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On that day, 50 years ago, 13] (Queen’s) Brigade had
embarked and were waiting to cross the channel. Only then
could the soldiers be briefed for their part in the battles to
come.

The roof was then raised with the familiar hymn ‘For all
the Saints who from their labours rest’ .... The Regimental
Collects followed with the blessings.

The moving hymn, the last verse of ‘Eternal Father’, sung
kneeling closed the service. Then up stiff as ramrods,
finding the trouser seam for the National Anthem.

The March Past

Members who were going to parade formed up alongside
the Cathedral for the march past under Brigadier R W
Acworth CBE. As there were at least two Regular
Regimental Sergeant Majors to sort everyone out, this was
performed with precision. Then, headed by the Regimental
Association standard, carried by Tony Ramsey MM, with
Tommy Atkins as left marker, the marvellous strains of
‘Braganza’ greeted the onlookers as the Band, led by
Drum Major Geoff Fairfax, swung round the corner
towards the saluting basc. The music changed to ‘Lass o’
Gowrie’, ‘A Southerly Wind and a Cloudy Sky’ and finally
the new arrangement of ‘The Farmer’s Boy’ (Royal
Hampshires) and ‘Soldiers of the Queen’ (Queen’s), being
the new Regimental March.

Then, file after file, at least 200 veterans (the fashionable
name for us) passed the President standing in the sunshine
on the Cathedral steps, flanked by In-Pensioners
Dickason, Kershaw and Henderson MM from the Royal
Hospital, Chelsea.

Colonel John Davidson with his long suffering storeman
A Lefevre.

Fheir parade duties over, the Kohima Band gave us a
pleasant concert outside the Cathedral on the grass. Some

members went to the Refectory for a quick one before
going their separate ways, a good number went down to
Sandfield Terrace, the TA centre in Guildford where 5
Queen’s OMA had laid on a buffet lunch while others went
to Clandon Park. The Regimental Service was over for
another year.

Then home to watch the wonderful TV coverage of the
events in Normandy ‘Lest we forget’ is engraved on many
memorials. This June it had been made abundantly clear
that we and the Nation do not forget our comrades lying
in some corner of a foreign field, be it Normandy, Africa,
Italy, Burma, Siam or Malaya.
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Queen Alexandra Hospital Home

One of the most satisfying aspects of being a Trustee of
our Association Funds lies in the opportunities it affords
to help those of our members in need, particularly those
who suffer severe incapacity or disablement. Benevolence
being our principal objective, the Trustees make grants
and donations not only to individuals to relieve poverty,
suffering, disability and hardship, but also to several
institutions who provide our members in need with longer
term care than we are able to supply or finance.

Amongst those institutions to whom the Trustees have
made donations during my Chairmanship, one of the most
worthy is the Queen Alexandra Hospital Home for
Ex-servicemen. As its name implies it is both a Hospital
providing first class medical services with access to first
class surgery, and a Nursing Home. It opened at
Roehampton shortly after the end of World War 1, and
moved to its present location at Gifford House Worthing
in 1933. It is a registered Charity and its President is Her
Majesty the Queen Mother.
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The Chairman, Colonel W E McConnell handing over the
Associations cheque to Major General Sir Philip Ward.

Since opening it has cared for more of our old comrades
than we can account for (though we can account for some
14 of them in the last 5 years) some of them for holidays
or convalescence and some on a permanent basis.
Moreover, I was informed, they have never refused
admission to any of our members who have been
recommended by our Association! I was therefore curious
to see the Hospital for myself and that curiosity was
satisfied earlier this summer when accompanied by our
Honorary Secretary I was privileged to see over Gifford
House and hand to the Chairman of Governors, Major
General Sir Philip Ward a donation from this Association.

The Hospital is well and professionally managed and
staffed by people who quite obviously care for those in
their charge. Their stated aims are:-







Stoughton Barracks

The proposed new entrance

The barracks today is a sad place, the demolition men are
knocking down buildings and cutting new roads. Its new
name will be Cardwells Keep and it is possible that the
roads will be named after regimental personalities.

Cardwells Keep is to be a luxury housing complex and
work will continue for some time into the future. It is
hoped too that a memorial will be erected within the old
Depot area.

When more details are known we shall publish a full report
in this Newsletter. Shown above is the keep and entrance
to the Depot as many of us recall it. The photos below
show some of the work currently in hand.

The Keep from the new main entrance A fond memory

Red brick barracks, on the hill,
Now deserted, silent, still,
The walls all crumbling, gashed and torn,
The empty flag-pole stands forlorn.

The gates, once polished shiny bright,
Are red with rust, and locKed up tight,
This place, once a Regiment’s womb,
Now stands silent as a tomb.

Nothing left to tell the story
Of the Regiment’s fame and glory,
Not an echo of the bugle calls,
Which once rang round the barrack walls.

T'was here men came to learn to fight

N e For all the things they thought were right.
! ’ A From village and city here they came,
To learn to play the soldiering game.

