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‘“The Police Review.”

Salisbury,
December 12th, 1911I.

With the advent of the New Year, I have much
pleasure in addressing a few words of approbation
to alk-members of the Corps which I have the
honour to command, through the medium of the
“Police Review,”

In the early days, the B.S.A. Police experienced
many hardships and vicissitudes which were
shared alike by the officers and men with a sym-
pathetic understanding and an entire absence of
undue demonstration that such hardships existed.

Although, with advancing years, the conditions
under which the men serve have: gradually im-
proved, . it is;a pleasure to note that the comrade-
ship. and the goodwill is still a factor for the
common good.

I am of opinion that no finer. body of Police
could be - desired, and although not strong
numerically, the work is carried out in a most
efficient and satisfactory manner, and compares
favourably with the work of other corps whose
duties are of a similar nature.

As members of the B.S.A. Police, every man
should :cultivate a-spifit of forbearance towards
his fellow-men, and by combining tact with honesty
of purpose, gain the confidence and. respect of the
public who claim his protection.

The testimony conveyed by His Royal High-
ness the Duke of Connaught with regard to the
smart appearance and the efficient manner in
which they. carried:- out their duties during his
recent visit, the congratulatory remarks addressed

to the men on parade by General Sir lan Hamilton
after his recent inspection, and the letters of
appreciation which so highly praised the men who
represented the Corps at the Coronation of King
George, were most gratifying.

It is my desire that such expressions of praise,
embracing the men as a body, shall, if possible, be
surpassed in the future, and I have every confidence
in the men bearing themselves with distinction
through any duties they may be called upon to
perform.

In conclusion, I may state that at all times 1
shall be pleased to extend my hearty support to all
manly sport in which the men desire to take part,
so far as the exigencies of duties will allow.

Wishing every member of the Corps a very
Happy and Prosperous New Year.

G. V. DRURY, Major,
Commanding Officer,
British South Africa Police.

The address which we have the honour to
publish above, as well as the kindly letters of
greeting we have received from the Commanding
Officers of the Southern Rhodesia Volunteers, have
come at a singularly appropriate time, and should
point out the direction which our New Year’s
resolutions for 1912 should take.  The best spirit
of harmony has always existed between the three
defence forces of S. Rhodesia; otherwise the short
but wonderful history of our country would never
have been achieved. As Major Drury has said:
“It is a pleasure to note that the comradeship
andthe goodwill is still a factor for the
common good.” Here is one resolution for the
New Year we may well form—let us continue
to foster in every way the feeling of esprit
de corps in our own ranks and the comradeship
with our gallant friends of the S.R.V. so that we
may present a united and a reliable front to all
comers in the hour of need. We can do this the
more readily as we know and respect the efficiency,
the courage, and the sportmanship that exists in
thé ranks of our Volunteer comrades. At thesame
time it must not be forgotten that we ourselves
must strain every nerve in the endeavour to exhibit
these three virtues as prominently as our regiment
has done in the past, so that the men of the S.R.V.
can reciprocate our respect for them, and the
entente may be the more complete.

Especially welcome to all members of the
B.S.A. Police will be the paragraph in which
our  chief has stated his intention of
fostering  “all manly sport in which the
men desire to take part”; and here again it rests
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with the troopers to see that the sport of the Corps
is developed more fully than in the past. Sports
which are confined to individual troops are de-
cidedly - lacking at present, though they are the
best means of breeding the local esprit de corps
which is such a help to the general esprit de corps
of a regiment. Let us hope that the year 1912 will
witness an improvement in this direction.

While we are dealing with the subject of
comradeship, let us give a thought or two to the
officers and N.C.O’s of the N.R.P., many of whom
have served as troopers in our ranks, and all of
whom are doing as great things as any Englishmen
have done, in well nigh the loneliest surroundings
in the Empire. Above all, in framing our resolu-
tions for 1912, we must remember that on the
B.S.A.P. trooper, as much as anyone, rests the
future of Rhodesia.

W .B.B.

The Lone Trail.

Ye who know the lone trail fain would follow it,
Though it lead to glory or the darkness of the pit.
Ye who take the lone trail, bid your love good-bye ;
The lone trail, the lone trail follow till you die.

The trails of the world be countless, and most of the trails be tried ;

You tread on the heels of the many, till you come where the ways
divide ;

And one lies safe in the sunlight, and the other is dreary and wan,

Yet you look aslant at the lone trail, and the lone trail lures you on.

