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EDITORIAL

Since the last issue various functions and ceremonies have 
taken place to honour or commemorate events. In May the 
townspeople of Mouscron remembered the gallantry of a small 
detachment of l/6th Surreys and other regiments, by unveiling 
a memorial, a bren-gun carrier mounted on a plinth to mark 
their bravery and self sacrifice in 1940.

After the Annual Church Service at Guildford Cathedral and 
a stirring sermon by the Padre of the 1st Battalion, the 
Reverend Jimmy Morrison, Lt Col Foster Herd and his 
committee had laid on a small buffet for all members who 
asked to attend at Sandfield Terrace, to mark the l/5th Queens 
and others who returned from Dunkirk in 1940.

An excellent turnout at Bassingbourn again this year by our 
members. Despite an extremely not day all enjoyed themselves. 
In October, the President represented the Association at the 
unveiling of the Chindit War Memorial on the Embankment, 
London. The memorial was unveiled by The Duke of 
Edinburgh and afterwards the Chindit veterans marched past 
the Prince in single file, as they had marched in the jungle so 
many years ago.

Many readers will wonder how the changes announced by the 
Government will affect The Queen’s Regiment. At the time of 
writing no firm decisions have been taken. Speculation and 
rumours abound as to what will happen. Those of us who have 
taken part in amalgamations and various reductions in the 
Army will know how sad and worrying this is for those serving 
and, in particular, for those officers involved in making 
decisions which will, whatever they decide, be debated by many 
for years to come.

The decisions will of course be published in this Newsletter 
when known.

Finally, a familiar figure will be missing from our Annual 
Reunion in London on November 2nd. I refer of course to 
Major Charles Cole, who for many years has travelled from his 
home in Cornwall to be present and take photos. He is slowly 
recovering from a stroke and I know that all members will wisn 
him a speedy and full recovery. To him and you all I wish a 
Merry Christmas and a happy and healthy New Year.

Les Wilson.

Congratulations To:-
Major & Mrs Ronnie Fairbairn who celebrated their Golden 
Wedding on the 5th October 1990.

Mr Bill Bone 77 years old, and Miss Eva Jenkinson 89 years 
old, on their engagement. Mr Bone served in l/5th Bn The 
Queen’s Royal Regiment during the last war.

PRESIDENT’S NOTES

I was pleased that so many members of the Association 
attended the Reunion at Bassingbourn last July. It is always a 
happy occasion, whatever the weather, and a great opportunity 
to renew friendships. It is hoped that this splendid support will 
continue.

These brief notes give me another opportunity to thank 
Colonel Les Wilson for all he does for us as members of the 
Association. Few realise the number of hours or amount of 
work he puts in, and he deserves all our thanks. Of particular 
note is the benevolence work in which he is involved, assisting 
ex-members of our Regiments who for one reason or another 
are in need. Last year we spent £37,027. 00 of our funds in this 
way and more is available. Should any of you hear of anyone 
with a Regimental background in need of help, please let Les 
know.

Finally I record that together with Tommy Atkins and Tom 
Best, I recently attended the unveiling of the Chindit Memorial 
in London by HRH Prince Philip. It was a wonderful occasion, 
and the name of the 2nd Battalion The Queen’s Royal 
Regiment, which took part in both Chindit Expeditions in 
Burma in 1943 and 1944, is proudly displayed on the memorial 
together with those of other units of the Force. It was a moving 
sight to see so many surviving Chindits, including Tommy 
Atkins and Tom Best, march past Prince Philip in single file - 
for that was the only way the Chindits could move through the 
jungles of Burma.

May I wish all members of the Association, and their families, 
a very happy Christmas.

Mike Doyle.

The President in a familiar pose



1990
20 December

FORECAST OF REGIMENTAL AND QUEEN’S SURREY ASSOCIATION EVENTS

Details

BRITISH BATTALION DAY

1991
10 February
1 March
23 March
23 April
2 May
11 May
16 May
31 May
2 June
7 June
30 June
3 July
9 September
4 October
11 October
12 October
17 October
1 November

