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Jennifer Copley writes: inspiration for these poems 
sprang from my own personal history.  My grandfather 
was a Methodist missionary in Southern Rhodesia (now 
Zimbabwe) between the years 1897 – 1914  and 
brought up his family there. My father was the third 
child of  six.  When my siblings and I were young, we 
would plead for ‘stories about Africa,’ snippets of  which 
appear in the Journals.

My father had an elder brother who fell ill and was 
brought home to England to seek a cure. His illness was 
described as something rare/something African and nothing 
could be done. He died, aged ten, and is buried here. 
His younger sister had died a few years earlier, aged 
fifteen months, and was buried in Tegwani.

My grandfather built his own house, church and school 
in Tegwani, all of  which are still there.
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