
 
KITALE SCHOOL NEWSLETTER 2015 

1 GREETINGS FROM BOURNEMOUTH 

Hello all Kitaleites 
 
As Bridget mentioned in her last newsletter, I would be taking over but under her very able 
tutelage, so the format may change a bit so I hope you will be happy with this. I have copied 
and pasted the information that you have sent to Bridget with very little alteration. 
 
I met up with Bridget when I was in South Africa in March this year and we had a long chat 
about the newsletter and the need to keep it going as long as we can but I think a lot of it 
depends on you, the readers and contributors! 
 
Bridget has a very deep knowledge of all of you who are readers and contributors which will be 
very difficult to match! I know many of you from my days at Kitale School from 1955 – 1962 and 
have met up with some at the KFR (Kenya Friends Reunited) reunions here in UK. 
 
There has been mention of a Kitale School Reunion here in UK, what thoughts do you have on 
this? Do we have time to have one this year or do we plan to have one in 2016? Where do we 
have it and what format would you prefer? A lunch on a Saturday or a full weekend starting 
with Saturday lunch, a dinner and a Sunday breakfast before heading home? 
 
 
 
Never in all my days of living in Africa (Kenya, Rhodesia and South Africa) did I ever think that I 
would live in UK but here I am! Why am I here? Well my wife Lesley got herself a transfer to 
Bournemouth with PruHealth from Johannesburg and Discovery Health!! 
 
What have I been doing while I have been here? For the first couple of weeks I froze - we 
arrived to the coldest March England has had for 50 years. Once summer finally arrived it was 
actually very pleasant and I was able to enjoy the sunshine – and it turned out to be one of the 
best summers the UK has had in a while.  



 
I arrived in time for a Kenya reunion in June in Taunton which was arranged by Kenneth Doig of 
Safari fame with a good contingent from Kitale School, and discovered that Patricia Casadio 
(Greaves) was living in Bournemouth and had been at Kitale School at the same time as I was. 
 

 

Patricia Casadio (Greaves), Jeff & Lynne Pool, 
Jenny Wilson (Northcote) & Kevin Northcote 
 
There was a second Kenya Reunion in Corton in September and again there was a good 
attendance from Kitale School: 
 

  
Pouring a Tusker!! George Brookes, myself, Jan Simpson(Deitrich) 

& Roger Dudin 
 
Most of us will remember Mr Brookes, the Headmaster, George is his son. 
 
 
 

https://www.facebook.com/patricia.casadio
https://www.facebook.com/jan.simpson.127?hc_location=timeline


 

2 ANTONIA BAGSHAWE  

P.O. Box 47, Jarrahdale, West Australia 6124. 
28th November 2014. 
 
Into December already but with luck it will reach you before Christmas. I hope you and yours 
have had a good year and will have a cheerful time with family and friends over Christmas. 
Clemency and her four boys and grandchildren will have a sad Christmas without Joshua (Simon 
and Alison’s older son) who died in a road accident. I grieve for them all.    
 
The year has moved fast. ‘Retirement’ is my main ‘occupation’  and I get huge pleasure from 
being able to follow my interests of the moment; if I get sufficiently excited or interested in 
what I am doing I may even change my plans for the day – or fail to change them but be late!! I 
still have the alpaca and the farm, with 2 mornings a week volunteering at a nearby Wild Life 
Sanctuary, and I remain active in our local Heritage Society and play bridge regularly. Life is 
more or less stress free so what more can I ask for! This comfortable and interesting life with 
home and family nearby is probably the main reason why I have not travelled anywhere this 
year. Next year needs to be different as I want to catch up with Clemency and her children and 
grandchildren in UK (who may need reminding of ‘their aunt/great aunt from Australia’). 
Hopefully I will manage to visit UK and possibly Kenya (a long shot) next year and will shortly be 
exploring the best way to set up the travelling.  
 
My alpaca interest remains strong with ‘mums and babes’ in one herd and the wethers in the 
other.  The ‘mums and babes’ herd is temporarily with a neighbouring breeder to enable me to 
grow a decent crop of meadow hay (rye grass and clover) and this will be cut and baled soon. I 
am surprised at how much I miss the ‘mums and babes’ even though the wethers are fair 
company. Watching little ones progress is an added interest with the ‘mums and babes’ herd. 
Anyway they will be back within a few weeks - once the hay is cut. It has been a good year with 
warmth and rain during the latter part of our winter (coinciding with the English Summer and 
possibly nearly as warm!).  
 