SOBRAON DAY
The Queen’s Regiment Officers’ Club Dinner (25th Anniversary)
Queen’s Surreys Trustees and Association meetings CLANDON
YPRES DAY
Spring Meeting - The Golf Society, Richmond Golf Club
Annual Dinner - 5 OMA - Sandfield Terrace, Guildford. Details from D. Mitchell.
ALBUHERA DAY
Presidents Reception - Clandon TBC
Annual Church Service - Guildford Cathedral
President’s Reception - Clandon TBC
Annual Reunion Bassingbourn
Royal Marines Match - The Golf Society - North Hants, Fleet
SALERNO DAY
Queen’s Surreys Officers’ Club Luncheon - Clandon
The Queen’s Regiment Officers’ Club Cocktail Party
The Queen’s Regiment WOs’ and Sgts’ Past and Present Dinner - Bassingbourn
Autumn Meeting The Golf Society - Woking Golf Club
Queen’s Surreys Annual Reunion - Union Jack Club (TBC)

A Foggy Day

Some members of 1 Surreys may recollect the day in February 
1944 when the Battalion, mounted in 3 tonners supplied by 78 
Division RASC, was on its way to take over positions on the 
banks of the River Rapido from the New Zealand Division and 
nearly arrived in Cassino Town.

The weather was very foggy and the journey seemed 
interminable. At times when the fog thinned one could see 
kilometer stones beside the road and it was a little 
disconcerting to see how close we were getting to Cassino 
Town. So it was with some relief when I saw the Brigade 
Commander roar past my vehicle in his jeep and drive towards 
the head of the column which he halted. Orders were soon 
passed down the column to us, unload the 3 tonners which, in 
addition to personnel and weapons, carried blankets rolled in 
bundles of ten on the basis of one per man, and march back 
along the road to where guides would meet us. With the orders 
came the information that we had passed our assembly area 
and if the fog lifted we would be in full view of German OPs in 
the vicinity of Monte Cassino Monastery. We were also 
informed that the road side verges were probably mined. The 
Battalion I believe broke all records in the speed of its 
debussing and moving off despite being very heavily laden. The 
3 tonners could not be turned around owing to the suspected 
mining and their drivers likewise broke speed records in 
reverse gear.

In about half an hour the fog lifted, and we had our first view 
of the Monastery perched on its hill, which seemed so close 
one felt every movement was bound to be seen from there. 
Luckily for us we were by then under cover. The feeling of 
being observed remained throughout the time we were in 
positions near the Rapido or in the mountains around Monte 
Cassino and we learnt to keep under cover by day and only 
move at night or in fog.

GLAS

Donations:-

The President and Trustees wish to thank V. Longley Esq., for 
his very generous donation to our funds and to all those 
members, who include “ a little more to enable Newsletters and 
tickets for the reunion, to be despatched to those comrades 
who are not so well off.

Best Wishes to:-
Major Ralph Ewort now recovering from major heart surgery 
and to his wife Adele who has also been in hospital recently.

Mrs Sheelah Ling now back home and recovering.

Major Peter Hill draws another winning ticket at the 
annual reunion
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The Battalions

The 1st Battalion in Tidworth has had a full summer of 
exercises and cadres, a visit by a party of cadets from The 
Queen’s Own Rifles of Canada and has sent Queensmen to sea 
with our new affiliated ship, HMS Chatham. The 2nd Battalion 
in Minden has been equally busy, training with the Americans 
in Southern Germany, one company going to Canada and visits 
by ACF and CCF detachments. The 3rd Battalion has also 
welcomed groups of cadets to Cyprus and has found that, 
although a heavy schedule of duties is a regular part of life on 
the island, it still has time to enjoy the opportunities for sport 
which are available. Meanwhile our TA battalions have packed 
in a very full programme including, for 8th Queen’s Fusiliers, 
their first overseas camp, in BAOR.

Ceremonial Parades

On 21 May The 8th Queen’s Fusiliers, under command of Lt 
Col Nick Brunt RRF, exercised the “Privilege” of marching 
through the City of London, a special honour held by our 
Regiment and The Royal Regiment of Fusiliers, both 
connected historically with the City. The Lord Mayor took the 
salute at the Mansion House and afterwards an official 
luncheon was given in the Guildhall for all those who had been 
on parade. Four weeks later on 24 June a contingent from the 
1st Battalion exercised the Regiment’s Freedom of Worthing 
in a joint parade with HMS Sussex, commanded by Lt Col 
Amedee Mieville, to celebrate the Centenary of the borough. 
After a reception in the Town Hall the 1st Battalion Corps of 
Drums and the Kohima (Volunteer) Band Beat Retreat in the 
town centre.

