hawker Typhoons led by
Squadron Leader Sandy
Macintyre were deployed
as close air protection to
8 Stirling bombers, on a
daylight raid on the
submarine pens at Brest.
Six Luftwaffe FW109
rose to intercept and in
the ensuing dogfight
Richard and Sandy’s
planes were badly
damaged. Richard'’s
plane spun out of
control. The plane
crashed near the town of
Gouesnou, without him
being able to bale out.
He is buried in Gouesnou
Churchyard.

Aged 19 and 17
respectively both Roy
and Richard emigrated
to Southern Rhodesia
(now Zimbabwe) in 1940
to join fellow
Yorkshireman, Rugby
International and friend
of their father, Col
Herbert Macllwaine
DSO, MC, Croix de
Guerre, who had a farm
near the village of
Marandellas, (now
Marondera).

On his 18th birthday,
Richard left farming to e | S
join the Rhodesian Air Gouesnou, Brittany

>
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Force and began his pilot training. During one of his first solo flights, his plane, a de
Havilland Tiger Moth, ran out of fuel and crashed in the bush. Richard survived and
wandered through the bush for 12 days, feeding on birds’ eggs, before being found by
local African children and finding his way back to base. This episode earned him the
nickname ‘Bundu’, the local Bantu language word for the bush and it appears in
subsequent official documents.

Roy and Richard were both commemorated on the War Memorial in
Marandellas/Marondera.

Marandellas/Marondera War Memonal in February 2019

For more than 80 years, Roy and Richard'’s sacrifice has been honoured, their graves
carefully tended by local people. In Gouesnou a memorial plaque has been erected with
QR codes to allow passersby to learn about the story of the men buried there.

With thanks to Daniel Crouan, Hugh Bomford, Squadron Leader Clifford-Roper-Smith,
Gerloff Molenaar, Gemeente Ameland, Andrew Jackson, Jackie Jackson, Lion and Tusk
Museum, Gildas Saouzonet.

RhSA member, Doug Towler, writes from Ontario, Canada:

The day of 15 February 1978 should have been a joyful day in our lives, amid the
thoughts of getting home to our loved ones and back to normal civvy street life, at least



for 30 days. Instead, it was a day that had a profound effect on my life. | was part of the
Rhodesian Army 9" Battalion Support Unit (mortars and 106s) and, during the month of
January 1978, we were doing our usual 30/31-day call-up at Vila Salazar, the place where
the main rail line going to Lourenco Marques, now Maputo, crossed into Mozambique. We
had suffered a terrible camp, having had our Officer in Charge, taken off with shell shock,
when we were stonked heavily the 4" day after we arrived and then, on 23" January, two
soldiers of C Company (8 of whom had come along to learn how to operate mortars at a
fixed border site), were needlessly killed by a stray mortar round from the Mozambique
side. This struck the edge of the mortar pit they were training in and totally decapitated
both of them. To top this lousy month off, our relief, supposedly from the 5" Battalion,
never arrived on 30" January, due to not enough men not responding to their call-up. We
now had to hang on until 1 February when a superb unit of the Rhodesian African Rifles
(RAR) arrived at about 09:00 hours to relieve us. We travelled in our convoy on the sand
road alongside the rail line and, at the Chikombedzi Protected Village, we turned north
onto the hard gravel road that would take us up to Buffalo Range and back onto tarred
roads, heading home.

