
The suburb of Hillside was one of the first suburbs outside of the town area to be served by a sewer system and to

have street lighting. Many houses however, especially in the very rocky terrain of Hillside, rely on septic tanks as the

sewerage system would be too costly to put in.  The road system of Hillside is of a grid system and the names of the
roads are named after places in England. In my suburb of Malindela the streets are named after poets. I live on Keats

Crescent.

Joe tells us of the amenities of the area.

There are many churches in Bulawayo east with the oldest being the Anglican, the Church of the Ascension which was

built in 1952. The Catholic Church in Hillside was built in the early 1960’s The suburbs are served by the Hillside

Telephone exchange centre. There are many schools in the area. The Hillside police station serves the whole of
Bulawayo East and beyond. In our area there are a number of Scout Troops, some connected with the schools and

three, the 1st Pioneers, 8th Hillside and the 20th Famona being the only independent open Troops. The Bulawayo Fire

Brigade has its Headquarters in Famona, The Mater Dei, United Bulawayo Hospitals and a new private Hospital are all

located in the area. A number of modern shopping centres stock just about everything we need from groceries to

hardware.  The Bulawayo Bowling Club located next to the Centenary Park close to town was established in 1899. It’s

first benefactor was Mr. Cecil John Rhodes who presented a cheque for £50.00, a copy of which is on display in the

club house.

Paul rounds off with the following contribution.

In my neighborhood are located the homes of many of Bulawayo’s more noteworthy citizens both of the past and of

the present. Business people such as the late Messrs. Issels and Thomas Meikle had their homes located in Hillside.

Mr. Meikle’s grave is located at the Mabukuwene Nature Reserve in Burnside, where we hold our weekly meetings.

There are many other unmarked graves, some hundreds of years old, dotted around our neighborhood which are

usually found when digging foundations for houses or planting trees.  The well known writers, Mr. John Epple and Mr.

Keith Meadows live near Mark. A former Mayor of Bulawayo, Mr. Holdengarde built one of the two castles to be
found in Bulawayo. Formally the Holdengarde Castle now renamed The Nesbit Castle is in the suburb of Hillside.  The

Rev. Robert Moffat’s camp site is in Hillside in the Avenue named after him it is near the Hillside Dams. The old site is

fenced off and is in a private garden.

Of interest to the sporting community, the Bulawayo Golf Course was opened in 1898 close to the city centre. The

horse race track at Ascot was also established in the late 1890’s. The Zimbabwe International Trade Fair is held in

Bulawayo, the site being on the verge of the city centre and bordered by the Matsheumhlope River.

-----------------------------------
SAUSAGE SIZZLE

On 25 July 2003 it was once again time for our termly sausage sizzle. It was Joe’s turn to do the lifts and because he
only has a small Karmen Ghia they had to do two trips.  When we were all at Mabukuwene we lost no time in starting a

fire to braai our meat on. Collecting dry aloe leaves from the bush to use as kindling and then, when the fire was

burning brightly, we sat and waited for the fire to burn down. 

After what seemed an age the fire was finally ready and we got down to what we had to do - the experience really

showing through as Paul deftly handled his boerwors, turning it from one side to another, and browning it to

perfection. Finally when our sausages were cooked we got the opportunity to eat our masterpieces.  It was great to sit
down, and relax, talking to your friends over good food. Before we knew it was all over as Mr. Rose had arrived to take

us home, so we quickly had to pack up and close. We all bundled into the Karmen Ghia and Joe, Mark and Paul

squashed into the back, while I had the privilege of stretching my legs out in the front.

Thanks to everyone for a good evening.

Gumbee

-----------------------------------
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THE MINI EXPEDITION TO MARULA 11-13 AUGUST 2003

Norm, Joe, Mark, Gumbee and myself left Bulawayo at around 10.00 in the morning. Joe and Mark had made quite a

loud sound system being able to be heard clearly above the noisy engine of the landy. We listened to music the whole
way up to until the gravel road turn off, when we switched to tape and listened to Black Adder which was absolutely
hilarious.

We arrived at the Viljoen’s farm, Beaconsfield just before lunch. After unpacking the Landy and getting acquainted

with the place we sat down to an enjoyable lunch.