The Queen’s Regiment Book Of Remembrance

The Queen’s Regiment Book of Remembrance, which 
includes names of members of the Regiment killed in Northern 
Ireland, has been placed in the Warriors’ Chapel of 
Canterbury Cathedral. It was dedicated by the Dean on 25 July 
in the presence of the Colonel of the Regiment, Maj Gen Mike 
Reynolds CB, and many past and present members of The 
Queen’s Regiment and its forebear regiments.

Sporting Achievements

The Regiment continues to dominate Infantry cricket. Having 
Won the Army cup and both Infantry cups last season, the 1st 
Battalion has retained the Infantry (UK) and the Infantry (UK 
v BAOR) cups this year. 2nd Battalion teams have won the 
10km Novices Competition at the Infantry Ski meeting, an 
International 7 a side Rugby Competition in Hanover and also 
both the BAOR and Army Small Bore Shooting. Meanwhile, 
with three individual winners, the 6th/7th (Volunteer) 
Battalion came first in both the Mens’ and Womens’ events at 
the South East District TA Orienteering Championships and 
later won the UKLF TA Orienteering Championships in May. 
Our Regimental free fall team, ‘The Flying Dragons’ have 
continued their successes by winning one gold, two silver and 
two bronze medals at the National and Army Parachuting 
Championships this summer.

Congratulations To Individuals

Congratulations are due to Col Gavin Bulloch MBE who is to 
be promoted to Brigadier when he takes up the appointment 
of DA Athens next February. This brings to six the number of 
serving one star officers from the Regiment. We were also 
delighted to hear that Lt Cols Mike Ball and Peter Cook have 
both been selected for promotion to Colonel in 1991 and that 
Brig Stuart Anderson QBE MC, who has recently left the 
Army, has been appointed the new Secretary of Kent County 
Cricket Club.

First Quarter Century Of The Regiment

On 31 December 1991 the present Queen’s Regiment will be 
25 years old. The Officers’ Club will mark this event with a 
Regimental Dinner in London on 1 March, and by the end of 
next year the anniversary will have been remembered in several 
other ways including, it is hoped, publication of a history of this 
first quarter century for the Regiment written by Maj Jonathan 
Riley. More information on this will be promulgated later.

1st Battalion The Queen’s Regiment

Having now been in the chair for some 6 months I felt it was 
time that I contributed to your excellent newsletter in person, 
particularly as the Battalion is due to move to Minden in 
Germany in January 1990 to take over from the 2nd Battalion.

Life in Tidworth has been extremely busy. We have had to run 
numerous cadres and courses to retrain large numbers of the 
Battalion for their role as part of the United Kingdom Mobile 
Force. These led into a series of Battalion and Brigade level 
exercises on Salisbury Plain during which we spent a lot of time 
in the traditional Infantry sport of digging trenches! However 
we also got the opportunity to both attack and defend the new 
complex which has been built between Chitterne and Tilshead 
to represent a German village. It is a quite excellent facility and 
allows extremely realistic urban warfare training to take place. 
Our exercise season was due to end with a NATO exercise in 
Schleswig Holstein in Northern Germany but sadly, because of 
the momentous changes in Eastern Europe and financial 
constraints, this was cancelled.

In between the exercises we managed to squeeze in a number 
of other events and activities. We carried out a joint Freedom 
Parade in Worthing with HMS SUSSEX, - to avoid any 
arguments over inter service seniority, I commanded the 
Parade with Guards and contingents from HMS SUSSEX and 
ourselves. The Regimental Colour was carried by Lieutenant 
S Brann. Many of you will have been at Bassingbourn in July 
for the windswept Annual Reunion. We provided the Escort, 
with the Queen’s Colour being carried by Lieutenant J Clinch 
and the Regimental Colour by 2nd Lieutenant H Andree. Our 
Fire Support Company also provided many of the static 
displays. The Battalion is currently heavily involved in driver 
training courses for our mechanised role in Germany. 
Unfortunately we will not be getting Warrior, the Army’s new 
Armoured Personnel Carrier, for some years and will instead 
be equipped with the original petrol driven AFV 432s.

We still manage to enjoy life and keep up the old traditions. 
The Glorious First of June was celebrated by the Battalion with 
potted sports and a barbeque for all ranks and their families. 
Sadly, the weather prevented the Regimental Free Fall Team, 
The Flying Dragons, from dropping in but the event was still a 
great success. The Kirkes Company Competition has been won 
this year by B (Holland) Company and the first event of next 
year’s competition, the Boxing, has already taken place. A 
number of soldiers managed to get away on a sailing trip from 
Portsmouth to Gibraltar and over 150 attended our adventure 
training camp in Pcnhalc, Cornwall. The Battalion’s cricket 
side has had another good season and won the Infantry Cup. 
Several members of the team played at Infantry and Army level 
with Lieutenant Rumbelow and Private Storey playing for the 
Combined Services. Our links with the Navy continue. As well 
as the annual cricket match against HMS Nelson we now have 
a reciprocal sports day with them and have had two groups of 
soldiers aboard HMS CHATHAM, the latest ship to be 
affiliated to the Queen’s Regiment.

