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Chairman’s Corner
By Brian Griffiths 

Dear members
During this quarter our Branch participated in the Anzac Day parade in Perth 

on 25 April 2017 and all credit to the members and ladies who turned out for the 
parade and/or the combined RMPA and BESA lunch afterwards.  It was very pleasing 

to see that RMPA had once again made a very good representation within the BESA group at both the parade 
and the lunch.  I am confident this friendship and camaraderie will remain of lasting reciprocal benefit.

On Saturday 27 May 2017 members and ladies attended the UK Combined Ex Services Federation annual 
lunchtime social event at RAAFA Club Bullcreek.  An excellent afternoon enjoyed by all!

It would also be remiss of me not to mention the terrific job done by Bill Dodds in very smartly parading 
our Branch Standard with much dignity at both these important events.  Well done Bill! 

It is also appropriate to mention that the Federation will be disbanding later this year and it is likely the 
2017 Remembrance Sunday service at St Georges Cathedral will be the last in the format we have been used 
to over the years.  Whilst it is always sad to see any veteran group disband, the realities are that with an aging 
veteran population and declining membership, it was bound to happen soon.  Members can be proud over 
the strong support we have provided the Federation over all these years and I will find some photos of our 
first gatherings showing a particularly strong RMPA representation.  These will appear in a future newsletter.

Local members and our ladies will be meeting again on Friday 23 June 2017 for our next regular lunchtime 
meeting at RAAFA Club, Bullcreek so don’t forget the date and bring along a small prize for our ever popular 
raffle, and of course, plenty of loose change to buy Eric’s tickets!

At the lunch I shall also be providing an update on our customary annual visit to the Wheatbelt to visit Roy 
& Dorothy Rogers in Kellerberrin which I am hoping can be arranged soon, preferably during July or August.  
Roy has had some illness earlier this year but I am pleased to say I understand he has been showing great 
improvement of late.  

In a recent ‘round robin’ I also made mention we are on the lookout for a suitable guest speaker for our 
annual dinner evening in September.  I haven’t received any formal submissions as yet, so get your ‘thinking 
caps on’ and send me your submissions for consideration by our Branch Management Committee.

A few chilly nights of late, although I haven’t yet had reports from the southern suburbs of the water 
freezing over in the fire buckets.  Anyway, stay warm and take care!

Thank you and kind regards…………..

Brian Griffiths
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WATERLOOVILLE CALLING #2
By Bob Eggelton 

  A timely reminder by Trevor brought a rush of blood to the brain. I really had to think 
about the last few months and just what had occurred. Well here we are, nearly half way through 
the year and to say it has been somewhat hectic would be a bit of an understatement.  

  We are fully settled into our new place and loving every minute of it despite a number of 
problems which we have overcome in one way or another, mainly by splashing out and replacing the old.  I am no 
longer having to have a shave in cold water and we have a fully functioning oven.  Decorating is still on-going thanks 
to a cheap and irritating, dare I say toxic, paint that was used prior to our occupation.  And I thought I would not need 
to decorate for a year or two – wrong!

  The next major problem was the garden, which although it looked trimmed it did not live up to it’s appearance.  
Massive bind weed problem to overcome plus brambles.  At one stage I was trying to get brambles out of a holly bush, 
not an easy task at the best of times.  So, it has resulted in a re-think about how to tackle it and I think the garden will 
be getting a horticultural Number 1 “haircut”, kill off the weeds and brambles and then start from the ground (excuse 
the pun) upwards.   I have just come in from a little “jungle clearing” and thought I would fill in a few words as I wait 
for Joy to return home from Southwick Park.

   Apart from the mountain of work within the house and garden of our new abode we have both been plodding on 
with Association or Corps related work.  The Annual Reunion was well organised by South Wales Branch who even 
laid on the Cardiff Arms Male Voice Choir to entertain us prior to dinner; an iconic musical interlude which was greatly 
appreciated by those attending.  On the Sunday morning there was a Drumhead Service followed by a March Pass 
with the salute being taken by the Honorary President of the Association, Major-General BJ Bathurst CBE.  At least the 
weather held for the outdoor events with the rain falling at night.

  Like I said earlier, we have settled in well and love the place.  Just a little more into the country than we were 
previously but now and again the call of the sea can be heard and we pop off to the coast just for old time’s sake.  We 
did make a visit yesterday evening and sat pondering over a coffee and looking out over the Solent thinking about 
when we will next be on a cruise.    At least we are feeling pleased with the results of our efforts and enjoying the fact 
that we see the sunrise and the sunsets, can see and count the stars on a clear night and hear and see the local bird life 
which is quite a change from our previous place.  One thing that is most acceptable is that we have more bus routes 
serving this area than we ever did when we were in the heart of Portsmouth – the bus passes are taking a bashing.

  I am sure that you keep abreast of the news from Blighty and it would not have missed your attention that we 
have had three major terror related incidents over the past few months and I seem to recall you have one or two 
similar incidents out there.  I certainly am not going to pontificate on that subject otherwise Trevor would never get 
a completed set of notes.  If that was not enough we have just had the tragic fire in a block of apartments in London 
and at the time of writing the death toll is not known.  I think that heads will roll on this one.

  If all that was not enough we have had a General Election the outcome of which has been widely circulated and I am 
sure has reached you down-under.  Not quite what was expected and again I will refrain from becoming over verbal.  
I just hope that it can all settle down and get on with the task of becoming detached from the out of control masters 
of the EU.  The waste of money by Brussels is totally unbelievable and in my mind criminal.  In the end I hope that the 
majority of our problems will be solved once we are out but there must be some cost.  It really is time that we put the 
United Kingdom first, other countries seem to do so why not us?  You may have to get rid of all the Politically Correct 
people first but hey ho, that can be arranged.  Now I am starting to get on my soapbox, which was never the intention.

  On a lighter note Joy and I plus daughter decided to have a few days in a caravan at Weymouth, a place I dearly love.  
It must be caravans that are the curse because once again, as happened in the hot summer of 1976, we got the wet 
week.  Wall to wall sunshine before and after the event but horizontal rain for our break.  Mind you, had I not gone 
to Weymouth I would never have seen “The Lady Boys of Bangkok” and would missed one of the best cabaret shows 
I have ever seen.  If they arrive at a venue near you then so and see them.  A few days later having dried out, Joy and 
I ended up seeing a certain Mark Anthony, an Australian who is the best Elvis impersonator I have ever witnessed.  
Looked like him, sang like him, moved like him and talked like him.  I am partial to a bit of Presley and I must admit I 
also thoroughly enjoyed the show.

  Well I see that I have made it to the bottom of the page and I think that is sufficient ABH to your eyes for this edition.  
Tomorrow I have the delights of the Blind Man arriving.  Do not bother with all the jokes on that one, heard them all.  
Then it is back out into the jungle – I am sure I will find an old Japanese soldier lurking in the undergrowth who does 
not know the war is over!  On that note and from a very hot Waterlooville all the very best.  PS.  See you in Banff Brian. 
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Brothers
By Len A. Hynds

It was in the year 1944, and we 
had been at war with Germany 
since 1939. It would not end until 
May of the following year, when 
finally defeated, that country 
sank to its knees. Very few 
countries had not been involved, 
and everywhere had suffered 
extensive damage, with nearly 55 

million people being killed by the end of the war and 
an untold number injured. 

It had been a long hard struggle, but we never 
doubted that we would win in the end. Every member 
of my family was involved in this struggle for survival. 
My father, deaf from the First World War, doing the 
work of three men. My mother, a nurse, tending 
wounded soldiers, my eldest sister making shell 
cases; another in the Red Cross looking after orphans 
and the youngest sister driving an army ambulance 
conveying the dead and wounded. 

My eldest brother was a prisoner of war in Poland; 
another taking ammunition convoys to the Canadian 
front line troops in Holland, whilst yet another was 
serving on Destroyers fighting the Japanese in the 
Pacific. We had lost three homes through the constant 
bombing, and had lived on a near-starvation diet for 
several years. By lying about my age (telling them I 
was 15), I had donned the King’s uniform in 1942. I 
had served in three cadet units that were attached 
to artillery and infantry regiments, and was now a 
Cadet Sergeant, with lots of practical experience in 
shooting at the enemy and trying to kill him. 

All in all I was a very bloodthirsty young man, but 
my constant training and experiences had made me 
like this. 