We then decided to go to Shashani Dam and do

some fishing. On the way to the dam Norm

pointed out a rock formation that looked like a pig

- Miss. Piggy of the Muppets Show. 

On arriving at the dam we quickly rigged up our

rods. Joe was the first to cast into the dam and on

his first cast he caught a fish! Joe’s catch filled us

with excitement and made us think the fishing was

quite good. Gumbee and I soon caught some fish

as well. After taking photos of our catch we went

back to the Viljoen’s farm for dinner and, yes,
fresh fish fillets.

The next morning we woke up to a crisp and clear

day with a gentle breeze blowing through the

house. After having a wonderful breakfast we went and explored the Marula area. We went to Bill Taylor’s farm where

we visited the, now ruined, Tjimali Mission. (Read more in Norm’s article). Bill was using the bricks from the mission to

develop his farm.  We then went back to Shashani dam where we again caught fish. We then went back to the Viljoen’s

farm for dinner. We were all quite tired and so went to bed early.

+ + +

I woke the next morning to see a baby Kudu being chased around the farm dam. After watching the kudu for a while we

all went to the young kudu’s aid. Norm went into the dam and picked up the kudu, which was extremely heavy, and

damaged his back. Gumbee, Mark, Joe and myself picked up the kudu and took it back up to the cottage where we dried

and comforted it. While I was caring for it, it jumped up and ran back down into the dam. We soon recaptured the

frightened animal and took it to the bush where we set it free. It didn’t move and just lay on the ground.

We went back to the house and packed everything into the Landy and prepared to leave. On our way out of the farm

we saw the kudu get up and run off into the bush. From the farm we went to Mangwe Dam where Gumbee and I jumped

off a water tower into the water, about ten metres below.

We then visited Fort Mangwe and the ruins of John Lee’s house and the pre-pioneer cemetary. We also saw the

Mangwe Pass memorial where there were footprints from the oxen and the voortrekker in concrete. The wagon tracks

were also preserved in concrete.

We then left for Kezi. The roads were very stony and bumpy. The stones punctured a tube so we had to stop and put
on the spare wheel. The rest of the way was quite uneventful so we all just relaxed and listened to music the whole way

back to Gordon Park where we had a great dinner. It was a really great trip.  Thanks Norm.

Paul.
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-----------------------------------
TJIMALI MISSION

Tjimali Mission was established in 1907 by Mr. Whiteside of the London Missionary Society, on a farm that had
recently been acquired by the Society in the heart of Ematotjeni, Matopos, (so the Matabele spoke of the district).

Ichabod was the name given to it by some despairing settler, but the missionaries, knowing that the glory had not

departed, resorted to the original name of Tjimali.  The farm was well situated from a health point of view, on the

Semokwe river, well watered, of most excellent soil and about sixteen miles (twenty five kilometres) from the Plumtree -

Bulawayo railway line. The mission buildings themselves were situated near Tjimali hill, on the top of the escarpment

overlooking the Semokwe river.

There were very many people already resident in the area and many more were coming, both of the Matabele and of the
Makalanga. In 1909 three indunas and their following came from their former areas because of the demand by their

landlords for increased rent, deciding to settle on the mission farm.

As a certain traveller in the South Sea Islands once said, some missionary societies appeared to coddle their

missionaries, but the authorities of the London Missionary Society seemed to take their reverend brethren by a certain

part of their apparel and drop them in some wild spot and bid them do as best they could. In some such way Mr.

Whiteside was dropped at Tjimali. He could get advice and sympathy from his brother missionaries at lnyati and Hope

Fountain, but they were far too busy to do more. Like all his predecessors in Matabeleland, he was cast upon his own

resources.

One of the Hope Fountain church members went with him to teach and help till he should have picked up some

acquaintance with the language. Almost at once he found himself needing five native teachers. In 1908 he obtained

them, and now they are located at as many out-stations. From the first, his congregations numbered well into a

hundred, and they steadily increased.

