
 



 

On 20th January 1949, I was called up for National Service.  Having never been 

away on my own from by home, a sleepy village in South Warwickshire, it was 

quite a shock to my system. 

I received a railway warrant, and at 11.a.m that morning I was at Banbury 

railway station and caught the express going through to Paddington, London.   I 

was not the only one on the way to the army, the train appeared to be quite full 

of young men in the same predicament. 

 

I eventually arrived at the Infantry Training camp in Bordon Hampshire.  After 

14 days of basic training I found myself bound for the Oxon/Bucks light 

infantry, not what I wanted.  After quite a number of interviews with the 

Selection boards, I at last found myself heading for Inkerman Barracks at 

Woking and the Royal Military Police. 

 

On Thursday 3rd February 1949 at 11.30 a.m. I arrived at the main gate at 

Inkerman.  After reception, issue of bedding etc. I found myself a bed in one of 

the ‘spider’ barrack blocks at the rear of the main building together with about 

thirty other chaps, full of apprehension of what was to be our immediate futures. 

 

On Monday 7th February I started my training in 86 Squad instructed by Sgt 'Vic' 

Hancock a regular from WW11.  On this first parade together with all the other 

new intakes, we were introduced to the great R.S.M Harry Burdon, first 

impression to us all he was an awesome figure, but over the following months of 

            RSM Harry Burden 



our training I looked upon him as a father figure. 

 

First pay day was on Thursday 10th February when I received £1.  The weekend 

of 19th February we were allowed out into Woking with just about enough 

money for tea and the cinema, all on very best behaviour as the town was 

crawling with M.P foot patrols. 

 

 

At the beginning of April we had our first home leave, a 48 pass. After collecting 

£1.10.00 pay and ration cards most of us left for home. 

 

 

 

 

After the welcome trip home it was back to Inkerman for the final weeks of 

training. The most enjoyable part of this was the M.T lines and motor cycle 

training. I had some experience with small motorcycles but most of the squad 
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hadn’t a clue.  My pal at the time, Jack Stone from Leamington Spa, had not 

been near a motor cycle. The sight of the B.S.A 500cc 'beast' must have filled 

him with trepidation.  We all started of around the area in first gear, a few stalled 

or fell off, by early afternoon we had mastered changing from first to second, the 

bravest even got into third.  The instructors thinking we were getting on quite 

well allowed us, one behind the other, to venture out onto the road network 

around the 'spiders'.  Jack stuck close to me as I shouted how to change gears.  

We were getting along very well when Jack lost control of his throttle, he opened 

up, froze, and couldn't close it.  Jack and the motorcycle, engine at full revs, shot 

across the grass verge and straight into the end block wall of the cookhouse, 

embedding the front of the bike in the cook house.  When he and the bike had 

been pulled out, no damage to the bike, Jack broke a little finger, but quite a lot 

of damage to the cook house. 

 

On Monday 16th May 1949 we paraded for our instructions on postings. The 

officer in charge asked for 14 volunteers for Cyrenaica, we had never heard of 

the place, after looking round at our mates we stepped forward, he got his 

volunteers.  Jack my close friend was sent to Vienna and the four power Police 

Unit.  A short time later we discovered we had volunteered for 209 Provost Unit 

in Benghazi, Cyrenaica, a kingdom ruled by King Idress, (later deposed by Col 

Gadaffi). 

 

Motorcycle training course. Me on the left hand motorcycle 

 

Figure 1Motorcycle training course 

                      Squad 86 motor cycle training 1949 

 



On the Friday of May 19th went home on seven days embarkation leave. On 

return to Inkerman we were posted to a holding company in the main building 

pending departure.   After quite a few delays, on June 3rd we left for King's 

Cross, London and 1.a.m.left for Liverpool in quite a large troop train.  Arrived 

dockside in Liverpool at about 6a.m. and boarded the troopship, “Empress of 

Australia”. It was estimated there was about 5.000 people on board.  The ship set 

sail at 1p.m.  Our job on-board was to be the Police with instructions from the 

two regular Sergeants, “do not be too overbearing, gentle on the discipline.”  It 

had been known, on troopships in the past, for the overbearing MP to disappear. 

 

We arrived off Gibraltar 5pm Monday 4th July, by this time were fed up sleeping 

below decks in hammocks. As it was quite warm weather, permission was 

granted to the MP's to bed down on the decks, we were able to keep better 

security doing this. 