Having set the scene for you, I must relate the 
strangest Christmas Day in my life. Mum had time off 
to cook a Christmas dinner for just three of us. Nothing 
so magnificent as a turkey or chicken (probably horse 
meat disguised as something else) when my sister Kit 
ran in saying that she had her ambulance outside and 
was conveying a previously wounded German soldier 
from a military hospital to a prisoner of war camp. 
Mum insisted that she stop for tea and to bring in the 
German soldier and his guard as well. 

I was horrified at the thought of the hated enemy 
in my own home; somebody from that nation who had 
nearly destroyed my world and had caused so much 
heartache and deprivation to my family. I knew that 
as a prisoner he could not be touched, but I had been 
trained to kill the enemy on sight, as he had been, 
and this was going to be a strange experience. I had 
never been so close to the hated enemy before. Firing 
the Vickers Twin Heavy Machine Gun on the cliffs at 
Ramsgate at enemy planes swooping overhead had 
been impersonal, just a large black machine, with no 
real thoughts of the man inside.

He came in nervously, with his elderly soldier 
guard, and was obviously on edge sitting in an English 
home. What we had left of it, anyway, and I was astonished 
at how young he was, not a lot older than me! 

He was wearing this strange uniform and had 

apparently been captured on our drive towards 
Arnhem. In fact, he looked an awful lot like my 
brother Alf, the sailor. 

He could speak English and Mum made a fuss of 
him, giving him large slices of our Christmas cake, 
the ingredients of which she had been hoarding for 
some time, and not to be eaten until later that day. 
He could not understand my mother and sister being 
so naturally kind to him, although I kept my distance, 
deliberately avoiding any conversation. 

Mum got him speaking of his own mother and he 
spoke of how the Russian advance was getting very 
close to her and he was so worried about her. He spoke 
of his brothers and sisters, and it was like a mirror 
image of my own family. As I looked at him I realised 

that he, too, had been indoctrinated from about the 
age of twelve to kill the enemy on sight and he really 
was a mirror of me. I found myself astonished that 
the hated enemy could have a mother he worried 
about and brothers and sisters. 

He was obviously overcome with emotion at these 
strange English people who were treating him as one 
of their own and who seemed to have forgotten all 
those dreadful war years. I thought he had tears in 
his eyes when, as they stood up to go, Mum held his 
hand and patted it, as only a mother can, and wished 
him well. 

My mother and sister taught me a lot that day. 
That in every country there are many different sorts 
of people and, quite frankly, I had been so wrong in 
my blind hatred of the whole nation. 

As I nodded goodbye to him, he put out his hand 
and I shook it. Those eyes looking back at me were 
so much like my brother’s, I instinctively knew that 
there was empathy between us and the meeting had 
been a revelation to us both.
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Everybody today seems to be in such a terrible rush; 
anxious for greater developments and greater wishes and so 
on; so that children have very little time for their parents; 
parents have very little time for each other and the home 
begins the disruption of the peace of the world.

Mother Teresa

TIME      

 A hunter in India with a sling had come to the end of his stones and wanted 
one to sling at a bird in a tree.  He saw some fine stones lying near, and took 
up a handful to hurl one by one with his sling.  
Without very much success, however, for the bird 
flew gaily off, and the stones fell into the river, only 
one remaining of the handful he had taken.  He was 
going to throw it away, but seeing it was pretty, he 
saved it as a plaything for his little daughter.  On 
the way home, he met a diamond merchant, and 
showed him the stone.  The merchant saw at once 
that it was a diamond, and offered a large sum for 
it.  The hunter started lamenting his bad fortune, 
and on being asked why he was so disconsolate, he 
explained that it was because he had not realised 
the value of the stones he had thrown into the river.  
Had he but saved them a fortune might have been 
his.  They were now lost to him forever.  So is every 
day of life precious – it can never be recovered.

Anon 
      Time is....
      ----  too slow for those who wait,
      ---- too swift for those who fear,
      ---- too long for those who grieve,
      ---- too short for those who rejoice; 
      but for those who love, time is eternity.

                                    Henry Van Dyke              
   
   Reverend David Noble

A Word From Our Chaplain
Reverend David Noble



Re
dc

ap
s W

es
te

rn
 A

us
tr

al
ia

 O
ffi

ci
al

 N
ew

sl
e�

er
 o

f R
M

PA
 W

es
te

rn
 A

us
tr

al
ia

 B
ra

nc
h

6

EVER BEEN IN A SITUATION WHERE YOU HAVE NO IDEA WHAT MIGHT HAPPEN NEXT?
Many years ago I had the unexpected pleasure of having a recently qualified Military Police L/Cpl 

transferred to my platoon. Stationed in Germany at the time our Police Company was small in number, 
about 30 all ranks, and as an operational unit in support of 11 Armoured Brigade we were kept very busy 
both in terms of operational training and in General Military Policing of the Garrison, which was home to 
two armoured Regiments along with headquarters and maintenance staff.

On any given day we as a police unit were outnumbered by about 200 to1, Not great odds in a difficult 
situation but we had developed excellent relationships with all of the Regiments and Units in the Garrison  
and although we had our moments we were seldom under threat. This circumstance was not achieved by 
accident but by constant training under the supervision of a highly motivated Company Sgt. Major assisted 
and supported by a Captain as Officer Commanding and a 2nd Lt as 2i/c. The management team were firm 
believers in listening to the troops on the ground and willingly adopting new methods and working practices.

That then is the basic background to the Unit and the work ethics that we practiced.
Needless to say some of the ideas that we introduced were scorned upon by other Units and in fairness 

some of our own longer serving and experienced NCOs were not afraid to express concerns that continuous 
change was doing nothing more than distracting from our main role as Disciplinarians of the Armed Forces.

At this particular time in our Corps History the Northern Ireland Troubles were making enormous demands 
upon our limited resources and everyone was feeling the strain of repetitive 6 month tours in the Province 
with sometimes only 2 or 3 weeks between tours.

Anyway many of my readers enjoyed the same discomforts as I and will vividly remember just how 
difficult it was becoming to recruit, train, and then mould suitable candidates for the corps and one or two 
firebrands had slipped through the net and could cause problems.

We had been blessed with one such individual, who, in the main performed his duties well, but had a 
distinct short fuse and could go from placid and understanding to nuclear explosion in less time than it takes 
to describe. 

In fairness it has to be said that NCOs that had experienced  this had reported that it usually followed a 
period where the person being dealt with had attempted to ridicule, or not comply with instructions.

I  decided to check this individual out at first hand and for his first duty with my platoon I put him in 
charge with another NCO as driver, and myself as shotgun.

It was a night mobile patrol and ran the usual routine of bar checks and out of bounds areas.
Along with liaison visits to Local Police Stations and Regimental Guardrooms. Mundane, normal and 

totally incident free until a little after midnight when we were directed to the scene of a traffic accident 
involving a member of the British Army and a German Civilian. Two vehicles were involved but there were 
no serious injuries and no further need for medical attention.

My newly appointed patrol i/c began to question the British Driver and I heard him claim to be a 
commissioned rank with the Rank of Captain, and was the newly appointed Officer Commanding of the 
REME Workshop.

The i/c of the patrol said to me that he thought that the Driver may be under the influence of alcohol. At 
this time we were not using breathalysers and it was normal practice for a Military Policeman to include a 
paragraph at the foot of his report stating that for reasons given he decided that the individual was drunk.

From memory the paragraph would be worded as follows:-

“ HIS EYES WERE GLAZED, HIS SPEECH WAS SLURRED HIS BREATH SMELLED STRONGLY OF ALCOHOL 
AND HE COULD NOT STAND WITHOUT ASSISTANCE. HE WAS DRUNK”

The other member of the patrol would then write.......

“ I HAVE READ AND CORROBORATE THE ABOVE STATEMENT”.
And that was that! When the miscreant paraded to have his case dealt with it was automatically 

assumed that he was drunk.

  Sometimes Actions Speak Much More Than Words
 By Roy Oswick



Anyway the i/c of the patrol informed the officer that he would be including the fact that he was drunk in 
his report.

The officer had clearly heard this all before and said,
“ So you just say my eyes were glazed?  Well I have an 

infection and what you can see is the medication I am using, 
okay? and you will no doubt say that my breath smells 
strongly of alcohol, well that is because I had a brandy 
with my dinner about a half hour ago, the mess waiter will 
confirm that, right? You will go on to say that my speech is 
slurred, well that is because I am nervous and not a little bit 
afraid. My boss will understand that I am sure and last you 
will say that I cannot stand without assistance. Well take a 
look corporal and you will see that I am perfectly stable.

