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The Chairman’s Corner

Dear members

Our Christmas meeting is only a few days away and presents another opportunity to get 
together for lunch, enjoy the camaraderie and our raffle to raise additional funds to that 
raised at the September meeting, and benefit the sick children in hospital through the PMH 
Foundation.
My wife and I enjoyed our overseas holidays during September and October and we seemed 
to cover so much in our six weeks away.  The river cruise was great and in Bavaria, we even 
succumbed to the local charm and ordered a ‘cuckoo clock’.  Why we needed a cuckoo clock at 
our time in life, I have no idea!
The RMPA North America Branch 2017 reunion was at the usual high standard and it was 
fantastic to be able to visit Banff once again some ten years after our last visit.  Banff is on the 
side of the picturesque Canadian Rockies.  The only difference is in 2007 we went at the end 
of their summer, whilst this year, winter seemed to have arrive early.  Despite some decidedly 
chilly days, the warm welcome afforded to everyone ensured the whole experience was most 
enjoyable - indeed a great credit to the organisers!  
I have prepared an article on the reunion later in the newsletter.
My thanks also to both Eric Heath and Trevor Margetson who stood-in at various times during 
my absence to ensure everything was promptly attended to when required.
Since our last newsletter, it is with sadness that I acknowledge the passing Michael Bolstridge 
of New Zealand in October, and Margo Collins and Pam Langstone more recently in November.  
In 2016 Michael with his wife Janet visited Perth and was guest speaker at our annual dinner.  
Michael and Eric Heath worked together as ‘redcaps’ in Germany many years ago and had 
remained friends ever since.  Our condolences also extended to Dick Langstone on the 
bereavement of his wife, Pam, as recently noted in The West Australian newspaper.  Many 
members having trained at Inkerman Barracks, Woking may recall Dick as one of the RMP 
motorcycle instructors based there.
   Margo Collins and her late husband Dave both joined our branch in 2008 and were staunch 
members as a husband & wife team, both uniquely having an ex-service background, and had 
been closely associated with the RMP in Berlin.  Whilst Dave passed away in 2010, Margo was 
a regular attendee at our meetings over the following years until only recently.  The family 
have provided the Eulogy for newsletter publication.
We also have two members who are very ill, Taff Sims and Brian Scott.  If anyone would like 
to give them a call, let me know as I am sure they would like a chat, and I will pass on their 
respective contact details.
Finally, I wish all our members and their families a very happy and safe Christmas and New 
Year. 

Thank you and kind regards…………..

Brian Griffiths
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Notices 

   

Please Note
Membership Annual Fees for 

2018  are now due and should be 
forwarded to Treasurer or direct 

deposit into our Westpac Account 
036-231-342862. Please remember 

to identify your details.

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

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 are advised 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

http:// thenobles@amnet.net.au
http://ann.page@bigpond.com.au
http://http//joybob@btinternet.com
http://www.rhqrmp.org


WATERLOOVILLE CALLING AUSTRALIA #3
By Bob Eggelton 

 It has been a while since I sat down and compiled some form of epistle to 
Australia, I missed the last edition as I was really just too busy at the time.  
However, I will make time in the future despite being just as busy and I must 
admit I like chatting away.

  The difference now is that your esteemed Editor is also the Editor for the North 
American Branch of the Association and this morning (Friday the 8th December) 
I nearly gagged on my “Small Bites” when I was reminded of the situation and 
the lack of time.  So I shall forsake the decorating of the toilet and bash out, not 
one but two reports which will bear some similarity.

  It is now nine months since we moved into the bungalow and when I last communicated we had 
just has some blinds fitted, essential as I was getting fed up with being woken up just after four in 
the morning by the rising sun, our bed faces east.  Well expenditure continued and other necessary 
jobs were completed and only yesterday we had a new fire place and fire installed.  Not sure what 
happed to the original surround but it was missing when we came in.  So now the lounge is looking 
more cosy and festive as we head into that time of the year which tends to increase the waistlines 
and slims the bank balance.  Despite the cost and niggles which one tends to inherit when taking 
on a new place we are very happy here and do not regret the move.  It is quieter and we can see 
the stars at night but now we are waiting to see how our first winter shapes up as previously living 
in Portsmouth we were somewhat protected from snow and ice, I fear it will be different out here.
  I am not sure if I mentioned in a previous letter that the garden was really overgrown and that has 
taken quite a bit of hard work to sort out but I am getting there.  The front garden is now looking 
good and all the spring bulbs are in the ground although with the weather being somewhat mild 
overall some are sticking their heads above the surface, we shall see if they survive.  The rear garden 
needs a bit of jungle clearing but that will have to wait, I only do gardening when the sun shines!
  Looking back over the year it has not been a bad one for Joy and myself.  We did manage to get off 
on a cruise in August, bit of a late decision but we both needed a break.  We returned to the Canaries 
and Madeira and it was just the tonic.  It was a month later and the Depot Branch went to Normandy 
to visit the relevant location of the Second World War and needless to say it was an interesting and 
enjoyable trip and another tick on my Bucket List.
  No sooner had we unpacked and it was time to get the 
cases out again and head to Canada for the North American 
Branch annual reunion which this year was primarily in 
Banff.  There were of course a number of ‘celebrities’ from 
the Association including your very own Chairman who 
was looking decidedly cold when I snapped him outside 
the hotel.  It gave me the greatest pleasure to photograph 
him at this time of the year when he was not wearing a 
short sleeved shirt!
  The time in Banff with the members of the Branch were 
most enjoyable and it goes without saying that the scenery 
defied words, it was awesome and I am so pleased that my prayers were answer and it snowed.  
Following Banff Joy, myself and a friend went onto Toronto for a few days and the weather was a 
complete contrast and I could have done with some shorts.  
  Once back home it was catch up time and both Joy and I were under siege with both electronic and 
‘snail mail’ but with luck easier times are ahead.  Now it is a build up for the visit by the guy in the 
red suit who annually tends to dent the bank balance.  We always know when Christmas is looming 
because up pops “I’m A Celebrity – Get Me Out Of Here” is on the small screen and portrays minor 
celebs being stuck in the Australian “jungle” completing all sorts of tasks.  Do all Australians survive 
on crickets, grubs, fish eyes and the odd anus from an indigenous animal?  I am not coming out there 
if they do!  The Test Series is progressing in Australia’s favour but there are three more games to go 
so one can hope; whoops, did I see a pig fly over?
  Well it is time to close this offering as I now have to get on and write one for America but before 
I go may Joy and I wish you and your families all the very best for Christmas and may you have a 
healthy New Year.      
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A Word From our Chaplain
Reverend David Noble
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As a child the family went on holiday once a year for seven days. One of those days we would 
go to the seafront at Southsea for me to have my yearly donkey ride. Dad would lift me on 
and the guide would lead me along the beach. I felt so proud. I saw myself as a Knight of 
Old, a jockey in a race, indeed I could be anything my heart desired. In all my visits I found 
that I was taking an interest in my steed. Floppy ears, slow moving, peaceful and accepting 
his fate. 
When my ride was finished (I was only allowed one) I looked at my donkey. Such a long face 
with lovely eyes, ears that twitched and the look of one of great wisdom. Many years later 
I read of another donkey carrying an expectant mother and led by a man called Joseph. This 
donkey looked very happy and when it arrived at its destination the donkey knelt down for 
no harm must come to her. Mary was always kind to him and there was a language of love 
between them.
 That day the donkey knew that in the animal kingdom he would always be seen as someone 
very special for he had carried the God child to Bethlehem for his birth as the Son of God.

The Reverend David Noble
Chaplain

May the living God, this Christmas give to you, the gift of joy, 
peace and every Blessing.

Happy Christmas - May 2018 be a special year for you and 
all whom you love.

David and Norma

Our Chaplain’s Message
  by Reverend David Noble



New Year

Her Act is over...She leaves the Stage:
New Year sweeps in, to turn the page.
Recall to memory...the days gone by...

the lively laughter, the plaintive cry.

A coloured patchwork of nights and days;
snippets of sadness, moments of praise.

To you emotions, give true voice...
speak with conviction, stand by your choice.

Face up to troubles, do not resent...
the lessons which the Future may present.