 

On 6th July we arrived in Malta and offloaded Army, R.AF and Navy personnel, 

plus a few service families.  After Malta the ship arrived off Tobruk at 6.30a.m. 

Together with other personnel we all disembarked onto lighters, landing in 

Tobruk harbour at 9.30a.m. and into the transit camp. I was not at all impressed 

with the place, it looked as if the desert war was still going on, and it was a 

wreck.   Sunday  10th July early rise at 5a.m. Leaving Tobruk by lorry we 

travelled along the desert coast road to Derna, visible in  the desert scrub were 

quite a number of wrecks from the war, both British and German tanks, guns and 

other vehicles.  We arrived at the Derna transit camp for late lunch and a 

welcome drink, the weather was very hot and not very pleasant in the back of a 

                                       Empress of Australia 

                 



bouncing three ton truck.   We stayed overnight in Derna before leaving for 

Benghazi. 

 

 

After another long dusty drive we arrived at 209 Provost Company, Berka Road, 

Benghazi at 9.30p.m. We were very pleased to be welcome to food etc. by the 

lads on duty.   After drawing our bedding we were allocated rooms in the 

building.   After breakfast on Tuesday 11th July we paraded with the rest of the 

staff and welcomed by the C.O and R.S.M.    After which jobs were allocated, I 

was the only one in the new intake that could type, I landed the job of running 

the office in the Derna Police Post. 

 

Until I was transferred to Derna I did street patrols in and around Benghazi 

aided by three WW11 Willy’s Jeeps of war vintage, there was also a Military 

Police post in the centre of the town across the road from a large Naafi.  This 

post was run 24 hours and quite busy.   Although we were smartly dressed in 

K.D and full webbing we didn’t carry any weapons, only once did I carry a 

pistol and that was for Provost Marshal's inspection for four hours. 

 

Like Tobruk, I was not impressed with Benghazi. There appeared to have been 

no attempt by the town authorities to re build after the war. In the harbour there 

still wrecked ships and lots of other rubbish. 

 

On Saturday 30th July I was told I was being transferred to Derna Post and early 

 

Our shoulder flash.  

The ruins of Cyrene 



on the following Monday I left Benghazi in a 15cwt truck of questionable 

vintage from the war.  All the vehicles and B.S.A motorcycles appeared to be left 

over from the desert war; I had great admiration for the R.E.M.E mechanics who 

kept these vehicles going. Our journey to Derna took quite a long time, average 

speed about 40 mph, lots of pot holes to negotiate, I never found out what would 

happen if we broke down, we had no communications. 

We eventually arrived at the Derna post at 9p.m., after quite an exhausting 

journey.    Arose early Sunday morning, quite a nice set up in quite a good 

location, very relaxed after Benghazi.  The post was in charge of Sgt Payne who 

lived nearby with his wife and family, there were six men, plus four Mauritian 

M.P's, with a full corporal in charge plus an A.C.C cook.    Once I settled in I 

spent most mornings in the office, typing charges and reports, I usually managed 

to get afternoons off, about five days of a week I helped with foot or mobile 

patrols.   The post had a large flat roof which had been set out by the lads, as a 

sunbathing area, we also grew tomatoes up there. 

 

 

I made a lot of use of the B.S.A motorcycle. It was a bit rough but being a keen 

motorcyclist I soon smartened it up and spent a lot of time around Derna. It was 

a great way to get around the battlefields. 

 Me, outside Derna MP post 1949 



 

 
 

                                                         

 

 

 

 

About every 14 days we conducted raids, with help of the local Sennusi Police, 

it was amazing how much W.D property was recovered, we never once made an 

arrest, and we felt sure someone in the Sennusi was tipping the thieves off.   Life 

in Derna was very good. 

 

The Derna post was about halfway between Benghazi and Tobruk, very often we 

had to rapidly tidy up and stand to, as the C.O or others stayed over going to and 

from other Police posts.   One day one of my pals from Benghazi stayed over, he 

had been R.T.U, it had been discovered he had a police conviction for theft when 

he was youth.    He went back to the R.A.S.C in Cyprus.  On my way home for 

demob, on the Empress of Australia, I was on head of gangway duty, who should 

I again meet boarding the ship, my pal who had been R.T.U. to the R.A.S.C.  He 

was now a full sergeant and making a great show of it. 