I am very fortunate to remain physically fit with no breaks or injuries since the knee fiasco 
about 2 years ago. This means I am able to do most of the animal and farm work but the 
greatest ‘plus’ is having  Charles and Vicky next door who help me with many things. Charles 
helps with his mechanical and practical know how as well as using his tractor for heavier work.  
I don’t think I could drive a tractor and I certainly would not know how to use a modern tractor 
with all its extra gadgets for carrying, lifting, digging holes etc!!  It is a very different machine 
compared to the old Ford tractor David had on the Kitale farm.  
 
I have just re-read last year’s letter and my interests are really little changed. I don’t think 
‘another year older another year wiser’ - holds true for me anyway!  It seems more like another 



year older with more to forget and less to remember with!!  While I do not often forget where I 
am I am quite likely to forget why I am there. I am often reassured by hearing those of my age 
(which is the mid-70s) tell of similar problems! In the same context when you put something 
down remembering where you put is an almost certain ‘next problem’.  Similarly - when looking 
for something, or trying to put something away – remembering where it should be.  I find life 
easier if I am sufficiently planned (and self-disciplined) to obey 2 major rules viz.  ‘Do one thing 
at a time’ and ‘put it back where it belongs’ but they not always easy rules to follow.  Enough of 
that!! 
 
We have had a great year for rain and plant and tree growth and particularly with a reasonably 
warm winter and the pastures and the re-vegetating areas have grown wonderfully - as have 
the weeds unfortunately. However I can deal fairly easily with the weeds with spraying and 
some I can pull up while the soil is still moist. I am writing by email if I have your address 
despite my earlier resistance to using email for the annual Christmas letter but I still believe a 
hand-written note has more real ‘warmth’  than type on a screen. Have a good Christmas and 
very best wishes for 2015. May it be your best year yet and may all your dreams come true!!  
 
 
 

3 ANN AND HUGH GLADMAN, DECEMBER 2014 

 
 

 
 
 
 
Christmas 2014 
Rather than looking back, we are looking forward to 2015 as it will bring considerable changes 



to our lifestyle. 
 We have had a villa block booked at  “The Grange” for probably close on 18 months, but in the 
last two months ,we have decided it is time to make a move. 
We have lived here for the best part of 41 years and downsizing will not be easy. 
Like everyone else, who has moved, we have had the first mandatory garage sale to get rid of 
the least sentimental, and less valuable items. That was not particularly easy but the next clean 
out, of things we like, but just can’t take with us, will be a little more difficult. 
We spent 3 months during winter in Queensland once again and enjoyed the warmer weather, 
despite the Queenslanders complaining it was the coldest winter for 20 years. 
Greg had a trip to USA and was recognized as the “Global Salesman of the Year” with his firm, 
which was quite a feather in his cap.   
 Whilst in the States, he met Sarah and she has come to Australia on a working visa and they are 
very happy in Brisbane. 
Ethan is still playing a lot of basketball and doing well in a Gold Coast rep team. 
Savannah has started gymnastics and we are sure she will excel as she is very supple and loves 
climbing. 
Deb and Bruce are still in the same work places in Junee. Josh is doing well on his guitar, Matt is 
doing hip hop dancing and Holly has started ballet. 
We had a very pleasant family get together at Coffs Harbour, where we stayed in a resort for 8 
days. Great time had by all. 
We also stopped to pick up a new family member. Little Rosie, is a Cavalier King Charles Spaniel 
and is giving us much pleasure. She has been going to puppy school for the past 3 weeks and is 
learning things quite quickly. She also enjoys socialising with the other puppies. 
Earlier this year we traded our Roma caravan and purchased an en suite van, with washing 
machine and most mod cons.  
As we may have a few months between selling our house and moving into the village, we will 
spend whatever time necessary in the caravan either in a local park or touring. 
We will be going to Brisbane for Christmas this year and Sarah is bringing her parents out for a 
“Christmas in Australia on a scorching summer’s day.” 
Front Photo - Back row, Greg, Sarah, Hugh, Anne, Bruce, Debbie. Front: Savannah. Ethan, 
Joshua, Matthew, Holly 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
Our new dog            “Rosie”  
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 

4 GAY’S PARTY. 

Gay (Tilney) Prevost was remembered in her magnificent garden on Saturday 27th September 
2014. I was privileged to be there and be asked by the family to give a small tribute to Gay as to 
where we were brought up in Kenya in the early 1940’s. 
The day started with rain and more rain, by 11 o’clock we forced back into the marquee, but 
this did not dampen the proceedings. 