Tjimali Mission was closed sometime in the 1930’s and today only the ruins of what must have been a beautifully build

mission station - for it was built of burnt bricks and had wooden strip floors remain.  Sadly, this long deserted building,

along with an equally substantially constructed stables that have stood for almost one hundred years, is being
demolished and the bricks used for new dwellings being constructed on the farm.

Acknowledgement: W A Elliot: Gold from the Quartz.
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THE MANGWE PASS

THE western end of the Matopos is the least known to the public and yet is by no means the least interesting. The
 scenery there is striking and has an individuality of its own, being far more open and spacious.

There, fifty-eight miles from Bulawayo and fifteen from Marula is the Mangwe Pass. In the early days the only line of
communication between Matabeleland and the rest of Southern Africa lay though this pass, then known as Tiger
Poort.  Five miles from the pass and at no great distance from the Mangwe Police Camp, the old fort, the ruins of Lee’s
house and the pioneer graveyard may still be seen.

At the pass in 1954 a striking memorial to the pre-.pioneers was erected by the people of the district. It is in a very
beautiful setting, to which it is admirably adapted.

It was unveiled on the 18th July, 1954 (the actual date of the arrival of the first wagon was the 8th July, 1854). The
service was conducted by the Reverend P. S. King of the London Missionary Society, a tribute to the part that had
been played in the early settlement by that society. It was most impressive and was attended by upwards of 700
people, including many descendants of the pioneers and some who knew the road in the days before the Occupation,
such as Mrs. Lovemore and Sir Eric Thomas. Appropriately enough, some klipspringer and a great eagle solemnly
watched the proceedings from the rocks above.

Sir Robert Tredgold gave the following address: 

“First of all I should like to say a word of appreciation of the BulalimaMangwe Road Council and all those who have
associated themselves with the erection of this very beautiful and fitting memorial. They have shown imagination and a
sense of history, and we, the descendants of those honoured and the public of the colony as a whole, are deeply in
their debt. It is always invidious upon such an occasion to mention names, but I cannot refrain from making special
reference to the part that has been played by Mr. Tapson and Mr. Rosenfels. They have been the moving spirits in the
whole undertaking and Mr. Rosenfels has virtually erected the memorial with his own hands. It seems to me that the
whole undertaking, from its conception to the wording of the inscription on the monument, bears the mark of
inspiration.

“There is another point I should like to make at the outset. In the course of what I have to say I shall mention certain
names. I have chosen these because they represent a type or because they were associated with some incident of
particular interest. There will be many present who feel that other names are equally worthy of mention. This I most
fully concede. It is obviously impossible to mention all. One of the things I like most about the memorial is that there
has been no attempt to set out names. As in the case of the grave of the Unknown Warrior, it commemorates the
known and the unknown, the famous and those who missed the accident of fame. Each can name in his own heart the
name that seems to him most worthy.

“There are some who hold that in this country was the very cradle of the human race. Be this as it may, these old hills
have looked down upon many strange and momentous events during the aeons they have kept their watch and ward
over our land. This we do know, that, ever since the great wave of Bantu migration ceased to flow southwards and
began to ebb to the north, the passes of the hills have stood as the portals of the interior. The fear of the thirst-lands to
the east and to the west has diverted men and compelled them to travel this way. Makalanga and Marozwe, Amaswazi
and Amandebele have surged about their foothills. Perhaps now and then amongst them may have been seen the
solitary, valiant figure of a Portuguese Father only to be swept away in the great movements about him.

“Then, just over a hundred years ago, for the first time the shuffle of naked feet and the thud of hooves gave place to
the rumble of wagons. The white man had arrived and a new era had begun. The wagons passed round the rock to my
right for the passage on the left was not then open. No doubt they scored on the rock itself the first of the marks which
have, in the course of time, become permanent. There were two white men with the wagons, Robert Moffat, the veteran
missionary, and Sam Edwards, the son of his old colleague, cheerful and plucky, the prototype of the trader of whom I
shall subsequently speak. They had left Kuruman seven weeks before, which was good travelling for those days.

