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Editorial

This edition contains a Supplement on our Volunteers through
the ages. Before the publication of the next Newsletter, the
Territorial presence of the Regiment will have been reduced to
two locations, Farnham and Camberley. Guildford will be
without a military unit for the first time since 1876. We owe a
tremendous debt to our Territorials and it is to be hoped that
this Supplement will act as a form of tribute, in this the year
that so many drastic cuts are/will have taken place.

The long and protracted negotiations continue for our
regimental museum’s new home, led by our President and the
museum Chairman, Colonel Mac McConnell who has worked
so hard these last few months. It is probably not known that he
and the previous Chairman, Colonel Peter Durrant have visited
over thirty sites for a new location for the museum.

[ 'am also enclosing in this Newsletter another full update on the
museum with some comments to the local papers from members
of the public and it also includes a short history of the museum
written by Colonel Anson Squire, a long serving Trustee.

The President has written in his notes the need to look after our
old soldiers and their dependants. This work continues from
Canterbury. But should any of our readers be aware of one of
their old comrades (or a dependant) needing help please do
contact the local SSAFA (address and phone number in the
local phone book) and alert our Secretary, John Rogerson at
Canterbury.

At our annual Church Service this year, two stained glass
windows are being dedicated to the men of the Home Guard
who served during the Second World War. The windows are
badges of our two Regiments and we hope for a good
attendance for this, our annual Church Service.

With good wishes to you all
Les Wilson

President’s notes

The discussions of the Regimental Council and the Trustees
have inevitably been focused on the plans for the museum and
its long term future. We should though not forget that our
prime responsibilities are providing benevolence for our own
soldiers in need and their dependants and the successful
running of the Association in which I include this Newsletter.
Nevertheless all matters to do with our Regiment are
important.

We are in the process of commissioning a business plan to
determine how best we can plan for our finite future for
discharging our various responsibilities. In this way we hope to
ascertain what resources we might responsibly allocate to the
Mmuseum now, or in five or ten years and so on. It looks,
however, as though we may have to raise a considerable sum
of money by appeal if we are to endow our museum as a
memorial to the Regiment in Surrey. In these days of
professional fundraising we will need to commission a
feasibility study before any decision, which will be taken by
the Regimental Council and the Trustees, is taken to launch an
appeal. We will keep you informed but I have no intention of
launching an appeal until all the building blocks are in place.

Although the Museum continues to keep us busy the
Association is clearly in good heart and the reports from
Branch Secretaries at our annual meeting last month were very
encouraging. I hope that by the time the November Newsletter
1S published we will be clear on the future of the Museum and
funding.
With my best wishes
Bob Acworth

The Princess of Wales’s Royal Regiment

Since the last Newsletter notes the pace of life
within the four PWRR Battalions has been
hectic but also it has been a time of
consolidation.

The Ist Battalion completed an extensive
training exercise in Canada (Ex Pond Jump West). This was
carried out at Wainwright in Alberta. This is a vast training area
where the Battalion has free play to complete its own training.
This is very different from BATUS, which is held at Suffield
(near Calgary) where every exercise is controlled by staff. The
training consisted of four weeks of dry training and live firing
integrated with some high quality adventurous training and a
short stand down period.The exercise allowed Company
Commanders to conduct progressive training for live firing and
the final testing exercise.

The weather changed from too hot to too cold and the really
damp cold spell coincided nicely with a Company river
crossing exercise! There was a good link up with the South
Alberta Light Horse (one of our affiliated Regiments) when a
group attended the Officers Mess party.

Since its return from Canada the Battalion has focused its
training on its TALO (Tactical Air Landed Operational) role.

The Commanding Officers have changed, Lt Col M P Rayner
has departed to work at Warminster on the Staff and Lt Col S P
B Kilpatrick has taken over command.

The Battalion completes an arms plot move to Tidworth in
December 1999 and are replaced by 1st Battalion The Royal
Irish in Howe Barracks in Canterbury.

The 2nd Battalion moved to Belfast in November 1998 for a six
months tour and do not return until the end of May 1999. On
deployment they found themselves ‘locked in’ to their Belfast
bases with the remit to maintain the lowest possible profile
whilst the Good Friday Agreement progressed with its fudges
and delays. To combat boredom a highly workable ‘macro’
rotation of company multiples was designed to provide a level of
friction which constantly challenged the soldiers. All tasks
would be completed by all soldiers. At the same time Company
Headquarters remained static so as to provide the RUC with a
sense of reassurance and continuity. This seems to have worked
and the Battalion are looking forward to some well-earned leave.

In the last notes The Strategic Defence Review was looming but
had not impacted. In November 1998 it was announced. It has
had an immediate effect and will be completely implemented
by Ist July 1999. In summary the titles of 5th Battalion and
6/7th Battalion’s PWRR will disappear. Some locations will
shut. We have ended up with a complete cap badge Battalion
that will be called the 3rd Battalion The Princess of Wales’s
Royal Regiment. This will be in the counties of Kent, Surrey
and E & W Sussex. The Battalion will consist of three Rifle
Companies plus an HQ Coy plus the Band. In addition we will
have a cap badge rifle Coy based in Portsmouth and IOW
which will be C Company of a new Battalion called The Rifle
Volunteers. They will cover Hants, IOW, Wiltshire, Berkshire
and Oxfordshire. We will also have a cap badge company in the
London Regiment (which we already had). In general terms we
came off quite well compared with others. It is of course very
sad that once again we have had to change names and reduce.

