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The Commonwealth Journalists Association (CJA) is proud to present a
special edition of its newsletter to remember the contribution to

Commonwealth journalism made by Derek Ingram.

Derek Ingram (20" June 1925- 17" June 2018) was one of the co-founders
of the CJA in 1978.

The CJA thought it fitting to produce a special edition bringing together

memories of Derek from across the world.

1 Part one includes reflections on Derek from the post-war period to
the early Gemini News years

9 Part two looks at the 1960s, 70s and 1980s

T Part three reflects on Derek’s influence and legacy across the

modern Commonwealth

The tributes will be from journalists who knew Derek and wished in 2018

to pay tribute to his legacy.

PART ONE
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Derek Ingram was a modest man who resisted frequent urgings to write his
autobiography. But he did make a start on his memoirs. This extract
describes his first foreign travel in 1944 - on wartime service with the Royal

Navy - and his love of newspapers and becoming a journalist:

“Stumble down the gangway from the troopship Orontes. Kitbag on right
shoulder. Hammock in left hand. Bare white knees below new white shorts.
Pipe poking out of sock top. Paybook hanging round neck in a chamois
leather bag sewn together by my mother in Muswell Hill. Mid-June Maltese

sun furnacing down.

Now hundreds of us are lined up on the vast dusty square of Verdala Castle
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barracks, like a scene from a film about the Foreign Legion. Of course we
have been strictly lectured, service-style, on the slow voyage south from
Gourock to beware of sunburn, to cover our legs and arms etc; of course we
find ourselves standing for hours in the merciless heat remote from any

vestige of shelter.

As the sun begins to drop in the sky and the bells of Valletta start their
argumentative evening chorus we are at last, paper work done, loaded into
open trucks and driven off to town. Halfway we stop for forty minutes, as a
long carborne Catholic procession snakes through a narrow crossing. It is

Sunday and, as usual, some saints day or other.
So this was abroad.

On my 19th birthday I was out of England for the first time; my feet on

foreign soil. I was excited.

I had no plan for my life except for the fact that I was sure even before I
reached my teens that I was going to be a journalist. Absolutely nothing else
interested me. Even at ten years old I ran each morning down to the street
door of our modest first floor flat (over a newsagents shop) at 7 o'clock -
before my parents were up - and grabbed The Daily Mail as it plopped
through the letter box.

Less than 20 years later I found myself having a major hand in what would
appear in columns of the Daily Mail. (Derek was to become deputy editor

by 1963 after 17 years with the paper)

For a journalist I was always an innately shy person. By chance and
fortunately for me, I never was a staff reporter. Indeed, I would have been a
poor one and may have failed early as a journalist simply because I would

never have had enough nerve to doorstep and ask the tough questions.

In a way my career was back to front, starting as a sub-editor and ending up
more writer than editor - and then mainly as a reporter of political and
international affairs. To this day I can be shy of asking questions at press
conferences, although from time to time I have posed my share of tough
ones to top politicians. To this day I retain, in the presence of a person in

authority, a certain timidity and awe that a journalist should never feel.

That is why I am more surprised than proud of what little I may have done
or achieved. I have never lost the feeling when I find myself at a major event
or in the presence of a major figure, be it Jawarharlal Nehru, Nelson
Mandela, Margaret Thatcher or Mammar Gaddafy, that I need to pinch

mvself and ask "Am I reallv here?" and "How did I eet all the wav here from
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the small house in Leigh-on-Sea where I was born? Is this really me

here?"
[Thanks to Derek’s godson, Nick Hall, for this contribution.]
Nick Hall writes:

Derek was a communicator, a dedicated journalist and very cultured
gentleman. On being called up to serve in the Navy when he turned 18,
Derek was already a senior sub-editor on Fleet Street, responsible for
laying out the front page. Soon at sea en route for Malta, he produced
and edited and wrote most of the ship’s newsletter. In Rome, he joined
Hugh Cudlipp writing for the allied forces newspaper, and between times
he never missed a chance to go to the opera. By the time he left Italy in
1946 to return to journalism in England he had become an expert on
Rome’s historic sites and visited Venice, Naples and Ischia. Like any good
journalist, he kept copious notes and meticulous files throughout his life;

his records of his time in Italy are echoed in the quality of the extensive

archive of papers he has left to the University of London library at Senate

House.

Derek’s uncle was a journalist with the Press Association. His father was
a publisher. The media and printing was in his DNA. On returning to
England, Derek worked first as a sub-editor in Manchester for a year
before getting back to Fleet Street. Seventeen years later he had worked
his way up to become deputy editor of the Daily Mail, then a rather more
balanced paper than it has become. He may well have become editor, but
his interest in foreign affairs whilst the British Empire was starting to
crumble, kindled by his time in the Mediterranean, together with an
innate sense of justice and deep-felt humanity meant that he eventually

fell out with Lord Rothermere.

Derek’s lifelong friend and colleague Richard (Dick) Hall joined him on
the Mail in 1950. They wrote a play together about a serviceman in Italy

jilted after the war, but it wasn’t quite edgy enough in the days when
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Kenneth Tynon was becoming provocatively popular on the London
stage. Derek enjoyed theatre and music and the finer side of London life
throughout his life. There’s hardly a performance of a Shakespeare play
he didn’t see during the past 70 years; he kept all the programmes.