Hold fast to Hope; don’t let it die;
have trust in God and keep your spirits high.

New Year is waiting in ‘The Wings’;
Her unknown gifts to you...She brings.

The Old Year vanishes from view...
now is the hour to embrace “The New!”

Brought to us by Rev. David Noble
©Copyright Ros Mansell 2001
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The British Ex-Services Association
      Annual Fundraiser

This was held Sunday 24th September at the   
Woodloes Historic Homestead in Cannington and 
a limited number of members enjoyed seeing the 
vast array of household items of furnishings, tools, 
kitchen implements and all those memories of so 
long ago.
The weather was not kind to us but we were quite content to peruse all the items for sale 
including some well priced garden plants, books etc. 

Volunteers were kept busy with the barbecue and serving burgers with 
all the trimmings and a range of cakes and coffee/tea and no one really 
noticed the weather.
It was credit to the organisers, Ann Page (Secretary) John Parker 
(President) and their generous helpers for such a pleasant meeting with 
old friends. The sum of $410 was raised to assist association funds.
The picture, left, shows John Parker with one of the new style banners 
for the association. John and Ann are RMPA Branch members and John 
also is a caretaker for the Woodloes Homestead.

The British Ex-Services Association
72nd Annual Lunch & Dance

This was held at the RAAFA Bullcreek on Saturday 18th November with the Master of Ceremonies 
Brian Griffiths conducting the programme which involved the Welcome by BESA President and 
RMPA member John Parker. Following the National Anthems, the Flag Ceremony was presented 
by John Parker and Senior Vice President Peter Lincoln MBE.

After Grace was given by RMPA Western Australia Branch 
Chaplain an impressive meal was served which catered for 
all tastes and enjoyed by all.

Loyal Toast by John Parker and Toast to Absent Friends by 
Ann Page preceded the Roll Call where all member services 
were called and all members of each service stood to receive 
due acknowledgement.

The function traditionally has an impressive range of Raffle 
prizes and this year was no exception. The sum of $407 was 
raised to support the Association which in turn supports its 
members socially and with welfare visits etc.

Although, as with all similar groups today, the numbers were 
slightly down but the enthusiasm more than made up the 
difference.
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The Big Bloke
By Bob Maumill

The Big Bloke wore a digger’s hat.  
Not with one side of the brim turned up and pinned with a badge, the 
way such hats were worn on parade, or when the returned soldiers 
marched on Anzac day and gathered at the monument for the dawn 
service. Not like that. His hat had the brim pulled down. There was no 
badge and no band to hold it in shape. It was a tired old hat. Sometimes he wore a big thick 
khaki army great coat too. A lot of returned soldiers wore remnants of their uniforms. 

The Big Bloke was tall and lean and craggy he was a loner 
who liked to fish at night when there were few people on 
the jetty.  The few times I saw him walking on the beach or 
the jetty, he walked with a limp, head down his shoulders 
hunched.  
On summer nights I would see him in the light of his kerosene 
lamp. He would sit at the end of Robb Jetty using a hand line 
with three joined hooks, and strips of fish for bait. He mainly 
caught tailor and an occasional snook,  
I usually sat about 50 metres away from him, but one night I 
hooked a small shark, I was having trouble landing it. He saw 
me grabbing at my line, hand over hand, panicky, swearing 
loudly, “S**t, what have I hooked?”
He wound in his line and came and sat beside me and said 
calmly, “Here, let me give you a hand”.  I handed him the 
line and he pulled in a small bronze whaler. “They’re good 
eating” he said.
I told him he could have the shark if he wanted it. He killed 
and gutted it and threw it on the jetty. In that same soft calm 
voice he thanked me again, then went back to his fishing 
spot. Occasionally smoke from his cigarette would drift my 
way.
I wound my line in around 2 am. As I left I said, “See you 
later”. “Night” he replied.
In the moonlight I walked carefully along the cleated timber 
surface of the jetty. I loved it there. The jetty was built close to 
the Robb Jetty abattoir at South Beach as an unloading point 
for North West cattle that were shipped south for slaughter. 
It was an impressive structure, built by skilled tradesmen 

using magnificent hard wood timber harvested from the huge trees that were once part of the 
forest that covered the Darling escarpment.
I had left my bike next to a shed close to the railway line that served the Robb Jetty and 
Anchorage abattoirs. With a small lamp attached to the handlebars providing light, I rode 
home along a narrow track next to the line. 
I rode past the cattle holding yards and the old smelter, and past the big sand hill where the 
men played two-up on Sundays. To my right I could see the glow of ashes from the fires at the 
rubbish dump at the end of Thomas Street. I peddled hard, exhilarated by the feeling of the 
warm easterly wind on my face. 

Cont.˃˃
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˃˃
There were no street lights, they were turned off at 1am. Riding alone in the dark I reached the 
bitumen road where South Terrace ended at South Beach. There was no traffic on the roads. 
Not a soul to be seen. These were the nights I loved. Summer nights. Nights of freedom. 
I turned into Douro Road. Past the corner wine saloon, past the house where Chris Martinovich, 
the man with magic in his hands would live when he came to South Fremantle from Kalgoorlie 
to establish a dynasty of family chiropractors.
I rode past Alby Mollet’s blacksmith shop, past Reg Harper’s racing stables, past Burtons 
butcher shop and into Thomas Street to the house we rented at the bottom of the hill, near 
the entrance to the smouldering Council rubbish dump. 
I crept into the house and placed my catch on a tin tray and covered the fish with a tea towel. 
Then I placed the tray in the ice chest. 
This was a time before every house had a refrigerator. This was a time when every kitchen had 
a tin lined wooden cabinet, with a lid on top and a compartment for a block of ice. The iceman 
delivered on Tuesdays.
After that night, and through another summer, whenever nights were warm, with an easterly 
blowing, nights when the tailor were on the bite, I would sit on the jetty a few feet away from 
The Big Bloke. He didn’t say much, asked me about school, where I lived, and did my parents 
know I was out there.  
He smoked a lot, rolled his own cigarettes from tobacco that he kept in an old oil skin pouch. As 
well as tobacco, the pouch contained a packet of Rizla cigarette papers and a box of matches. 
Men I knew who rolled their own called these items “the makings”.
When he rolled a cigarette he would hold a paper in the corner of his lower lip while he firmly 
massaged the tobacco between his hands to break it up and make it a little moist. Then he 
would use the tip of his tongue to wet the edge of the paper before carefully placing the 
tobacco on the paper and rolling it into shape, with the moist edge sealing the makings into a 
cigarette.
One night he gave a cough. “Cigarettes” he said.  He paused, as he often did, and thought for 
a moment before speaking. Then he said “I never smoked before the war”.
Like lots of boys my age I was fascinated by the war. “What did you do in the war?” I asked 
eagerly. 
He didn’t speak for four or five minutes. Just gave an occasional tug on his line, smoking his 
cigarette, staring into the darkness.
He had big strong sun browned hands.  Hands that had seen a lot of hard work. Hands that 
looked as though they had been carved out of wood. He handed me his line while he rolled 
another cigarette.
I said, “My mate Jamie’s dad went to the war, but Jamie said he won’t talk about it”.
Then I said “Do you ever talk about it?” 
I thought I had offended him because he said nothing for ten minutes or more, just sat on the 
jetty, smoking. Staring into the night. Then, very quietly, without looking my way, he began to 
speak. 
“Their planes came first. We were bombed. People were killed, blown to pieces. Not just military 
people, but women and kids. All sorts of people. After the bombing there were buildings on 
fire. In the harbour ships were bombed. Some people escaped in the night on ships. Women 
and kids and the wounded. Some of those ships were bombed and strafed too. Some of them 
were sunk, lots of people died.”
Both of us had pulled our lines in. He stopped talking and drew on his cigarette. It was four or 
five minutes before he again began to speak.
“They didn’t come by sea like the big wigs thought they would, they came down through 
Malaya. They moved fast, some of them rode bicycles. There were thousands of them. 