Throughout this conversation my patrol i/c had said 
nothing. Then with the speed of a professional boxer I saw 
him draw back his right arm and shot it forward, closed 
fist direct hit on the officer’s chin. He staggered and then 
gradually sat down near the driver’s side door of his car.

“Well now Rupert looks as if I was right all along, you cannot stand without assistance can you? Now be a 
good officer and get into my landrover. Show’s over let’s go”.
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Young People have theirs.................
      
Now Seniors have their own texting codes!

♦		 ATD  At The Doctors

♦		 BFF  Best Friends Funeral

♦		 BTW  Bring The Wheelchair

♦		 BYOT  Bring Your Own Teeth

♦  CBM  Covered By Medicare

♦  CUATSC See You At The Senior Centre

♦		 DWI  Driving While Incontinent

♦		 FWIW  Forgot Where I Was

♦		 GGPBL Gotta Go Pacemaker Battery Low

♦		 GHA  Got Heartburn Again

♦		 LMDO  Laughing My Dentures Out 

♦		 LOL  Living On Lipitor

♦		 WAITT Who Am I Talking To

      Born in the last century - improving this one!!



 Heteronyms -- 
As you know, Homographs are words of like spelling but with more than one meaning. However, a homograph 

that is also pronounced differently, is called a  heteronym. Of course you already knew that too. And we think 
the English language is easy??

1) The bandage was wound around the wound.
2) The farm was used to produce produce. 
3) The dump was so full that it had to refuse more refuse.
4) We must polish the Polish furniture.
5) He could lead if he would get the lead out.
6) The soldier decided to desert his dessert in the desert..
7) Since there is no time like the present, he thought it was time to present the present.
8) A bass was painted on the head of the bass drum.
9) When shot at, the dove dove into the bushes.
10) I did not object to the object.
11) The insurance was invalid for the invalid.
12) There was a row among the oarsmen about how to row.
13) They were too close to the door to close it.
14) The buck does funny things when the does are present.
15) A seamstress and a sewer fell down into a sewer line.
16) To help with planting, the farmer taught his sow to sow.
17) The wind was too strong to wind the sail.
18) Upon seeing the tear in the painting I shed a tear..
19) I had to subject the subject to a series of tests.
20) How can I intimate this to my most intimate friend?
 
Let’s face it - English is a crazy language. There is no egg in eggplant, nor ham in hamburger; neither apple 

nor pine in pineapple. English muffins weren’t invented in England or French fries in France. Sweetmeats are 
candies while sweetbreads, which aren’t sweet, are meat.

 
We take English for granted but if we explore its paradoxes, we find that quicksand can work slowly, boxing 

rings are square and a guinea pig is neither from Guinea nor is it a pig. And why is it that writers write but fingers 
don’t fing, grocers don’t groce and hammers don’t ham?

 
If the plural of tooth is teeth, why isn’t the plural of booth, beeth? One goose, 2 geese. So one moose, 2 

meese? One index, 2 indices? Doesn’t it seem crazy that you can make amends but not one amend? If you have 
a bunch of odds and ends and get rid of all but one of them, what do you call it?

 
If teachers taught, why didn’t preachers praught? If a vegetarian eats vegetables, what does a humanitarian 

eat?
 
Sometimes I think all the English speakers should be committed to an asylum for the verbally insane. In what 

language do people recite at a play and play at a recital? Ship by truck and send cargo by ship? Have noses that 
run and feet    that smell?

How can a slim chance and a fat chance be the same, while a wise man and a wise guy are opposites? You 
have to marvel at the unique lunacy of a language in which your house can burn up as it burns down, in which 
you fill in a form by filling it out and in which, an alarm goes off by going on.

 
English was invented by people, not computers, and it reflects the creativity of the human race, which, of 

course, is not a race at all. That is why, when the stars are out, they are visible, but when the lights are out, they 
are invisible.PS. - Why doesn’t ‘Buick’ rhyme with ‘quick’ ?

Sends newsletter editiors  around the bend and that’s straight !!
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Message from Bill Drummond, Chairman,
N. America Branch, R.M.P.A.
Hi Trevor, Having read the article regarding the Memorial Table at Chick-Fil-A in the latest issue of your newsletter, 

I thought you might be interested in the following.
In 2013 I had occasion to visit Fort Bragg, N. Carolina, the biggest military camp in the world. There are approx. 

50,000 troops stationed there and the camp is over 250 square miles in area. Home to various units of the U.S. army, 
it is the base of U.S. Airborne and Special Ops. Command.

Ft. Bragg is situated immediately next to the city of Fayetteville, while there we visited the Airborne Museum with 
our friend and  host, Lt. Col. Joe Cox, (U.S. Airborne Rangers). In the museum forecourt is a very impressive 16 ft. 
tall bronze statue of "Iron Mike" in remembrance of all U.S. airborne troops who have died in combat. On entering 

the museum, immediately on your right hand side is a small table very similar 
to the one described from Chick-Fil-A only this one is set for four, the four caps 
represent those of the Army, Navy, Air Force, and Marines who gave their lives 
for peace and freedom.

The interior of the museum is well worth a visit and shows the various conflicts 
that the Airborne troops have been deployed in, hanging from the ceiling in one 
of the hallways is a special tribute to the fallen, it is comprised of thousands of 
dog tags representing every parachutist who has died in battle. We thoroughly 
enjoyed our visit to Fort Bragg and Fayetteville Airborne museum.

Incidentally, (Keep in mind this is the home of the U.S. Airborne), when there 
my wife bought a tee shirt on the front it says, "Fayetteville, not the kind of place 
you want to start a bar fight". I would assume that the U.S. Military Police are 
kept busy when stationed at Fort Bragg.   Thanks Bill

Member Update - John Redman
In reply to your recent email, let me tell you that it has been a hectic, yet worthwhile time since we arrived home.
Getting our house back in order after having had tenants in for nearly three years took weeks. At the same time as 

getting in various tradesmen and services in we also faced having to unpack our household effects which we had boxed 
up before we left. Then, the boxes we packed back in October, last year arrived and the house and music room looked 
like a Pickfords storage depot. With me not being able to lift, pull, or push anything over 10kg in weight, and Jeannie 
severely restricted, we were saved by our lovely neighbour Wendie and our son Bruce, who valiantly rushed to help. 

We now have the house fairly well organised, have a new smart TV, a car, the carpets steamed cleaned and the oven 
de-gunged. The 3rd bedroom still has some work to be done but the music room is still half full of things that can wait 
until later, whenever that will be!

Jeannie has been taken out to morning teas and lunches by her many friends, and has even returned to her craft 
group as an advisor and mentor. She saw our new GP, a good pal, 4 times in 5 weeks, but that was so that he could 
catch up on what surgeries she had in the UK. As an ex orthopaedic surgeon, who worked in the U.K. with the surgeon 
who did the most complex surgeries on her, he was naturally keen to see how her condition was. He sent her for

14 x-rays and after reviewing them he decided that she needs further surgery on her right lower arm to straighten 
the ulna ( she broke both the radius and ulna on that arm when her hip dislocated and she fell in October 2015) she 
has an appointment to see a specialist in June.

As for me, well I have enjoyed meeting up with all my mates, have rejoined my Probus club, where I was humbled 
by the number of members who welcomed me back to general applause.  I am the guest speaker at our meeting this 
coming Wednesday. 

In addition, I have performed with a small jazz group twice, they all played in my band at one time) and I have a 
number of gigs booked between now and July. My radio show re- starts on Saturday the 13th of May and I look forward 
to greeting, and playing my selections of music for 2 hours once more on the weekly “Easy Jazz with John Redman” 
programme.

My health, following the open heart surgery of last November, is good and I no longer take Paracetamol and Codeine 
for pain relief ( haven’t in fact for many weeks) We are so glad to be home and in the sun -- although the tail ends of 
cyclones Debbie and Cook were a bit of a shock and we await to see what will happen with cyclone Donna as she bears 
South from Vanuatu. Fingers crossed!

Having experienced the cheapness of food, clothing, petrol and car prices in the UK for nearly 3 years, it was a knock 
back to reality when we did our first grocery shop, and then bought a 20 year car  for 3,200 Kiwi dollars.

It would have only cost about 400 quid, at most in, Blighty. But you can’t beat the laid back lifestyle, the good 
weather and very good mates we have here. 

Good to see you and Jeannie emerge from such events John - Ed.