Sadly the Quebec Band has moved to Cyprus to join the 3rd 
Battalion. However the Drums Platoon have stepped firmly 
into the gap. They have performed at numerous events over 
the last 6 months including the Freedom Parade at Worthing, 
the Grand Reunion at Bassingbourn and the Queens Surreys 
Officer’s Club lunch at Clandon Park. They have also appeared 
on television and at the Commissioning Ceremony ot HMS 
CHATHAM.
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Although understrength, the Battalion is in extremely good 
heart. We are looking forward to our posting to Germany and 
the challenges and opportunities that it offers. We will be 
running a ski hut during the winter season and our biathlon 
team has already started training. We will be sending most 
people to Canada in August next year for mechanised training 
on the plains of Alberta. So there is plenty to offer and this is 
being reflected in our manning strength which is actually 
increasing. Fifteen men have re-enlisted so far this year and we

HMS CHATHAM

have had enquiries from a number of others. The future shape 
and size of the Army is not in our hands but the Battalion is 
ready for whatever is in store. We are extremely grateful to the 
Queen’s Surreys for their continuing support and interest and 
hope that we will be able to arrange a visit by the Trustees to 
us, as we have done in Tidworth, once we get to Germany.

ACM

5 Old Members Association, Guildford

On the evening of Saturday, 12th May, in an atmosphere of 
nostalgia, 180 members attended the 5th Battalion Queen’s 
Royal Regiment Old Members’ Association All Ranks 
Reunion Dinner. They came from near and far, the “distance 
record” holders being two stalwarts from Australia. All were 
recalling the 50th anniversary of the great escape from 
Dunkirk.

Welcoming everyone the Chairman, Lt.Col.F.B.Hcrd, said he 
was pleased to see so many present and he hoped that all would 
support the function as long as they could. He took pleasure 
in welcoming the honoured guests who included the Mayor of 
Guildford, Mrs. Mary Lloyd-Jones, who was attending one of 
her first functions in her mayoral year, Major General Mike 
Reynolds, Colonel The Queen’s Regiment, Brigadier Mike 
Doyle, President of The Queen’s Royal Surrey Regiment 
Association, together with Colonel W McConnell and Lt. Col. 
Les Wilson.

The Colonel of the Regiment said that a gathering of this 
number of members, after so many years, gave great 
satisfaction to the organisers. He also gave a resume of the state 
and activities of the regular and territorial battalions of the 
Regiment, and the recruitment programme and wished the 
Association the best of luck in future years.

Another photo of The Mayor with Doug Mitchell and other members of 5 
O.M.A.

Cathedral Service And 50th Dunkirk Anniversary

The Annual Cathedral Service of The Queen’s Royal Surrey 
Regiment Association on the 10th June was well attended by 
members of The 5lh Battalion Queen’s Royal Regiment Old 
Members’ Association who also assisted in taking the 
collection. After the Service the usual ‘get together’ took place 
in the Refectory Bar.

Later, in celebration of the 50th anniversary of the Battalion’s 
return from the beaches of Dunkirk, over 200 members and 
wives participated in a very pleasant Buffet Lunch at Sandfield 
Drill Hall, organised by the Secretary, Doug Mitchell and his 
committee.

The Chairman, Lt.Col.Foster Herd, welcomed everyone and 
thanked them for coming. He continued by thanking Lt.Col. 
Les Wilson, Secretary of the Association, for his assistance and 
for arranging the photographic display which had been set up 
by Mrs. Daphne Hill of the Museum committee. Thanks were 
also extended to the OC “A” Company for the use of the Drill 
Hall, to Captain Brian Scripps and his staff for their general 
arrangements and to the caterers.