And somehow you're sick of the highway, with its noise and its
easy needs,

And you seek the risk of the by-way and you reck not where it
leads.

And sometimes it leads to the desert, and the tongue swells out of
the mouth,

And you stagger blind to the mirage, to die in the mocking drouth.

And sometimes it leads to the mountain, to the light of the lone
camp fire,

And you gnaw your belt in the anguish of hunger-goaded desire.

And sometimes it leads to the southland, to the swamp where the
orchid glows,

And you rave to your grave with the fever, and they rob the corpse
for its clothes.

And sometimes it leads to the northland, and the scurvy softens
your bones,

And your flesh dents in like putty and you spit out your teeth like
stones.

And sometimes it leads to a coral reef in the wash of a weedy sea,

And you sit and stare at the empty glare where the gulls wait
greedily.

And sometimes it leads to an Arctic trail, and the snows where
your torn feet freeze,

And you whittle away the useless clay and crawl on your hands
and knees.

Often it leads to the dead-pit, always it leads to pain ;

By the bones of your brothers ye know it, but, oh, to follow you're
fain.

By your bones they will follow behind you till the ways of the
world are made plain.

Bid good-bye to sweetheart ; bid good-bye to friend ;
The lone trail, the lone trail follow to the end.

Tarry not, and fear not, chosen of the true ;

Lover of the lone trail, the lone trail waits for you.

(From “ Songs of a Sour Dough.”)—
CHARLES ROBERT SERVICE.

The Year’s Track Athletics in Matabeleland.

During the past year, the athletic side of
Bulawayo sport has not improved much, if at all.
With two exceptions, the King’s Club have
organised all the sports meetings, and they have
been poorly repaid by the competitors. Most of
the runners have been content to turn out with
little or no training, and then grumble because
they cannot win. What training means to a
runner was seen in the case of Hutchison, who set
himself to the task of winning the half-mile
championship, and, after a strenuous season’s
training, finished up by being 100 yards, 440 yards
and half-mile champion. From being unplaced
off 3 yards in the 220 yards handicap at the
Coronation meeting in June, he improved so much
by the end of August, at the Caledonian Sports,
that he won the 220 yards.off scrat ch in very easy
style. The two Rabinsons also trained well, and
got their reward by winning the two sprints at the
October meeting of the King’s Club. ~ We have
other good runners if they would only train, and it
lies with them whether sports meetings will be
more attractive next year. If they show the same
lethargy next season it is possible that athletic
meetings will be done away with altogether.

The Caledonian Society gave a good after-
noon’s sport in August, and some good running
and jumping was done, and at the Coronation
meeting in June record entries were received for
every event, which shows that the talent is there,
if only the young men would rouse themselves up
a bit. Bulawayans take pride in the fact that they
are a sporting community. Let us see some of
that sporting spirit next year.

The cyclists have been going from bad to worse.
But for one or twoindividual performances cycling
might as well have been non est. Kritzinger
scooped up most of the prizes and championships
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(training again) on the track, and put up a record
for the Bulawayo—Matopos Dam and back ride
which will take a lot of beating. His time for the
double journey (about 32 miles) over roads which
were not in too good condition was I hour, 43
minutes, 30 seconds. In October, young Edwards
had a try at the Z5-miles and one hour motor-
paced records on the track, held by Sherry, and
was only 300 yards short of Sherry’s distance for
the hour. He was badly looked after by his
attendants, or e would have beaten the record by
a good bit. Everything points to cycling being
dropped next year unless a more sporting spirit is
shown by the riders.

The performances this year which have beaten
‘Bulawayo’s, and perhaps Rhodesia’s previous best,
are:
A. N. Hutchison’s half mile in 2 mins. 12 secs.

» quarter ,, 52 secs.
A. C. Gower’s long jump, 2I ft. 6 ins.
J. S. Kritzinger’s Bulawayo—Matopos Dam
and back (cycling), T hr. 49 mins. § 45 secs., beat-
ing Say’s record of 1906 by 3 mins. 53 secs.

A.R.

We hope to publish in our next issue a descrip-
tion of the Rhodesian championship meeting,
which has been held recently at Salisbury. From
the reports we learn that Hutchison, who is
apparently a real marvel, secured both the 100 and
220 yds., while Ruxton, the other competitor, won
the putting the shot event. Where is our little man,
Jack Roos ?

