
I HAD A HOME IN AFRICA 
*************************** 
Although this story, is my story, I would sincerely hope that my 
wonderment at all "NEW" to me will resonates with all the people who live 
or came from far away to work on the Copperbelt and their first few days 
or weeks settling in.  
Please excuse my paraphrasing Karen Blixen's wonderful opening sentence 
to her book, "Out of Africa". "I had a farm in Africa, at the foot of the Ngong 
Hills." I could do no better! 
 
***************** 
 
I had a home in Africa amongst the anthills and groundnut fields, on the 
banks of the clear flowing Masasa, in Luanshya, Zambia, Central Africa. 
In 1970, my home was not built! The land where it would be built in the 
coming year was virgin untouched high savanna, spotted with anthills, now 
void of their original pre-historic large builder - ants.  
This type of anthills could be seen on most of the fertile land throughout 
Zambia. They now stood as sentinels, often with lush growth of trees, grass 
and clumps of bamboo clinging at odd angles in the now cemented soil that 
was very fertile.  
These anthills were not anything like the equally common termite columns 
that would spring up to great heights, but they seldom would have any 
vegetation on them. 
These old anthills are full of passageways and chambers that are suited to 
the needs of many small creatures who make anthills their home. They 
become ideal homes for snakes, lizards, scorpions and spiders. 
My home was to be built on the east side of Luanshya near the old 
Luanshya Pony Club. At this time the bamboo, creepers, vines were 
plentiful. Large trees still stood giving shade and holding water throughout 
the year. The type of trees varied. I could only name a few indigenous ones 
like the:  
Wait-a-Bit Thorn Zizyphus mucronate 
Umbrella Thorn Acacia tortilis 
Fever Tree Acacia xanthophloea 
Long-pod Brachystegia Brachystegia utilis 
Long-pod Cassia Cassia abbreviata 
Ebony Diospyros mespiliformis 
Flame Tree Erythrina abyssinica 
Bush Plum Vitex doniana 
Luapula Mahogany Trichilia drageana.  



The non-indigenous trees planted around the towns were spectacular like: 
mango, orange, avocado, lemon, papaya, jacaranda, flame, plumaria, etc. 
While our family home was being built, we stayed in the college flats on 
Shala Road. As we awoke, on the second floor of the flats we would hear 
what everyone in Luanshya hears every morning. But it was all new to this 
little family. The combined songs of the many birds were all strange to us. 
We could look, but seldom could we identify which sound came from which 
bird. The most obviously seen bird was the black, long dragging tailed 
Wydah bird. We saw pied-crows, but we quickly learned that they were 
sounding the similar cry as the all black crows back home. We kept looking 
for a dove that did the coo- coo- coo so nicely. 
We would smell the sweet smell of burning charcoal of a thousand cooking 
fires, throughout the day. We abandoned our polyester synthetic clothes 
from our homeland and started to wear cooler short cotton Java-print 
chitenge-like shirts and mini-dresses. I just remembered, the sound of 
Christmas beetles and at night crickets.  
In the afternoon, after teaching classes, when the sun was just a dull orange 
ball, low in the sky of the western horizon, the whole family would take a 
walk around the construction site of Technical and Vocational College. We 
would meet numerous construction workers camped in partly-built 
buildings. We would greet and talk with them as we daily visited the 
developing buildings. We would walk down the newly plowed street that 
would soon have a row of new brick and concrete-brick homes along its 
length. We knew that the twelfth one from the mine school was to be our 
home as soon as it was finished. Each day it developed before our eyes.  
The rich laterite soil ground was first flattened and made level. Water and 
sewer pipes, electrical-conduits for the power in each room were bent and 
tied temporarily in place for a concrete pad to be poured over them. On the 
newly made floor, was placed sheets of termite-proofing tins on which the 
walls were to be laid, concrete block at a time, course after course, only 
leaving gaps for the metal door and window frames to be cemented in place 
when the walls were completed. The wooden ceiling joists of the open 
ceiling were held in place as sheets of plywood were nailed to cover the 
roof. The roof was covered with sheets of corrugated fiber asbestos-
concrete sheeting, not the noisier corrugated sheet metal that was used on 
the collage roof. Thus, went the heat-filled days of October and November, 
1970 
At the north side of the flats several plumbers, dressed in matching blue 
boiler-suits were camped while they did their work. In the evening they 
would light a small cooking fire just under our window, cook nshima and 
relish, while singing in beautiful four-part harmony many songs that we 
would recognize the tune of, but not the Bemba words. Many of the songs 



were well know hymns. If we all knew the words in English, we would sing 
along from one floor directly above them. We got to know and talk with 
these workers situated about the site in our evening walks. 
Sometimes, we would bring some of our prepared food down to sit around 
their small fire, with the plumber and share our food and singing with 
them. We learnt, they had all been to the same mission school together and 
worked as a team doing plumbing contract around the Copperbelt for 
Casanova Construction. Thus, we learned a little about and respected the 
rich culture all around us as our first days in Zambia past into weeks and 
then into months. We valued our walks, talks and sharing with the 
construction worker and the engineering students that I taught.  
As the kitchens were not yet completed or functioning, we arranged to have 
the students fed at the mine mess. We would take them there by means of a 
fifty-two seat Leyland school bus. Some of our staff stayed in the student 
dormitories with the students and ate with them as no cooking facilities 
were in the student dormitories. These folks and their children got the first 
homes that were completed and even there own Honda generator for 
power as the city power line for the homes was not constructed yet. 
After the rush to complete the first two homes, the homes lost construction 
priority in favour of the further dormitories, dining room, kitchen, 
laboratories and classrooms. As Casanova Construction finish a dormitory, 
we would fill it with another cohort of students for the electrical 
engineering discipline or the craft repair disciplines of “Office Machine 
Repair” or “Small Appliance Repair” that were growing also. It should be 
noted that we of the engineering side of things were only guests and only 
borrowing more than half of the facilities of the college while our campus in 
Kitwe was being built. 
Our home was in stasis and not finished due to shortages of labour, 
building-supplies, and electrical power for over a further year, but after this 
time we did move in and enjoyed living in a new home for about a further 
year before we moved to Kitwe, where we got a modest, and very used 
home for the next four years. We will never forget the workers and their 
work building our home on the Campus of the Technical and Vocational 
College on Shala Road, Luanshya, Zambia, Central Africa. 

 



 

Anne Mulholland 
It looks exactly like the anthill we had outside our house at 22 Stanley 

Avenue, Broken Hill.  
We were near the police barracks. 



 
 



 
 



 
 It was an order, and appeared in the Luanshya bike shop as a big packing crate under a 
tree. I imagine it was made of many bits some acquired, the night before in the dark. It 

was a full size girl’s bike, with English frame then odd bits. 



 
My parents are now gone but I wonder if this termite hill is still operating.  

Picture all that soil taken out from the ground around the air conditioning column. 



 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 



 
 
 

 
 
 



 
Same red Cobra wax on the floor. Nice to see it still polished 

 
 
 
 



 

 