I was in the lead R/L [regimental lorry] with 5 other guys and we were driven by Corporal
Fanie B. Next came a stores R/L driven by Rifleman Colin Murray of C Company, and then
came another Bedford with guys in it, lastly another R/L carrying our mortar tube and
spare military equipment. When we were about 16 kilometres above the PV turn-off, we
saw a two-wheeled scotch cart with two young Africans on it, come down the other side of
the road and suddenly slow down. They looked into the ditch on their side and both
Jjumped off their cart and disappeared into the ditch/bush, right where their cart had
stopped. Two of us started banging as loudly as we could on the roof of our R/L to get
Fanie to stop, but he couldn't hear us over the noise of that clapped-out truck. Just before
we got to the place where the scotch cart was sitting abandoned on the road, | lit up two
Gunston smokes and undid my seat harness. | turned to offer one to Sergeant Andy
Berrington who was sitting on the right corner of the truck box, with a TR Raio tucked
against his left side. At that moment, over the top of our truck, flew two flaming rockets,
which exploded west of us, in the bush, but the third RPG7 struck Sergeant Andy and the
TR48 radio. The fellows sitting to my left and right were blown over the side of the R/L and
I was blown some 6 metres straight up into the air. Although not a real Christian believer
at that time, | called out, "Oh, Jesus, save me!” From my elevated position, | was able to
see Sergeant Andy blown to pieces and Rifleman Jose Alpium get shot on straight on, as
he went over the truck and directly into where the terrorists and their mujiba (young
helpers) assistants were in the ditch. On my way back down to the truck, which was now
on fire, | saw Rifleman Colin Murray get shot 3 times, while trying to stop his truck. As
there were no doors on those old R/Ls, the terrs simply shot into the cabs. After what
seemed like an eternity up in the air, | came down onto the burning sandbags, the original



form of anti-mine blast protection, and started pulling myself up as fast as | could manage
to the back of that R/L. | looked down at the gravel road from some 3+ feet up and just
crashed onto the road surface, head first. All my hair was burnt off and my hard hat was
blown in half, with only the strap keeping the back portion on my head. My right ear drum
was blown out and most of my clothing was burnt and stuck to my skin. | was lying on the
road between two trucks and was unable to roll either way, because of the water bottle
and ammo pouch on my waist webbing. Eventually, two of our guys braved the bullets
flying millimetres above my head and crawled out of the ditch to drag me off the road and
(nto the ditch.

Within minutes, all the unscathed guys and Major Dennis Payne (who had joined our post
on 24™ January, the day after we lost the two C Company fellows), managed to get onto
the western side of the stationary R/Ls and started firing back. | was dragged/carried back
from the road to a large tree and propped up against the trunk. It turned out one of the 8
C Company guys was a fully qualified medic, his name was Ishmael and, as a Muslim, he
was not subject to mandatory call-ups. But like so many followers of the Hindu, Muslim
and Buddhist faiths, he did Medical, Food and Stores services. He could not find a vein to
give me a life-saving injection. Eventually he jabbed a needle into my right big toe — the
after-effects are still there to this day — and he got the life-saving drip into me. After what
seemed like ages being worked on by Ishmael, Major Payne and two of our sergeants
came over to where | was propped up and | distinctly remember saying to Major Payne,
“Oh Christ, Sir, that's our volleyball team buggered” and Major Payne replying, “Doug’s
going to be fine, let’s get back to wiping out those terrorists.”

Those injured were moved, laying flat out on the back of army trucks, to a bush strip
nearby and then flown 3 at a time by a PRAW [Police Reserve Air Wing] Cessna to Buffalo
Range Airfield and thence by ambulance to Chiredzi General Hospital. Here | was laid
down on a cold stainless steel X-ray table, whilst they cut all the burnt clothing off my
body, then they tried to X-ray all the burnt and shrapnel-damaged parts. One piece of the
RPG?7 had cut through my leg, about 2 millimetres above the tendon of my left foot, and |
had bits of shrapnel in virtually every part of my body. For many years, the airport
scanners in Swiss airports would go off every time | was near one; it took a long time
before it all worked its way out of my skin and body parts. After 6 days in the Chiredzi
Hospital, we were flown back to Bulawayo in the rear of a regular scheduled Air Rhodesia
Viscount plane, in which the seating had been rearranged to accommodate our various
casts, crutches, bandages, etc. As we took off, the captain said over the PA, “Folks, we are
proud to have aboard today our heroes who have done a super job, but are a bit banged
up right now.” Boy, the food and drink sure came flooding to us after he made that
announcement.



I spent another 10 days in the Bulawayo General Hospital and did not go on my regular
call-ups for March and May of 1978. They did let me out of the Bulawayo Hospital to
attend the funeral of Sergeant Andy Berrington, which really hit me hard emotionally.
They would not allow me to attend the Catholic service for Rifleman Jose Alpium, as it was
considered too emotional and mentally draining to cope with at that time. The last sad
part of this saga is that | had to go to the home of Rifleman Colin Murray’s parents and his
brother to tell them exactly how he had perished, as | was the only one who had
personally seen what happened to Colin.