Our Man in U.S.A.
Sent to us by Al Smith 

At a recent auction here 
some coins went for incredible 
prices; $3.3 million for a 1804 
silver dollar, $998.750 for an 
1811 half cent, and $940.000 
for a 1793 Liberty Cap cent. 
So how many people here are 
going to rummage through 

their old coins to see if they have a fortune waiting to 
be found? I have an old five cent piece that’s worth 
23 cents, wow, in another hundred years my great-
grandchildren may be able to turn it in for a dollar, of 
course by then a dollar may be extinct.  

I had a very interesting chat with a young lady 
recently. She and her husband have been to South 
Africa hunting on two occasions, and they were 
hunting with bow and arrow! They didn’t go for the 
dangerous game like lions and buffalo, they hunted 
giraffes and zebras! When she saw the look on my 
face she hurried to say that they at least ate the 
giraffe meat, and that it was very tasty. I don’t hunt, I 
shoot paper at my gun club, and I don’t have anything 
against deer hunting where any kill becomes food, 
but giraffes and zebras??

In Winnipeg, Manitoba, Canada, a man was 
found not criminally responsible for beheading and 
cannibalizing a man in 2008, has been set free. He had 
been kept in a secure ward at a psychiatric hospital, 
but was given more freedom each year, and has 
been allowed to live in a Winnipeg apartment since 
last November. He has been subject to monitoring 
to ensure that he took his medication, but has now 
been given absolute discharge with no monitoring. 
I wonder if the people living in the same area know 
about this? 

A New York City lawyer has been billing the City $300 
an hour in a case to find $5,000 believed stolen by 
two workers from a City Council Campaign about 
eight years ago. The lawyer has announced that “in 
the interest of justice”, he intends to dismiss the 
charges against the two who worked on a campaign 
eight years ago, because he reached the conclusion 
that there is not a crime to prosecute. Ha has already 
billed the City $520,000 and has not yet filed his 
last invoice! Oh yes, there is certainly a crime to 
prosecute.

There are many jokes here about the police and 
donuts, but for once it paid off. A police officer was 
going into a donut shop to get donuts for himself and 
other officers, when he noticed a man suspected of 
multiple robberies walking out. Calling for back up, 
the officer then made the arrest, and the robber 
went to jail. So maybe we have to ease up on the 
donut jokes for a while. 

Not U.S. news, but still interesting news that Prince 
Phillip is standing down from various attendances. 
At 95 I think that it’s about time, as I believe that at 
that age one should have a little bit of relaxation. I 
remember standing on Trent Bridge in Nottingham 
with my wife and daughters waiting for the Queen’s 
car to come by. It was 1977, and her 25th year of 
reign. Her car passed about four feet from us and 
we got a good look at the Queen. She looked very 
tired, but was smiling and waving, and it came out 
afterwards that they had given her too much to do in 
that Jubilee year, just too fatiguing, and she was only 
51 at the time. One very nice thing I remember about 
Prince Phillip, was way back when I was a stained glass 
apprentice in Nottingham. He and  the then Princess 
Elizabeth had just been married, and were making 
appearances in various English cities. I asked the 
foreman if I could dash up to a place called Canning 
Circus, which was on the couple’s travel route. I 
was waiting for their car to come along with many 
other people, and noticed a fellow literally hanging 
out of an upstairs window, holding a camera. Then 
came the royal car, a convertible, with the couple 
smiling and waving to all. Then Prince Phillip saw the 
fellow hanging out of the window, said something to 
Princess Elizabeth, and they both turned to look at 
the fellow for a couple of seconds. What a shot the 
fellow got!

Lynda Wingate, who owns a flower shop in New 
Jersey. found a way to cut down on overhead. She 
stole flowers from the local cemetery! People had 
complained about flowers missing from graves, so 
police set up a camera to try to catch the thief. One 
night they were lucky, they got someone on film, but 
the image of a woman was a little fuzzy so they took 
it to another precinct which had better equipment 
for processing film. When they got there they were 
surprised when an officer there recognized the 
woman in the photo as a former police dispatcher!
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Vale Notice

It is with sadness we notify members of the passing of Sylvia Want, wife of our 
esteemed late member, Len Want.  Daughter Sue Green advised that her mum had 
peacefully passed away in the early hours of Tuesday 29th May at her residential 
aged care facility. 

Len and Sylvia were married during wartime when Len served with the Royal 
Marines and Sylvia served as a member of the Women’s Royal Naval Service 
(WRNS).  Members will recall that Len also had many years of RMP service from 
the early 1950s’ and was well supported by his wife and family during his long and 
distinguished career.  Len passed away at the same residential aged care facility 
in 2015.

We extend to Sue and family the condolences of all branch members, wives and 
partners.

Sylvia’s funeral was held at The Catherine McCauley Centre, Wembley, Perth on Thursday 8th June with 
the service being conducted by our Chaplain, Reverend David Noble. Among floral tributes was a wreath from 
Royal Military Police - Cyprus Veterans initiated by John Moss, one of our Victorian members. Several of our 
members attended and shared duties as pall bearers together with the family.

Some poignant photos shown here of Sylvia in 
happy times spent with her husband Len and the 
wreath which had been placed on the coffin.

Inscription reads: Munster Xmas 1957   “Scheme Germany 1957 with school kids Robbie Burns  
       back row 2nd from the left Len Want front row 2nd from

        right (kneeling) does anybody know the rest?”

Royal Military Police
Cyprus Veterans

Thanks for the Memories
Sylvia



Re
dc

ap
s W

es
te

rn
 A

us
tr

al
ia

 O
ffi

ci
al

 N
ew

sl
e�

er
 o

f R
M

PA
 W

es
te

rn
 A

us
tr

al
ia

 B
ra

nc
h

12

I’d never seen seagulls so large. They were quite frightening really. Those Pacific gulls were huge. 
Interestingly no one seemed perturbed by them. No one was scared. Clearly I was the only one that 
knew their secret.

Let me explain........
You may have seen the gulls patting their 

feet very fast on the greens, commons 
and beaches. You may be under the 
misrepresentation of that act. I would put 
money on the fact that you think it’s so they 
can encourage the worms to the surface. 
Right? Wrong!

Some time ago I was wandering home 
along the beach late in the evening. It was 
a clear night. Not much happening. I came 
across a stretch of clean whit sand, where I 
saw. To my surprise, a flock of seagulls having 
a kind of meeting. They were immersed in 
chatter which was very hard to understand, 
even for a learned person such as myself. 
Anyway, not wanting to sound boastful, I did 
manage to decipher their babble and realised 
this ‘meeting of the gulls’ had a very macabre 
reason.

There lying prostrate in the middle of the 
flock was a Zebra. Now I know what you are 
thinking........ How did I know it was a Zebra?  
I am telling you, there is no mistaking the stripes!

Moving on with the recounting of the tale.....I edged closer to see what they were up to and there 
it was.....A shallow grave waiting to be filled. I watched in absolute disbelief as they, (the gulls), 
lowered the rigid and somewhat dead Zebra into its tomb and fill it with the sand nearby. I then 
witnessed an act that made everything make logical sense to me. They all started patting their feet, 
very, very fast. Soon the whole area was smooth and no one, I mean no one, would ever guess what 
was lying underfoot. It certainly explained a whole bunch of previously held beliefs that I had about 
the seagulls on the beach.

Many thanks to Diane, daughter of our previous newsletter editor, Bryan Edwards, for allowing 
us to reproduce these stories. We may well look at seagulls a little differently now. When we look 
at anything, what do we really see? Ed.

Seagulls on the BeachSeagulls on the Beach
By Diane Kathryn Edwards



Smile it’s good for you 
Missing Wife Found by Alaska State Troopers:

The day after his wife disappeared in a kayaking 
accident, an Anchorage man answered his door to 
find two grim-faced Alaska State Troopers.

“We’re sorry Mr. Williams, but we have some 
information about your wife,” said one of the 
troopers.

“Tell me! Did you find her?” Williams asked.
The troopers looked at each other. One said, “We 

have some bad news, some good news, and some 
really great news. Which would you like to hear first?”

Fearing the worst, Mr. Williams said, “Give me the 
bad news first.”

The trooper said, “I’m sorry to tell you, sir, but 
this morning we found your wife’s body in Kachemak 
Bay.”

“Oh no!” exclaimed Williams.  Swallowing hard, 
he asked, “What’s the good news?”