   
Bernhard Turkstra relaxing after his being the MC and Mike wandering in the garden. 
The singing by the grand children was very cheerful and well sung. 



   
Adrian made a very moving tribute to Gay for the family; John with Martin did the thanks after 
a number of tributes from friends and neighbours. 

  
Martin relaxing with a friend and the garden when the sun came out in all its glory. 

It was great to meet the whole of Gay’s and Mike’s family. John with Tammy and their 
children Jessica and Saskia, Adrian and Kelly from Brisbane with Rosie and Lucy. Martin and 

Catherine with Luke and Nieve. 
The whole day was well arranged and the food was well organised well done every one. Gay 
was proud of you and she is looking forward to her open Garden. 

     
  



Guests I caught up with, Annie and Huck Endersby with George Bradford and his wife the local 
bee keeper. George and I went to school together and were the in the first victorious Duko 
Rugby side to beat Princo, great to catch up. 

   
Angela came down from Bots pity Michael could not make it. I was there with Sue Cockcroft 
and Mike. 

  
Final pictures of Sue, John, Adrian and Kelly.  Ooch was out of sorts as he was moved out of the 
garage and had to find a place in the orchard. 
Well done Mike, John, Adrian and Martin and the ladies we will keep in touch and remember 
Gay and for me Robin in fond memories. 
 
Cheers Antony 
 
 
 
 
 
 



5 DEREK STRANGE 

 
Greetings from Oz 
Canberra, 16th December 2014 
  
I hope this finds you both well, and enjoying retired (or more likely in your case, Bridget, not-
really-retired!) life in Hilton, and maybe seeing a little of your family diaspora now and then 
too. I rather hope you will not be burdening yourself with another Kitale Newsletter this coming 
New Year, Bridget – however much I always enjoy receiving them and catching up on the Kitale 
School diaspora – but if one is to be produced by A.N.Other, please add a paragraph or two of 
your own news, so that we can all keep in touch with you two. 
 
Our own year’s news from Canberra is good. We moved to live here last late-January, and here 
we are now well into early summer, as you must be also. We’ve just enjoyed a very tasty spring 
asparagus season, and now also feasting on the new season's crop of mangoes - from the 
Northern Territory or Queensland, not from the much cooler Canberra area, of course. 
Although it’s not very much cooler today, with the temperature at about 35°C, after we 
reached a pretty hot 39°C a couple of weekends ago. Apparently, this year's temperatures are 
exceptionally high for so early in the summer, and the local weather forecasts suggest that we 
are in for a very, very hot and dry one, no doubt with serious outbreaks of bush fires, which 
Australia is anyway so prone to. There has already been one massive fire in the Blue Mountains, 
just to the west of Sydney - not very far from Canberra in Aussie terms – and there was a huge 
fire raging just outside Perth a couple of days ago. There’s a hard-right-wing government of 
climate change deniers in power here at the moment, too, which makes me quietly seethe at 
their retrogressive environmental views and policies! Unfortunately we have no vote here, not 
yet … 
  
We continue to enjoy our grandson Sam's company after school on several days of the week, 
when we child-mind him. He's a very verbal, high-action little guy, so he keeps us well on our 
toes (and wears us out totally sometimes too). He's due to move to a new school next school 
year, in February, which will be a very good move for him - the playschool he's been at this year 
was over-lax, and pretty disappointing for such a bright little boy, to my mind. The ‘other two’ 
in our family (Mark and Sharon) are also both well - we usually see them a couple of times a 
week, so we keep well in touch with what's going on in their lives. Mark has had a very 
enjoyable and worthwhile research trip to China recently - way off into the hinterland of Henan 
province in central China, to investigate some pretty obscure 10thC inscriptions on stellae and 
in temples there, which he was obviously thrilled by (!), and he’s just got back from a week’s 
seminar at a university in the Czech Republic, which he has also found stimulating (even though 
it seems to me like an awfully long way to go just for an academic ‘natter’!). 
  