Cont.˃˃
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>>
They were tough little bastards. There were thousands of us too. Our blokes, and the British, 
and Indians. Thousands of us. We took them on, but things went bad, so the General told us 
to surrender“. 
He drew on his cigarette. I wasn’t sure whether to speak, but I said, “Were there kids there? I 
mean kids like me, white kids?”
He turned toward me and said, “There were kids like you”.
Then he said, “Remember son, it’s not only white kids who bleed”.
Back then, I wasn’t sure what he meant so I just nodded. 
Then I blurted out, “But our army beat them, we won the war”.
“Took a while mate” he said. “And we needed some help”.
“Did you get away, did you try to get away?” I asked enthusiastically.
As he often did, for a few minutes The Big Bloke studied the tip of his cigarette, then in a voice 
barely audible he said, “No I didn’t get away”.
“Were you shot or anything”, I asked hurriedly.
He said “No mate, I didn’t get shot, after we surrendered the Japs took some of us away to 
build a railway in the jungle”. 
Like everyone else, I had heard stories of Japanese atrocities.
I said “Everyone says the Japs were cruel bastards who cut peoples’ heads off”
He whispered, “They did that mate, and a lot more.”
With the tactlessness of a boy I blurted out, “What else did they do?”
By the light of the hurricane lamp I could see his face. My questions had opened a wound.
He said softly “Has anyone told you that you ask too many bloody questions?”
I grinned and said “lots of people”. I expected him to laugh, but he didn’t, he just sat there 
staring into the darkness, thinking, remembering. Then he looked at me, and in the lamp light 
I saw a tiny rivulet of tears on the Big Bloke’s lined sun browned face. 
When he spoke, his voice was a hoarse barely audible whisper, “I saw things I hope you never 
see son.” 
I knew it was time to keep my mouth shut. My questions had opened wounds not yet healed. 
Wounds that would probably never heal.   
The Big Bloke was hurting. Hurting from the questions I had asked, the answers he had given, 
and the terrible things that had happened to him and his mates building that railway in the 
jungle. 
I baited my hooks and cast into the dark water. After a while The Big Bloke did the same.  
For an hour or so we fished in silence, an inquisitive ten year old boy, and a big damaged 
returned soldier whose war time experiences had left him scarred and hurt. With stories too 
painful to tell. 
When he eventually spoke The Big Bloke said, “Nice night”.
I said quietly, “The fish have gone off the bite “
The Big Bloke said nothing for ten or fifteen minutes, just looked away into the darkness. 
When he did speak he said “sometimes, fishing on nights like this is about other things, not 
just catching a few tailor”.
We fished together lots of times after that, but The Big Bloke never mentioned the war again. 
And neither did I.

Often stories are told and the account is no less understood but there are stories told by storytellers 
and they come alive. Bob has that natural ability to put us right there listening to the detail unfolding. 
We thank him for his contribution to this edition of our newsletter and it  may help us understand 
where his life led him to become this talented and interesting storyteller. A few points on Bob’s career 
on the next page may assist us in understanding how this developed. Ed

Cont˃˃
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Robert Maumill was born in Bunbury, Western Australia and  moved to Fremantle as a young 
boy. He attended South Terrace and Beaconsfield Primary Schools and later becoming a student 
at Fremantle Boys High School. His education continued in his later years by completing the 
Justice of the Peace Course at Murdoch University in 2001. Bob’s career is probably best 
remembered for his success in his broadcasting prime time programmes with 6IX & 6PR Perth, 
3XY Melbourne, 2SM & 2KY Sydney. In 1992 he was awarded a RAWARD for Best Current Affairs 
Broadcaster in Australian Commercial Radio (Metropolitan) by the Federation of Australian 
Radio Broadcasters.
His television credits include Beauty and the Beast TV7 Perth  (Yes, he was the beast). Sunday 
Morning Sport TV7, Celebrity Squares CH9 Sydney, He hosted ‘The Maumill Show on Ch9 
Melbourne and Channel 7 Football Show Perth. He was an on camera reporter for Channel 
7  Melboune covering The Melbourne Cup and a reporter on Hinch Ch 10 Melbourne. He 
has writing credits including a short story in Sandgropers an anthology of Western Australia 
edited by Dorothy Hewitt. He wrote the original story and screenplay for a feature film Blue 
Fire Lady which was directed by Ross Dimsey and starred Mark Holden and Cathryn Harrison. 
It was released worldwide and shown on BBC 2 in 1979. Bob is very active in Community 
Service as a Justice of the Peace and on various committees which contribute to so many in 
his areas of interest. Curtin Radio 100.1fm in Perth has produced a CD of 12 stories written 
and narrated by Bob Maumill titled “Through the Eyes of a Boy”.  The stories relate to Bob’s 
growing up in Fremantle W.A. in the years after WW2. To obtain a copy of the CD, go to the 
Curtin Website www.curtinfm.com.au  (Published with the kind permission of Curtin Radio 
100.1fm Perth W.A.)
Now you understand the feeling that makes ‘The Big Bloke’ so alive. Ed.

Gilbert & Sullivan

We receive from around the world many comments (fortunately mostly complimentary) 
following our distribution of our Redcaps Newsletter. One such reply was this shown below:
Dia Duit mo chara!
For those without a few words of Irish Gaelic, Good day my friend. I read with interest the 
article in your Sep newsletter by Alan Needham on Gilbert & Sullivan.
I attended the Duke of York’s Royal Military School in Dover from 1964-1970.  During that time 
we had a G&S operetta every year to be performed for the school 
and parents in July on our Grand Day.  Many people known to us 
in the Corps and in the UK appeared in such productions.  In my 
first year I was understudy for Mabel in the Pirates of Penzance.  
The picture attached shows me  and 4 other boys as the principal 
girls of that opera.  I am 2nd from the right by the way.
The chap playing the Major General was one James Jones who 
went on to become the Bishop of Liverpool and headed up the Hillsborough Inquiry.  A few 
years later I played Yum Yum in the Mikado to Nanki Poo who was played by Morris Nugent a 
future Provost Marshall!!
Needless to say the DYRMS is these days co-ed so gone are the days when we 11 year olds 
whose voices had not ‘broken’ got the girls parts.  By the time I hit 6th Form I was Dick Dauntless 
in Ruddigore and Lord Mountarrarat in Iolanthe!!
So a good background in G&S sets you up for all sorts of things doesn’t it?
Yours aye Graham Chipperfield
ex 24206203 son of Fred Chipperfield

http://www.curtinfm.com.au
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Our Man in USA
By Al Smith

A professional basketball player in California has just signed a five year 
contract for $201 million, but with all the taxes in California he’ll only take 
home 44.01% of that. Only! What athlete in any country, in any sport, is 
worth that kind of money?

                           ♦
Colorado Springs police are hunting for a woman dubbed “The Mad Pooper” who has been 
defecating in front of people’s homes in the area. One homeowner even put up a sign asking 
the woman to stop, to no avail. Since the pooper has squatted on this one lady’s lawn a few 
times, why haven’t the police caught her? Then again, what police officer would want to be 
detailed to a “pooper watch?” I pity the poor pooper in a way because she must have some 
kind of health problem, because when you’ve gotta go, you’ve gotta go. 

♦
A North Texas man, jailed in the 2015 death of his 2 year old daughter, has been released after 
prosecutors learned that the older brother of the girl has admitted to the death. The girl had 
been smothered, and the brother, then 5 years old and now 7, told his mother that he had hit 
his sister with a pillow, but that the pillow was too heavy for him to remove from his sister’s 
head causing her to suffocate. Something doesn’t sound right here, the boy is strong enough 
to swing the pillow, but not strong enough to lift it?

♦
After the recent Las Vegas disaster, more people have been slamming the National Rifle 
Association, and it’s understandable, but although I’m not a member of the NRA, I think that 
they are getting  a bum deal. Years ago I gave classes on firearm safety, and one of the first 
things I did was to get the class around a table. Then I would show them an unloaded pistol. 
I would then load the pistol and put it back on the table, and tell the class to watch the pistol 
closely. For ten seconds I said nothing, and ten seconds can seem like a lifetime when it’s 
perfectly quiet. Then, after watching the people in the class looking at each other and 
the pistol, I asked them what happened. Nobody said anything, until one fellow said nothing 
happened, that’s right I said, nothing could happen until that pistol is picked up. Chicago has 
one of the tightest gun laws in the U.S., it also has the highest murder rate in the U.S. so taking 
firearms out of the hands of law abiding citizens will leave them without the means to defend 
themselves from the bad guys who will always be able to get guns. 