“Happy ” Saunders had not much difficulty in
gaining his victory over Wightman in Salisbury.
His coming return match with Pat Kealey of
“ours,” is sure to attract a large audience, as there
have never been fights in Bulawayo where the two
men are so evenly matched.

Mr. Jim Chapman, who has done as much as
anyone in Rhodesia to foster a real interest in sport,
is presenting a magnificent silver cup to be com-
peted for by the riders of the B.S.A.P. It is to be
hoped that this will result in really Homeric con-
tests between the troopers of the two provinces.

Storbeck has not been adding to his reputation
of late. He has chosen the methods of the crafty
but not very sporting Yankee fighters, and we were
glad to see that his tactics led to his disqualification
in the seventh round of his fight with Frank Moran.
From the accounts of the Storbeck-Wells fight,
where Storbeck was knocked out in the eleventh
round, it would read as though Wells is occasion-
ally more confident than he appears to be in the
ring. He seems to have played a waiting game,
receiving terrific punishment in the first few rounds,
in the knowledge that he could last better than his
opponent by so doing.

From an English provincial newspaper report
on a murder case: “The murderer was evidently
in quest of money, but luckily, Mr. Jorkin had
deposited all his funds in the bank the day before,
so that he lost nothing but his life.”

Letters to the Editor.

“We shall be pleased to publish the written opinions
of our readers, especially those of interest which are
likely to arouse discussion. Letters of a libellous nature
will not be printed—THE EpIToR.]

To the Editor, “ The Police Review.”

DEAR SIR,—WIill you kindly convey, through
the medium of your columns, the good wishes of
the Western Division, S.R.V,, toall members of the
B.S.A. Police and the Eastern Division, S.R.V., for
Christmas and the New Year.

The Division also sends greetings to your
paper and hopes that it will long continue to
interest and amuse its readers, and that its circula-
tion will increase, as its merits deserve.

Yours faithfully,

W. B. RAMSAY, LT.-COL.
Commanding S.R.V.,, W.D.
Drill Hall,
Bulawayo, 14th Dec., 191I1.

[NOTE.—We have also received a kind letter
from the Commanding Officer of the S.R.V. (Eastern
Division) in which the warmest Christmas greetings
were sent to our readers from the Volunteers of
Mashonaland. Unfortunately it was too late for
our Christmas number, but we take this occasion to
thank the Commanding Officers of both Divisions
and assure them of the heartiest goodwill and
interest felt by our Police readers for the welfare of
the two regiments, and the wish that with the New
Year they may continue to hold the very high
reputation they have won among the Defence
forces of the Sub-Continent. At the same time the
Editor desires to acknowledge the card of greeting
he received irom the Officers, N.C.O.’s and Men of
the B.S.A.P., on Christmas morning ; and wishes to
assure them that, with the sanction of future editors
of the Review, it is his intention to serve the
regiment as long as he is capable of doing so—
through the medium of the regimental paper.—
EDITOR, Police Review.]

A well-known candidate for the Legislature
was addressing a B.S.A.P. audience. He had held
forth for two and a half hours on every subject
under the sun, and was commencing a lengthy
peroration with :

“ A thousand years hence who will be fighting
for liberty ? A thousand years hence who will be
writing for liberty ? A thousand years hence who
will be speaking for liberty ?”

Here came an impressive pause which was
broken by a voice in the background which sadly
said: “1I believe you will ! ”’

Even a B.S.A. Policeman can’t lead a cham-
pagne life on a beer income.

Everything’s a sham, more or less. But the
Policeman loves the sham no less for being dressed
in pretty frocks. We all prefer toast at the Grand
to “ bully ” in the bush-veld.
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A Veld Romance.

She was a sweet little Dutch maiden of about
seventeen years, unassuming demeanour, brown
hair, and brown eyes that looked at you with the
trustfulness of a spaniel. Her home—well, it
wasn’t exactly a palace, but it was cleanerthan the
majority of back veld domains, and the hero of this
little narrative (a son of the soil from Home) on his
first patrol there felt quite a feeling of home-sick-
ness when he saw the neatly-scoured tables, the
kettle singing away merrily on the fire, and last,
but not least, the sweet little maid who glanced
shyly at the manly figure of the “khaki.” It was
undoubtedly a case of Cupid successfully shooting
his arrow and so piercing two youthful hearts with
his mad and reckless archery that they appeared
inseverable.