We are currently investigating what we may do when our Aussie visitors’ visas expire next 
September: go back to London or stay here for longer? We are both quite hooked on the 



pleasant lifestyle we are able to enjoy here, and both of us like this extremely attractive city 
and its natives, and its surrounding country – some of it very reminiscent of up-country Kenya, 
to my mind. Being with the family on a regular basis, watching Sam growing up and so on, is 
obviously a big plus for us here too. We’ll see … 
  
That’s our basic 2014 news, but this letter is mainly to send you both our very best wishes for 
Christmas, and for the coming year. I hope it will be a healthy and enjoyable one for you both.  
  
Happy Christmas and Happy 2015!   
 
Derek 
 

 
 

6 JENNY PONT 

P.O. Box 64918 – 00620 Nairobi, Kenya. 

Cell: +254 722 221179 or +254 733 602431 

Email : Pontact@africaonline.co.ke    or   jenny@pontact.com  

 

15th August, 2014. 
 
Dear Family and Friends,  
 
I know it’s been a while and the longer I delayed the more difficult it become to write.  There 
has been so much water under the bridge – since my last newsletter there must have been 
great changes in everyone’s lives – but now I’m going to tell you about us and I promise to keep 
in touch from now on. 
 
I’ll just concentrate on the last few years – it is certainly a tale of woe but it has to be told.  Save 
to say that up to that point work was trickling in and I had some successes – Google (if you can) 
“Kidnappet” a Danish kids adventure story starring Connie Nielsen.  Or “Kapringen” (A 
Hijacking) a critically acclaimed film about a Danish ship hijacked in the Indian Ocean.  Also 
Oscar and Golden Globe winning “In a Better World”.  
 
In 2010 Ben and I travelled to England with Kat to Cindy’s (Simon’s daughter) wedding to Rob.  
Just before we left Nairobi Ben had a fall and travelled with his face covered in plasters and 
bandages.  Of course he got a lot of sympathy from the airline crew and loved that.  Soon after 
that his balance deteriorated and we couldn’t find the reason.  He was also diagnosed Diabetic.  
By 2011 he was confined to a wheelchair and we employed the services of Charles, an ex-
policeman, as a nurse.   
 

mailto:Pontact@africaonline.co.ke
mailto:jenny@pontact.com


Fast Forward to February 2013:  Some ruffians turned up saying they were the new owners and 
we had to pay rent to them and that they were going to “build a fence”.   It turned out we were 
caught in the middle of a family feud.  The junior shareholder (stepbrother of our landlady) was 
selling off all the senior partners’ properties.  The ‘new owners’ put up a corrugated iron site 
office 20 meters from our kitchen door and proceeded to build a 7 ft. wall around the property, 
and started cutting down all the trees.  Our Landlord, Bernard Hinga the first Police 
Commissioner told us in 1970 “never cut down a tree”.  We had 6 acres of beautiful forest with 
some of the tallest trees in the area. I fought for every tree, saving fallen nests of fledglings 
along the way, and finally got a court injunction to keep them off until end of September.  In 
September I finally found a suitable house to rent.  After being misled that we had an extra 
month’s grace, it transpired we had 2 days to move out.  My film crew came in force with any 
transport they could muster helped us pack and move.   The following two days we demolished 
and moved out the 7 props stores and lost a huge amount of property but it was a lucky escape.    
 
The move was tough on Ben.  He was not well and very confused. After the move he had a 
couple of stints in hospital, the second one for a simple operation on his enlarged prostate 
which he sailed through – but the healing took weeks because of the Diabetes.   There was 
happy surprise for Ben at the end of 2013 when his son (Ben) and daughter-in-law (Marjolein) 
contacted us from Holland to say they wished to come on a visit after Christmas.  Surprise 
because they had not met for 37 years.  It was an emotional one week’s visit but it perked Ben 
up and they promised to return for his birthday in April.  They arrived the same day I brought 
him home from the hospital on 16th April to a happy reunion.  Ben had a sudden relapse the 
following morning and the Doctor recommended immediate intravenous fluids.  We took Ben 
to the Limuru Nursing Home which is nearby and they made him comfortable.  I had some 
business to attend to in Nairobi and we drove back to visit Ben in the evening.  As we parked 
the car outside the Nursing Home the doctor called to say Ben was gone. It was the day before 
his 79th birthday.   
 