♦
In 1858 a discussion among the club’s membership board at St. Andrews, a senior member 
pointed out that it takes exactly 18 shots to finish off a fifth of Scotch. By limiting himself to a 
shot per hole, the Scot figured that a round of golf was finished when the Scotch ran out, and 
that’s how we have 18 hole golf courses. So if you didn’t know before, you know now.  

♦
A California woman who had survived the Las Vegas shooting, returned home only to have 
it destroyed a week later by the wild fires coursing through the area. She has certainly seen 
her share of disaster.  Collision of two neutron stars happened 130 million years ago, but the 
signal has just arrived on Earth after travelling 13 million light years. when you realize that a 
light year is 5.88 million miles, it tends to boggle your mind. I read a few years ago that there 
are more stars in the universe than all the grains of sand on earth, and it was an incredible 
statistic, hard to believe, but then space is unbelievable.
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A little insight to the humour and insanity of some state laws here. In Pennsylvania it’s illegal 
to tell a fortune teller where to dig for buried treasure! In Arkansas it’s illegal to mispronounce 
‘Arkansas’! In Colorado it’s illegal to have weeds in your  garden!  Boy would I be in  trouble. Just 
about every state has some old and crazy laws that would have anyone laughing.

♦
A little bit of American movie history. Years ago the movie "The Conqueror" was filmed in the 
state of Utah, close to an area that had been used as a atomic testing area. Of the 220 members 
of the cast and crew 91 developed some form of cancer, and 46 of these died from it, including 
the two stars John Wayne and Susan Hayward. It's tragic that nobody seems to have checked 
out the area prior to the filming, or were they told, "oh sure, it's safe now'. Another sad note 
about a married couple who survived the shooting in Las Vegas, but died in a car wreck near 
their home in California a few weeks later.

♦
A couple paid $2 million dollars for a two bedroom condo in a luxury high rise condo building 
in San Francisco called Millinium Tower in 2016. They may be regretting that purchase now 
as the building has sunk 17 inches since being built a decade ago. In an area such as San 
Francisco, where earthquakes happen, it’s made this couple, along with the other residents, a 
trifle nervous, and a group of them are suing the developers for $200 million. Reports do say 
that the building is actually leaning, so the thought of another earthquake happening would 
lead to some sleepless nights. If such a terrible thing happened, and the building did collapse, 
anyone and anything in the way of the line of fall, is in serious danger. The question does arise 
of course, as to how does the builder fix the problem short of taking it down?

♦
A bottle of 2015 Cabernet Savignon was sold at an auction recently for $350,000 to a wine 
collector in Mississippi. Now that collector, must a few zillion dollars in his wine collection, so 
lets hope that he or she is not close to an earthquake area where one large rumble would make 
the bottles tumble. A New Jersey diner is said to be adding 18% to their bills when it’s being 
given to pre-teen kids. They say that it’s because the kids don’t tip enough. Well how many 
pre-teens walk around with pockets full of money? This owner is going to lose a whole bunch 
of customers, and not all pre-teens. In the ongoing problems with racism here in the U.S., the 
latest is a protest saying that the National Anthem is racist. Good grief, what next?  

♦
The latest crazy news about the U.S. Army. They have lifted the ban on recruiting people with a 
history of mental illness, self mutilation, and drug abuse. This came about because of the low 
recruiting levels, so unless my logic is not working too well, a decent, sane, non drug user, and 
non self mutilater, is going to want to join these people? I don’t think so. After spending four 
years in the U.S. Army, I saw some things that were a little strange, but this, wow!

◊
Wildfires, swept on by very high winds, are sweeping through parts of southern California, and 
the Director of California Department of Forestry and Fire prevention has warned of a protracted 
wind event that will make it almost impossible to fight the fires under such conditions. Nearly 
200 homes and businesses have already been destroyed, and 200,000 people have been forced 
from their homes. If the larger winds do come, then there will be more damage and more 
evacuations in the next couple of days.The city of Philadelphia is trying to pass a law restricting 
bullet resisting glass in small business establishments. So in the inner city high crime areas 
the Mom and Pop stores, liquor stores, and other small stores, have a much larger chance of 
getting robbed at gun point. What kind of insanity is that?

Many Thanks Al for your contributions throughout the year - they keep us in touch  Ed.



Smile - It’s good for you
Bookseller conducting a market survey asked a woman – “Which book has helped you most in 
your life?” The woman replied, “My husband’s cheque book !!” 
A prospective husband in a book store “Do you have a book called ‘Husband – the Master of 
the House?’”  Sales girl: “Sir, fiction and comics are on the 1st floor!”
Someone asked an old man: “Even after 70 years, you still call your wife – darling, honey, luv.  
What’s the secret?”  Old man: “I forgot her name and I’m scared to ask her.” 
Pharmacist to customer: “Sir, please understand, to buy an anti-depression pill you need a 
proper prescription ... Simply showing marriage certificate and wife’s picture is not enough.” 

A Highway Patrolman pulled a car over and told the driver that because he had been wearing 
his seat belt, he had just won $5,000 in a state wide road safety competition.
“What are you going to do with the money?” asked the patrolman.
“Well, I guess I’m going to get a driver’s license, he answered.
“Oh, don’t listen to him,” said a woman in the passenger seat. “He always tries to be smart 
when he’s drunk.”
The ongoing conversation woke up the back seat passenger who took one look at the cop and 
moaned, “I told you we wouldn’t get far in a stolen car.” At that moment, there was a banging 
from the trunk and a voice said in Mexican “Are we over the border yet?”

There were four college seniors taking microbiology and all of them had an ‘A’ average so far.
These four friends were so confident that the weekend before finals, they decided to visit     
some friends in Butte and have a big party.
 They had a great time but, after all the hearty partying, they slept all day Sunday and didn’t 
make it back to Montana State University in Bozeman until early Monday morning.
 Rather than taking the final then, they decided that after the final they would explain to their 
professor why they missed it. They said that they visited friends but on the way back they had 
a flat tire. As a result, they missed the final.
 Professor Olesnicki agreed they could make up the final the next day. The guys were excited 
and relieved.  They studied that night for the exam. The next day Professor Olesnicki placed 
them in separate rooms and gave them a test booklet.
 They quickly answered the first problem worth 5 points.  Cool, they thought! Each one, in a 
separate room, thought this was going to be easy ... then they turned the page...
On the second page was written... For 95 points: Which Tire? _________
 
 During a recent flood in a small town, a young girl and a boy were perched on top of their 
 house. As they sat watching articles float by in the water, they noticed an old hat go past. 
 Suddenly, the hat turned and came back, then turned around and went downstream. After it      
had gone some distance, again it turned and came back. They watched as it did this a number 
of times. 
“Do you see that hat?” said the girl in amazement. “First it goes downstream, then turns  
around and comes back, then it goes back downstream and then it comes back again.” 
“Oh, that’s nothing, it’s only my dad,” replied the boy. “This morning my Mum said that come  
hell or high water, he had to mow the lawn today.”

I went to the liquor store Tuesday afternoon on my bicycle,  bought a 
bottle of Rum and put it in the bicycle basket. As I was about to leave, I 
thought to myself that if I fell off the bicycle, the bottle would break. So 
I drank all the Rum before I cycled home. It turned out to be a very good 
decision, because I fell off my bicycle seven times on the way home.
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Sikhs in Australia
from notes supplied by Tarunpreet Singh

Tarun was guest speaker at our Annual Dinner this year and has 
kindly made available to us some wide ranging details of the Sikh - 
Australian connection. Rather than reduce some of the content he 
has supplied, I have decided to produce it in two parts - the first in 
this edition - the second in our next newletter.
Punjab -Land of oldest text.
Rig Veda is one of the oldest extant texts in any Indo-European language. Philological and 
linguistic evidence indicate that the Rigveda was composed in the northwestern region of the 
Indian subcontinent, most likely between c.1500 and 1200BC.
Punjab -Land of oldest university.
Taxila was a centre of learning and is considered by some to have been one of the 

earliest universities in the world. The origin of the city goes back to c.1000 
BCE.
Earliest visitor from Punjab.
Charles von Hügel was an Austrian noble, army officer, diplomat, botanist 
and explorer. 
He visited Punjab in early 1833 and then visited Swan River Colony in Nov 
1833 . After visiting Tasmania – Sydney he went back to India
1834  -  Local trade from Perth to India

                                                Potatoes from Canning River to India

Sikhs in  Australian Transport History - Cameleers
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Sikhs in  Australian Commercial Banking  History
The first customer in 1848 for Bank of South Australia - Adelaide
The bank’s first depositor was an Afghan shepherd, who entrusted his life savings of 29 pounds 
to the newly formed bank.
The teller recorded his name as Croppo Sing (a phonetic rendering of Singh) and, like so many 
others in the early days of the colony, Croppo, who was illiterate, signed his name for his bank 
account with an ‘X’.