 

A day I have always remembered, Friday 2nd September 1949. The Sergeant was 

away in Benghazi, we got up late had extended breakfast, then up to the 

Me and L/Cpl Tooley with German wreck from WW11 
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sunbathing area on the roof, except me the hard working clerk, I was in the 

office.   It was  about an hour later when a loud scream/yell filled the air, rushing 

out  we discovered the commotion was coming from the latrine which was 

situated in the corner on the far side of the compound,  Being military  latrine  in 

a hot country this had a half door, open at the top and the bottom.  We could see 

L/Cpl James was on the toilet, yelling at us to do something pointing to the floor 

between his feet.  It appeared that a medium size snake had crawled from the 

back of the latrine and curled up, and was asleep, between his feet. We couldn't 

do anything for a while for laughter, he did not see the funny side of the incident 

at all.  One of the lads from the roof, L/Cpl Ford the real nutcase in our group, 

rushed into the post and quickly reappeared holding a sten gun ramming the 

magazine home. By this time the latrine door was wide open with James sat on 

the toilet, shorts round his knees still yelling his head off, when he saw Ford 

with the Sten Gun he went mad .   Ford yelled “lift your feet up”,  after a few 

seconds James lifted his feet as high as he could, there was a burst of gunfire ,as 

Ford fired most of the magazine towards the front of the latrine.  After the noise 

and the smoke had cleared we saw the snake had disappeared, the front of the 

latrine had been shot to pieces, collapsed with James still on it.  The resulting 

mess was unbelievable, poor old James had dropped back into the bucket which 

had been riddled with bullets, all we could see were a pair of legs and his arms 

waving about. The language from him was not fit for print.    When we 

recovered L/Cpl James he was a sorry mess and very angry, it as much as we 

could do to stop a big fight between him and Ford, we quickly washed him down 

with buckets of water.   After everyone had cooled down we could all see the 

funny side of it, although it was extremely dangerous.    One of the lads went up 

to the R.A.O.C. Stores and came back with a new toilet, I never did find out how 

we explained to the Sergeant, the new latrine and the missing ammunition. We 

never found the reptile. 

 

On Friday 14th October 1949, the C.O. paid us a surprise visit, he was with his 

wife, another officer and the C.S.M. They were on their way to visit the Tobruk 

detachment.  Two days later they returned calling in at our post. I was called into 

the office, I was on the move again, it appeared the office in Tobruk was a bit of 

a shambles, I was being transferred in an attempt to 'pull it into shape'.   I left 

next morning a little disheartened, I had settled in well in Derna. 

 



On arrival in Tobruk I found it in charge of Sgt Harris, a bit of a rough diamond, 

the previous clerk had been sent back to Benghazi before I arrived.  The state of 

the office wasn't too bad, after a day we soon got running well.  This detachment 

was quite different to Derna. It was situated on what appeared to be waste 

ground where, before the war, part of the town had stood. We had two large 

nissin type huts. Well set out inside. Outside, the usual white and red painted 

fencing, two large bomb fins acting as gate guards, a car park on which stood 

two motorcycles and the 15cwt Chevrolet truck. I found out it, again, had been 

left by the 8th army. It was rough, no silencer, but at least it was transport. The 

whole area was in a state of decay having suffered in the battles for Tobruk in 

W.W.11. 

 

 

There was quite a large military camp on the edge of town containing units from 

R.A.S.C.  R.A.O.C.  R.E.M.E., Signals and a British Army Hospital, there was 

quite a large N.A.A.F.I and a laundry, we all got on very well with lads in the 

camp they were always ready to help us out, also was quite a large camp for the 

Pioneer Corps consisting mainly of Mauritian troops, these men were controlled 

by British officers and senior N.C.Os, out of barracks these soldiers were very 

troublesome and caused us a lot of work. 

 

The only buildings visited by troops was the A.K.C open air cinema and the 

Salvation Army canteen run by a S.A Captain, his wife  and one other. 

Most of our work whilst on foot and mobile patrols concentrated on the quite 

large Out of Bounds areas, most containing brothels with very questionable 

  Me left, with our one and only 

Chevy truck 



patrons. 

 

 

 

Some distance south ran the road to El Adem airfield run by the R.A.F, I only 

visited it once it didn't appear to be very busy. All our mail came in daily to here 

and through the Army Post Office, our post code was M.E.L.F 6.      Halfway 

down the main road was a large war cemetery, I visited the place quite a few 

times looking for the grave of a man from home killed in the desert war, but with 

not much information to go on it was a hopeless task. A number of Arab workers 

kept the place looking reasonably smart, but they were not a lot of help to me. 