First published in Rhodesians Worldwide Magazine, October-December 2025

WAR AND REMEMBRANCE

Thoughts of a Troopie

Ten years old and four feet high
History and U.D.I.

"Today we've struck a blow", said he
"For Justice and Christianity,

For Principle we've made a stand,
Courageous people, splendid land
Civilized we stand or fall

God save the Queen, God bless you all."
And like the years, good friends have gone
Dave and Richard, Mike and John
Crash and ambush, mine and mortar
Cold and heat and dust and water
Freckled David, laughing Paul

And Pete my bravest friend of all.
Write their names on Rolls of Honour,
Scripted bold in golden splendour.
For us will be no victory day,

The dogs of war have gone astray.
Now Principle becomes surrender,
Expediency, the legal tender.

Is justice just for those who shout?



Is this what Christ is all about?

Will someone tell us why we fight?

What once was wrong is now what's right.
Where am | going? Where have | been?
Somewhere... Nowhere... in between
Years of waste - and so | cried,

The day my good friend Johnny died.

Composed by Russell Drysdale and reproduced with permission.

Old Boys of Birkenhead Institute World War | Memorial
Hamilton Road, Birkenhead, UK

https://www.birkenheadinstitute.co.uk/BIOBWW1WarMemorial-Page01.html

“The Futility statue is the culmination of over ten years of campaigning by the Old Boys
of Birkenhead Institute (BIOB), when their original memorial came under threat, to ensure
that the sacrifice of 88 of their number in the Great War was not forgotten. The original
memorial was the school’s former playing fields at Ingleborough Road, Birkenhead, in
particular a sports pavilion, built entirely as a result of fundraising by friends and family
of the Fallen. When the original Memorial Playing Fields became earmarked for housing
redevelopment, in discussions with the local Council, the idea of a replacement memorial
on a site elsewhere emerged. In this way, BIOB decided that it should take a form that did
not attempt to repeat the ideals expressed at its opening in 1926, but rather constitute a
form that spoke to today’s generations about the consequences of War, no matter how
justified.

The statue is a larger-than-life interpretation in bronze of an iconic pen and ink drawing
produced by the Institute’s former Art Master, David (D.S.W.) Jones in 1964, to illustrate
an early book produced by the school. This book showcased the life and works of
celebrated war poet, Wilfred Owen M.C., a former pupil and one of the '88". The statue
was beautifully sculpted by Jim Whelan, with input from Dave Jones in the year before his
death. It was critical to the aspirations of the original artist, and also BIOB, that the finished
sculpture delivered the sentiment of the times in which the drawing was produced in the


https://www.birkenheadinstitute.co.uk/BIOBWW1WarMemorial-Page01.html
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Photo credit: Chris Wells

1960's and which saw a fresh appraisal of the Great War. Realism was also considered of
paramount importance, in its portrayal of a modern-day appreciation of the combat stress
involved for participants in more recent conflicts.

After considerable negotiation with Council planners, BIOB eventually secured agreement
to site the statue on the corner of Hamilton Square, Birkenhead. Not only was the site
chosen of critical relevance, being within sight of the Birkenhead Cenotaph (the formal
focus of Civic Remembrance in the Borough) but it also provided a new focal point from
the Square towards a previously empty corner occupied by a ground level Council car
park.

It was always envisaged that the finished memorial would be a substantial artistic and
emotional contribution to the ‘offer’ presented by this historic flagship setting. The public
are drawn to consider the ultimate futility of war, as expressed by the words of Birkenhead
Institute’s most celebrated Old Boy, Wilfred Edward Salter Owen. The words to his poem,



Futility are inscribed on the simple plinth, itself constructed from materials reclaimed from
the former sports pavilion at Ingleborough Road.

The Statue was formally unveiled in February 2019 by the Duke and Duchess of Sussex.
Speaking on behalf of the family of D.S.W. Jones, his son Marc explained that for his father,
the original image was an exhausted soldier reflecting on the struggle through which he
had come, but unbowed by his experience, a man that with a cup of hot tea and a tin of
bully beef inside him would be back on his feet, ready for what next was asked of him. A
universal soldier and an ordinary man called upon to perform extraordinary deeds.”