Sikhs in Indigenous Australian Community History 

Indigenous Sikh heritage - 
Davis Family Member

OBE 1976                           OA 1985

Poet Playwright   
Indigenous Rights Campaigner    

Community History
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Source : Book NYUNGAR TRADITION
published in 1983  Lois Tilbrook



  

1885 First Australian overseas military  expedition was to  Suakin in Sudan.  The New South 
Wales contingent and Sikh Regiment fought shoulder to shoulder.
1888 Sikhs in Victoria proposed to the Minister of Defence Sir James Lorimer to raise a Sikh
Regiment. 1898 Perth WA

Bischin Singh is believed to have been the most 
experienced war veteran in the colony at that time. 
However he was denied to join the Australian troops 
to fight in the Boer War. 

Sikhs from various Indian Regiments at the 
Federation Celebrations  Sydney   in 1901

Re
dc

ap
s W

es
te

rn
 A

us
tra

lia
 O

ffi
cia

l N
ew

sle
�e

r o
f R

M
PA

 W
es

te
rn

 A
us

tra
lia

 B
ra

nc
h

17

Sikhs in Australian Military History 



This concludes the first part of Tarun’s presentation and we will bring the final chapter in our next 
‘Redcaps’ Newsletter. We thank him for the meticulous preparation of these aspects of the Sikh 
connection with the Australian community. Following his joining us at our Annual Branch Dinner, 
he extended the invitation to the service at the Canning Vale Sikh Temple when the Service to 
Commemorate The Battle of Saragarhi was held. Bill Dodds and myself attended, representing the 
Western Australia Branch RMPA. Some of the photographs are shown here:
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!Lion in the Cage!Lion in the Cage!
By Diane Kathryn Edwards

Trapped. He felt trapped. He paced. Up and down, up and down. He didn’t stop. It was 
his form of therapy, it helped him to think. Backwards, forwards, up and down. Anyone 
watching him would feel agitated too, still it couldn’t be helped.

His life had been going quite well. Plenty of freedom to roam. Freedom to make his 
own choices. He liked that. He liked to be in control, it fed his ego.

What a change to his otherwise perfect 
life. He was struggling to cope. He paced. 
He thought about the experiences that 
had delivered him here. Fearing no one, 
bullet proof some might say.

Agile and devious, he ducked and 
weaved. Always escaping clutches 
and getting clean away. Of course, he knew 
that one day his luck would run out and 
he’d be caught, just as he was now.

He felt others might have a different view 
on this. That perhaps others might be 
envious and consider his predicament 
a privilege or a stroke of luck in the nick 
of time perhaps. He wasn’t sure. All he 
was certain of was that times had changed 
and he was smack bang in the middle. He 
held some hope for the future though. 
A world where he was king. A world that 
apppreciated him and what he had to offer. He smiled to himself. It wasn’t all bad. 
Maybe a passing phase that he could move above and beyond in time. Before he knew 
it he would be back in control of his destiny.

Right now though he resumed his pacing. Feeling trapped. Feeling helpless.

He heard a far off cry. He caught movement out of the corner of his eye. His animal 
instincts came to the fore and he was ready to pounce. She was standing away from 
him, holding something in her arms. “Leo” she said soothingly, “You can stop pacing. 
Look what I have for you”. Warily he stopped and focussed on the bundle in hr arms. 
“Leo”, she said again, “You have a son”.

Again we have to thank Diane for this story and for all her stories we feature as they are 
thought provoking and presented in a distinctive style. Diane, of course, is the daughter of 
our member Bryan Edwards.   Ed.
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The funeral service for the late Margo Collins was held at  Our Lady of Lourdes Catholic Church, 
Rockingham WA.  on Friday 24th Nov. 2017. At the request of the family RMPA members were 
pallbearers and the Branch Standard was on display. The service was conducted by Fr. Vijay 
CRS. A private cremation followed the Requiem Mass. 
This is the eulogy given by Margo’s daughter Sara and it has been lightly edited to delete some 
personal details :

Margaret Rose Insall
Margaret (Margo) Rose Insall was born on Sunday 13th October 1940 at The Municipal 
Maternity Hospital (Parkside) Middlesbrough, within the North Riding of Yorkshire to a young 
and fairly recently married Margaret Insall ( nee D’Arcy) and Thomas William Insall. Margaret, 
always known as our Margo from a very early age, was the firstborn of four children. Her other 
siblings, Valerie, Geoffrey and Marilyn, all still live within a relatively close radius to where the 
Insall children grew up in Acklam and the close surrounds of Middlesbrough.
Margo’s childhood began during the Second World War. Margo’s father Thomas had been a 
member of the Green Howards, a Yorkshire regiment, during the early part of WW2. After 
the war, he worked nearby as a miner.  She trained as a nurse and worked hard and with 
great determination for many years to support her young family, providing them with the best 
education she could afford. The four children were given many opportunities to further their 
education and we can only guess at the sacrifices this would have meant. Margo felt deeply 
protective of her siblings. The other 3 siblings are now bereft that their oldest sister has gone. 
Good family support networks at this difficult time meant that Margo, Val, Geoff and Marilyn 
were also nurtured by their Grandparents who lived very close by. One of Mum’s fond early 
memories of her maternal Grandparents was of Queen Elizabeth’s Coronation in 1953.  Her 
Grandparents had specially purchased the first tiny black and white television in the street and 
the whole neighbourhood crowded round to view in awe and wonder this amazing piece of 
technology. Another early memory, was of swinging on the front gate at the family home in 
Fakenham Avenue after being warned not to. She fell off the gate and knocked out an adult 
tooth but was too scared to tell her mother, instead pushing the tooth straight back into her 
gum…it stayed in place. Margo couldn’t believe her luck and used to marvel about this. The 
slightly turned tooth was the only legacy of this childhood accident. For Margo’s early school 
years, she and her sisters and brother attended St Alphonsus Roman Catholic Primary School 
in North Ormesby. Later, Margo’s high school years were spent at St Mary’s Convent Grammar 
School run by the Faithful Companions of Jesus but known always as “The Convent”. Margo 
loved high school but was keen to travel and see the world. Perhaps she acquired this taste 
for travel when she spent a Summer at Barcelona University studying Spanish in 1957 at the 
age of 17. From the photos at the time, it appeared to be a course that immersed foreigners 
into all aspects of the Spanish lifestyle…there didn’t seem to be a lot of Spanish being studied 
but perhaps the tutors really were all male and all looked like Enrique Iglisias…? Margo always 
prided herself on her Spanish accent. In fact, accents and languages were very important to 
her. a local. to the Waiter’s bemusement, he brought out the breakfast Margo had unknowingly 
ordered just after they had all finished lunch….