Family and friends rallied around and I could not have got through the following week without 
Ben and Mar, Kat, and my friend Harriet.  As it was Easter weekend the announcement in the 
newspaper did not appear until Tuesday and the memorial service was on Wednesday followed 
by his cremation. Nevertheless, more than 100 people came, and again the film community 
were so supportive – providing spectacular flower arrangements, refreshments and snacks for 
the guests, and most importantly a Kikuyu clergyman to conduct the service who surprised us 
all by singing the Kaddish in Hebrew.  How Ben would have loved that. 
 
There was a touch of light relief – which Ben would also have enjoyed – at the Crematorium. 
Kenyans are averse to cremation but all the guests accompanied us.  The story goes that all the 
bhangi (marijuana) that is confiscated by the City Council is sent to the guys at the crematorium 
because they have such a tough job.  Consequently, it is managed by little wizened old men in 
white coats who actually do appear to be permanently high.  The oven is housed in a stone 
building with a tiled roof and a chimney where the wispy smoke appears and floats towards the 
Ngong Hills – all very moving.  However …. After wheeling the casket from the hearse and 
placing it in the oven – followed by a fascinated crowd of Kenyans – the guys in the white coats 



handed “young” Ben a box of matches and asked if he would like to light the fire!  With this 
done, we all trooped outside to watch the smoke rise from the chimney.  Suddenly, one of the 
white coats exits left coughing and spluttering, then another exits right.  And smoke starts 
billowing through the tiles, out the front and the back of the building – everywhere but from 
the chimney.   
 
We’re going to scatter Ben’s ashes in the Aberdares on 16th and 17th September.  Ben and Mar 
will still be here, Glen and Paul will come from South Africa, and maybe even some other family 
members from overseas.  Then on 20th September we’ll have a sendoff at the Aero Club.   
 
The house we moved to is in the grounds of a boy’s secondary school near Limuru.  It has a 
verandah overlooking the playing fields, and an enormous Mugumo tree (considered sacred by 
the Gikuyu tribe).  I’m very happy here – although it’s a long drive to my office, and being high 
altitude it’s really, really cold.  I seem to have a constant stream of guests and have seldom 
been alone since Ben died.   A good thing in some ways but I do now appreciate my time alone.  
 
My two cats still don’t speak to each other and so Kili lives in the office which is also an 
occasional guest room and she loves having people to stay.  Shaba now aged 16 is in good 
shape and the two dogs who were outside dogs sleeping in the garage with the night 
watchmen, now sleep inside and are spoiled rotten.   
 
We’re still struggling to get producers to come to Kenya.  South Africa offers very attractive tax 
rebates and financial incentives and it’s been my lonely mission for the past 10 years – through 
different governments – to convince Kenya to do the same.  Finally we have a Film Commission 
Chairman who understands, and a Cabinet Minister who knows about film.  He was an Extra in 
“Dying of the Light” which we shot in Malindi in 1993 and whenever we are in meetings he 
always points out “This lady was my boss”.   I just lost a major Swedish film to South Africa 
because of incentives, and a smaller German shoot to Ethiopia because of security!  Kenya’s 
taking a hammering in the media but, just FYI, life goes on and Kenyans are a resilient lot.  
Increased security is noticeable – especially in the shopping malls, restaurants and hotels.   
 
Well, I must sign off because if I don’t send this off tonight I never will.   
 
Again, apologies for the long silence.  And hopefully the next epistle will be on a happier note.  
 
Love and hugs, 
 
Jenny 
 

 



7  JONATHAN WOODS  

 
Thank you for putting one Gay Tilney in touch with the other. 
Charles Stuart was at Oxford with me and in the Australian diplomatic service. 
He’s now retired and they live in Narrabundah, but come over to UK every year. 
In fact they are just leaving to come over so Gay may not be in touch with Gay now until their 
return. 
You may have been interested to see that although they have no connection with Kitale 
themselves, Peter Randall is a friend of theirs. 
Apologies for my typing error, calling you Karen, by mistake. 
Was very sorry to hear of Robin’s death in Botswana early last year and I will get in touch with 
Gay myself, now you have very kindly provided her email address. 
My sister Jennifer is over here from Kenya for a week or two. Tragically she lost her son Carey 
in June, as you will see from the attached obituary. 
 