ROLL OF HONOUR

Peter James Baston who passed away recently, was a long-standing and generous
Financial Member of our
Association. Pete’s widow sent
us a donation in his memory
and we decided to use the
money for a museum project
that we'd long had on our list -
replacing our existing mercury
vapour lights, which emit
material-damaging ultraviolet :
light, with LED lights. These are made in a factory near the museum and were installed on
17" February, by Hugh and Museum Curator, Tony Fraser.

We now refer to them as 'Pete’s Lights'.
Obituary

Peter James Baston passed away on January 7, 2026, after a
valiant battle against cancer. He was at home, receiving hospice
care, in the loving company of family members.

Pete was born February 7, 1947, in Gravesend, Kent, England, to
Freida Mary Baston and James William Cheeseman. His father
abandoned the family shortly after Pete was born, and from
when he was four Pete divided his time between England and
Rhodesia (how Zimbabwe), where he lived under the care of his beloved “Uncle” Eric.
When he reached the age of conscription, Pete chose Rhodesia as his home country.




As a citizen soldier, Pete proudly served in the Rhodesian Army Rhodesia Regiment (RR)
11 Brigade (Rhino) intermittently from 1966 to 1978, rising in rank from Trooper to
Warrant Officer, and was honorably discharged in 1978. He served mainly in logistics
deployment, specializing in ground-based convoy utilization and protection, especially
in the use of innovative methods to prevent IED and other threats to convoys’ personnel
and cargoes.

When not deployed, he earned a Bachelor of Science in Engineering from the University
of Rhodesia, a Bachelor of Science in Engineering Management and an Associate in
Cognitive Psychology from University Natal, and a Master of Business Administration
from University Rhodesia. He also began his apprenticeship at Ajax, Ltd., a Rhodesia-
based conglomerate owned by his uncle, engaged in light and heavy construction and
civil engineering, as well as the production of mine- and ambush-protected vehicles
(which ones? HB to advise).

Pete rose from apprentice to Division Manager and part owner of the company,
overseeing the design and construction of petrochemical and power plants, dams and
roads, and large commercial structures in Rhodesia, Mozambique, South West Africa,
Swaziland, Botswana, and Angola. It was due to his experience as chief engineering
troubleshooter for Ajax that Pete developed what became a life-long passion for Quality
Assurance.

With the rise to power of Robert Mugabe and the formation of Zimbabwe, Ajax and
everything else that Pete and Eric had owned were seized and Pete was forced to leave
the country he loved, carrying one suitcase and the equivalent of US$500. While job
hunting in Europe, he attended an engineering conference where he met a senior
engineer from the Fluor Daniel division of the Fluor Corporation, the largest
construction and engineering company in the United States. A program mishap found
Pete extemporaneously leading a session on Quality Assurance. At the end of the
session, his new-found friend offered him a job at Fluor Daniel. Though Pete turned the
offer down at first, six months later he became a Senior Consulting Engineer for Fluor
Advanced Construction Services in Irvine, CA.

At Fluor, Pete founded and led the “Buildings of the Future” research and development
group that developed advanced technology for rapid high-quality modular construction,
then successfully launched a new subsidiary to sell advanced products and services to
the utility, petrochemical, civil engineering, aerospace, and defense industries. In 1986,
Pete left Fluor to form Monkradle Design, a company dedicated to the development and
manufacture of advanced support equipment and systems to promote best practices
and Quality Assurance in facility construction, operations, and maintenance in public



utilities and in the petrochemical, aerospace, civil engineering, and defense industries,
among others. The platforms that Pete patented, constructed, and marketed for
temporary installation inside power plant boiler-furnaces to facilitate inspection and
repair reduced shutdown time from 12 weeks to 3 and, by one estimate, reduced on-
the-job injuries by about 200 per year.

Pete married Mary Ellen Deponte in 1984. In 1993, Mary Ellen sued for divorce, and
Monkradle closed its doors, a victim of the property settlement. Once again, Pete set out
in search of a new adventure. Realizing that computers and information technology
would eventually drive best practices in industrial design and maintenance, he set about
learning digital technology from the ground up at the University of California San Diego,
Northwestern University, the University of British Columbia, and MIT. Pete pursued an
independent and eclectic course of studies that eventually led to a list of technical
certifications as long as his arm.