When Dick Hall left London in 1955 to edit a paper on the Copperbelt
in Northern Rhodesia (Zambia, since 1964), Derek became connected
closely to decolonisation in Africa. Their private correspondence over the
next ten years has only just emerged from Derek’s private papers. They
are evidence of Derek’s insistence on equality, multi-culturalism and a
fair approach to ending colonial exploitation. Derek was in Cyprus on
holiday when the Suez crisis blew up. With Mike Randall as editor
alongside Derek, the Mail was an enlightened voice. He knew how
Britain should behave, but his words fell on deaf ears in Whitehall.

Meanwhile Dick Hall wrote home with news of unrest on the Copperbelt
as African miners were laid off because the price of copper fell
dramatically, in large part because of Suez. The mine mangers — all white
then — also suffered, a bit, as their annual bonus was also cut. Derek
visited the Hall family in Mufulira and toured central Africa, meeting
both the white government and upcoming African politicians in 1958.
From then on he kept a close eye and was very well informed as the federal
government of northern and southern Rhodesia and Nyasaland collapsed.
His increasing seniority at the Daily Mail, and frequent overseas trips —
to India, Ghana and East and Central Africa — ensured that the Mail
adopted a positive and non-racist approach to decolonisation across
Africa. Derek wrote his first book, about the Commonwealth (1). But
he was sidelined in the mid ‘60s and felt obliged to resign when Lord
Rothermere insisted on an editorial supporting a soft approach to Ian
Smith’s Declaration of Independence in 1965. His colleague on the paper
recalls the moment late on a Sunday evening when Derek was in charge
of seeing the paper to bed. “We can’t say that!” He resigned soon after

on being offered a managerial role to found Gemini News Service.

Lifetime friend, Richard Bourne, writes: Few British journalists could
anticipate obituaries in such widely separated papers as the Ottawa
Citizen in Canada and The Cable in Nigeria. But it is a measure of the
affection and respect for Derek Ingram, who died three days short of his
93" birthday, that his death was marked by fellow journalists throughout

the Commonwealth, as well as former Secretaries-General.

Derek had a precocious career in wartime and post-war Fleet Street. He

was subediting front pages on the Daily Sketch at the age of 17. By the
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1960s he was deputy editor of the Daily Mail, then going through a
relatively liberal phase under William Hardcastle and Mike Randall,
which had “For Queen and Commonwealth” on its masthead. But he left
after he told Esmond Rothermere, the proprietor, that he could not write
a leader supporting apartheid South Africa, and Lord Rothermere said

that as he owned the paper he could write what he liked!

I got to know Derek not as a fellow journalist, but from 1982 when he
was on the board of the then Commonwealth Institute in Kensington,
and I was its deputy director. As editor of Gemini, the news service he
had set up, he was in the thick of the anti-apartheid campaign. It was
tough running a financially-stretched service, working with and for
developing countries, and that was the year it stopped. James Porter,
director of the Institute, helped him refloat it with Canadian funding,
and a fresh purpose, to promote development education and

development journalism.

Gemini gave many young journalists a break, such as Trevor McDonald,
then in Trinidad. It was amazing to see Derek producing nonstop copy
when covering Commonwealth summits, and mentoring other
journalists who did not understand what was going on. His mews house
in Marylebone became a sanctuary for those passing through London.
With Patrick Keatley he set up the CJA — Pat used to describe its small
office satirically as “the global headquarters” — and it was an endless worry

for Derek as President to raise money for the triennial CJA conferences.

Many of us remember Derek for his kindliness, hospitality and sense of
humour. An ambassador for and expert on the Commonwealth, he was
not uncritical, seeing a want of ambition in officials, a penny-pinching
approach by leading governments, and a failure to fight for human rights.
A tall tree has fallen in the forest.

Derek at a gala night of awards in 2QMhere he was given an
award forOutstanding Contribution to the Commonwealth
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Trevor Grundy writes on the life of the journalist who came to be

known as "Mr Commonwealth" [This obit appeared on 25 June
2018]:

Derek Ingram, the doyen of Commonwealth journalists and a man
awarded the MBE for his efforts to dismantle white rule in Rhodesia and

apartheid in South Africa, has died at his home in London two days
before his 93rd birthday.

Commenting on Ingram’s contribution to a better understanding of the
role played by members of the 53 nations “club” whose head is Queen
Elizabeth 11 (at her death her son Charles, Prince of Wales will succeed
her in that role) the Guyanese Secretary-General of the Commonwealth
Shridath Ramphal said that there was no more stalwart friend of the
Commonwealth than Ingram. “I came to regard him as a member of the
extended family of the (Commonwealth) Secretariat, though he never lost

his journalistic independence or his ability to question.”

Ingram attended all of the bi-annual Commonwealth Heads of
Government Meetings (CHOGM) since the first one started in
Singapore in 1971. He was unable to attend the Malta CHOGM in 2015
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