We have had many individuals serving in the Balkans and as | write we
have just pulled some out of Kosovo and we have others deployed in
Macedonia. Only time will tell if history repeats itself something that
politicians seem to have a blind spot for!

The Princess of Wales’s Royal Regiment is in good form and

ready to meet any challenge.
AJM




First World War Survivors

As readers will recall the National Press ran a series of articles
in November 1998 to mark the 80th Anniversary of the ending
of the 1914 -18 war. Several of our old soldiers arc still living
aged from 99 years to 101. A marvellous achievement
gentlemen and we salute you all.

Arthur Bury 99 who served with the Queen’s, Dennis
Finbow 99 and Gilbert Rugg 100, both believed to have
served with | Surreys also Frederick Burday 100. Frederick
Attoe 100 served with 7 Surreys. George Howard 100, o
regular soldier served with 2 Queen’s on the Somme and later
moved with them to India and the North West Frontier.

All the above were invested with the Legion d” Honeur Medal
given by France to mark the 80th anniversary.

George Howard’s medal was presented to him on I1th April
and the photo above shows him proudly wearing his medal
after the presentation by The Lord Lieutenant of Hertfordshire.

George Howard was born on April 22 1899 and served from
1915-1923. He married on 21st April 1923 and the couple had
two children, his wite died in 1989. They had 6 grandchildren,
17 great grandchildren and a great-great granddaughter.

George lives alone with the help of his family and the social
services, and very much values his independence.

oo

Presentation to Captain Brian Scripps the PSAO at A Cov 5 PWRR who
retires in July after 48 years service. Brian Scripps has been a loyal supporier
of the Association since 1980 and we ar the Association owe him a real debt of
gratitude for all he has done for us. Thank you Brian, Keep in touch and a
very happy retirement

oo ——

Two Ex RSM's - Ron Wildgoose and Les Wislon compare
notes on some of the members present!?

o0o

Supplementary Reserve for the Army

Army Orders issued in August, 1924 authorised the formation
of a Supplementary Reserve of Officers, provisionally fixed at
2,489, “to complete and maintain all arms at full strength at
mobilization” and also the formation of a Supplementary
Reserve. provisionally fixed at 20,639, to complete on
mobilization the requirements ol the Royal Artillery, Royal
Engineers, Royal Corps of Signals, Royal Army Service Corps,
Royal Army Medical Corps. Royal Army Ordnance Corps and
the Royal Army Veterinary Corps.

Broadly speaking the Reserve was to be divided into two
categories viz:- those who would have (o undergo peace-time
training and those who would not. The latter would consist of
specialists who, when called to the Colours, would carry out
duties similar to their civilian occupations.

Although liable for service in any part of the world when
called out for duty. it was emphasised that the members
“would not be required to serve in aid of the Civil Power in
domestic emergency”.

Source - East Surrey "Regimental News ",







Letters of Appreciation - We append below extracts from
some of the letters your Secretary has received.

Patrick Tootal OBE, County Field Officer, Royal British
Legion Kent writes: Thank you very much for your letter
dated 24th November 1998 together with your generous grant
of £134 to Mrs A towards a washing machine. Mrs A will, of
course, be advised of your kindness. Many thanks for the
Formation History. I do apologise, I am a simple ‘crab’ whose
Service was formed in 1918 and I can’t cope going back to
1661! T get even more stick from the Armoured Corps War
Memorial Benevolent Fund when I confuse lancers and
hussars!! Roger over and out. I am most grateful for your
assistance with this application.

oQo

Wing Commander J R G Lawrie, Honorary Divisional
Secretary SSAFA writes:- Thank you for your letter
enclosing the cheque for a further £495.00 on behalf of Mrs B.
Mrs B is almost fully chairbound and has to rely on her
husband at present to push her in a normal wheelchair, the
strain of which is affecting his health. I consider this further
grant most generous and I would ask you to convey my deepest
gratitude to the committee, I am sure Mr B will be writing to
you personally to express his own thanks. When Christopher
Stevens telephoned advising the cost of the wheelchair 1
virtually gave up the idea of obtaining a wheelchair for Mrs B
and was prepared explain to Mr B that we might have to resort
to purchasing a lightweight push wheelchair. I know this
deserving couple will be delighted and Mr B will I know be
relieved being free of the constant worry that the strain of
pushing his wife could affect his heart. Once again my sincere
gratitude for the help given to Mr and Mrs B.

On behalf of my wife, I wish to thank you for the donation you
sent to SSAFA., towards the cost of her Bath Bubble. She is so
thrilled to be able to lie and soak her old limbs for the first time
in years. Thanking you once again.

oQo

I should like to thank you for the £500 grant towards my new
second hand disability car which I got a fortnight before Xmas.
Mr N Trimble, the Bracknell based SSAFA worker did a great
Jjob raising funds. He has taken my photo with the car, it’s nice
to be mobile again, and getting about a bit. I should like to
thank all my comrades and wish them all a happy new year.

o0o0

I would like to thank you most sincerely for the grant of £500
which I understand has been sent to SSAFA towards the cost
of an Electric Wheelchair for me and which I hope to take
delivery of early in the new year. I am really looking forward
to this - what a difference it will be to driving a Bren Gun
Carrier. I can just hear the lads laughing their heads off at old
“XXXX XXXX" in his wheelchair - one thing is certain [ shall
place a Paschal Lamb on it somewhere. Once again thank you
so much and all the best for 1999 onwards.