“And here I must pause to say a word about Kuruman. Kuruman is now a sleepy backwater of the Cape Province, but,
for the better part of the last century, it stood to the hinterland in the same relation that a single seaport stands to a
seabound land. Most of the great African travellers passed that way. There they felt the last touch of civilisation and
gracious living and there they received fresh provisions and wise and experienced guidance. There they returned very
often sick in body and battered in mind to be nursed back to health and sanity. This country owes a debt to Kuruman
which it has been tardy in acknowledging.
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“But to return to the travellers.  They had had an arduous journey. They had suffered great hardship from thirst and
had been harried by wild animals. The greater part of the journey had lain through trackless wilderness. For ten days
before reaching the pass, they had seen no human being nor any sign of habitation. One feature of their journals
illustrates vividly the difficulties with which they were faced, the constant preoccupation with the loss of the oxen. The
carelessness of a herdboy, ordinarily a matter of minor inconvenience, was to them a matter of life and death. More
than once there had been an anxious search for the oxen which, had it failed, might have meant that the whole
expedition perished miserably. There was one sad little casualty, and near this spot is the grave of Rhodesia’s pioneer
kitten. The measure that they felt this slight loss was the measure of their loneliness.

“So they passed on to renew that strange friendship between the uncompromising missionary and the fierce old king,
Umzilikazi, which had such far-reaching consequences in opening up this country.

“Three years later Robert Moffat came again. This time he was alone except for his faithful Bechuana servants. He was
over sixty and feeling the effects of the strenuous life he had led. His heart was troubling him and he was ill in other
ways, but he felt it was necessary to come to prepare the way for the mission he hoped to establish and so he came.

“In 1859 he came for the third and last time.
With him he brought the men who were to
establish the first white settlement in
Matabeleland. They were his son, John Smith
Moffat, Thomas Morgan Thomas and William
Sykes. Each was to play a major part in the
history of the succeeding years. There were
two women with them, Mrs. J. S. Moffat and
Mrs. Thomas. Our modern misses are apt to
scoff at their Victorian grandmothers. When
they do so, I wonder if they think of these
and such as they, for they were by no means
unique. A few months before, they had seen
nothing more expansive than the South
Downs or more dangerous than the
new-fangled steam engine. But here they were
in the heart of Africa making light of hardship
and danger. The one with a queer mixture of
courage and nostalgia called her wagon ‘The
Pavilion’ after the edifice which adorned, or
some might say, disfigured, her native
Brighton. The other seems to have been of a
singularly sweet and gentle nature, oddly
unfitted for the stern task she had been set.
But she had not long to endure. Within three
years she had died. Before she was twenty
three she had passed on and taken her baby
with her - the first martyrs to civilisation in
Matabeleland. And now they were to witness
one of the strangest scenes that even the hills
had seen in their long vigil. Lung sickness
had broken out amongst the cattle and they
were sent back lest they infect the Matabele
herds. 

Partly for practical reasons and partly in
compliment to the missionary, Umzilikazi sent
an impi to drag the wagons from here to near

where Bulawayo now stands. They were pulled by a yelling crowd of savages. It is easy to imagine the feelings of the
women surrounded all day by these fierce warriors and by night watching the fires glisten on their almost naked bodies
as they ate the oxen provided for their food. Thus began the mission at Inyati.

“The first of the hunters had already preceded them and Henry Hartley was following the elephant trail in the district
that now bears his name. It was he who was to spread the whisper of gold that had such fateful consequences. He
came here frequently and for long periods, but he never settled in the country.
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“The first hunter to settle was John Lee, the founder of this district. He was a colourful personality. He was the son of a
captain in the Royal Navy who had married an Afrikaner woman, a niece of President Kruger’s. Although he was not
much over thirty when he came to this country, he was already a veteran of four of the old Border wars of the Cape
Colony. He soon established himself in the confidence of Umzilikazi. He was appointed his agent, the first Customs and
Immigration official of this land. He was given a tract of land just below the pass, as much as could be covered by a
horse ridden for an hour and a half in each direction. Unfortunately, the old king had not specified the speed at which
the horse was to travel and the survey which was carried out by Carel Lee resolved itself into a tussle between him and
the attendant indunas. Nevertheless, Carel managed to acquire something over 200 square miles. There John Lee built a
permanent house which became the centre for hunters in the rainy season. Many well-known travellers stayed in the
vicinity including the artist explorer, Baines. Here he painted a number of pictures including, oddly enough, the one
which some of you may know, showing the departure of his expedition from Pietermaritzburg. Lee’s land was finally
confiscated after the Occupation because he refused to cooperate against the people whom he regarded as his friends
and benefactors - an incident which reflects more honour upon him than upon the Administration.