It was remarkable how often that particular
farm required to be patrolled, and yet no reports of
crime emanated from that quarter, although
personally 1 felt assured of the fact that the
number of dogs retained there was in excess of the
number of licences and that the ““ crack ” occasion-
ally of a Mauser during the close season was not
exactly like Casar’s wife.

Love laughs at licences, however, equally with
locksmiths, and our noble hero was not long before
}‘1e was ascertaining details from me regarding
“opsit” etiquette, ante-nuptial contracts and
similar subjects, to which I gave him more or less
veracious replies. At last one day we were together
in.the. nearest dorp, and I happened to be in the
principal emporium, when in walked the amorous
one and commenced purchasing on a scale that
fairly astounded me. Just to enumerate a few
articles ; there were two hats, a dress, boots, shoes,

Plioto) OFF

DUTY.

stockings, parasols and various other articles,
which, this not being a ladies’ fashion paper, I
will leave to the imagination.

On our return he was all anxiety to go to the
abode of his loved one and—evidently to create an
impression on me—solicited my company. Nothing
loth, I went. We walked in, did the usual slide of
the palm over the hands of “oom” and “tantje”
which is this country’s equivalent of what Rabbie
Burns so eloquently described as ‘““a richt guid
herty grip,” and then he commenced the presenta-
tion. As article after article was produced from
the package—which seemed like a veritable
widow’s cruse—the coy damsel kept up a con-
tinuous repetition of “Danke, Mr. Norther,” in a
tone as devoid of expression as a doll that utters
“Dada.” The bounteous giver seemed rather
disappointed at not receiving a more effusive
reception of his generosity and tried to work up a
little enthusiasm by enumerating the various gifts
and—thinking he had presented to the apple of his
eye every possible known want—concluded by
triumphantly saying “There, my dear, now was
there anything else you’d have liked ?” Did she
tell him he had supplied every known want?
Did she hail him as her Cophetua? Did she dothe
Ruth act? Reader, she did not. She simply, with
the brown eyes aforementioned, looked him
straight in the dial and in lack lustre tones said
“ Ja, Mr. Norther, twee pond als jou blifj.” (“ Yes,
Mr. Norther, two pounds please.”)

When he recovered from his faint I removed
him, a gibbering wreck, to the post and now, when
it is his turn to patrol that farm, he most con-
veniently developes an acute attack of malaria
which only subsides when a substitute sets off.

Moral.—(No you don’t. This isn’t a Sunday
School Magazine.—ED., P.R.)

| 4. C. Cussans,

A group of Northern Rhodesia Police boys discussing the * Police Review.”
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Random Reviews.

“ WITH NAPOLEON AT WATERL00.”

While the narratives of the great battles of
history which have been written by experts in the
science of war must always be of great interest to
both the student and the general reader, for really
graphic description one should look to the notes
and the little diaries which have been penned by
the humble combatants themselves in ' the first
flush of victory or defeat.

“With Napoleon at Waterloo,” published by
Mr. Francis Griffiths, and sold at 15/-, is a collection
of such documents, hitherto unpublished, and deal-
ing with the wars of Egypt and the Peninsula, as
well as the famous fight that saved Europe. The
Waterloo papers are edited by the late Mr. Bruce
Low, who gives a general picture of the battle.
Hougoumont was the key of the situation :

To-day the great North gateway still stands much as it
stood on the day of battle, though the brick arch and massive
beam on which it rested have long since disappeared. A bit of
the north door, broken by the French, hangs suspended to the
wall of the farmhouse. This consisted till recently of four
planks nailed to two cross-beams, “on which the scars of attack
are visible,” says Victor Hugo. e adds : * Bauduin slan, Foy
wourded ; conflagration, u:assacre, carnage; a rivulet formed
of English blood, French blood, German blood mingled in fury;
a well crammed with corpses : the regiment of Nassau and the
regiment of Brunswick destroyed : Duplat killed, Blackman
killed, the British Guards mutilated, twenty Iiench battalions,
besides the forty from Reille's corps, decimated ; three thousand
men in that hovel of Ilougoumont alone cut down, slashed to
pieces, shot, burned—aod all this so that a peasant can say to-
day to the traveller : ¢ Morsieur, give me three francs, and if you
like I will explain to you the affair of Wate'loo. "