Above:- A group taken outside the Cathedral 
after the Annual service

Left:- The Mayor of Guildford with The Colonel of The Regiment and 
Lieutenant Colonel Foster Herd with other guests.



l/7th Queens (Southwark) Association Letter From America

Eighteen Members and wives attended the annual Peace and 
Liberation celebrations. The Saturday evening were all invited 
to a dinner hosted by the Council and graced by the 
Burgomaster F. Willocky and other members of the board of 
Aidermen, also attended by the Belgian Patriotic Association 
and the 1st British Armoured Division. The Sunday morning 
began by all delegations assembled for Mass and from the 
church we marched to the town Memorial where wreaths were 
laid thence on to the Queens Memorial in Romain De 
Vidkspark for wreath laying, also to the Polish Memorial and 
taken by coaches to Belsele, a very impressive ceremony at the 
memorial to commemorate those members of the Belgian 
Resistance who were just prior to the liberation, killed on the 
5.9.44 by the Germans. An honour guard was provided by the 
Belgian Army and Navy. The appropriate National Anthems 
were played and sung at each Memorial. On returning to the 
Town Hall for a reception which was given by the Burgomaster 
and Aidermen. We were then taken by coach to a venue for a 
luncheon given by the Patriotic and Secret Army. In the 
evening watched by thousands of people was the launching of 
the Hot Air Balloons and a wonderful firework display.

On Monday a coach trip was arranged by the Patriotic and 
Secret Army, it was a warm and sunny day and to Haslett 
Theme Park in the morning, we were then entertained to a 
luncheon at the Police Academy H.Q. The afternoon was spent 
in the town for shopping and sightseeing. On the return a stop 
was arranged where we had a convivial evening with our 
friends, chatting and enjoying the refreshments from the Bar.

Our gratitude to the Burgomaster and the Patriotic 
Associations for their generous hospitality and particularly to 
the Commandant R. Van Den Bergh of the Patriotic 
Association and his Associates for making the arrangements 
for a memorable and successful weekend.

L.U

Mini-Reunion - Bury St Edmunds

On the Glorious First of June, Del Gardner held a small 
reunion at the Royal British Legion. Sadly a number of our old 
soldiers living in the Suffolk - Norfolk area were unable to 
attend at the last moment, despite this, those who did attend 
enjoyed themselves and ‘put the world to rights’ ‘over a pint or 

Del hopes to arrange another reunion in 1991 so all those 
in the Anglia region do try and go along and meet other 

Iriends who have settled in the area.

Cricket Match 2nd June

No, not the annual match between the Royal Navy and The 
Regiment, this time, between Old Queen’s Surrey’s and 
Croydon Post Office. As a result of a lot of hard work and 
°Jgan'sab°n °n the part of Wally Charman and Eddie Willcox, 
the match resulted in a draw. We are told that Wally Charman 
actually wrote to all the members in the Croydon area and 
surprise surprise, Eddie Willcox just happens to be the Sports 
Chairman at the Warlingham Sports Ground and managed to 
acquire the ground at no cost!

The team was captained by Mick Taylor who lost the toss so 
^Queen's Surreys batted first and made 107 all out with Pete 
Johnson top scorer with 24 not out.

The Post Office played well and forced a draw. The day was a 
uge success and the teams would like to express their thanks 

organisers and Mrs Valerie Willcox for laying on the 
reireshments. Above all, a big thank you to Wally Charman for 
organising the match.

I write with news from the Canadian West Coast where we have 
recently been privileged to receive not one but two visits within 
three months from the Secretary General of the British 
Commonwealth Ex - Services League and President of The 
Queen’s Royal Surrey Regtl Assoc, Brig Mike Doyle.

As many of your readers will know, Michael went through a 
trying time with his knees two years ago and I was particularly 
pleased that I was able to persuade him to renew his activities 
in areas not previously attempted since the operation. The 
Brigadier scorned the offer of a golf cart during a round at the 
scenic Victoria Golf Club in late March, striding manfully 
around the course. I later learnt that his experience 
encouraged his participation in the Golf Spring meeting 
shortly afterwards.

His second visit in June was more businesslike since he was 
attending the Royal Canadian Legion’s annual conference in 
Vancouver. However, we were able to meet at the end of the 
final day, when I had been invited to take the Brigadier to HQ 
Vancouver District Officers Mess for Happy Hour - a 
Canadian tradition, as you probably know. The Mess is located 
most delightfully on the waterfront in False Creek in the heart 
of Vancouver.

It was very heartening yet again to witness the Brigadier’s 
response to the challenge when the attractive Capt Cynthia 
Carstairs invited him on to the floor for a bit of bee - bop. He 
didn’t flinch and, as you can see from the photograph, gave a 
jolly good impression of enjoying himself - even though he was 
probably in quite a lot of pain.