The trooper continued, “When we pulled her up, 
she had 12 twenty-five-pound king crabs and 6 good-
sized Dungeness crabs clinging to her, and we feel 
you are entitled to a share in the catch.”

Stunned, Mr. Williams demanded, “If that’s the 
good news, then what’s the great news?”

The trooper replied, “We’re gonna pull her up 
again tomorrow.”

Women Make Better Assassins
 The CIA had an opening for an assassin. After all 

the background checks, interviews and testing were 
done, there were three finalists, two men and a 
woman.

 For the final test, the CIA agents took one of the 
men to a large metal door and handed him a gun.

 “We must know that you will follow your 
instructions no matter what the circumstances.  
Inside the room you will find your wife sitting in a 
chair.  Kill her.”

 The man said, “You can’t be serious. I could never 
shoot my wife.”

 The agent said, “Then you are not the right man 
for this job. Take your wife and go home.”

 The second man was given the same instructions.   
He took the gun and went into the room. All was 
quiet for about five minutes. The man came out with 
tears in his eyes . “I tried, but I can’t kill my wife.” 
The agent said, “You don’t have what it takes, so take 
your wife and go home.”

 Finally, it was the woman’s turn. She was given 
the same instructions to kill her husband.   She took 
the gun and went into the room.
 

Shots were heard, one after another, then 
screaming, crashing, and banging on the walls. After 
a few minutes, all was quiet. The door opened slowly 
and there stood the woman, wiping sweat from her 
brow. “The gun was loaded with blanks,” she said.  “I 
had to kill him with the chair.”

Once upon a time, a Prince asked a beautiful 
Princess, “Will you marry me?” The Princess 
immediately said, “No!” and the Prince lived happily
ever after, and rode motorcycles and dated thin, 
long-legged, full-breasted women, and hunted and 
fished and raced cars, and went to topless bars and 
dated ladies half his age and drank whisky, beer, and 
Captain Morgan, and never heard bitching and never 
paid child support or alimony and dated cheerleaders 
and kept his house and guns and ate spam and potato 
chips and never got cheated on while he was at work, 
and all his friends and family thought he was cool as 
heck, and he had tons of money in the bank, and left 
the toilet seat up.      The End.

What’s in a name? Do you remember the famous 
Olympic skier Picabo Street (pronounced Pee-Ka-
Boo)?

 Well, Picabo is not just an athlete. She is now a 
nurse currently working at an Intensive Care Unit of 
a large metropolitan hospital. However, she is not 
permitted to answer the hospital telephones any 
longer. It caused too much confusion when she would 
answer the phone and say, “Picabo, I.C.U”.

Daughter’s Relationship
Dear Dad, I am coming home to get married soon, 

so get out your cheque book. LOL 
 I’m in love with a boy who is far away from me. As 

you know, I am in Australia and he lives in Scotland  
We met on a dating website, became friends on 

Facebook, had long chats on Whatsapp. He proposed 
to me on Skype and now we’ve had two months of 
relationship through Viber. 

My beloved and favourite Dad, I need your 
blessing, good wishes and a really big wedding.” 

Lots of love and thanks, 
Your favourite daughter,   Megan  
  My dear Megan, 

Like Wow! Really? Cool! Whatever.... 
I suggest you two get married on Twitter, have fun 
on Tango, buy your kids on Amazon, and pay for it all 
through Paypal. And when you get fed up with this 
new husband, sell him on eBay!.
Dad.
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My First Day in the RMP Mounted Section.
 By George A. Woodall

No doubt you too will recall your first day in your first Company, its something one does not easily forget. 
The day started early, the month was July 1955, the time 06.20 hours, it was the start of a lovely sunny and 
rather hot day, we left our barrack rooms and walked down to the RMP Stables situated at the lower end of the 
RASC Buller Barracks parade square. My Company; 158 Pro Coy RMP, Stanhope Lines, Aldershot.     

There was no formal forming up at that unearthly hour and marching to the stables, at that time of the 
morning only the night duty personnel were up and about, rather we were a relaxed friendly group of young 
men, chatting quietly going to work, or as some may call it, going to “Muck Out!”

This photograph shows the modernised stables, 
previously only a metal suspended pole separated each 
horse, not as shown with wooden panelling where clear 
kicking marks can be seen. Sgt. Ernest Scattergood’s horse 
Tom was stabled separately in the loose box, top right hand 
in the photograph.

I was about to start my six month equitation course with 
our esteemed, unique RMP Mounted Section, the names of 
my Senior Ranks are now held high within our Corps history, 
looking back I am honoured to have served with and known 
such great people, their names will unfold as I relate this 
tale.

Frank Knapton, David Tandy, George Mitchell, Derek Robinson and I shared this first day, the old sweats, 
all National Servicemen, taking one of us each as a supernumerary, they began to show us their daily routine. 
The first thing was to take the horses to water and, yes the old saying is true, you can take a horse to water but 
you cannot make them drink. Each horse was an individual character, it was if they knew instinctively that you 
were a new broom and some of them tried to take a nip at you for disturbing them. They took you where they 
wanted to go, it was only with the aid of your senior partner that he put the horse or mare back on track. 

While, the horse was out for water the straw that the horse had rested on the previous night was dragged out 
from its stall onto the apron in front of the stables to dry and be recycled that afternoon, the waste products, 
which gardens were always pleased to receive by the bucket full, was wheeled out to the manure pit.

The feeds were collected from the Forage Barn which was situated about 30 yards away from the stables, 
here L/Cpl Frank Tully was in charge, he prepared all our twenty horses food of, oats, bran & chaff. It was also 
Frank’s job to ensure we had stocks of hay and straw and once weekly linseed for the horses Friday hot feed. 
While the horses were being watered, bales of hay were opened and shaken out and we set about filling the 
hay nets full of hay so the horses could at their leisure enjoy a tasty mouthful or two any time they wished.

Once the horses had been watered their feed tins were placed out in the central isle of the stables, the 
horses were now eager for their food and shown this eagerness by whinnying, stamping their fore hooves on 
the floor and kicking, seeing this for the first time made one feel a little apprehensive of taking the food tin into 
the stall, tip the food into the manger and get out without being bitten or kicked.

However, the order from the Duty Corporal was given, “Feed” and each man lifted the food tin and walked 
calmly in the stall speaking quietly to their horse, tipped out the food into the manger and quickly returned to 
the central isle where the tins were placed on top of each other to be returned to the Forage Barn by the Duty 
Stable Guard. We all then walked back to our barrack rooms arriving about 07. 00 hours.

Cont.>>
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The stables all quiet after the Officer Commanding’s      
Friday midday inspection.
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>>>

We had one hour for breakfast, firstly we had to clean ourselves up before we were allowed to enter 
the dining room as many would otherwise object to the horse odour on our clothes and boots, clean our 
bed space, tidy our barrack room and get back on Morning Parade ready for inspection by 08. 00 hours in 
readiness for our tasks as outlined on our Daily Detail.

A morning break photograph 
of the lads after emptying the 
manure pit.

A sight not seen by the 
public. Summer 1956.

   L to R: Peter Jagger, Johnny Deering, Brian Nixon, Paul Tegerdine, ?, Frank Fyfe,
David Tandy, ?, Keith Ferrington, George Mitchell, George Woodall & Ian Aldridge.

Having ‘formed up’ into a squad, we were inspected by our Cpls who were George Gratton and Dave Kilby. 
We, the new fellows, had to report to the CQMS Store, which were located at the far end of the McAdam 
Square married quarters where we were issued with our Mounted uniform, we didn’t wear BD as the Foot 
Police did, and yes there was a clear distinction in those days between Mounted and Foot Police. We wore 
the old Mounted uniform from way back in history, puttees, jodhpurs, spurs, leather belts, red lanyards, riding 
boots. No tie, BD jacket and trousers in which many hid chains to keep the creases in and tidy over their 
gaiters. We were the Mounted, unique!

A trip to the Garrison Taylor was next on our agenda where he would box our tunic collars which were 
fastened at the front by hook and eye, we were told to come and collect them a few days later. In the meantime 
our dress was a very fashionable form of working dress for the day, namely denims. See:

( http://www.iwm.org.uk/collections/item/object/30101086 )

As the remainder of the lads were either out on Day Mounted Patrols, exercising those horses not on patrol 
or working on the saddlery for some VIP Mounted Escort duty in the very near future, we were each given a 
“Brooms Bass for the use of” and ordered to sweep the stables clean.