 

On Sunday 30th October 1949, we had a call from the R.A.F. One of their pilots 

flying in over the coast had spotted a submarine surfaced quite close 

to the shore, could we investigate.  Considering our area of jurisdiction was to 

the Egyptian border a few hundred miles east, this was a tall order. The Chevy 

truck was fuelled up, Sgt Harris armed himself, we took two sten guns and three 

of us took to the road at about 9a.m.   After a hot fruitless search nothing was 

found we returned at 8p.m. quite exhausted. After this incident I had quite a lot 

of report typing to do with copies to all and sundry everyone, it appeared wanted 

to know what the 'flap' was all about. 

 

On Wednesday 2nd November 1949 a report came in from the Derna R.M.P post, 

asking for assistance. A call had been received from the local Sennusi 

Police, to the effect that earlier in the day a serious incident involving a military 

truck had occurred in an isolated settlement on the main coast road linking 

Derna and Tobruk 

The R.M.P truck at Derna was under repair in R.EM.E workshops, they had no 

transport, would we investigate? Owing to language difficulties it was difficult 

to determine the exact nature of the incident, except a camel was involved. The 

settlement was about 50 miles away towards Derna.  

I and another Corporal set off, in our Chevy truck, arriving in the area about one 

and half hours later.   We were greeted by some very irate Bedouin Arabs and 

one Sennussi Policeman. Lying near the road was one very dead smelly camel.  

Not one of the group could speak any English. It was only by drawings on paper, 

a lot of arm waving and our smattering knowledge of Arabic we found out what 

had happened.  Very early that morning a military truck travelling east towards 



Tobruk on the coast road at speed ,went through the settlement, as it passed the 

camel gunfire emitted from the truck killing the camel.  Our knowledge of traffic 

on this road we were almost certain it was an army SDS postal truck which ran 

through from Benghazi to Tobruk and El Adem airfield every day, travelling 

through the night in each direction. 

 

We left the scene about 12 noon and retraced our journey back to Tobruk, we 

knew this truck returned to Benghazi at about 4p.m. After leaving El Adam 

R.A.F airfield, it stopped at the R.A.S.C. Camp where the two man crew rested 

and had lunch.  We arrived at the camp and with the help of the Regimental 

Police we found the truck.  After a short time the two man crew were traced in 

the N.A.A.F.I.   After a short interview they denied all knowledge of the 

incident.   In the company of the Regimental Police and the two men we 

searched the cab of the truck, on the floor on the passenger’s side I found eight 

empty cartridge cases, hidden behind the seat we recovered a Sten Gun.  The 

passenger then admitted he had fired the gun only to scare the camel which at 

the time was walking down the road. He didn't realise he had killed it. 

 

We arrested both men, members of the R.A.S.C. a replacement was found for the 

return journey to Benghazi. With the prisoners we returned to R.M.P. 

Detachment Tobruk.   Statements under caution were taken, they were handed 

over to the Regimental Police for detention.   Later both men were Court 

Martialled. The driver, a Corporal was reduced to Private and served 14 days in 

the Guard House at the R.A.S.C. barracks, the private who fired the shots was 

sentenced to term of imprisonment in the Military Prison in Egypt. 

 

Being the clerk in the R.M.P. Office in Tobruk it took me two days to type and 

prepare all the evidence with copies to everyone, it was a very sensitive case. We 

later learned the owner of the camel was compensated by the powers that be and 

received a younger animal.   

 

On detachment with us in Tobruk we had full corporal and three Mauritan 

Military Police. The corporal in charge was Cpl Celene, a very well educated 

man, a cut above the rest.  We became good friends and often patrolled together.  

On Thursday 10th November 1949 , we were on foot patrol in the darker side of 

the town, when out of the shadows leapt two Mauritian soldiers, one of them 

armed with a knife lunging at Celene, he struck him on the shoulder, fortunately 



the webbing shoulder strap took the blow, I jumped on the assailant forcing him 

to the ground, by this time four more Mauritians joined in , between us we 

sustained quite a number of superficial injuries from punches and kicks, luckily 

for us the mobile patrol arrived on the scene, six arrests were made, the two of 

us spent the night in the Military Hospital.   Needless to say, I and Cpl Celene 

later attended a Courts Martial, where all six of the assailants were given quite 

long sentences. 