000
I wish to send my thanks to the Regiment on behalf of my wife
and myself, in acknowledging SSAFA’s request for help on
my behalf, in part funding for the purchase of a Manual Self
Propelling Wheelchair, it has been with your generous
donation I have now been presented with a wheelchair,
enabling me to leave my house and enjoy life once more. I
thank you once again for your generosity.

oQo

Lt Col J P Shoesmith, SSAFA and FHS Guildford writes:-
I acknowledge receipt of your Association’s cheque for £350
to purchase a new washing machine for Mr C, I know he will
be most appreciative. Please convey my gratitude to the
Benevolence Committee of the Queens Royal Surrey Regt
Charity for their generosity. I will ensure that Mr C receives
the Association Newsletter and will suggest that he may wish
to remain in contact with his old Regiment.

oQo

Mrs Anne Ford a SSAFA/FHS Case Worker writes:- Thank
you very much indeed for your letter of 9th April, enclosing a
cheque for £500 towards a stairlift and shower for Mr D. I need
hardly tell you how grateful Mr and Mrs D are. I am sending
your cheque off to our treasurer today in order that it will be
available to pay for the installation of a stairlift and shower. I
have sent on the copy of your Association Newsletter to Mr D
having had a quick look through myself. I found it very
interesting, what a “close knit family” you are!

oQo

I am writing to say a big thank you for the Cheque which you
sent us through SSAFA. We have bought the electric operated
chair and it is a great help for my husband. Thank you again.

oQo

I am writing to thank you and the Association for so kindly
sending a Cheque for my new teeth dentures. Also my thanks
goes to Mr M Tullberg, and SSAFA for getting in touch with
you. Thanking you once again Sir.

o0o

o0o

Just a few lines to let you know the wheelchair for my wile
was delivered a few days before Christmas, she is indeed very
pleased with it. My wife and I would like to thank the
Committee for the most generous donation, I have one wish,
that someday I would be able to repay the Regiment for the
kindness which has been shown to my wife and 1. We would
like to wish you all a very Happy New Year and may you
continue in all the good work that you do so well.

oQo

Thank you very much for your donation towards the purchase
of my new Motor Scooter. The Scooter is going very well and
enables me to get about more than I would otherwise be able
to. thereby giving me more independence.

oQo

Bert Quickenden explains what went wrong! Joe Gooden listens - again







Row 13. Noting the emergency exits through the dense fog of
cigarette smoke as we took off, | doubted if we would have
reached them in the event of a mishap. At Myitkyina we had
our first proper taste of Burmese bureaucracy in the shape of
“Immigration”. Laboriously copied, hand written entries in the
arrivals log from our passports, under a burning sun and
assailed by insects, together with the wait for our one suitcase,
took one hour. Then off by car to the hotel, which rather
surprisingly was all right, even with in the wording of its
advertisement, ensuite birthroom!. It was, however, subject to
frequent power failures, a common occurrence in Burma.
Myitkyina is on the upper reaches of the Irrawaddy river,
nearly 750 miles by road from Rangoon, a bustling and
expanding little town with a market and a large and visible
military garrison. In 1944 it had a good airfield which
eventually General Stilwell and his Chinese captured. That
airfield today is no longer in use but its outline is stilf there.
There is also a Japanese war memorial in the form of an
inscribed clocktower.

Our next requirement was a special permit to drive
southwestwards along the former Japanese supply route to the
Irrawaddy port township of Katha, some ten bone shaking and
shockabsorber damaging hours away by car, and the only place
near Indaw with accommodation licensed to receive foreigners.
The wait for the permit took a whole day, but we got it at last
and set off early next morning on the 100 miles drive.

Possession of the permit was not a magic token for smooth
passage, as it turned out. At Mogaung, a scruffy town and the
scene of Brigadier Calvert and 77 Brigade’s final epic triumph
in the last of the Chindit days we were closely scrutinised
again, with head scratching and shaking, but at last we were
allowed on. Two further stops at remote cheek points followed.
Beautiful scenery, with distant forested hills, pagodas, rice
fields, the occasional Burmese army patrol, little villages,
bullock carts, smiling people, terrible roads, more rotten
wooden bridges, black exhaust from the very occasional
vehicle and then sunset.

We passed through Henu, the actual site of White City, about a
mile north of Mawlu railway station, at this moment. The dakota
strip has reverted to brilliant green rice fields, the forested
hillock of Pagoda Hill, the centre of the arena, has a new shining
golden pagoda on it and the road and railway line are still close
together. Smoke trom cooking fires in the village hung in the air
and bullock carts were being unladen for the night. The only
sign of 1944 was a red and white painted bomb casing of
unknown origin now serving out its time as some sort of gong.

Pitch darkness then covered us for the last hour of the day and
then we rattled into dimly lit Katha; our ‘hotel” was a very
close relation to the Black Hole of Calcutta; myriads of insects
descended on us. We met an elderly man who said he had
served in this area in the Gurkhas in 1945; great shakings of
hands’* By 10 o’clock the generator spluttered to a halt and a
tremendous tropical downpour followed later. Sleep was
impossible on our inch thick mattress on hard wooden boards,
even after two Mandalay beers and a whisky.