Now, they do say a new brush sweeps clean, well we did, the stable flooring which was a pattern of small 
raised 2 ½ inch squares so any water, etc. could easily drain away but, it allows you know what to accumulate 
in each gap. So, we swept, swept and re-swept, until the floor was by our standards, immaculate. We had only 
just completed the cleaning of the floor when our Sergeant arrived. Sergeant Ernest Scattergood. Now here 
was a man who knew his horses, he had a background that was exceedingly impressive but we didn’t know 
that at that time, to us he was the man in charge, if he said jump, we only needed to know how high!

Cont>>>



Re
dc

ap
s W

es
te

rn
 A

us
tr

al
ia

 O
ffi

ci
al

 N
ew

sl
e�

er
 o

f R
M

PA
 W

es
te

rn
 A

us
tr

al
ia

 B
ra

nc
h

16

>>>

He asked each of us our name and what were we doing, “We’ve just finished sweeping the staples Sergeant” 
we replied, as we each gave our name. “Then you had better do it again, it’s filthy, get it properly cleaned 
before I come back or you’ll all be on weekend feeds.” He replied, as he strode off to mount his horse Tom 
leaving us bewildered. We again swept through the stables but only managed to gather a very small amount 
of manure, about 1/8 of a shovel full, which we ceremonially placed in the wheel barrow and pushed it to the 

manure pit.

  

We were then given our introduction to the saddlery, the saddle and bridle consisted of many parts and 
eventually we would be expected to know each item which made up the saddle and bridle, suffice to say 
the saddle had thirteen parts and the bridle fifteen, that is according to the Manual of Horsemanship etc., 
1929 which was notified in Army Orders for December 1929, published by HMSO and cost the princely sum 
of 9 old pence and I am pleased to say my copy remains in 
excellent order. However, I might add here, I was not the 
original purchaser of the book! The book being published 
six years before I was born.

Mounted: Cpl George Gratton & Partner 
     ready for Aldershot Mounted Patrol.

Others L to R: Les Osbourne, Jock (R.G.) Calder, ?, 
Richard Peacock, ? and Keith Ferrington. Outside the RMP 
Stables.

At 10. 30 hours the “Sally Jack” tea wagon arrived outside 
the stables, we were given a 10 minute tea break, there was 
a frantic rush to get first in the queue, being a non tea drinker I had coffee and a sticky bun, we all either stood 
or sat down by the stable wall, ten minutes to relax, chat and just chill out. The words, “Back to Work” broke 
our break, next stop would be lunch.

Cont.>>

L - R Rear Row: 
Cpl. Larry Parkes, L/Cpls John Deering, 
George Mitchell & Bill Annendale.
Front Row:
L/Cpls Jock Cowin, Brian Nixon, 
Alan Haslam & George Woodall



>>>

By midday our heads were swimming with the name of saddlery parts and the questions we were expected 
to answer from this first lesson was mind boggling. Time to take the horses out for their midday water. The 
horses came first, we dined later.

We must have looked a right bunch of labourers in our denims as we were marched back to our barracks 
for lunch and then to return to the stables one hour later. Denim’s were not a smart dress, they soon crumbled 
with many creases and stains from our labours but we were happy despite being novices where the horses 
were concerned.

In the afternoon we were taught the art of grooming, one just couldn’t take a dandy or body brush to any 
horse and start grooming without thought of what danger you may be placing yourself in, some of our horses 
wouldn’t hesitate and with malice, bite or kick you, so one listened carefully to your partner as they explained 
how it should be done, with care and concern for the horse’s health and well being. 

The stifle, could be a tricky, ticklish place on some horses to groom and a surprise kick would often follow 
if you were careless in your approach or were heavy handed, at the end of an hour or so you had some idea 
of how and when to groom, using the hoof pick to clean out the horses hooves, wash their eyes, dock and 
hooves. 

See: ( https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Equine_anatomy )
Those on Day Mounted Patrol were returning to the stables from their rides across the many ranges in the 

Aldershot area, ensuring the safety of those authorised and those not to be there and from their patrols of 
the garrison and surrounding town areas. 

The straw bedding that had been taken out to dry in the morning was brought back into the stables and 
laid beneath each horse, while that was being done bales of new straw were collected from the Forage Barn 
by wheel barrow and pushed back to the stables, shaken out and laid on top of the old straw. That done, the 
central isle of the stable was washed down with buckets of water and brooms by us all. The final results were 
inspected and if found satisfactorily, we were then ordered to collect the horses feeds from the Forage Barn, 
we repeated the mornings feed procedure and it was 17. 15 hours, when we dismissed, ordered to, ‘form up’ 
and we were then marched back to our barracks for our evening meal.

After evening meal we read the following day’s daily detail, we were to start learning to ride. The remainder 
of the evening was spent on cleaning our kit for the following morning, but in addition to our uniform we had 
also been issued by the CQMS with a sword and lance, their metal parts were pure steel, rusty and slightly 
pitted from being kept in the CQMS store without being polished and cared for. Those cleaning task fell to 
us, so with plenty of bath brick, brasso, burnisher and clean yellow dusters we started the unenviable task 
of bring them back to how all expect them to appear when carried on VIP duties. Obviously the CQMS did 
not appreciate this. Oh!, for those of you who do not know what Bath Brick is: - The bath brick (also known 
as Patent Scouring or Flanders bricks), patented in 1823 by William Champion and John Browne, it was a 
predecessor of the scouring pad used for cleaning and polishing. A “Burnishing pad”  – Is a piece of chain mail 
attached to a leather pad approx 6in x 5in. you rub the chain mail over the sword to shine the steel blade, 
scabbard, lance head and foot. It takes about 1 hour daily to maintain these parts correctly.

Lights out at 22. 30 hours, it had been quite a day, educational, tiring but good, our first day was over, 
tomorrow is another day, but that’s another story, so till next time. 

TTFN.

Many Thanks George, this is an area many of us knew little about during our RMP service and 
now it certainly is obviously very interesting to all of us.    Ed.
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Some Things You Don’t Know or Don’t Need To Know
1 ... WHY?
          Why do men’s clothes have buttons on the right while women’s clothes  have buttons on the left?          
BECAUSE
When buttons were invented, they were very expensive and worn primarily by the rich. Since most people are right-
handed, it is easier to push buttons on the right through holes on the left.  Because wealthy women were dressed by 
maids, dressmakers put the buttons on the maid’s right!   And that’s where women’s buttons have remained since.
2 ... WHY?
Why do ships and aircraft use ‘mayday’ as their call for help?
BECAUSE
This comes from the French word m’aidez - meaning ‘help me’ - and is pronounced, approximately, ‘mayday.’
3 ... WHY?
Why are zero scores in tennis called ‘love’?
BECAUSE
In France , where tennis became popular, the round zero on the scoreboard looked like an egg and was called ‘l’oeuf,’ 
which is French for ‘the egg.’  When tennis was introduced in the US, Americans (naturally), mispronounced it ‘love.’ 
4 ... WHY?
Why do X’s at the end of a letter signify kisses?
BECAUSE
In the Middle Ages, when many people were unable to read or write, documents were often signed using an X. Kissing the 
X represented an oath to fulfil obligations specified in the document. The X and the kiss eventually became synonymous.
5 ... WHY?
Why is shifting responsibility to someone else called passing the buck’?
BECAUSE
In card games, it was once customary to pass an item, called a buck, from player to player to indicate whose turn it was 
to deal.  If a player did not wish to assume the responsibility of dealing, he would ‘pass the buck’ to the next player. 
6 ... WHY?
Why do people clink their glasses before drinking a toast?
BECAUSE
In earlier times it used to be common for someone to try to kill an enemy by offering him a poisoned drink.  To prove to 
a guest that a drink was safe, it became customary for a guest to pour a small amount of his drink into the glass of the 
host. Both men would drink it simultaneously. When a guest trusted his host, he would only touch or clink the host’s 
glass with his own.
7... WHY?
Why are people in the public eye said to be ‘in the limelight’?
BECAUSE
Invented in 1825, limelight was used in lighthouses and theatres by burning a cylinder of lime which produced a 
brilliant light. In the theatre, a performer ‘in the limelight’ was the Centre of attention. 
8 ... WHY?
Why is someone who is feeling great ‘on cloud nine’?
BECAUSE
Types of clouds are numbered according to the altitudes they attain, with nine being the highest cloud. If someone is 
said to be on cloud nine, that person is floating well above worldly cares.
9 ... WHY?
In golf, where did the term ‘Caddie’ come from?
BECAUSE
When Mary Queen of Scots went to France as a young girl, Louis, King of France, learned that she loved the Scots 
game ‘golf.’ He had the first course outside of Scotland built for her enjoyment.  To make sure she was properly 
chaperoned (and guarded) while she played, Louis hired cadets from a military school to accompany her. Mary liked 
this a lot and when she returned to Scotland (not a very good idea in the long run), she took the practice with her.  In 
French, the word cadet is pronounced ‘ca-day’ and the Scots changed it into caddie. 
10 ... WHY?
Why are many coin collection jar banks shaped like pigs?
BECAUSE
Long ago, dishes and cookware in Europe were made of dense orange clay called ‘pygg’. When people saved coins in 
jars made of this clay, the jars became known as ‘pygg banks.’  When an English potter misunderstood the word, he 
made a container that resembled a pig.  And it caught on. 
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Notices

Upcoming Branch Meetings

	♦
 Fri 23 Jun. 2017.  RMPA WA Branch  

lunch at  RAAFA Club, Bullcreek.