Carey 

Eaton1_outlines_final.pdf   
If anyone wants to know more, there’s lots more online if you just Google  
Carey Eaton. 
I was interested to see you have found someone to take over from you and wondered who that 
might be. 
I also see the Newsletter continues electronically. How can we get copies? 
You’ll see Jennifer’s and Peter’s email addresses above, who I’m sure would like copies. Or does 
one have to visit the website you mention to get them? 
  
All the best 
  
 
Jonathan  

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



8 NEWS FROM THE HEARNES 

 
Hello Everyone 
 
It does not seem possible that it is 2 years since anyone has heard from us, apart from those 
who are now part of the global ‘social media’ craze. I hate having to spend time in front of this 
screen, but it is a great way to keep up to date with the doings of friends & it’s always great to 
get news from you all. If you do the ‘Facebook’ thing please add me to your ‘friends’ list. 
Assuming we are still friends!! 
 
It is no question that the speed of the passage of time is directly related to age.  Also one’s 
memory capabilities – well mine anyway – is also directly related to one’s age. The more 
‘mature’ I become the less what happened last month has a chance to be remembered let 
alone last year – so 2013 has no hope!! Suffice to say we have survived & despite the best 
efforts from our totally inept leaders the sun shines, the grass becomes green when it rains & 
we bash on regardless. I guess our politicians are not much different than those in the rest of 
the world. For all the raa, raa over Mandela he has been pretty well forgotten here now & his 
name rarely mentioned, but we do live in an amazing country. Where else in the world could an 
unqualified deaf & dumb signer get the job to do the deaf signing at Mandela’s funeral (second 
only to the Princess Di one in worldwide media coverage seemingly) & rub shoulders – literally 
– with Obama & the rest of the world leaders who attended the funeral? We don’t need a 
comedy act we are one!! However we are certainly not a ‘nanny’ state & do have some good 
things going for us as a country & with our current exchange rate must be one of the best, 
cheapest holiday destinations on planet earth. 
 
One memorable 2013 ‘happening’ was the Kitale School (my old primary school) re-union that 
took place here in our valley in November which, although nowhere near as big as the 2008 one 
back in Kenya, did attract a number of ‘watoto wazee’ (old kids!!) from as far away as America, 
Europe & Kenya. All of whom it was great to see complete with wrinkles, paunches, grey hair & 
all again. 2016 will be Bridget’s 60th anniversary of starting teaching & as it has been her efforts 
principally that have kept the Kitale School re-unions & alumni going there is talk of celebrating 
that with another final swan song somewhere – maybe even back in Kitale would naturally be 
first prize.  
 
Having not been to Cape Town for a good number of years we ended up there twice in 2014. 
Once to attend a tourism trade show, the other time to spend a wonderful week with the 
Websters. Bill & Fran run away from the English winter every November when possible – (they 
cannot be blamed for that - the white, flaky stuff looks damn cold to me!) Fran has developed 
an amazing art concept which she calls  ‘Gazonkas’ – kind of topical talking pictures which are a 
bit like the old comics with the written bubbles, but these are great artworks as well. We spent 
a real fun week exploring all around Cape Town. Unlike the rest of much of Africa where 
European settlement history is quite short, in Cape Town it goes back to the 1650s - a long time 



ago for this continent. Hell, there are some guys there that have already been dead 300 years!!! 
It has to be said the Cape Town tourism authorities make the rest of the country look like 
beginners & unfortunately we are in one of the beginners provinces, albeit the prettiest. 
 
For the first time since she was six Stephanie (niece from Brisbane) – now 21 – as well as sister 
Tina & Phil managed to all get to the Drakensberg at the same time. We spent a super three 
weeks together, not going on any major safaris, just short day visits here & there which worked 
really well. From their trip here a new concept for a touring business was born that we hope 
will get off the ground next year whereby Tina will source tourists from Australia, America or 
wherever wanting to take advantage of our crazy exchange rate & get a magic African dream 
holiday thrown in (Do I sound like a tourism brochure??). She will then chaperone them out 
here, hopefully avoiding the marauding natives & wild beasties, from where we will take them, 
feed them & generally pamper them for a couple of weeks or so & send them home to their 
safe little cocoons overseas being able to tick a big box on their bucket list – the African Safari. 
Well that is kind of the plan!! Tina tour guided in Kenya & learnt to cook in America so really all 
we need to do is point the vehicle in the right general direction & hope for the best. So you all 
need to sign up quickly to avoid disappointment – the clock is ticking!! 
 