In 1996, on a visit to Los Alamos National Labs and the Santa Fe Institute, he decided to
settle in New Mexico. Over the following decade, Pete took on a number of large
projects in technical concept development, best practices, and problem-solving for
government agencies and private companies as a solo consultant, earning the nickname
“IdeaPete” along the way.

In 2005, Pete married Lilli Segre and in 2007 Pete and Lilli joined forces to formalize his
consultancy business as IDEAS Business Technology Integration, LLC. Pete believed
parametric technology would be the cornerstone for future development of advanced
best practices using digital workflow. IDEAS demonstrated the value of rule-based cyber
information modeling technologies on several small projects, but the fledgling company
could not survive the Great Recession. In 2010, Pete and Lilli moved to Boulder,
Colorado, and Pete gave a passing thought to retirement.

His severe allergic reaction to mediocrity and passion for “doing it right in the real
world” led Pete to become a frequent speaker and lecturer on the pursuit of excellence
and the integration of technology in Quality Assurance and business systems. He served
as a board member of the Natural Hazard Mitigation Association, was a member of the
American Society for Quality and the American Society of Civil Engineers and was an
Advisor Member Guru of Engineers Without Borders. He also served for several years on
different citizen advisory working groups in the City of Boulder Municipalization Charter
effort, and he collaborated on the Quaker Institute for the Future Focus Book, Toward a
Life-Centered Economy: From the Rule of Money to the Rewards of Stewardship (2019).



In Boulder, Pete and Lilli had discovered a community of kindred spirits in the Boulder
Friends Meeting, of which they became members in 2012. The simple stillness of
unprogrammed Quaker worship spoke deeply to Pete’s African upbringing and the
testimony of integrity in particular resonated with the strong moral compass that had
guided his entire life. Pete saw that of God in everyone he met long before he heard the
concept put into words. The friendship of Friends sustained him through several health
challenges, including his final battle with cancer.

Pete is survived by his wife Lilli Segre, and stepson Alec Tossani; sister Patricia Mary
Mason, nephew Shaun Mason (Bev), and niece Lynn Jackman (R.J). A hybrid memorial
service in the manner of Friends was held on February 14 at the Boulder Friends
Meeting House in Boulder, Colorado.

Finally, we publish a heartfelt tribute to RhSA member, Craig Bone - whose passing we
recorded in our last issue - by Larry Norton, a fellow artist:

CRAIG BONE - THE PASSING OF A LEGENDARY ARTIST
Zimbabwe has lost its finest painter. And to me, its most senior.

‘A tall tree has fallen in the land.
And the rain falls in its memory’

Craig launched his bold and uncannily real works in the early 80s. His dynamic style and
speed at covering a canvas were unique. | remember seeing his paintings in Genesis
Galleries, in an arcade off George Silunduka Avenue. They were completely different to
the David Shepherds that | had studied all my life. Craig’'s work and vision made you
excited about art. He and Eric Forlee showed that, with hard work, success in art was
possible. My thoughts and great sympathy are with Ann-Marie, Sean, Lauren and
Maxine and family. Also with fellow painter Andrew Bone, Craig’s boet, and all their
family.

When | first started on a full-time art career, Craig and Ann-Marie were kind enough to
have me over for 2 days to see how Craig worked. | learned a lot and was fired up. We
did not see much of each other over the years and decades but strangely, in October
this year Craig kindly called, and we had a few excellent talks. | was trying to persuade
him to return to the country he loved with such bittersweet and raw emotion.



Craig had served with distinction in RLI in the war years. He was badly wounded in
action by shrapnel from a mortar and carried those scars all his life.

His paintings of the Rhodesian War will always be unsurpassed. His military commitment
continued on in the US, where he worked with Veterans recovering from psychological
and physical injuries. He demonstrated that art could be a catharsis, as it had been for
him. | did not know Craig well, but | saw him do some amazing things. | saw him
dedicate enormous time and resources into the kids at Barwick Primary School in
Concession, especially in the Boy Scouts and Girl Guides. | saw him teach many aspiring
wildlife artists and | remember him once bringing a bunch of them to my studio on our
farm in Mvurwi. | saw him fight for the MDC in opposition to Mugabe and ZANU-PF, at a
time when it was very dangerous to do so.