We were up at dawn, thankful the night was over; the
lavatories were indescribable. Hiring a pick-up truck of
Japanese make, and passing the occasional timber hauling
elephant, we bounced and shuddered our way to Indaw, an
hour away, a pleasant little town on the southeast of a large
lake shimmering in the sunshine. I had hoped to get out to
Milestone 20 on the road to Banmauk where 21 Column had a
successful ambush action against a convoy of Japanese trucks,
but the road has now fallen into such chaotic disrepair that the
maximum attainable speed was under 5 mph, so I had to
content myself with getting as far as Thetkegyin on the
northern shore of Indaw lake. There was no serious possibility
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On the road to Banmauk at Thetkegyin, “like an alien from outer
space!”

of walking to Aberdeen either. At Thetkegyin we were
encircled by at least a hundred excited small schoolchildren, to
whom we must have seemed like aliens from outer space. Here
again the two Japanese held airstrips have become rice fields.,
and the hutted village of Pebin on the south west shore of the
lake, subject of a Queen’s attack,, shone in the fierce heat.
Indaw lake is a most attractive setting with two or three little
fishing boats at work on it. Seiktha, also held by 2 Queen’s for
a short while, was unreachable some four or five miles further
west.. Low undulating forested hills lie to the north of this
terrible road, cultivations surrounding the actual lake. The
Sedan Chaung, south of Indaw and the venue of another clash
with the Japanese, is a steeply banked muddy stream about as
wide as the River Wey at Guildford. I could see nobody who
looked old enough to have been more than a young child in
1944. Everybody seemed very welcoming and surprised to see
us. The only signs of the war in Indaw itself-were two buses of
great antiquity which, in their heyday, had clearly been
Bedford 3 tonners.

Our journey on by car from Indaw to Mandalay took a further
ten arduous hours, through variations in-the countryside
ranging from beautiful teak forests to cultivations.. crossing
several elderly Bailey bridges and fording some other stoney
river beds, finally reaching the Ava bridge over the Irrawaddy
into Mandalay, which had been blown by the British in 1942
and fully repaired after the war. Al last, a bath, clean sheets
and airconditioning!

The campaign against the Japanese in Burma especially was
fought under the most trying and exacting conditions, as those
of you who were there will know, and having now seen the
actual ground for myself I can only reiterate the poignant words
of the epitaph to those servicemen who fought and died here,

When you go home, tell them of us and say
For your tomorrow we gave our today.

HMH

o0o

Battle Honours

Taku Forts 1861 A battle honour of both the Queen’s and
Surreys, that of the Taku Forts, was also the occasion of
youthful reception of a medal, this time the highest award of
all - the Victoria Cross. Hospital Apprentice Andrew
Fitzgibbon of the Indian Medical Establishment, became the
youngest winner of the VC when, at the age of 15 years 3
months, he showed great gallantry when attending to wounded
under fire. The British Forces, fighting with courage and
fortitude, captured the Forts and immediately afterwards, due
to heavy rains, found themselves enduring hardships of cold,
mud and water - miseries that were (o be repeated more than
fifty years later on the Western Front in the First World War.




A Soldier’s story

It was on 11th February 1929, that John (Jock) Henderson,
along with thirty other men from Tyne and Wear Joined the
Regular Army at Durham City. Posted to Stoughton Barracks,
Guildford, they travelled all night to be received later at the
Guard Room by Sgt Torkington who was later to become
Jock’s Platoon Sergeant.

All the North Country new intake were put into a squad known
as the Geordie Platoon and after four months training they were
posted to the 2nd Bn The Queen’s Royal Regiment at Grand
Shaft Barracks, Dover where they received further training
from RSM “Buzzy” Waspe and Corporal Salmon. But their stay
Wwas not long as they were soon bound for overseas service.

On 12th September 1929, via a rough passage in the troopship
Neuralia, they joined the Ist Bn The Queen’s Royal Regiment
al Malta. Posted to different companies at St Paul’s Barracks,
Jock soon volunteered for the Drums under Drum Major “Skin”
Wallace from whom he learnt his new art, as well as learning to
play the flute under the instruction of Paddy Monahan. Malta
was a happy station, under excellent officers, including Colonel
Ponsonby and Captain Oxley-Boyle, and had good facilities for
sport. It was there that Jock got his bronze medallion for
swimming. But by the end of another twelve months fresh
Moves were afoot. In September 1930, again in the Neuralia,
they sailed for China where they remained for four years before
onward transportation to India. While en route in the troopship
Dorsetshire Jock became batman to Captain Duncombe.

They arrived at Quetta just in time for the earthquake and all its
horrors. Thankfully out on manoeuvres at the time of the actual
“quake”, the Queen’s were then able to re-enter the stricken
town and play a valuable part in rescue work and general aid.
Presumably the Regiment aimed to be self-sufficient in
construction work as Jock was afterwards sent on a bricklayers’
Course with the Sappers and Miners. Later the Regiment built
their own mud huts and it was at that time,1935, that Jock met
the future Field Marshal Montgomery who was a Major at the
Staff College.