The President ‘cheek to cheek’.

By the way, thank you very much for the mention and photo of 
myself on the inside front page of the last Newsletter - it 
prompted a very nice letter recently from Gen. David Lloyd 
Owen and another from Peter Roupell who is visiting us in 
September with his wife Cherry. We look forward very much 
to seeing them.

Something else I was fascinated by in the Newsletter was the 
article by R.F. Headed “Another soldicr/policeman”. We have 
in Victoria a B.C. Supreme Court Judge, Judge Monty 
Tyrwhitt Drake, a delightful man whose son took over from me 
some years ago as President of the local cricket association. I 
have passed a copy of the article to the family for their interest.

By coincidence, Gen David Lloyd Owen’s near neighbour in 
Norfolk was the grandmother of other friends of mine here and 
Gen David sent his best wishes to the Homer boys here in his 
letter.

SJP



“Emergency Sahib”

Stoughton Barracks in Guildford, was formerly the Depot of 
The Queen’s Royal Regiment. There, records were kept, basic 
recruit training was carried out, young officers began their 
commissioned service and men of all ranks passed through 
according to the ever-changing circumstances of war.

Unlike some such places, considered to be so transitory as to 
be of little importance, the Queen’s Depot was a vital place. 
Discipline was strict, and properly so, because no Regiment 
can succeed without it. As the 2nd of Foot it was made clear 
to us that we were no ordinary English Line Regiment, but 
were the oldest and without doubt the greatest. The 1st of Foot 
had to be older, but they were The Royal Scots - from another 
country!

King of discipline in the Depot was RSM Tasker. Like my old 
school Drum-Major Etches, he was short, stocky and 
steel-eyed. The Queen’s seemed to breed senior warrant 
officers like that. On the parade ground, RSM Tasker was lord 
of anything that moved - at least below the rank of two-pip 
Lieutenants. That included any hapless new 2nd Lieutenant 
who might stray unknowing on to the hallowed ground. “Sir! 
Bcggin’ your pardon Sir,” he would croak, having marched up 
to the offending subaltern and put up an immaculate salute, “it 
is the custom in the best Regiments and dcfnitly in THIS 
Regiment, that NOBODY walks across the parade ground".

Until we had learnt the drill to his satisfaction, he would have 
us round the back of a hut, out of sight of the recruits, practising 
how to return the salute properly. “Salutes is a two-way 
courtesy. If I see any of you tapping your ‘at with your swagger 
stick, or a-scratching your eyebrow like the Wavy Navy, you’ll 
wish you’d joined the ‘ome Guard"!

Regimental pride has always been of enormous importance in 
the British Army, and still is, despite the ravages of 
amalgamation. It was even -1 might say particularly - true for 
wartime soldiers. We were given a comprehensive and 
inspiring picture of the Regiment’s history. I knew some of it 
from the OTC at school, but in the Depot, there were old 
soldiers around still telling tales of Mons, Ypres and the 
Somme.

We learnt about the Regiment’s fighting prowess back to its 
formation to the Great War. Everyone soon realised that the 
“Queen” was neither Queen Elizabeth (now, of course, the 
Queen Mother), nor even the old Queen Mary, our 
Colonel-in-Chier, but Queen Catherine of Braganza, the 
Infanta of Portugal, who was taken in marriage by King Charles 
II. It was he who originally commissioned the raising of ‘The 
Queen’s’ primarily to defend Tangier, which came into his 
possession as part of the marriage treaty.

Those of us who were passing through the Depot looked 
forward, I am sure, to joining an active Battalion so that this 
expectation could be realised. As my time drew near, I 
wondered how I would fit in. If I went to one of the Territorial 
Battalions, all six of which had been in action against the might 
of the German Army in France or Belgium and had escaped 
with dignity from Dunkirk, how green I would be in 
comparison. How could I a raw, just-out- of-the-egg, one-pip 
wonder, hope to command the respect of men who had 
suffered such tribulations in a monumental withdrawal - the 
most potentially demoralising of all operations in war. At the 
time they were reorganising and were deployed to guard the 
coasts of Sussex and Kent.

Still more did I quail at the thought of going straight out to one 
of the two regular battalions - in the unlikely event of having 
such greatness thrust upon me. The whiteness of my knees 
would surely pale in the company of the 2nd Battalion, who 
had only left Palestine the year before to join the 4th Indian 
Division in the Western Desert.