I was fortunate to do a two week fascinating tour with John & Marion Kendall, who are always 
great company, in November. We followed the African Ivory route up the west side of the 
Kruger game reserve. It was along this route that the famous or infamous elephant hunters, 
rogues & swindlers plied their trade in the early part of the 20th century. It’s the area where 
South Africa, Mozambique & Zimbabwe meet & the story goes that whenever life got too hot 
for these ‘scally wags’ (haven’t thought of that word for years!) with the various authorities 
they would just walk thru the bush into the next country & raise a middle finger at their 
pursuers. At the exact spot where the 3 countries actually join there was a concrete beacon just 
wide enough to stand on so in an emergency they could stand on the beacon safe from all their 
captors!! Well that’s the story anyway & would I ever tell an untruth to our friends?!! As is said 
‘Trust me, I’m Irish! 
 
2014 has been a pretty tough year for Glenn who broke away from the company he was a 
director of to go on his own. Internal communications in the corporate sector is big business 
now & he was having a lot of hassles in the company so decided to ‘go it alone’. Fortunately the 
break ended amicably eventually so he has retained all his clients & Barry, who was on retainer, 
has also now joined him, but it has not been easy & we just hope that 2015 works well for 
them. Glenn had several meetings in Europe – believe it or not but it seems we ‘internally 
communicate’ better than a number of the European countries so they hope to do more 
international work going forward. (I am somewhat concerned how slowly my retirement fund is 
being supposedly accrued by my sons at present – it’s not making much headway at all right 
now!) 
 
Magda continues to put in long hours at our own tourism business – the information & booking 
service but that is also facing some challenges now with the advent of the on-line booking sites 
which have sprung up globally. Naturally every booking made ‘on-line’ is one that we are not 



getting & as more & more business is being done that way it is making our lives tougher, 
however there is a silver lining which is becoming more & more apparent. It is the number of 
scams now coming out of the woodwork. Tourists booking ‘on-line’ & paying only to find when 
they arrive that either the accommodation does not exist at all or that they have never been 
heard of. So in a strange way these scams are helping to keep us in business!! Then there are 
the really clever ones who book thinking they are booking in South Africa, but actually pay for a 
place in Argentina or France – so much for globalization, but it is still no excuse for stupidity!!  
 
I conclude with the most important news event this year in Winterton – our local town/village – 
it now has a traffic light!!! It really shows we are living in a very, very small town when the 
year’s most startling news is the installation of a traffic light, however we are blissfully 
unscathed by the horrors happening in so much of the rest of the world. Our thoughts are with 
everyone in Kenya which seems to be taking a real hammering at present & with Australia not 
far behind. Hopefully things will settle down for them next year & may our little town of 
Winterton remain its peaceful, sleepy self for many years to come. 
 
Finally, Magda & I wish you all a fantastic 2015, take care, stay strong, laugh lots & where 
necessary keep your heads down!! 
 
With all our love. 
 
The Hearnes. 
 
 
 

9 KARIN GANZ   

I was prompted on Facebook that it was my cousin Terry Davidson's Birthday and so I sent him 
a message. He replied that he is presently trekking in Bhutan with 3 other 'ex-Kitale guys' - Nigel 
Sinclair, Pete Flatt and Charles Kerfoot, who I met with Vicki at a dinner Irvine organized for 
our last day in Perth! 
  
At that dinner I also met Antony & Ros Humphris - Antony told me he had once been 'baby sat' 
by my Aunt Sylvia Davidson when she was 18 or so! 
  
I also met Noreen Flynn and her partner Clive at a super Fish & Chips Restaurant in 'Freeoh'. 
Noreen was a friend of Jane Turkstra, but she also was a close friend of Gayle Davidson.  ... 
Small World!! 
  
Yesterday I went to see a matinee show of the Lion King. It was very good .... Hakuna Matata!! 
.... No worries Mate!! 
  



I know Mike Prevost intends to visit Kenya later on this year. He is scattering some of Gay's 
ashes in the Daintree ... Some in Kenya and some in her beloved garden. 
  
So much for me saying 'Kwaheri' to Africa!! 
 