In December 1935. there was a return to the UK and to the 2nd
Battalion at Corruna Barracks, Aldershot, soon to be followed
by duty for the parade for the funeral of King George V. In the
drums, pouring rain resulted in several broken drum-skins. In
1936 the Battalion moved to the Isle of Wight where the
Bandmaster was the famous Roger Barsoti. Maintaining an
interest in sport, Jock took up boxing and, even more important,
reached the dizzy heights of Corporal. With pay of 39 shillings
per week, he felt a rich man.

In 1938 the Battalion embarked at Southampton for Palestine
where they were posted to Tulkarem. From there Jock,
promoted Sergeant, went with a platoon to Haifa and, attached
to The Sherwood Foresters, for six months guard duties. Later
following the steps of the birth of Christianity, Jock visited
Jerusalem and Bethlehem before being posted to Jericho for
training in Desert Warfare. This was followed by an
Intelligence Course at Brigade HQ. His superior officer in the
battalion was one Michael Forrester MC. From Jericho, with
band and drums playing, the Battalion marched to Latrun.

But, ever on the move, and after more training, the Battalion
travelled by train to Egypt where they arrived on the Bagash
Box near Mersa Matru.

Soon involved in Middle East operations of the Second World
War, Jock served under General Wavell, Commander of the
Middle East Forces, in the left hook move which took them
around the south of Mersa Matru, up the pass to Fort Capusso
and on to Bardia where they werc later relieved by Australian
Forces.

‘Jock’ Henderson and John Kershaw with two of our ‘vounger'
members at the annual reunion

The Crete campaign was remembered by Jock as presenting
him with a reception that was anything but welcome. The ship
he travelled in was bombed and in danger of sinking so tins of
petrol had to be hastily jettisoned. As troops under Lieutenant
Colonel Oxley-Boyle, energetically threw the fuel overboard,
the ship’s Captain understandably bawled for them to get a
move on. The ship did not sink but limped into Alexandria.
Later the battalion moved up to Syria for action against the
Vichy French Forces. It was here in the hills above Beirut that
Jock won his Military Medal for gallantry. Many members of
the battalion were taken prisoner but were returned a few
weeks later.

Some anticipated leave in Cairo did not materialise as a quick
move to Tobruk took place when it was under siege by
Rommel. It was there that Jock and his comrades earned the
title “Desert Rats”. According to Jock the conditions under
which they were living made it a very apt nomination.

Selected for training for a Commission, Jock found that the
course was not to his liking so he left it to become an Instructor
and later RSM and went into the Desert to join the st Buffs
while the 2nd Queen’s went off to India. With his new
Regiment Jock was at El Alamein which he says “seemed like
hell” with 25 pounder guns tiring almost wheel (o wheel. After
the breakthrough the big chase began with Jock taking part
though in considerable pain with a bout of toothache. A dentist
solved the problem by making an extraction while the battle
was still in progress.

While with the Buffs, Jock had the honour to be the Parade
RSM for the whole parade for the Prime Minister (Mr
Churchill) when he visited the 8th Army at Tripoli and also
when King George VI visited the troops in Algiers.

From Algiers Jock went back to the UK and the Buffs Depot at
Canterbury where he requested a transfer back to his old
Regiment, The Queen’s. This was not immediately
forthcoming so after a month’s leave, spent with his sister at
Tooting, he was posted to Fenham Barracks and attached to the
I'1th Hampshire Regiment. This was a holding battalion to
train personnel for service in Europe when the Second Front
began. From there he was posted as RSM to 206 Officers
Cadet Training Unit (OCTU) at Foremark Hall. Repton
College, Derbyshire and it was while so posted that he met and
married Dorothy Cook, she being a Corporal Projectionist in
the ATS. Shortly afterwards the Second Front began and as the
European war drew towards its close the OCTU’s began
closing down. On leaving, Jock went to Herne Bay, Kent and
then volunteered for service in West Africa as RSM to the st
Battalion The Sierra Leone Regiment. His wife later joined
him but after an eighteen months tour he returned to England
(o become RSM to the Sth Battalion The Queen's Royal
Regiment at Sandfield Terrace, Guildford. After a few months
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in this posting he resigned from the Regular Army to become
an Army recruiter in Leeds where he had an interesting job
which took him round most of the villages in Yorkshire. He
and his wife bought a house at Roundhay.

In 1951 he answered an advertisement for the post of Army
Instructor at the King William’s College, Isle of Man. On being
interviewed he was pleased to find that the interviewing officer
was an ex Queen’s man, Major Barrier, with who he had served
in India and China. He got the job and became the school staff
instructor. Although he liked the post, foreign climates were
calling again so after two years on the island he and his wife
moved to Trinidad on his obtaining an appointment as Army
Instructor to the Trinidad Police Force. His first big parade was
for Princess Margaret and this was very successful. Enjoying
the work, he engaged for a second tour, but on his wife
becoming seriously ill they returned to England where he
eventually obtained a post as Head Porter at Winchester
College. He and his wife moved to a College house in
Kingsgate Street, Winchester. The retired Field Marshal
Montgomery was a frequent visitor to the College and often had
a chat with Jock, doubtless recalling old times in the Desert.