For some it was heaven, for some it was hell,
But when they left, they could play it well,
And through the gates they marched with precision,
To add to their Regiment’s finest tradition.

Rich men, poor men, villains and cranks,
All could be found in those disciplined ranks.
From here to India, China, Iraq,
There were many of them, who would never come back.

But those who returned
Are proud men still,
To have served in those barracKs,
Up on the Aill.
P-V-M

The accomodation blocks




For the Record

A most interesting diary has been received recently,
written by Alan Robson Smith formerly of the 6th East
Surrey Regiment, it tells of adventurous travels and
soldiering during the First World War.

Enlisting at Kingston-upon-Thames in August, 1914,
doubtless as one of the initial rush of volunteers of the
time, the writer maintains a beautifully written chronicle
of events. Following some rather hurried training in Kent,
he and his compatriots from the Home Counties Division
left Canterbury West Station en route to India via
Southampton.

Grantully Castle

Embarked on 30th October, 1914, in the troopship
“Grantully Castle”, part of a convoy, he watched the
shores of England disappear and was soon on the high
seas. The still raw semi- recruits underwent all the usual
novel experiences of ship-board life such as hammock
slinging, food spillage on heaving decks and seasickness.
A particularly rough passage through the Bay of Biscay
only accentuated matters and all were relieved when the
Rock of Gibraltar came in sight. Passage through the
Straits not only gave the troops interesting views of the
Rock and the opposing North African coast but, with
pleasurable relief, introduced them to the brighter weather
and calmer waters of the Mediterranean sea.

Entry was made into Malta Harbour for the purpose of
landing two sick soldiers for hospital treatment but
otherwise no shore leave was given. Allied naval vessels,
including submarines and the French battleship
Charlmange, were much in evidence as were the usual
crowd of boatmen plying their various trades and skills.

At Port Said the ship took on coal, a noisy business which,
continuing into the night, prevented the troops getting
much sleep, and entry was then made into the Suez Canal,
passing the statue of Ferdinand-de-Lesseps on the way.
During the passage through the Canal other troops were
seen on the shores, including the Highland Light Infantry
and the Camel Corps. Heat was by now becoming a
problem in the close confines of the troopship and many
men were sleeping on deck when opportunity presented
itself. War news was now being received by wireless
including an erroneous report that the Grantully Castle
herself had been sunk by a Turkish cruiser. A correction
report was hastily dispatched. At Port Said and Port
Tewfik some shore leave was allowed but was marred by
bad weather. Turbulent waters made passage to and from
the shore difficult and sometimes impossible, while on
land sandstorms produced misery and discomfort.

By the time the Red Sea was entered life on board ship was
becoming almost unbearable for the troops. Excessive
heat, cramped conditions and the poor food all contributed
to their discontent. All were heartily sick of the voyage
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and wished for its end. If their bodily welfare was
suffering, some effort was obviously being made to
maintain their spiritual well being as Divine Service was
conducted by the Colonel accompanied by the Regimental
Band. Efforts to organise sporting events were made but
were not a success due to lack of interest by the NCO’s.

At Aden the Australian cruiser HMAS Sydney, fresh from
her victorious action with the German cruiser Emden, was

seen, as were ships carrying contingents of Australian
troops to Egypt.

Continuing the voyage across the Indian Occan, the spirits
of the troops rose as the end of their long journey was
envisaged. They landed at Bombay, “The Gate of India”
on 2nd December, 1914. To the now well seasoned
soldiers of The East Surrey Regiment it was to be a “Gate
to Adventures”, all thankfully to be recorded in “The
Diary”. From “The Gate of India” the writer and his
companions commenced their journey across the country
by rail, following a route that was doubtless familiar to
their forefathers. Sunrises, sunsets, moonlight nights and
surrounding scenery were all entrancing to the new
arrivals as the train continued on its way.

During a halt at Shansi, recently vacated by the 2nd East
Surreys enroute to France, some members of the Battalion
rearguard were encountered who imparted much
information to the newcomers. (How much of the
information was old soldiers’ yarns is doubtless open to
speculation.)

Passing through Cawnpore and Lucknow (both of Indian
Mutiny notoriety) journey’s end was eventually reached at
F)fzabad where the travel weary troops de-trained at the
military rail siding. From there, headed by the band of a
Brahmin Regiment, they marched to barracks with their
baggage being transported on mule and bullock wagons.
On arrival in the new quarters their first meal was goat
stew which, although hungry, the troops did not
particularly welcome. (Poor food seems to have been a
recurring complaint). Beds were rudimentary, consisting
merely of sheets of corrugated iron. A point of justifiable
importance in army life in India was the periodic reading
to the troops of the Indian Rifle Act, emphasising the need
for security of weapons. Loss of same, by any means, was
a very serious offence.