 

Whilst stationed in Tobruk it was very easy going, we were not troubled much 

by the Sergeant.  He always seemed to be out on his own or up the NAAFI. We 

had a good idea what he was up to because about every four weeks we 

conducted a raid on a house of ill repute. Always we recovered army blankets, 

obviously payment for services rendered. After a while we realised, they were 

the same blankets each time! No one dare question the situation. 

 

On Thursday 24th November 1949 I received orders to return the Headquarters in 

Benghazi as soon as possible, with help from the lads from the R.A.S.C I 

obtained lifts in trucks travelling via Barche and Derna arriving in Benghazi on 

the Saturday at lunchtime, it was nice to see all my mates from 86 squad.  

Monday morning I was summoned to the C.O's .office to be asked if I felt 

capable of running the office for the Assistant Provost Marshall, in the garrison 

headquarters in Benghazi, subject to an interview by the APM. I immediately 

said yes.  Later in the afternoon I was taken by jeep to the headquarters where I 

met Major Meyrick, after a short test behind the typewriter I obtained the job.  I 

had two days with the outgoing clerk Cpl Coppen, he was returning to U.K. for 

demob.  My office was on the third floor at the front what had been a large hotel 

overlooking the harbour.  The arrangement between us, at my request, was after 

I finished work, usually about 3.30p.m. I could continue to do foot and mobile 

patrols in the evening. This arrangement worked very well. I didn't want to lose 

touch with the 'front line'.  

 



 
   Me and L/Cpl Bayfield on patrol Benghazi in a leftover WW11 Jeep 

 

 

As far as I can recollect, Major Meyrick had been seconded from The Royal 

West Kents, to the Royal Military Police, as at this time the RMP did not have its 

own officers. 

 

I started my new job at 8a.m. on Monday 5th December 1949. The normal 

working day was 8am-12noon then 1p.m.-4pm. Some days it was less, but on 

the odd occasion considerably more, this was not very often. 

 

I really liked Major Meyrick, we got on very well, after a short time I stayed at 

his house looking after his children whilst he and his wife socialised at the 

officers’ mess. 

 

Headquarters of 209 Provost Company was about two miles away at the top of 

Berka Road, the Major organised a Jeep and driver to transport me to and fro. I 

was very privileged. When I looked after his children I used the local service, a 

horse drawn Garry. It was quite slow but quite enjoyable.  Saturdays and 

Sundays I reverted to normal duty, foot and jeep patrols, which I had requested 

when I took on the Job.   Monday morning the boss always wanted a complete 

briefing on what had taken place over the week end, always over a cup of tea. 

 

Life in my job became very mundane, I stuck at it, and although I was serving in 

the Middle East the weather was very changeable in wintertime. A lot of the 

time very cold and often stormy. I was in the best place at least it was warm and 

dry. 



 

Christmas period I did not work in the office. Christmas Eve with quite a few of 

the off duty chaps we were in the mess room relaxing over a drink. 

At about 9p.m. The Orderly Sergeant rushed in and ordered every available 

man to parade outside the company office, in full patrol uniform.  We were 

issued with short staves, boarded lorries and transported into town. On arrival 

we saw an all-out riot going on outside the NAAFI in the town square. British 

other ranks, outnumbered by Mauritian Pioneer Corps troops, with a few Arab 

youths, were everywhere fighting, with bottles flying through air.   This battle 

ensued for quite a while, we were also outnumbered. After about an hour we got 

the situation under control. By this time lorries arrived from the pioneer camp, 

and we got rid of the Mauritian’s.  As I said before, these men were always on a 

'short' fuse and would pick a fight at the drop of a hat.  We rounded up the 

British other ranks and put them back into the NAAFI. We stood down at 

2.30a.m. Christmas morning.  I had a short sleep that night. At 8a.m. I was part 

of the headquarters security guard, 8a.m.-12noon.  After coming off duty I read 

the daily Pt1 orders, it stated, “Due to the volatile situation in the town, 

Christmas for the M.Ps, had been postponed to a later date”. I went and caught 

up on some sleep. 