N

Inspection Parade, Trinidad and Tobago 1961, I carrying the sword

Jock’s stay at the College, 15 years, was the longest time he had
ever remained in one place. He retired in 1976 and returned to
Yorkshire where his wife died in 1988. In the same year he
became an In-Pensioner at The Royal Hospital Chelsea where
he remained until his death in July 1998, at the age of 87.

A true and distinguished soldier of the old breed, Jock was a
faithful servant of Sovereign, Country and Regiment and will
long be rightfully and gratefully remembered.

= oc0o

Historian honoured

Malaysian author and ex-teacher Chye Kooi Loong was
presented to the Queen, and the Duke of Edinburgh and
Foreign Secretary, Robin Cook at a special “Tea with
Veterans™ at Carcosa in the Lake Gardens, Kuala Lumpur on
23rd September 1998.

Mr Loong had close associations with the 2nd East Surreys and
Ist Leicesters when they were fighting together as the British
Batalion at Kampar in December, 1941 before the eventual
later surrender to the Japanese. Before he and his friends were
evacuated to the safety of foothills to the east of the territory,
some of the troops gave him their cap badges and said
“remember us Joe”. He never forgot and later he recalled
campaign experiences in his book “The History of the British
Battalion - Malayan Campaign 1941-42". At the presentation
the Queen and the Duke showed great interest in the book,
thanked Mr Loong for his work and commented that the
British people would be thankful for the research he had done.

RF

Territorial Officers Reunion Dinner

Territorial officers from The Queen’s Royal Regiment and
those associated Regiments by amalgamation from the era
1950/60/70, dined together in London on the 23rd October
1998. For this third reunion, the venue chosen was the Inn’s of
Court and City Yeomanry Mess, in Lincolns Inn. Regular
officers who served with us were also included.

The Chairman for the evening was Sir Colin Cole KCVO.,
CVO., MVO., TD., Hon. Colonel to 6/7th Battalion Queen’s
Regiment 1981-86. Also present was Sir Bryan Cartledge
KCMG, Her Majesty’s Ambassador to the Soviet Union in
1988, but who dined with us last as Second Lieutenant
Cartledge. Brigadier Miles Hunt Davis was included who after
leaving us went to the Ghurka’s.

Of the 24 Officers who went to camp in Essex at Fingrinhoe
(nr Colchester) in 1957, with 5 Queen’s Royal Regiment, eight
were present at the dinner.

Lieutenant Colonel Hugh Harris, and with their appointments
at the time:-

Intelligence Officer Mike Wigan. OC MMG Platoon David
Roscoe, OC Mortar Platoon Julian Gill, Signals Officer Noel
Napier Ford, Second in Command ‘D’ Company David
Robinson, OC ‘A’ Company Richard Asser, Second in
Command ‘A’ Company Desmond Wilson. This must be some
sort of record for a 41 year span!

The regular officers present, were Lieutenant Colonel Mike
Lowry and Lieutenant Colonel John Burgess, both had served
as Training Majors.

The evening was voted a big success in excellent surroundings
and was superb. (The Lord Mayor of London dined in the
Mess two days before) - after the Lord Mayor’s show....1? The
President for the evening was Tony Clayton and the Vice
President was Geoff Wright.

Anyone reading this, who feels he should be on the list of
names for circulation of details for the next reunion, should
contact anyone he knows on the list of attenders:-

Richard Asser, Adrian Birtles, John Burgess, Sir Bryan
Cartledge, Tony Clayton, Sir Colin Cole, Peter Dorey, Bill
Frend, Julian Gill, Hugh Harris, Foster Herd, George Hodges
(sick), Brig-Miles Hunt-Davis, Mike Lowry, Noel Napier-
Ford, John Rae, David Robinson, Brian Robinson, David
Roscoe, His Honour Judge John Samuels, Denis Savage, Mike
Wigan, Geoff Wright, Gerald Webb, Desmond Wilson.

From letters received following this event it would appear that
there is feeling that a repeat in two or three years, with wives
or carers, in Swrrey or London, and for a luncheon, rather than
dinner? You will be circulated for opinions nearer the time!

Desmond Wilson, Noel Napier-Ford, Foster Herd, Adrian Birtles,
Brian Robinson.

DGW




A Day at War - Savignano and the “Mosque”

Whilst we were bivouacked in
the rest area. we were
reinforced by drafts from the
7th Ox and Bucks and the st
Welch. It had been decided to
disband the 168th Brigade
since the Division had had such
heavy casualties. Such a
reorganisation provided at least
two fairly strong brigades. The
8th Royal Fusiliers
amalgamated with the 9th
Royal Fusiliers, and the 7th Ox
and Bucks and 1st Welch were
disbanded, the personnel being
posted to the remaining
battalions.

The author J H Day

Three or four of these reinforcements came to our platoon.
Lance-Corporal Johnny Willerton, MM, and Ginger Parry
joined our section. Lance-Corporal Willerton was a tall, thin
man, with fair hair and a thin moustache. He came from
London. [ have forgotten how he won the MM, although he did
tell me. Ginger Parry was from Shrewsbury, a bit taller and
heavier than myself, and about 6 months older. He had a good
head of wavy ginger hair.