The 1st Battalion were actually in the North-West Frontier of 
India, stationed at Razmak in Waziristan, engaged in old-style

mountain warfare against the notorious Faqir of Ipi, then at 
the height of his prestige and power. That would be even more 
a lamb to the slaughter. The idea was exhilarating, but I knew 
that in practice I was nowhere near ready for it.

There was in existence another battalion of which I had never 
heard. This one served the dual purpose of retaining for an 
indefinite period officers and men who had completed their 
Depot training, yet were not immediately required as 
reinforcements elsewhere; and of filling a gap in the shore 
defences of the North-East coast, since we were by no means 
out of danger of a German invasion. The 13th (Holding) 
Battalion of the Queen’s was based in the East Riding of 
Yorkshire, and that was where I was posted early in the 
summer of 1941.

Hull, where the train deposited me, was a grim place. The city 
and dockland had no more been spared the Luftwaffe bombing 
raids than had any other major port in England, and the 
extensive damage wherever you looked was a sorry sight. The 
Battalion was deployed over the flat countryside to the north 
of the Humber from Patrington to Beverley, a fine old market 
town. Down the straight stretch of coastline from Hornsea to 
Withernsea, and beyond to Spurn Head, 21 miles downriver 
from Hull.

Spurn Head was a narrow hook of land curving into the mouth 
of the Humber, about three miles long and in some places at 
high tide, only a few yards wide, through which ran a narrow 
lane. At the end of this it splayed into an area big enough for 
a few boatmen’s houses, a lighthouse and some wartime 
fortifications. These included a well dug-in Royal Artillery 
Anti-Aircraft Battery sited to shoot up enemy bombers as they 
approached Hull and an infantry platoon to protect the guns 
from sea-borne attack. The Company I joined had Spurn Point 
in its area, so I had just about time to get used to being an actual 
platoon commander and to get to know my NCOs and men, 
when it was our turn to come up from reserve to take over this 
responsibility.

The area was defended from the safety of a few strategically 
placed pillboxes which looked southwards across the river to 
Grimsby and eastwards over a vast expanse of North Sea. 
There were huts for those off-duty to brew-up or sleep in.

The officer I took over from said, “Wait till you see the 
armaments the Germans are in for a laugh!”

Sure enough, in one of the concrete strongholds I found two 
ancient Lewis guns with their flat, round magazines on top like 
cans of film.
“Bet you’ve never seen one of those,” he said.
We had played about with an old one at school, so my stock 
went up when I spotted that one of them was - incredibly - a 
wooden dummy.

The corporal in charge grinned at me, “Don’t worry, sir. if‘itler 
shows up ‘ere, we’ll wait till we can see the whites of ‘is eyes, 
then we’ll pop outside and hit ‘im over the ‘ead wiv it!”

Thanks be to God the dummy weapon was never put to that 
test. The woodworm would never have stood it.

Apart from that shock, I could hardly believe the sight of .303 
ball ammunition and hand grenades stacked on the floor in 
rusty, sealed boxes. These were only to be opened on receipt 
of special orders, likely to arrive in the form of a code word 
over the wireless. We only had one of those back in the hut and 
that seldom spoke more than unintelligible crackling.

If one liked desolate isolation and could get hooked on bird 
watching, Spurn Head was just the place. We were lucky to be 
there at the best time of the year -1 was not looking forward to 
the biting winds of January.

Also - there was no getting away from it - we could not help 
feeling somewhat vulnerable. I have the sort of imagination 
which insists on revealing calamities clearer than a gypsy’s ball.
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I could just see an invasion fleet of barges disembarking 
hundreds of German stormtroopers, armed to the teeth, right 
on our private beach, whilst a pincer movement cut the track 
behind us just as dive-bombing Stukas were blowing us all to 
small fragments. Very nasty. Nobody, least of all the Germans, 
could have guessed how thin the khaki line stretched around 
our shores at that time.

When back with the company in reserve, we were put through 
ou.r P.aces with the usual training exercises. I could not help 
thinking that anyone landing in England - especially by 
parachute - would need to be an expert map-reader. Those of 
us townies who normally found their way about by hopping on 
the right bus or train had particular difficulty. Railway station 
names had been painted out, so on a journey by train, you never 
knew how far you had got. On arrival, you had to listen through 
the hiss of steam and squeaking of brakes for the secret to be 
let out by the local porter. Sometimes even he would not tell 
you. “I ain’t saying where this is. I don’t know you. You might 
be one of them fifth columns"!