 

Mid-afternoon, on Christmas day, the A.C.C. cooks served up a makeshift meal 

of Sardines, Bully Beef and chips.  We did get a bottle of beer.  Afterwards a 

group of us ventured into town to go to the A.K.C cinema, usual practice when 

in town was to call in at the Military Police information post situated in the 

square opposite the NAAFI. To look after the wants of the lads on duty, today, 

big mistake, a call had just been received from the Regimental Police at Hazel 

barracks. A big disturbance had broken out with the Mauritian troops, the Police 

couldn't cope and needed help.  There were six of us, fortunately all in uniform, 

together with the town foot and mobile patrols we went off.  Arriving at the 

barracks we found a drunken fight going on within the camp.  After about half 

an hour, together with the Regimental Police we got everything under control, 

arresting eight of the ring leaders to be dealt with by their Commanding Officer.   

So ended Christmas 1949. Last entry in my diary, “Not my idea of a Christmas”. 

 

On Tuesday the C.O decreed it was to be our delayed Christmas Day. At about 

8a.m. we were awakened by the R.S.M and Sergeants, serving us with morning 

tea, laced with rum, together with biscuits.  We were told to put on stand-by our 



kit, just in case, breakfast was to be served at 9.a.m. 

At 2p.m. we all went to the mess hall which the Officers and NCO's had 

decorated, we sat down to a full Christmas dinner. My diary tells me it was a 

very grand affair, served by the Officers and NCO's.  The CO gave a short 

speech thanking us for all the hard work over Christmas, this party was a thank 

you for the way we all responded over the Christmas period.  I was relief gate 

guard, 8pm until midnight, so my alcohol consumption was quite low. New Year 

period was very quiet, we were all stood down. 

 

On Wednesday 4th January 1949, a full dress parade for the visit of the Provost 

Marshall, everything was immaculate, all the men, the barracks, vehicles etc.  

For the first and only time in my service, we were issued with .38 pistols, 

returned to the armoury straight after the parade and the departure of the Provost 

Marshall. 

 

At 209 Provost Company was a dog company with about 12 Alsatian dogs.   

The lads in this unit were a very compact bunch, they didn't socialise a lot, 

but were very close to the animals. They were welcome, the dogs were a very 

ferocious. We all kept very clear of the compound.  The dog unit were night 

guards a large military store, run by the Royal Army Ordinance Corps, in the 

Benghazi stadium, where the Arabs tried their luck at pilfering. The scale of the 

pilfering was very low, they were terrified of the Police Dogs.    

 

At the end of January, the APM informed be he had put my name forward for a 

Christian Leadership course. I attended the Garrison Church quite regularly, he 

thought I was a good candidate.   On Friday 3rd February 1949 I left Benghazi at 

8.a.m together with about twenty other servicemen for the outpost at Battisti way 

out in the desert.  I travelled in a 15cwt Chevy truck, acting at security for £2000 

worth of cinema equipment destined for the centre.   Owing to the poor state of 

the roads my truck was only able to travel at about 40m.p.h for fear of damaging 

the equipment, we soon lost the main convoy.  First stop was the headquarters of 

13th/18th Hussars in Barce, here we had a welcome break and mid-day meal.    At 

about 7p.m we arrived at the turn off point onto the track for Basttisti.  After 

about a mile into the desert we spotted an oasis of palm trees, surrounding a 

white fort structure, the union jack flying from the top tower, nearby was a 

Bedouin camp complete with camels. As we got closer I could see a large open 

area, used as a parade ground and vehicle park, surrounded by low buildings. I 



waited for the French Foreign Legion to appear.  We were greeted by two army 

Padre’s, C of E and Catholic, three Army Physical Training Instructors, a C.S.M 

and two Sergeants. What had I volunteered for was my first reaction.    After the 

formalities we were allocated sleeping quarters. I was in a room with a Sergeant 

from The 13th/18th Hussars, we were the only NCO's on the course.  We sat down 

to a good evening dinner in the dining hall, to food that we were not used to. It 

was excellent, we were assured that this would be the standard of  the  meals as 

this was to be an exacting  course.  The whole course was seven days in 

duration, extreme physical exercise centred around religious talks and services.   

For the first two days I was treated with some suspicion by the other ‘inmates’, 

being the only Military Policeman on the course. Two lads, both from the 

RASC, were very hostile, and in no time told me they hated 'Redcaps'. I later 

found out they had crossed swords with Red Caps on Waterloo station. After a 

few days they mellowed and we got on quite well. Once the barriers dropped 

and the Padre telling the others, I was normal. I made some great friends. 