“Robert Moffat and Sam Edwards had been single-minded men, engrossed in their own purposes, but they had opened
the door to a trickle of humanity which was to become a flood and change the whole face of Central Africa.

“Other representatives of the London Missionary Society came Thomson and Elliott, Helm and Carnegie. There came
too the Catholic Fathers, including that appealing figure, Father Kroot, who was so soon to die, and Father Prestage,
who left so deep a mark upon this district.  Besides the missionaries there were the hunters such as Viljoen, Jacobs and
Greeft, Finaughty and Woods; the greatest of them all, Frederick Courteney Selous, the typical Englishman, reserved,
steadfast, self-sufficient, and his staunch and loyal friend, van Rooyen, typifying all that was best in the Afrikaner.  I
often think that if van Rooyen had had the pen of a ready writer, he would have attained to a fame equal to that of
Selous, for he was not only a mighty hunter, but a fine naturalist and an outstanding character.

“Then there were the traders such as Westbeach and that grand old man, ‘Matabele’ Wilson who is still alive and as
clear-headed as the day he came here.  There were some who came for the sheer love of adventure. The most
remarkable of these was the artist-naturalist, Frank Oates. He was one of those bright spirits that seem only to be
sojourners here, bound for a bourne beyond our knowing. One wonders if there beat in his veins the same blood as
that of the ‘very gallant gentleman’ who went out into the snow to give his comrades a chance of life. He was to die on
the return journey and he lies buried away to the west, near the headwaters of the Shashi. There is a moving story of
his faithful pointer who had accompanied him on all his travels. When the wagons reached the Tati, Rail was missing
and was eventually traced back to where he was keeping his lonely watch by his master’s grave.

“We may pass over the undignified scramble of the concession hunters during the ensuing years. It is sufficient to say
that many of them were actuated by patriotic rather than by selfish motives. But, during this period, a subtle change
had taken place in the character of those that used the pass. Amongst them were young people who referred to the
northward journey as ‘going home’. A generation had arisen that claimed their place in this country by birthright.

“The great events of 1890 moved away to the east and left the pass undisturbed. But, in 1893, the Matabele War
brought the tramp of armed men to the pass and that strange thunder of horse-drawn guns, which those who heard it
will never forget. Gould-Adams’ Column played a part of great strategic importance although it saw little fighting. It
contained a number of impis which might otherwise have opposed the march of the Salisbury and Victoria columns.
There was, however, one desperate little battle below the hills, in which Selous was wounded and had a very narrow
escape. The column approached the pass with great misgiving, but, away at Bulawayo, events had moved rapidly and
the impis had withdrawn to join their king in his flight to the north. With this column came another Moffat who, in the
passage of time, was to become the Prime Minister of this colony.

“Three years later the pass was again the scene of warlike operations. The rebellion had broken out and the pass was a
link in the only direct line of communication with the outside world. Forts were built to protect it. The old names recur:
van Rooyen in command, Hans Lee and Greeft with him. Van Rooyen was highly respected by the natives and it was
mainly due to his influence and that of Father Prestage that those in the locality did not join in the rebellion.
Nevertheless, the pass would have been difficult to hold had it not been for the strange command of the Mlimo that it
should be left open as a way of withdrawal for the fleeing white people. Instead it became a way of reinforcement. The
Matabele Relief Force advanced through the pass under the command of that greathearted soldier who afterwards
became Field Marshal Lord Plumer. His Chief of Staff lifted up his eyes to the hills and received an inspiration that,
years later, was to burgeon forth into the worldwide Boy Scout movement.

“But, away to the west, the railway was creeping northwards. Independent of surface water, it outflanked the hills. The
old order had changed yielding place to new. The machine age had arrived in Matabeleland. The pass was left to
quietude and to its memories.
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