All the signposts had been removed from crossroad and 
turnings, which made navigation most confusing. We often got 
hopelessly lost. Beverley was a medieval wool town with 
narrow streets and lovely old houses. I cannot now remember 
where we were coming from, or where we were supposed to be 
going to, but I know that on one night march, my platoon was 
at the end of a long column - perhaps two companies - and that 
whoever was in front did not know where he was going. There 
were about five main roads converging on Beverley, and we 
wound our way in and out of the town in the moonless 
black-out, round and round, miserably recognising the same 
landmarks several times over before eventually finding our way 
out in the right direction. Then, after what seemed hours of 
trudging, I remember the pattering of running feet and a 
breathless corporal running up beside me from the tail end. 
‘Please, sir,” he panted, “can we have an ‘alt? The boys is 
browned off!” Although opposite in want, the request of Oliver 
Twist to Mr. Bumble had nothing to it in audacity. But we did 
stop before too long - and somehow managed to find the way 
back to camp just before dawn.

As time went by, I began to feel a certain frustration at the 
thought of haying to spend all my war in Yorkshire. I liked the 
people, but winter was fast approaching and it was past holiday 
weather - already chilly at nights even with a greatcoat, 
buttoned up to the neck.

I need not have worried, for one day in November, I was 
summoned to Battalion HQ and shown into the office of the 
Commanding Officer - Lt. Col. ‘Joe’ Bathgate. I admit to 
having had some trepidation before this interview, as I had only 
met him to speak to once - on arrival. Soldierly and fierce of 
demeanour, clipped moustache bristling with tough efficiency, 
r was.rePute<It(?eat subaftcrns for breakfast. I could not think 

having committed any obviously detected crime, but one 
Dever knew.

To my amazement and delight, he handed me a posting order 
and said, “Read that, Schlaefli, I am afraid we are going to lose 
Vou.” - and then, “Get packed up. seven days’ embarkation 
•eave and you’re off to India, lucky feller - good luck!”

It transpired that the threat of Japan coming into the war had 
caused frantic moves in high places to effect an immediate 
build- up of the Indian Army. Every major unit in the United 
Kingdom, as I remember, was ordered to produce two officers

i secon<Jed from their parent regiments for as long as 
needed. Some were volunteers, some just happened to be 
available and a few were the misfits whose COs had the 
Deaven-sent opportunity of despatching as far away as

•' I like to think I belonged to the first category, despite 
the Brigadier at OCTU. The need was so great that an actual 
olunteer could have been a Zulu, let alone a mere half-Swiss.

In the next few days, I went up to London to kit myself out for 
India. I bought a black tin trunk which, all these years later, I 
still use; camp equipment; light-weight tropical uniforms

which turned out to be quite unsuitable; and an enormous sun 
helmet which was to join dozens of others floating in the 
harbour at Bombay. Many of us were conned into purchasing 
such items, long since out of date.

But who cared about that? I know that I joined the ship at 
Liverpool on 4th December, 1941, feeling - by no means for the 
first or last time - that the war had done me a good turn.

RS

Officers’ Club Luncheon

There were ninety five officers and ladies at the annual 
luncheon at Clandon Park on Friday 5th October. It was, again, 
a most enjoyable occasion, and the club is indebted to the 
Secretary, Lt Colonel Les Wilson, for all his organisation and 
hard work.

The event started with a reception in the salon, as usual, but 
before lunch there was a colourful surprise in store. The Corps 
of Drums from the First Battalion was present in full dress, and 
gave an impressive display. Because the weather was bad this 
display was indoors but, flexible as ever, the Drummers took 
this in their stride and the dining room was filled with the 
stunning sound of drum and fife. We are much indebted to 
Lieutenant Colonel Mieville for sparing the drums from their 
busy programme at Tidworth.

The President of the Association, Brigadier Mike Doyle, in his 
address after lunch, welcomed our guests and mentioned that 
the Colonel of the Regiment was sorry to miss the luncheon, 
but, at that very moment, was attending a meeting at which the 
future structure of the Army was being discussed. We await the 
results at the time of writing.

After lunch another new feature, Mr Chris Allen the 
Administrator at Clandon, had kindly arranged for the house 
to be open for those who wished to view it. A thoughtful 
gesture, and an opportunity which was taken by most.

The Queen’s Surreys Museum was also open for private 
viewing and so, all in all, it was a day full of interest and colour! 
A friendly, successful day.

JBR

Members watching the Corps of Drums

Our Acknowledgement to the Surrey Advertiser for 
permission to print the picture on page four.