| saw him achieve incredible heights in his painting career, with recognition from
Christies and more recently from the David Shepherd Foundation, where he beat many
of us in the competition. Craig had decades of success and recognition exhibiting at
Safari Club shows in the US. His painting will live on through Maxine's talented work.
For me, Craig was always a foundational constellation in the orbit of the wildlife art
world of my time. He leaves a revered place in that open sky. Beaver Shaw wrote a fine
poem in tribute to Craig. Not long after his passing, these words had come to me:

TO CRAIG BONE:
Somewhere,
Each of his
Works of Art
And of heart
Hang in a sunlit gallery.
The sere colours of Mana mud,
And Cerulean skies,
And elephant bulls cresting the escarpment,
And soldiers of the war that marked him.
Exhibited for all eternity.
They are testimony,
To his work.
And to the land,
And the people,
He loved.
Rest in peace, Craig. Thank you for all you did and all that you gave.
‘A tall tree has fallen here in the land. And the rain falls in its memory.’



THE LION & TUSK MUSEUM AND THE CQ STORE

The Rhodesian Services Association’s roots go back to around the year 2000. In 2002, we
were invited to form a display area in the 6th Battalion (Hauraki) Regimental Association’s
Garrison Bar. This was opened by General Peter Walls when he visited in 2003. In 2006 we
were invited to form multiple displays at the Classic Flyers Museum and, in March 2018,
we rented a building and set up The Lion and Tusk Museum in Mount Maunganui, New
Zealand.

We managed to trade our way through the Covid lockdowns, with sales of goods from
our CQ Store, and with income from our Financial Members we kept our heads above
water. The Lion and Tusk Museum is eight years old this month. It is the only publicly
accessible museum of its kind in the world, outside Africa. We benefit from the support
of over 1,000 Financial Members world-wide. We need to increase our membership in
order to cover rising costs and so that we can continue to grow our museum. For Financial
Membership, please email theeditor@rhodesianservices.org for our banking details. We
run bank accounts in many countries; we can process credit/debit cards and we also have
a PayPal account. Financial Membership is EXTREMELY important to us. We would greatly
benefit from owning our own building. We are open to discussing bequests and
donations, in full confidence.

Here is a link to a 17 minute video on YouTube of a walk through The Lion and Tusk
Museum for you to watch: https://youtu.be/681QytMDz-Q You might like to also have a
look at the first video that we made, eight years ago, from this link:
https://youtu.be/YIsn113ytOM, to see how far we have come.

We recommend that you subscribe to our YouTube channel which is at
https://www.youtube.com/@TheLionTuskMuseum

When you buy from the Rhodesian Services Association CQ Store, you are supporting the
preservation of Rhodesian history through The Lion and Tusk Museum.
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Rhino Nek

he Old Elephant
Road Kariba

Camp Hill

Razor Ridge
Kidney Hill
Puff Adder Ridge

Buffalo Nek

MAKUTI

THE ELEPHANT ROAD

Part of the legend of Kariba,

still the world's biggest manmade lake,
is that the twisty, windy road to dam
site was built following elephant tracks.
This idea was mooted and executed by
a team led by Jim Savory, the director
of irrigation, who had the road built
in record time before the rainy season
of 1956 and at half the cost quoted
by the Roads Department. The men
worked in temperatures in excess of
100 degrees F, and there were
numerous encounters with wildlife that
saw the engineers name parts of the
road Rhino Nek, Puff Adder Ridge,
Buffalo Nek, Razor Ridge along with
sections christened Savory's Folly and
Krieck's Ridge after the leading
protagonists. The Zimbabwe Govt.
changed the signs. The history may
have been rewritten but the legend
remains.

This was written by Jono Waters
and pulled together by Bob Manser.
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This newsletter is compiled by Jackie Jackson for the Rhodesian Services Association,
jackie@rhodesianservices.org

To view previous newsletters, go to our Archives

Views, language, and information expressed in The Sentinel may not reflect current
understanding, they are provided in a historical context.

The Lion and Tusk Museum is a collection of historical, cultural, artistic, and
scientific information displays, videos, photos, and writings. These depict Rhodesia
and Rhodesians of all races, from the late 19th century until the country’s transition
to Zimbabwe in 1980. Neither the museum management, nor its team of volunteers,
have political, racial, or gender-specific agendas, and they unreservedly condemn
any scandal-mongering misconceptions to the contrary.
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