Attempts were soon made to brighten up the barracks,
probably with the forthcoming Xmas in mind, and prizes
were offered for the three best decorated bungalows. First
prize was won by B Company. Christmas Day 1914, in
brilliant warm
sunshine
seemed more
like English
mid-summer to
the troops sit-
ting on their
verandahs after
breakfast. Xmas
dinner was the
traditional
turkey and
pudding. The
Colonel and
members of his
staff visited the
mess rooms to
wish compli-
ments of the

Typical
Bed space




season and many toasts were proposed including one to
“Comrades in France”. New Year’s Day, 1915, as was the
practice in India, was set aside for large scale
demonstrative parades for proclamation of the reigning
sovereign as King Emperor of India. The darker side of
Indian life was made apparent some nights later when
thieves or “loose wallahs” as they were known, ransacked
a bungalow and stabbed a British soldier with a knife. The
battalion later moved to Kotwa, 150 miles South of
Fyzabad. The regimental police, of whom the writer was
one, were left behind to guard the bungalows and personal
equipment. As is frequently shown in the diary, the writer
took full advantage of opportunities to visit the
surrounding countryside and places of interest, one such
being the monkey temple near the River Gogra. The
monkeys, in the eyes of the Hindus, were apparently
regarded as sacred, but the crocodiles in the nearby river
were not granted such reverence. An interesting relic seen
in a village near Fyzabad was a memorial tablet erected to
commemorate a victory gained by the sepoys over British
troops during the Indian Mutiny. (Surprisingly, the British
seem to have allowed it to remain there).

Regimental Bazaar Fyzabad

The Museum at Fyzabad excited interest, containing
among other things the skeletons of different wild animals
found in the country. The remains of crocodiles were
adorned with brass plates showing when and where shot.

At about this time (1915) the writer did not confine his
thoughts to the entries in his diary but wrote a very
fulsome and descriptive letter to a lady called “Ciss”,
presumably back in England.

The importance of animals in draught work is shown by
the fact that elephants could be hired for such purposes.
Much Army transport was carried out by means of mules
and bullocks, either by pulling wagons or carrying pack
loaQs. On onc occasion, as mentioned in the letter to
“Ciss”, a mule which bolted when carrying Battalion
ammunition had to be shot, presumably to prevent its load
falling into the wrong hands.

The magnificence of the King’s Tomb and Begum’s Tomb
at Fyzabad were truly appreciated but found to be in stark
contrast to the poverty of the lower class natives and
humcrous beggars to be found in the vicinity.

After a month’s absence the main body of the battalion
returned to Fyzabad after a strenuous period of training.
Ong member was tragically absent, having been drowned
while bathing in a pool at Kotwa. Another member, a close
friend of the writer, died shortly after the battalion’s
return and was buried with full military honours. (One
more honourable example of “the price of Empire”).

The stay at Fyzabad was short as the battalion was soon
moved to Rawalpindi, arriving there on March 17th, 1915.
Their train journey was not without incident as fifteen

stowaways were found in the carriages of the
accompanying menial followers.

As was his habit the writer took full notice of points of
interest on his journey and during a stop at Lahore he took
a trip into the city by tonga. On the continuing journey he
was much impressed by the increasing beauty of the
scenery and by the fine structure of the bridges and
viaducts crossing the various rivers and waterways.
Arrival at Rawalpindi was in the early hours of a very
chilly morning, so chilly in fact that an issue of hot mitk
was made to the troops on detraining. They were soon
installed in barracks and once more emphasis was laid on
the security of rifles. Rawalpindi was apparently known
as the “Aldershot of India”, many regiments being
garrisoned there so as to be readily available for dispatch
to any frontier disturbance. The garrison was an
interesting mix of infantry, cavalry, mountain artillery,
camel corps and mule transport.

English Church Murree 1915

The writer’s sightseeing activities were somewhat
curtailed when an outbreak of fever caused the native
quarter of the city and surrounding villages to be put out
of bounds. The European quarter was still open to access
although presence of troops was not always welcome there
as was shown by the notices displayed at the entrances to
some parks and public gardens stating “Soldiers and dogs
not admitted”. A club was provided for the use of officers
and civilians and this served a dual purpose by being
designated and equipped for use as an armed fortress in
case of emergency. Such emergency would be proclaimed
by three booms from the arsenal guns, all of which were
trained in readiness on to the native parts of the city. Some
troubles on the frontier resulted in dispatch of mountain
artillery and native troops, some of whom incur casualties.
Frontier warfare is reported as being particularly
barbarous, mutilation of dead and wounded by natives
being commonplace.

The month of May saw departure of the Battalion to
Kuldana in the Murree Hills. The journey to Kuldana was
accomplished without serious mishap, movement being by
way of route march accompanied by a string of baggage
bearing animal transport. Due to excessive day time heat
travel was by night by the light of the moon. An unusual
health protection measure was the fact that personnel were
allowed to smoke when passing a leper hospital, the idea
being that the smoke would ward off the germs.

When the final and apparently steep, climb to the hills
began some of the baggage was off loaded from the mules
and placed on spare camels of which the writer had to take
charge of four. Something of a traffic jam occurred when
a number of ascending camels met a descending column
in a narrow part of the track. Other difficulties
encountered were the passage of bullock carts with native
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