Cont˃˃˃

At Peace
Margaret Rose Collins

13th October 1940 - 14th November 2017
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After leaving the safety of her convent education, Margo attended secretarial college in 
Middlesbrough and learnt the clerical skills that set up her working life. She then went off 
to London and joined the army at around the age of 18, the Women’s Royal Army Corps. 
The first part of Margo’s time training was at the WRAC barracks in Guildford and working 
at the War Office. Margo enjoyed both the company and the routine of Army life. Some of 
these routines and habits stayed with her for life…she was very meticulous and organized in 
her paperwork routines. For every item of mail she ever received, even until the last couple 
of weeks, Margo would open the mail, initial the envelope with the date received and if a 
response was required, would then write despatched, and date and initial the envelope again. 
This intriguing habit is going to keep us busy sorting for some time….She was also extremely 
methodical and organized about shoes. They would always be carefully lined up and sorted out 
into their various purposes...a habit I have realised my sister also possesses.
By 1964, the young WRAC Sergeant Margaret Rose Insall found herself posted to Cold-War 
Berlin working as a member of BRIXMIS, the acronym for the British Commanders’ in Chief 
Mission to the Soviet Forces in Germany.  The role of BRIXMIS was of vital importance in 
gathering military intelligence on the massive military strength assembled in East Germany by 
the Soviets for a potential invasion of the West.  Margo worked for the Chief of Staff BRIXMIS 
as what we would probably now call his Personal Assistant. It was also here that she met the 
love of her life in the RMP Sergeant’s Mess, the tall and handsome Sergeant David Collins, 
during her first few weeks in Berlin.  After a whirlwind, 6 week courtship, the two became 
engaged and were married 8 months later on 3rd April 1965 at the Church of the Holy Ghost, 
Berlin holding their wedding reception in the RMP Sergeant’s Mess.  David’s parents back in 
England were momentarily slightly bemused - not that he should marry in such haste but that 
he should actually marry a Catholic!  And one from the North of England, at that!  This was to 
be a long and happy union and after 45 and a half years of marriage there is a lot to be said for 
love at first sight…
The young married couple happily spent their first year of marriage working in Berlin before 
being transferred to Aden, Yemen.  It was here, on the 4th April 1967 that Margo’s first child, 
me, Sara was born, around the time of the 6 Day War between Israel and Egypt.  The Middle 
East, and Yemen, was a volatile place to be at this time and after a while the powers that be 
decided it was unsafe for the families of the British Army to remain in Aden so they evacuated 
families back to England to wait for their husbands and fathers to return.  David always 
remembered this time as being particularly hard as he had no idea when he would see Margo 
and his 6 week old first born again as he waved them off on the start of their long and round 
about trip back to England. One of the legacies that Margo kept from this time was a nappy 
with a bullet hole through it. The washing lines for the flats were on the roof and snipers had 
shot the nappy.
After this Middle East Service, David was sent back to Berlin to use his Russian language skills 
again. So, he and Margo returned to a place they both regarded very fondly later in life. The 
Cold War was at its height but the stories of Soviet planes being shot down and spies belong 
to another chapter and perhaps more to David’s life story. It was during this time, Margo and 
David’s second child, Annie was born in Hanover, West Germany on the 13th January 1970.
The young family remained in Germany, preferring to live in a small village close to the border 
of East Germany, but far enough away from Berlin and the reminders of the Cold War.  With 2 
small children at home, this is probably one of the rare stints in Margo’s life when she was not 
in paid employment. From diary entries of that time, Margo missed the stimulation of adult 
company and the excitement of her previous working life. Reading between the lines, Margo 
was probably a little frustrated at dealing with the day to day minutiae of being a housewife 
with 2 small children who did not always act in a routine and predictable manner. David 
commuted every day to his job as an interpreter until it was time to sign up for his next stint 
in the Army.  
It was the 1970’s and Northern Ireland was the next political hotspot where David was to be 
sent.  David and Margo decided that it was time to move on and that it was time for a change. 
They’d had enough of Army life so the Collins family ended up back in England, a place Margo 
hadn’t lived for nearly 20 years, a place of economic depression, a place of miner’s strikes 
and the realm of Margaret Thatcher, one of Margo’s most unfavourite politicians despite the 
fact that they shared a birthdate.  Beware if Margo did not admire a particular politician or 
celebrity…her mind could not be changed…Ever. 

Cont˃˃˃
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The joys of life in England didn’t last long before it was time for a fresh start, so after a few 
years living in Huntingdon, near Cambridge, and being a housewife while David commuted 
daily by train to London to work for the Bank of Scotland, David and Margo decided to it was 
time to take their young family further afield.  They investigated Canada and New Zealand, 
before quickly deciding Australia looked quite nice and not nearly as cold….  Once more, they 
waved goodbye to family and friends and in May 1974, David, Margo and the 2 girls sold up 
and left England forever.  Margo never looked back and shared my father’s opinion that it was 
“the best decision they’d ever made”.
After arriving by boat in Fremantle via a flight to Singapore, Margo and David were met and 
welcomed by some friends made years earlier during their time in Berlin, Ted and Margarete 
Scouse.  They lived in Rockingham and this is where David and Margo eventually made their 
new life in Australia.  Margo worked for many years at Rockingham Beach Primary School 
mostly as the school secretary. She was good with children, teachers and parents and enjoyed 
the variety of roles required. It was the perfect job as she could spend every school holidays 
with her children. It was during this time that Margo decided that she needed to go back to 
study and that she would like to attend university so she went to TAFE at night and studied 
History and English to achieve a Mature Age entry into university. Once she had achieved this, 
Margo promptly forgot about going to uni but her meticulously organized notes and essays 
did come in very handy when I was in Year 11 and 12… Margo worked with, and then helped 
co-ordinate, the Rockingham Branch of Adult Literacy for many years and enjoyed seeing 
people who had struggled with their literacy become fluent readers and writers. During the 
late1980s, Margo worked for a new natural fertilizer company in Baldivis and then later for 
many years was the Parish Secretary here at Our Lady of Lourdes mostly with Father Walsh, or 
Walshy as she affectionately called him. Her working life ended here and on retirement, she 
maintained her many connections with the parish through Project Compassion fundraising 
and her involvement with the choir which enabled Margo to sing loud and proud…something 
that as children we were forced to endure. Music and singing was a big part of Margo’s life and 
her taste was quite eclectic. She had some very high brow tastes and some very low moments. 
Hers is probably the only CD collection in Australia which contains classics such as Placido 
Domingo singing Sacred Songs and The Ketchup Song in the same CD rack. 
Margo would listen to the Football results each weekend on the ABC radio and followed the 
fortunes of Middlesborough or The Boro throughout her life. She would take great delight 
when Middlesbrough beat Tottenham and be very smug much to poor David’s disgust. She 
was always an avid crossword fan and continued this addiction all through the later years of 
her life. Margo bought the paper every day and the first thing she would do, was check the 
answers of the crossword from the day before… … But perhaps the greatest joy in Margo’s life 
were her 3 grandchildren. She adored them and was immensely proud of all of them and we 
know they gave her much joy and delight. Margo would happily play with them for hours and 
entertain them with silly songs and stories, creating unique words and phrases that have hung 
on for years. We will all remember her references to the feeling of going down a hill in a car as 
“Tummy Buttons”. She was a very generous Granny and Gransky and always interested in what 
was happening in their lives.

Cont˃˃˃
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Retirement also gave Margo and David the opportunity to travel and they made several 
treks back to Europe to new places and also to the places where they had lived many years 
before. Margo and David became keen members of the WRAC, RMPA and British Ex-Services 
Association and thoroughly enjoyed the social aspects of these groups, the close friends she 
made and the ties and shared connections of similar military backgrounds. We would like to 
thank everyone from RMPA, WRAC and BESA for their support, kind messages and assistance 
offered to our family once again. Our family would like to thank all of you for coming to share 
this celebration of Margo’s life and I am sure that you all have a memory of her fizzing around 
the place and having a chat.
Margo was an effervescent, curious, devout and friendly character who would talk to anyone 
and everyone, and find out their life story. Her daily walks along the foreshore made her a 
recognizable figure to other regular walkers and there was always a story to swap. She was 
spirited, independent and loving, a unique and generous soul who left this Earth on her terms, 
much as she lived her entire life. I know that she is now reunited with her Best Friend and Soul 
Mate in a place where a daily suduko and crossword will be done together over a glass of wine 
in the late afternoon sunlight after a long stroll along the beloved Rockingham foreshore…
Rest in Peace Darling Margo.