♦ 
Fri 4 Aug. 2017.  RMPA WA Branch lunch 

at RAAFA Club, Bullcreek.

♦	
Fri 8 Sept. 2017.  RMPA WA Branch

Annual Dinner 
at RAAFA Club, Bullcreek.

♦			
Sun 12 Nov. 2017 Remembrance Parade 

St. George’s Cathedral, Perth.

♦      
Sat 18 Nov. 2017 BESA Annual 

Lunch & Dance 
at RAAFA Club Bullcreek.

		♦
Sun 26 Nov. 2017 RMPA WA Branch 

A.G.M. 44 Grove Road
Walliston.

♦   
Fri 15 Dec. 2017  Christmas Lunch

 at RAAFA Club, Bullcreek. 

Each month end we are keen to 
receive the Old Comrades Newsletter. 
Bob Eggleton puts a lot of work into 
it to make it that good. He has an 

extensive range of contacts and the accounts 
from those we served with make very interesting 
reading. This free service is available to you by 
contacting Bob, Email: joybob@btinternet.com 
for your copy or our Secretary Eric Heath will 
send you an application form.

Members should be aware the 
branch receives each edition of 
The Royal Military Police Journal 
and it is made available on request. 

Should any member be interested in reading  
current or back issues of the journal, a request 
to our Secretary Eric Heath is all it needs. The 
Journal is sent free of charge within Australia 
and you pay the return postage. The Journal 
keeps us abreast of the current changes and 
news of the RMP units, RMPA branches and 
Births, Marriages & Deaths. Your copy can be 
ordered from RHQ shop by entering into your 
browser this link.
http://www.rhqrmp.org

Branch Welfare

Our branch offers welfare 
support to members

Confidential enquiries for assistance 
can be made through The Chairman, 

Branch Secretary or direct to

Rev. David Noble (08) 9398 7296,
 email: thenobles@amnet.net.au

Ann Page (08) 9291 6670, 
email: ann.page@bigpond.com.au
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Quotes from British Military Annual Staff Appraisals
1. His men would follow him anywhere but only out of curiosity.

2. I would not breed from this Officer.

3. This man is depriving a village somewhere of its idiot.

4. This Officer can be likened to a small puppy - he runs around excitedly, leaving little messes for other people to clean up.

5. This Officer is really not so much of a has-been, more of a definitely won’t-be.

6. When she opens her mouth it seems only to change whichever foot was previously in there.

7. Couldn’t organise 50% leave in a 2-man submarine.

8. He has carried out each and every one of his duties to his entire satisfaction.

9. He would be out of his depth in a car park puddle.

10. Technically sound but socially impossible.

11. The occasional flashes of adequacy are marred by an attitude of apathy and indifference.

12 When he joined my ship this Officer was something of a granny; since then he has aged considerably.

13. This Medical Officer has used my ship to carry his genitals from port to port, and my officers to carry him from bar to bar.

14. This Officer reminds me very much of a gyroscope, always spinning around at a frantic pace but not really going anywhere.

15. Since my last report he has reached rock bottom and has started to dig.

16. She sets low personal standards and then consistently fails to achieve them.

17. He has the wisdom of youth and the energy of old age.

18. This Officer should go far and the sooner he starts, the better.

19. In my opinion this pilot should not be authorised to fly below 250 feet.

20. The only ship I would recommend for this man is citizenship.

21. Couldn’t organise a woodpecker’s picnic in Sherwood Forest.

22. Works well when under constant supervision and cornered like a rat in a trap.

23. Not the sharpest knife in the drawer.

24. Gates are down, the lights are flashing but the train isn’t coming.

25. Has two brains; one is lost and the other is out looking for it.

26. If he were any more stupid he’d have to be watered twice a week.

27. Got into the gene pool while the lifeguard wasn’t watching.

28. If you stand close enough to him you can hear the ocean.

29. It’s hard to believe that he beat 1,000,000 other sperm.

30. A room temperature IQ.

31. Got a full 6-pack but lacks the plastic thingy to hold it all together.

32. A gross ignoramus, 143 times worse than an ordinary ignoramus.

33. He has a photographic memory but has the lens cover glued on.

34. He has been working with glue too long.

35. When his IQ reaches 50 he should sell.

36. This man hasn’t got enough grey matter to sole the flip-flop of a one legged budgie.

37. If two people are talking and one looks bored, he’s the other one.

38. One-celled organisms would out score him in an IQ test.

39. He donated his body to science before he was done using it.

40. Fell out of the stupid tree and hit every branch on the way down.

41. He’s so dense light bends around him.

42. If brains were taxed he’d get a rebate.

43. Some drink from the fountain of knowledge; he only gargled.   Many Thanks  Steve Chamberlain
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Anzac Day 2017

The Dawn Service at the State War Memorial, in King’s Park, Perth was attended by in excess of 40.000 
people, again the most attended in the country. It was shown and broadcast on LED screens and mobile 
screens for those unable to be as close as they would choose due to the large crowd gathered in perfect 
weather conditions  preceeding the service and which continued for days after.

A little later in the morning there was the usual hectic activity in the forming up of the many currently 
serving units representing Army. Airforce and Navy with accompanying bands. The many veterans of past 
units proudly displayed regimental insignia, banners and flags and headed off in a long line which marched 
along St. George’s Terrace - past the saluting dias - turning into Victoria Avenue to a Commemorative Service 
held in Langley Park. This year of course we marched under the BESA (British Ex-Services Assoc.) protective 
cover due to the much discussed indemnity issues that could not be resolved within our association.

Following the parade there was the opportunity 
to meet with many members of once familiar 
regiments and to be reacquainted with the badges 
and colours of now long gone ANZ and U.K. units.

21
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Cont˃˃
The traditional after-march lunch was held this year at The Criterion Hotel Café nearby when the numbers 
swelled somewhat as we were joined by those members who were unable to march, relatives and family  
supporters.

8

There’s something about Anzac Day that identifies us as Australians. 
Although the heroes of yesterday are in the main long gone, 
the respect continues and we also reflect on the war years we 
experienced in U.K.
Our memories of those from our little villages and towns that gave 
so much for us can never be forgotten or understated.



A Brown Slouch Hat

There is a symbol, we love and adore it,
You see it daily wherever you go.

Long years have passed since our fathers once wore it,
What is the symbol that we should all know?

It's a brown slouch hat with the side turned up, and it means 
the world to me. It’s the symbol of our nation’the land of 

liberty.And as soldiers they wear it, how proudly they bear it, 
for all the world to see.

Just a brown slouch hat with the side turned up, 
heading straight for victory.

Don't you thrill as young Bill passes by?
Don't you beam at the gleam in his eye?

Head erect, shoulders square, tunic spic and span,
Ev'ry inch a soldier and ev'ry inch a man.

As they swing down the street, aren't they grand?
Three abreast to the beat of the band,

But what do we remember when the boys 
have passed along?

Marching by so brave and strong.
Just a brown ....

J Albert & Son, Sydney, 1942
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Anzac Day 2017 was celebrated on Sunday 
23rd April at Ballance House in Northern Ireland 
and we thank Tanky Walker for sending in this 
photo of those RMPA members attending.

The significance of Balance House is that it was 
the birthplace of John Balance on 27th March 
1839.