We learnt that our next objective was Savignano. It was on the
edge of the Lombardy Plain! It was pouring with rain as we
moved forward. There was a heavy artillery barrage, and
logether with the enemy’s counter-barrage, the noise was
terrific. The bridge we had to cross had been blown up by the
retreating Germans. A Churchill “Ark” Tank threw its bridge
across. The first tanks to cross this bridge at dawn got stuck,
making it impossible for any of the other tanks to cross. Our
‘B’, *C’ and ‘D’ Companies were already on the far side. We
heard that ‘B’ Company was surrounded and that radio contact
had been lost. ‘C’ and ‘D’ Companies had been withdrawn to
the “Ark” crossing.

We fell back to a position near a barn, and were told to dig in
by a straw stack. Buster Brown and | were together digging a
trench, but it kept filling with water. By the time that we had
finished it it was half full of water. However, as shells were
raining down on us, we had no choice but to get in it. It was a
case of being killed by shellfire or drowning! We decided to
look around and found some boards. We put them over our
trench propped up the front so that we could get in and out and
fire our weapons, and

then covered them

with straw to

Camouflage our

position. By the time

that we had finished

this construction, the

water in the trench

Wwas seeping away.

At this stage [ told
Buster that I was
going for a smoke in
the barn. I sat at the
back of the building,
undid my cape, which
had kept me
reasonably dry,
although my feet,
face and neck were
soaked. I managed to
get a fairly dry River Senio. looking west from the
(new) heavy bridge

cigarette out of my case and lit it with my lighter. I then had a
couple of drags. The next thing I knew was that daylight was
breaking. I heard voices. Some of our transport had arrived and
were hiding behind the barn. The cigarette was still in my
hand, but it had gone out as my hand was so wet that it had
become soaked too. I jumped to my feet, threw away the wet
cigarette, and dashed out. [ was supposed to be standing-to! It
had stopped raining. I got into the trench, which was empty of
water and drying out. It was like home from home! I told
Buster that I had fallen asleep. He had guessed that, but he was
not bothered. He knew where to find me if he had wanted me. I
had been away an hour.

As the time approached noon, my stomach was turning over,
and I was bursting to go to the toilet. I could not stand it any
longer, so I picked up my shovel, went round to the back of the
stack, dug a hole, and just as I got squatted over it, I heard a
shell coming over which was going to be too close, for
comfort. I pulled up my trousers, ran round the stack, and.
dived into the trench. I waited a few minutes, crept out of the
trench, went to my hole, pulled down my trousers, and again a
shell came screaming in too close for comfort. Once again I
pulled up my trousers and ran to the trench. This happened
every time I went for my crap. I was beginning to get annoyed!
Buster was in stitches. In between his laughter he came out
with a theory. “They are having fun with you. They can see you
every time you go round the stack. They time it until you have
taken your trousers down and settle down, then they fire a shell
at vou. They will be like me, laughing their hats off at you
running round the stack back to our trench!" 1 realised that he
could be right, and so postponed my attempt for relief. We
stayed there until after dark and our hot meal came up. It had
not rained all day, and I even tinished my business in peace!

We received orders to move into Savignano. As we moved into
the town the gunfire intensified, both ours and the Germans’. A
platoon of ‘B* Company had made their way back to our lines,
and reported that Savignano was clear of the enemy. The Battle
Patrol went forward to make contact with their rearguard, and
found them a few hundred yards -west of the bridge.

At a vacated German Dressing Station a number of our
wounded, who had been captured, were found, including Major
R M Campbell, MC, the OC of ‘B’ Company. The Germans
had been very good to them, leaving them as comfortable as
possible, and giving them cigarettes. They told the wounded
that their comrades would soon arrive. Unfortunately Major
Campbell later died in a British hospital.

Savignano was a small town. At the end of the town stood a
tall tower, part of the home of the local squire. It was known as
“The Mosque” it was an important observation post, and also, |
believe, most of the population had taken refuge there. it was
s0 solidly built that the biggest shells from either side could not
damage it much.

(Editor’s note - The so-called “Mosque” is, in fact, the Villa
Marchesi Guidi di Bagno. It was built in 1820 as the summer
residence of the Guidi di Bagno family. The family's principal
residence at this time was in Mantua. The family dates from
AD 943, when a German warlord called Ottone was granted a
Sfiefdom in Italy. However, the family did not become
italianized until the 13th Century. The Marchesi, who is
referred to by John Day as the squire, was a senator prior to
Italy’s surrender, and a friend of the Italian Roval Family and
of Count Ciano, the Foreign Minister. He was also considered
by Mussolini to be an influential politician. At the time of the
Queen’s Brigade attack into Savignano, the Marchesi gave
shelter within the villa to about 100 villagers, of whom about
5-6 were killed during the attack. The villa was initially used
by the Germans as an OP, a communications centre, and as a
small field surgery. Lt N H Eldridge’s platoon, about 15
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strong, from ‘B’ Company, the 2/6th Queen’s, attempted to
occupy the building, but was surprised by German
reinforcements and Lt Eldridge was killed. A Sherman tank
and another armoured vehicle eventually broke into the
marble-floored dining-room, being used by the German
surgical team, and the building was captured. 1t was soon
occupied by ten assorted OPs and other oddments, such as a
platoon and a half of Vickers machine-guns from the 6th
Cheshires, and became so important that Brigadier Stratton
appointed Major P G Thompson to be in command to ensure
the co-ordination of fire on all the targets observed from it).