One of the many condolences received by the family
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We were saddened to hear from Michael’s son, Steven, that Michael passed away on Tuesday  
10th October at his home in Otematata, New Zealand, surrounded by his loving family.
Michael completed his training at Inkerman barracks in 700 Squad Royal Military Police passing 

out in November 1958 as 23657983 L/Cpl. Michael John Bolstridge before 
serving in Ports Provost (Southhampton). He was in BAOR with our 
Secretary Eric Heath and they remained friends over the many years.
He was later posted to Kenya with 24 Ind. Inf. Brig. Pro. Coy. 
On leaving RMP he served in the civil police in U.K. before moving to New 
Zealand.
Michael was a generous 
member of Royal Military Police 
Association, Western Australia 
Branch and was our guest speaker 

at our 10th Anniversary Annual Branch Dinner last year 
when in Perth at the end 
of a lengthy overseas trip with 
his wife Janet. His amusing 
accounts of his service as a 
Police Cadet kept all guests 
entertained particularly with 
his first encounter with having 
to arrange movement of a 
dead body.

He was an active member of 
Rotary and was awarded a Paul 
Harris fellowship on two separate 
occasions and was buried with 
lapel badge and medal - and 
a new RMP Corps tie! He was 
a loved family man who was 
generous and respected - sadly 
now so missed by his family and 
those who had any contact over 
the years.    Squad Photo used with kind permission Ian Dixon’s  
                                                                                   website http://redcap70.net/

Rest in Peace
Michael John Bolstridge

http://redcap70.net/


United Kingdom Combined
Ex-Services Federation

The Final Service of Commemoration and Thanksgiving was held at St.George’s Cathedral, Perth
on Remembrance Sunday 12th November.

All ex-service personnel attending were 
paraded on the Cathedral parvis and 
inspected by Mr. Brian Wilson CBE, 
Federation Patron,  before taking up 
seats inside, followed by the parading 
of the Standards of the Affiliated 
Associations and presented at the 
altar. Our RMPA Branch standard was 
paraded by our Standard Bearer Bill 
Dodds. The service was conducted by 
The Very Reverend Richard Pengelley, 
Dean of Perth.

The Address was given by The Reverend Tim Harrison, Chaplain Airborne and Royal Marines 
Associations and is reproduced here:-

“One of the most difficult of military tactics is to withdraw in good order from the field of 
action whilst engaged with the enemy. This is because any withdrawal can so easily become a 
retreat which can disintegrate into a complete rout.
Even the great Napoleon, witnessed in 1812, when withdrawing from Moscow, his grand army 
becoming a complete, ill-disciplined shambles. Incidently, Britain has a better track record, 
apart from a couple of distatrous examples such as that at Kabul in 1880.
There are the achievements of Sir John Moore at Le Cateau in August 1914 and Field Marshal 
Lord Gort at Dunkirk in May 1940. All choosing the time and place of their withdrawal to good 
effect.
Earlier this year The Federation of United Kingdom Ex-Services Association found itself in 
this situation. Faced with the diminishing number of affiliated associations, as evidenced by 
the imminent closure of the Royal Marines Association and believing it had discharged the 
responsibilities, as laid down in its constitution dated 6th October 1997 to organise an Annual 
Luncheon and Remembrance Service, which it has done without fail for twenty years.
The year 2017 would be the appropriate and proper time to withdraw from the field. The 
last Luncheon was held in May and our coming together today will be its final Remembrance 
Service and perhaps that is as it should be.
This Cathedral Church of St. George has been a worthy place into which we have come over 
the years. We brought with us our very human emotions and anxieties, proud of our service 
experiences in time of war and peace.       Cont>>Re
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Grieving at the loss and waste of human life, grateful for the bonds of friendship and 
comradeship forged on the anvil of war and violence and above all eternally thankful for the 
peace; freedom and justice which has been our inheritance. And so we went out again, re-
entering our own personal world believing with the Grace of God that despite the fallability of 
our human nature, by offering more of our love and compassion, we could make a difference, 
however small to the bettterment of our fractured and broken world.
So in future years, that will be the challenge to renew and re-engergise our commitment to 
continue to offer what we can for the betterment of our society.
For the Christian in such a situation the Second Letter to Timothy offers some guidance. 
Although addressed to an individual, it offers help and encouragement to any member of a 
Christian Community faced with uncertainty and change, struggling to consolidate their belief, 
possibly with the waning of their initial zeal and enthusiasm and under constant assault from 
the forces of the secular world. Timothy is exhorted not to be complacent but to be active and 
assertive, take courage from the example of those who have gone before him and guard the 
“Good News” “The Gospel” as he has been taught and should there be any doubt as to the very 
essence of that “Good News” is..........
The second reading that from the Gospel of Mark clearly spells out:- That our belief in God 
is built on our love of neighbour, to bring about that creation of a world in harmony which is 
possible if we acknowledge the Sovereignty of the Almighty. And such a vision can become a 
reality if each individual respects and furthers the interest and wellbeing of their neighbour 
accepting that whilst all are equal in the sight of God it does not mean that we are all identical. 
And faced by that fundamental fact it will be our faith which will enable us to confront and 
overcome the barriers brought about by those differences.
So we will take our leave of this Cathedral in good order and at our time of choosing bearing 
in mind what Winston Churchill said in June 1940 - That wars are not won by evacuations and 
noting that the 1st and 2nd battalions of the 95th The Rifle Brigade who had fought at Corunna 
six years later, contributed to the defeat of Napoleon at Waterloo and that the Queens Bays 
(The Second Dragoons) who were first in the field at Le Cateau, four years later, lead the pursuit 
of the vanquished German army as in defeat it retreated to Mons and the Rhine.
Whilst the 1st battalion South Lancashire Regiment, having left France via Dunkirk in 1940 
returned to land on the shores of Normandy in the van of an army to liberate Europe in 1944. A 
history that demonstrates that despite the chances of war and life, a clculated withdrawal can 
contain the seeds of ultimate triumph, confident in that possibility can be true for each of us 
that we will keep faith with htose we have remembered and honoured in previous Federation 
Remembrance Services and with belief in the providence of God continue to triumph over 
the barriers of division, whether racial;- religion or gender that hinder the coming of universal 
harmony and peace into our world   Amen.”

The first reading was from Mr. Brian Wilson CBE, the second by our Chairman Brian Griffiths 
and a poem was read by our Welfare Officer Ann Page who also holds the position of Secretary 
of the British Ex-Services Association.
At the conclusion of the service there followed a brief ceremony of the Laying up of the Standard 
of the Royal Marines Association of W.A.
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OBITUARY

 Margaret  Rose   (Margo)  Collins (nee Insall) 

                 13th October 1940 - 14th November 2017
       Women’s Royal Army Corps  W399951

Margaret (Margo) Rose Insall was born in Middlesborough UK on 13th October 1940.  She was 
the eldest of four children, three of whom still live near to Middlesborough where they grew up.
She was educated at a Catholic primary school in Ormesby, and later at a convent nearby for 
high school.  She developed a passion for travel at high school and spent time studying Spanish 
at Barcelona University in 1957. At age 18, Margo joined the WRAC. Thanks to previously 
acquired secretarial skills, she was posted to the War Office, where she perfected her lifelong 
skills for orderliness.
By 1964 Sergeant Margo Insall found herself posted to BRIXMIS – the acronym for the 
British Commanders’ in Chief Mission to the Soviet Forces in Germany, based in Berlin..  She 
was appointed Personal Assistant to the Chief of Staff – a role she excelled in, and enjoyed 
enormously. Soon after her arrival in Berlin, Margo met her husband- to- be Sergeant David 
Collins.  After a brief courtship, they were married, holding their wedding reception in the 
RMP Sergeant’s Mess in Berlin.
Margo left the Army on marriage, and she and David were transferred to Aden, Yemen.  Their 
first child, Sara was born in 1967.  As the Middle East was a dangerous place for families at the 
time, Margo and Sara were evacuated to the UK.  Later David was posted back to Berlin and 
the family were reunited.  Their second child, Annie was born in Hanover in 1970.
In 1974 the family emigrated to Perth Western Australia.  They chose to live in Rockingham 
and Margo took work as the school secretary at a local primary school.  She later returned to 
study History & English at university. Having won a place, she chose not to pursue completing 
the degree.
Margo loved singing, and was an active in the local church choir and numerous other parish 
activities. Hymns sung at her funeral service very much reflected her great passion for music 
and life.
She and David travelled in Europe a number of times after his retirement.  Both became keen 
members of  local  WRAC and RMPA groups.  Margo joined BESA in 2013, after David’s death.
Margo was an effervescent, curious, devout and friendly character, who would talk to anyone 
and everyone.  She was a spirited, independent and loving lady, whose presence will be greatly 
missed by not only her family, but her fellow parishioners and  BESA friends.