Sergeant-Major Dickson, of the Scots Greys,
who took part in the gallant charge of “ Scotland
for Ever,” writes of the incident, and the relation
forms the most stirring passage in the book.
Sergeant Robertson describes the work of the
“Gay Gordons.” At Quatre Bras and Waterloo
the regiment lost 402 men killed and wounded, and
almost all its officers. The sergeant thus pictures
the battle-field on the morning of June 19th:

When morning eune I went out to view the field on which
so many brave soldiers had perished. The scene whirh met my
eves was horrible in extreme. The number of dead was far
greater than I had ever scen on auy former batilefield. The
bodies were not scattered over the ground, but were lying in

heaps— men and horses mixed promiscuously together. I turned
away with disgust from this Leart-moving spectacle. . . . I con-

fess my feelings overcame me ; I wept bitterly, and wished I
had not been a witness of such a scene.

As late as six o’clock on theevening of the
battle, Buonaparte was convinced that his arms
had triumphed, but two hours later he saw the tide
had turned against him and fell into a fit of sullen
despair. The following is an extract from the
journal of his equerry:

Napoleon, towards eight o'clock in the evening, seeing that
his army was almost beaten, commenced to despair of the
success which two hours before he believed to be assured. Ie
remained on the battleficld until half-past nine, when it was
absolutely necessary to leave. Assured of a good guide, we
passed to the right of Geunappes and through the fields ; we
marched all the night without knowing too well where we were
going until morning. Towards four o'clock in the morning we
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cawe to Charleroi, where Napolecon, owing to the onrush of the
army in beating a retreat, had much ditticulty in proceeding.
At last, after he had left the town, he found in a little meadew
ou the right a small bivouac fire made by some soldiers e
stopped by it to warm himself, and taid to General Corbineau.
“He b'en, Monsieur, we have done a fine thing !”  General
Corbineau saluted him, and replied, *“Sie, it is the utter ruin of
Irance!” Napoleon turned round, shrugzed his shoulders, and
remained absorbed for some moments. e was at this time ex

tremely pale and haggard and much changed. Ile took a small
glass of wine and a morsel of b-ead which one of his equerties
had in his pocket, and some wmowents later mounted, asking it
the horse galloped well. Ie went as far as hilipeville, whese
he arrived at nid day, end took some wine to revive Limself.
He again set out in a mail-carriage towards Paris, where he
arrived on the 21st at 7 a.n.

Sergeant Robertson, to whom the tragedy of
war seems to appeal with most insistence, gives a
most pathetic picture of the result of the night
attack on Alexandria:

¥ After the action was over,” he says, “ we were ordered to
go and take all the wounded of both armies, and carry them to
the boats. . . . . It was truly a horrible sight to see French and
British writhing in the agonies of death, and making fr endship
wlio had only a few minutes before been filled with rage and
hatred at one another—all their fierce passions stilled, and like a
hushed child taking one another in their dying arms.”

Indeed, many friendships were made by the
men of the opposing armies throughout that
terrible time of the “French Wars.” There was
none of that fiendish and unnatural personal hatred
that disgraced the German legions of 1870. War
was not fought with kid gloves in the days of the
Little Corsican, but at least, when British and
French joined issue, it was with the knowledge
that each had a chivalrous and a sporting foe to
deal with. On the slightest excuse the combatants
would fraternise, and, as a rule, prisoners were
treated with great kindness, as Sergeant Robert-
son has testified, for he lay some time in a French
prison hospital.

This book is a compilation for soldiers of the
battle stories of soldiers themselves, and should be
full of interest for the men of the B.S.A.P.

‘W.B.B.

The Nongqgai has always specialized on Christ-
mas numbers, and the special issue for 1911 is even
better than any of its predecessors. The number
consists of over 70 pages, copiously illuslrated with
well-executed and beautifully reproduced sketches
and photographs. Besides matters which are
interesting solely to N.P. and their friends, there is
a wealth of fascinating stories, articles, humour and
verse, and the contributors include Lt.-Gen. Sir R.
S. Baden-Powell, Col. Clarke, C.C of Police, and
Miss Nellie Fincher, the well-known authoress. The
editor, Mr. H. P. Boulter, is to be congratulated
most cordially on the result of his first Christmas
venture.

“I saw you at dinner at the Grand last night,”
said the Nut.

“1 didn’t see you,” returned the person ad-
dressed, who had some reason to doubt the veracity
otf this statement.

““Oh, but I was there,” persisted the bounder.

“Then,” asked the other, coldly, “ why didn’t
you bring me some more asparagus ?”