 

The Bedouin camp was out of bounds, a group of us did manage to visit the 

camp accompanied by the Padre, we sat cross legged and had Arab mint tea, 

quite an experience, and we managed to get by with the language.  A number of 

the Arabs worked in the fort for the army and could understand some English. 

 

On Sunday 5th February 1949 at 8a.m. we paraded on the parade ground, told we 

were out for the day, for a visit to Cyrene and Appolnia, Roman ruins on the 

coast. Great, we thought, until we were told it was a march, small packs, water 

bottle and a towel.  Total of five miles, weather was fine, but cold.  We covered 

the ground quite quickly and reached the sea near the ruins. It was then the CSM 

pointed out the stone pillars which were depicted on our black and white 

shoulder flashes.   

We were ordered to strip, the NCO's to lead the way into the sea, the MP first! 

Not to lose face I was first in. It was very cold, a quick dip and out, the sight of 

all those naked bodies running up the beach must have been quite a sight. We 

soon got dry and back into warm clothes.  After a game of football a lorry 

arrived bringing hot food, most welcome.  Later we all returned to the fort , in 

the lorry.      

After a week on the course we returned to Benghazi. Unfortunately the lorry 

broke down at Toccra Pass, all the electrics failed. It was now quite dark, with 

no lights we had no choice but to sleep in and under the lorry, it was very cold.   



Morning came, and daylight, the driver did a few 'adjustments' to the wiring got 

the engine going and off we went.  The problem was no one had missed us, we 

had no radio so could not contact anyone for help.  On arrival at HQ, although I 

related the experience, no one appeared to care. The RSM said, “You’ve just 

been on a Christian course so the Lord looked after you”. According to my diary 

I replied, “He didn’t fix the lights or keep us warm”. I didn't note his reply. 

 

After my course at Battisti, I saw the Garrison padre. He persuaded me to attend 

confirmation classes, this I did and on St George’s day, 24th April 1950 I was 

confirmed in Benghazi Cathedral, by the Bishop of Egypt. The only Military 

Policeman, together with thirty other soldiers and civilians. 

My boss, the APM and his wife and family attended. He said to support me. I 

felt very honoured. 

 

Life in 209 Prov and Benghazi settled down and was quite quiet. 

 On Sunday 3rd June 1949, eight of us handed in our bedding and other kit, said 

our goodbye’s and left for the journey home and demob.   We left in a somewhat 

dodgy Arab bus, together with others soldiers, bound for Tobruk, a two day 

journey, providing the bus didn't breakdown.   We reached Barce later that day, 

bedding down at the 13th/18th Hussars H.Q. 

Next day we were up early, after breakfast we boarded the bus, we reached 

Tobruk transit camp about 7p.m later that day.   After two days, getting quite 

bored, we boarded a Royal Navy ship which took us to Port Said and the transit 

camp in Ismolia.   We languished in this hot dusty camp for ten days , on the 

eleventh day, one of the lads , up first in the morning, rushed in the tent to 

announce, The Empress of Australia had been seen heading into port.  Rushing 

out onto the headland, sure enough, heading towards us was a very welcome 

sight.  Back in camp it was a hurried breakfast, handing in bedding etc., 

documentation and a march to the port.  By this time the Empress had docked, 

we all boarded, setting sail latter in the day. 

 



 

The weather was fine and very warm, we soon got ourselves organised, and 

arranged our sleeping arrangements on the upper desk. On the trip home the ship 

called at Cyprus, Malta and Gibraltar, to pick up personnel bound for England.    

We eventually arrived in Liverpool, and via troop train, buses and lorries we 

arrived in Inkerman Barracks to await demob. Two days after our arrival we 

were given a 72hour leave pass, and went home.   Towards the end of July 1950 

I was demobbed and left for home, complete with all my kit.  We had been put 

on the Army Emergency Reserve for a period of three years. Much to our 

disgust. We returned to the army for 14 days every year, forming a new Provost 

Unit on the first year, at Gorton Camp, Manchester.  In the August 1950 I joined 

the Warwickshire County Police, which I served in for twenty six years. Joining 

the Police did not exempt us from the Army Emergency Reserve. I held all my 

kit for six years before it was returned to the M.O.D. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

So ended, what was a very exciting phase in my early life, on looking back, it 

was something I would not have missed, a very ground breaking eighteen 

months for a young lad from a sleepy village in Warwickshire. 

 

         Dodgy Arab bus !! 



 

   

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