We made our way up the street towards “The Mosque”. Enemy
shells were raining down on us. We crouched in the doorways
sheltering from them. Corporal “Spud” Tate’s 6pdr anti-tank
gun was on the other side of the street and the shells were
dropping close to it. For some unknown reason Spud Tate
jumped up and ran across the road to look at his gun. As he
knelt beside the gun examining it, a shell dropped beside him
and down he went. We ran across the road to him. He was
wounded all over. We turned him over, he tried to say
something, but then his bright blue eyes went dull and he died.
He was a Londoner, short, very broad, and in his late twenties.
We covered him with his gas cape, and he was later buried in a
garden nearby.

For this operation we were armed with Thompson submachine-
guns. We had handed in our rifles to our stores. The tommy-
gun was the standard infantry submachine-gun in ltaly. All
officers and NCOs, corporal and above in rank, were issued
with them. But it was a poor infantry weapon, no way in the
Schmeisser class. Even the cheaply made Sten gun was better.
This gun had so many working parts that it would easily jam, it
was heavy, firing a 45" bullet, and when the magazines were
fully loaded, they were heavy too. Our magazines were
straight, so that they could be carried in our pouches, and
carried 20 rounds each. On the films they are shown fitted with
circular magazines. Indeed, it was designed for gangsters on
the streets of Chicago to be carried about in cars! Tank men
and recce troops swore by them, but they did not have to carry
them around. However. they had some advantages. One could
knock a man flying at 25 yards, since the .45” bullet was a soft
nosed bullet, usually referred to as a dumdum, which would
make a normal hole as it entered, but exited like a small plate.
Men hit by tommy-guns staycd down.

As we moved further up the street, we crouched again in cover
as a fresh salvo dropped a bit too close to us for comfort.
Suddenly we saw an old woman come out of a house on the
other side of the road, and walk slowly up the street with a
sack on her shoulder. There was shrapnel flying all over the
place. However, as she passed a doorway of another house, we
were glad to see that someone rushed out and dragged her in.

We then received orders 1o move up to “The Mosque” itself.
keeping close to the walls of the houses, we made our way up
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the road. We were almost there when a sergeant, ex-334th
Battery, came towards us. [ knew him very well, and he
recognised me. He came up to me, with staring eyes, gripping
his tommy-gun, which was slung across his chest. He asked me
if I had seen Captain Conners. I knew then that he was gone.
Captain O’Connell had served as a Lieutenant ever since we
had been with The Queen’s. In fact he was the only officer, of
those who had joined with us from the 101st LAA, left in the
Battalion. I told the sergeant that I had not seen him. He said,
“Oh!" and carried on walking. He was like a zombie. He was
well gone. I never saw him again. I do not think that he knew
what was going on around him. If he was not killed by that
awful shellfire, he would have ended up in hospital in the nut
house!

We arrived at “The Mosque™. The road from “The Mosque”
to the outskirts of the town was a sunken road with banks on
either side. Ernie Lovett and Ginger Green met someone they
knew, and were chatting away in the middle of the road. I was
getting nervous, and tried to get them to move. Ernie Lovett
told me that he would stick one on me if 1 did not shut up. I
told him to try it! I then realised that the situation was getting
to me, just like Tommy Hinnigan and the sergeant whom we
had just passed. [ therefore walked away in a determined frame
of mind, and joined Buster Brown on the bank, waiting for
them 10 join us.

Major Thompson then arrived to give us further orders and to
tell us what was expected of us. He pointed out an area that we
had to defend. He told us that a counter-attack was imminent,
and we had to hold “The Mosque” at all costs. Since we were
behind the bank of the sunken road, he told us to move about,
firing from different positions, to make the enemy think that
there were more of us than there actually were. Apparently it
was this eventuality which was the reason why we were armed
with tommy-guns. We could hear the enemy moving about,
and we waited for them to come at us. We waited all night, but
they never came. We wondered why.

Just before stand-to we were ordered to dig in in front of a
peasant’s house. It was very small with one bedroom and one
living room. We managed to dig in before stand-to, and then
asked about the expected counter-attack. We were told that our
artillery had broken it up. Forty years later I was to read in a
book the real reason why the counter-attack was never
delivered. The enemy could not muster enough men to mount
the attack, whilst we had not got enough men to hold them!
Both sides therefore relied on intensive artillery barrages. In
other words we had fought each other to a standstill.

We had paired ofl, Buster and myself, and Ginger with Ernie.
We kept watch, four hours on and four off. We had decided on
spells of 4 hours so that there was a chance of a good rest at
night. However, like sailors, we had a dog watch (2 hours) so
that we were not on at the same times every day. Both sides
kept pounding away at each other, so the noise was still
deafening and the shells were still crashing around us. The
enemy were by now giving us a treat by firing air bursts, that is
shells that exploded in the air and sprayed shrapnel downwards
on us and our trenches.

During the day Buster and I played *‘Batttleships”. This was a
game played with squared paper and a pencil. A board was
drawn, measuring ten squares by ten squares, by each player,
and then marked off with the numbers 1-10 along the top of the
board, and letters A-J down the side. Each player then placed
his fleet on his board (without letting his opponent see) by
drawing lines, denoting ships, either diagonally, or vertically or
horizontally, of the following sizes; four submarines of one
square each; three destroyers of two squares each; two cruisers
of three squares; and one battleship of four squares. Each
player then made out a similar board to plot the fall of his own







































































































