He went on to become the 14th Premier of 
New Zealand at the end of the nineteenth century. 
He died on 27th April 1893 at the age of 54



United Kingdom Combined 
Ex-Services Federation

Again, this year, several members of our Branch attended the Annual Luncheon at Bullcreek. It commemorated 
the 100th Anniversary of Passchedaele. As in past years the lunch was enjoyed by all taking part but there was 
a tinge of sadness that this was to be the last such event since later this year the Federation is to be wound up 
due to the lack of members as age becomes a factor which cannot be overcome. 

The Battle of Passchedaele (Third Battle of Ypres) was a campaign of the First World War, fought by 
the Allies against the German Empire. The battle took place on the Western Front, from 31st July to 10th 
November 1917. 

It was for control of the ridges south and east of the Belgian city of Ypres in West Flanders, as part of a 
strategy decided by the Allies at conferences in November 1916 and May 1917. Passchedaele lay on the last 
ridge east of Ypres, 5 miles (8.0 km) from a railway junction at Roulers, which was vital to the supply system 
of the German 4th Army. 

The afternoon’s programme commenced with the parading of 
the standards with our standard bearer being Bill Dodds.

The associations represented were
British Ex-Services Association

Royal Marines Association
Royal Military Police Association
The Airborne Forces Association

Gordon Norton, Federation President welcomed all present 
and this was followed with Grace by Rev. Tim Harrison. 

An excellent lunch with a selection of wines and soft drinks 
was professionally served by RAAFA staff.

Music was once again by X-PO-ZAY. The Loyal Toast proposed by Eric Heath, 
representing B.E.S.A and the Toast to Absent Friends by Ron Benbow representing 
R.A.F. and Brian Griffiths - RMPA delivered the Ode.

A large range of quality prizes donated by members was keenly contested in 
the Raffle Draw and an impressive amount of $860 was raised to assist in the 
Federation finalising their affairs.

At the conclusion of the lunch meeting it was a pleasure to meet Bob Tweed 
and Gordon Mason both Veterans of the Normandy Landing. 

Our next page provides more details of Bob’s service.

Cont˃˃˃
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Robert Lionel Tweed was born in December 1924 in London.  He enlisted in the Royal Navy 
at 18, and by June 1944, at the age of 20, he was serving with RN Combined Operations group, (part of 
Operation Overlord) and participating in the Normandy Landings.

He was given the temporary rank of Acting Leading Seaman, Combined Operations, and put in charge of 
a barge, with a crew of 5 – one of hundreds of old Thames river barges commandeered for use as supply 
vessels to the troops preparing to land off the Normandy coast.

Bob was able to visit the area in June 2014, along with another local Normandy 
Veteran, Gordon Mason,  to participate in events commemorating 70 years since 
this particular part of the Invasion of Europe. 

Bob served in France and Germany during the war, and was recently awarded 
the Legion d’Honour by the French Government, bestowed on those who have 
contributed to the protection of  the French nation. He was among 106 World War 2 
veterans here in Australia who were similarly honoured.

 Photograph (below right) taken by The West Australian newspaper in June 2015. Bob is 
in the grey suit on the right.

Bob was a founder member of the WA Normandy Veterans Association and remained 
active with them, until their decision to disband in late 2008. He then joined the British Ex-
Services Association, and once again was active taking on representation roles, laying wreaths 
etc. He remains in good 
health and wears his 
medals with pride.

Gordon Mason, another Normandy Vet, 
pictured here with Bob at the Lunch meeting.

Below is Bob’s account of the day so 
many talk about - Bob was there! 

The Invasion of Europe 6th June 1944
The almost unbelievable coincidental events that occurred on or around 6th June I944, “D-Day”, by the German army 

commanders no doubt gave the invading Allied armies a priceless advantage. Generals and Senior Officers had gone to 
Rennes in Brittany to attend a war games exercise.

Field-Marshal Rommel had gone to visit his wife in Germany with a pair of hand-made shoes for her birthday. This 
happened despite a coded BBC message broadcasting a long awaited message to the French Resistance that an Allied 
invasion was imminent. The message was intercepted by the German Intelligence at Field-Marshal vaon Runstedt’s HQ. 
Amazingly, only the German 15th Army, guarding the Pas de Calais coast (the closest point to England) was alerted. The 
7th Army, along the Normandy coast was not warned! Field-Marshal von Runsted ordered the two reserve Panzer Tank 
Divisions west of Paris to move to the coast. The order was countermanded by General Jodl at Hitler’s HQ. Hitler gave 
orders that no Panzer movement would take place without his permission. As he was fast asleep at the time, No one 
dared to wake him,

The stormy weather also relaxed vigilance amongst the German troops along the Normandy coast, who mistakenly 
reasoned that the Allies would not attempt a landing in such bad weather. It was quite bad too. I was a coxswain of one 
of hundreds of old Thames river barges commandeered by Lord Louis Mountbatten. The barges were modified by cutting 
away the stern and fitting a ramp to allow vehicles to drive in; this ramp and watertight door could be lowered after 
beaching at high water. When the tide ebbed, the ramp and door could be opened and the cargo removed. Hundreds of 
these barges were modified and the vehicle invasion depended on them for three weeks, until the Mulberry Harbours
were assembled off the Normandy coast. The success of the landings depended entirely on the supply of fuel (in 
jerricans), ammunition, medical, food in compo boxes etc. that these ungainly, slow (5-7 mph) barges could manage in 
ferrying everything ashore, to supply the troops.

Each barge carried a crew of five, a Leading Coxswain or Petty Officer, two stokers, each operating the engine controls 
and two seamen. We lived in the foxpeak of the barge, in a space of 3 m x 2 m, with five bunk beds around the living 
area. A coal fired round stove provided heat for cooking, the toilet was an Elsan bucket type in the hold and our drinking 
water was held in small petrol cans, on deck.

I spent about six weeks there, and then was sent back to the UK.
Signed
Bob Tweed I September 2015
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So already we find ourselves in Winter and having to make adjustments to our daily chores and activities, although 
here in Perth, we experienced the warmest conditions to the season for some 175 years. Our farmers in the State’s 
Wheatbelt cry out for rain. Woe is we - how terrible? We stop a while and think and then realise how lucky we are when 
such events that have occurred recently in other parts of the world and how things have changed in places overseas 
that we used to know as home. Some serious acts in the Eastern States of Australia have been eclipsed by the reports 
from Manchester and London.

Australia is undoubtedly a prime example of what migrants can achieve, some with some questionable antecedents 
but they made a fabulous country which we all enjoy and show pride that is being Australian.

Of course, if in the 1890s we had pushed our wheelbarrow east with pick and shovel as did other arrivals we 
could be part of history. They discovered gold in what has become Australia’s Golden Mile at Kalgoorlie and now, this 
month,the 60 millionth ounce of gold is being shipped. Although Western Australia’s economy is based on mining we 
are more used to hearing reports of record production concerning iron ore.

Since our last newsletter we’ve been busy with the Anzac Day commemorations with our BESA (British Ex-Services 
Association) friends, an event which never disappoints and is a highlight of many international tourist’s visit to Perth. 
Unfortunately the Lunch so well organised by the U.K. Combined Ex-Services Federation was to be the last and reminds 
us of fleeting time and the thinning of those who have meant so much to us.

I do not ask for such discoveries or records - just a few lines on what our members did in their time of service with 
RMP - before that or after that - the choice is yours. We are supported with some great accounts from our overseas 
colleagues but not nearly enough from our local personnel. You may be sick of hearing it, I know I’m a little tired of 
saying it so if only to shut me up send me something with or without photos. Perhaps you didn’t experience anything 
exciting, no worry boring is good.

26

 Offi  ce Bearers Contact Details • Offi  ce Bearers Contact D
etails •  Offi  ce Bearers Contact Details • Offi  ce Bearers Con

ta
ct

 D
et

ai
ls 

•

Title Name  Email Telephone      
 Chairman  Brian Griffiths  bgri0940@bigpond.net.au  (08)9300 1551
 Secretary  Eric Heath  eric.heath@bigpond.com  (08)9291 8962
 Treasurer  Trevor Margetson  redcaps24.aust@gmail.com  (08)9524 8034
 Welfare Officer  Rev. David Noble  thenobles@amnet.net.au  (08)9291 8962

 Standard Bearer  Bill Dodds  wdodds@iinet.net.au  (08)9581 6619

Exemplo Ducemus
By Example Shall We Lead

I guarantee that whatever your story is, it will stir up some memories 
for someone you haven’t seen for 40, 50 or 60 years. I’ve already
started on September’s Newsletter. I look forward to your support.

Thank You - until next time

Newsletter Editor
  Trevor Margetson