 

10 JOANNA PICKFORD 

 
Hello Everyone, I have my son in laws old computer and feel quite proud having sort of worked 
out how to set it up all by myself, connecting to the internet and stuff like that. Unfortunately I 
haven’t got everyone’s email addresses back. I did copy them over to my back up but somehow 
some whilst their names are there they are blank in the address department! If you have their 
address I need 
Martin Pickford pickford@mnhn.fr 
Helen Pickford 
Kim Paleg 
Vicky and Charles Kerfoot kerfoot50@bigpond.com 
Carol Schmoll schmollcarole@hotmail.com 
Umah Nagamuthu 
I still haven’t finished my travels in California and have more lovely pictures for you to see but a 
couple of more recent stories want to be told. Friday night was cold so I took out some 
jambalaya out of the freezer and put it in the microwave to defrost and heat for supper. I was 
watching Midsummer Murders and it was that one where the old rich guy (who just died) very 
eccentric brother Fred I think, is in his hot house rubbing baby oil on his courgettes Inspector 
Barnaby says to him “You went to so and so’s house last night at eleven” and Fred says “did I” 
and Barnaby says “You know you did” and Fred says “inspector Barnaby Yesterday is another 
country etc!” I thought the whole speech which I can’t remember was brilliant. About 11PM I 
went to bed and  was so freezing cold I decided I had to heat up my wheat bags so I went down 
to the kitchen with them and threw one in on top of the Jambalaya! I swear I ate my supper and 
I wasn’t at all hungry! So you see with me it’s not just yesterday which is another country 1 
hour ago is a different planet! 
I have to tell you about my procedure which eventually went ahead last Tuesday. I recall going 
in for surgery years ago and they snuggled you up in the room outside the theatre and made 
you comfortable with hot blankets and pre meds. You were hardly aware of going into the 
theatre and you might be asked to count when the aesthetic was administered. Not any more, 
they wheel you into the brightly lit theatre stone cold awake! You see everyone standing round 
chatting and the bright lights and torturous looking gadgets hanging off the ceiling. Since I was 
having a laser procedure on a kidney stone they were all wearing brightly coloured lead jackets 
too. I had to shuffle my body from the bed to the slab, no more lifting of the person as they 
used to which is probably better for all their backs but shuffling whale like sideways, in white 
sack open down the back, from a lying down position is no easy task let me tell you! And the 
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slab is just wide enough to accommodate the torso so hands crossed on your chest. Then they 
slot in the arm pieces and you have one arm with blood pressure doodad  out at a right angle 
and the other arm with the catheter for the meds at a right angle the other side. I saw the 
registrar inserting some sort of contraption each side of my hips and felt slightly weird then he 
stood looking at me so I said “This feels somewhat like a the staging for a crucifixion!” He 
laughed and said it did. I don’t remember any more till I was all finished and I heard someone 
saying the stone was as hard as a diamond and difficult to shatter. I had visions of it set in a 
ring. My friend Paula told me that they can be very beautiful! 
I am having a bit of work done on the house and my lovely cousin Charles has drawn up the 
plans for council; whom I have to tell you charge like wounded bulls nearly 2500.00 for a 
renovation with an ensuite. Plus they make you provide all the copies for neighbours etc and 
then charge an admin fee. I’m nearly tempted to make the changes without approval! Anyway 
Charles made me laugh (Sorry Charles) I told him the bed room would have bunk beds for the 
grandsons and he reminded me that the older child Matthew should be on the top. I laughed 
because I’m a mother, Grandmother and an early-childhood trained teacher with 40 years of 
working with children birth to 8 so I pretty much know about child safety. Anyway on the plan 
details looking down on the room from heaven, he has drawn in the bunk bed, and written on it 
Matty to be on Top Ollie on the bottom. So sweet and caring!  Laugh, I nearly bought my own 
beer! (I haven’t heard that saying for years an old boyfriend of mine Ron the Con used to say it 
don’t know where it came from. Perhaps a different century?!) 
Today I went to a 60th birthday for Adams Mum Abra made the cake I’ll put some pictures. It 
turned out well. I think I’ll do the next California edition a bit later on this one seems long. See 
that’s cos I haven’t been able to chat to you all for weeks whilst my computer was busy 
crashing. I am going to get its hard drive out eventually and get it to plug into this one. I finished 
my sea anemone embroidery and my mosaic satellite dish I’ll attach pictures; may have before 
you never know. My letter box book is coming along nicely I have been taking lots of photos! 
 