Our condolences go to Sara, Glenn and Annie, and to  her precious grandchildren.

Requiescat in pace.
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Yusef Yusef - Dhobi Wallah
By Len A.Hynds (1930-2017)

Thin khaki-drill uniforms were worn by all soldiers in Egypt even in winter, 
owing to the intense heat, and sweating being a problem, uniforms were 
soon crumpled and damp. Salt tablets were issued daily to counter-act the 
body salts lost, and uniforms had to be starched to keep them stiff and smart 
for as long as possible. Not a stiff starch like the old fashioned collars, but 
stiff enough to look extremely smart when ironed. 
So soldiers in the heat of the summer would sometimes wear two KD uniforms a day. Every 
camp had its own laundryman or men, and they lived-in, having a separate bell tent in which 
they worked and slept, collecting and delivering laundry and smartly-pressed uniforms daily. 
Their only wage came from their customers, and they would only charge a matter of pence to 
wash and press items. They were experts and highly thought of, and I was amazed when I saw 
them spraying a garment with a mouthful of starch water in a perfect pattern before ironing it. 
I had been transferred to a desert outpost, which had no laundryman or dhobi wallah as they 
were called, and the thirteen Sudanese Askaris of the Frontier Force did not take kindly to the 
daily washing of clothes, and I found it an onerous task myself. At last I received a promise of 
our own dhobi wallah, and set out in our 15cwt truck to make that long journey across the 
desert to Suez to collect him. 
He was a man of about 40, but Arabs always look older, dressed in the usual biblical dress, and 
bare feet, a typical member of the ‘fellaheen’ the poor peasant class, a simple man, with an 
old-fashioned, trusting almost child-like way of speaking. Exactly as a poor Egyptian, in the days 
of the Pharaoh would have been. On that long journey as we climbed the escarpment up from 
Suez he sat with me in the front, and he told me of all the regiments of the British Army he had 
worked for, and his pride of being associated with those regiments shone through, as he spoke 
of their ,battles in bygone years. If ever a man was destined to be a soldier, it was Yusef. 

After an hour we turned half left to skirt the Gebel 
Ataqa range, and the sandstorm I had been warned 
about sweeping in from the Sinai caught up with us, 
and at that stage I should have realised how serious 
it would become and turned back, but I pressed on 
until visibility became nil, and the engine stopped as 
the carburettor seized up with fine sand. We climbed 
in the back, to get away from that pervasive howling 
wind and stinging sand crystals being blasted at us, 
and covered our heads completely. 
Eventually it eased, but it was still like a yellow London 
fog out there, when Yusef put his head out of the 

back, holding his hand up for silence. Then he said in a sudden urgency, “Voices, and camels 
coming towards us. We must get out effendi and hide nearby until we can see who it is. “There 
was something in his manner, that stopped me arguing, and I followed him over the tailboard, 
and we slunk away in the fog, and hid behind some shrub some 40 yards away. Five camel riders 
appeared, dressed in black completely, and Yusef whispered, “Bedou”. 
There were some Bedouin tribes that could be trusted implicitly, but others you had to be 
wary of. I was all for standing up and approaching them, but Yusef held me down, “Look” he 
said, pointing out that each had a rifle, and two were being held, and not wrapped up as they 
normally were. 
The Bedouin saw the army lorry, partly submerged after the sandstorm, and circled it warily, then 
looking around at the desert. “They are going to search for us” he whispered, as two of them started 
to take anything from the truck that was moveable. He started to cover me with sand, and I then 
realised that he had slunk away into the sand fog behind us. I eased out my Smith & Wesson revolver, 
a mere .38 calibre, wishing I had grabbed the Sten just behind my seat, when I heard Yusef singing 
from an entirely different direction. 

Cont.˃˃˃
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The Bedouin all spun round and watched him as he approached, as he appeared with no head 
covering, dancing and singing as if he was mad, jumping up and down with arms waving. They 
all approached him with one asking questions, the others laughing at his foolish answers, and 
another knocked him down, where he continued to sing and try to dance. 
He had been quite right, these were a bad lot, and he had drawn them away from me quite 
deliberately. I drew a bead on the one standing nearest him, who was holding a rifle, but 
behind his back I saw his hand fluttering, holding me back, as if he knew what was in my mind. 
Eventually they all rode away, and luckily they had not found the sten gun, buried as it was 
beneath the sand, and also the tool box behind the passenger seat, so I stripped down the 
carburettor, and we resumed our journey. 
A truly remarkable man was Yusef, a simple man, but in moments of crisis he became a true 
soldier. 

Len Hynds slipped away from us on 23rd August 2017 at the William Harvey Hospital in 
Ashford, Kent, United Kingdom. He had been admitted a month earlier and had undergone 
an emergency operation. Until the day he died his indomitable creativity, humour and spirit 
never left him.

Our Dedication
Growing up through the ravages of the Second World War, Len was bombed 
out of several of the places he lived in his childhood. At 17 he was posted to 
Egypt in the Royal Military Police and for 3 years was parted from his true love, 

Tilly who proved to be his life long soul mate. From ‘child of 
the blitz’ to policeman, to poet.

 Len’s life has been inspirational. His love of family, his 
loyalty as a friend and his dedication, passion and craft 
as a storyteller and poet, has touched the hearts of many. 
We have received kind words of condolence and tributes 
from all over the world. He will leave a huge gap in our 
lives but his words will live on. Len was a widower for the 
last 6 years of his life. His children, grandchildren and great 
grandchildren are so very proud of him; he enriched all of 

our lives.

Our thanks to Len’s family and son Len Hynds(jnr.) in this dedication and in the 
continuing maintenance of Len’s website. Ed.
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29 The Passing of a Truly Inspirational Man
March 1930 - August 2017
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It Pays To Advertise
By Ron Tarrant RMPA North America Branch

Around 1956/7 I was assigned to #2 Patrol on the night shift, which required 
me to walk the two main-roads adjoining each other, which ran through 
the centre of our small police section, and both of these thoroughfares had 
shops and other small businesses abutting each other.  I was able to check 
these places several times per night and one late Spring evening when I 
began my shift the weather was quite warm, but as showers were in the 
forecast I was wearing a raincoat so that no silver buttons etc. were visible.  Around 1-00am 
midway through my second visit to an area where there was a very wide sidewalk, used for a 
street market at weekends, I found a radio/television store with a smashed in front window.   
The six display televisions I had admired earlier were now missing, and also a few radios.  With 
no portable radio in those days, I was very fortunate to have a police phone box less than a 
hundred feet away, so I called in the “smash and grab” and within a few minutes, the area car 
came rushing to the scene.  The two uniforms and one plain clothed observer appeared mildly 
interested and just said the obvious.  “stay here and we will call the key holder,” as off they 
sped.  Mr.Lasky the owner lived some way from the shop so I expected to be waiting around  
for a while, but as it was a mild night and the expected showers hadn’t arrived it was quite 
pleasant.  I stood in the deep doorway and when I looked across Roman Road, saw an elderly 
lady sitting at an open window above a shop. Thinking that she may have been there for some 
time and had possibly seen or heard something, I sauntered across the road and called to her,  
“Nice night, did you happen to see anything over at the television shop?”  What a witness 
she turned out to be.  “Did I!  Three of them there was, driving a big old square looking van 
or car. Might have been brown or red colour, but it had one of them white squares on the 
front!”  White square. what did she mean?  Was it a plate or something like that? I asked.  
“Yes, those ones that have a big L on them.”  I thanked her and returned to my doorway, 
well hidden from view, as I made a note of what she had told me. Within  a minute or two, 
headlights appeared in the distance of this otherwise deserted road, the vehicle travelling very 
slowly.  As it neared my location I could plainly see a white “Learner square” on the bumper 
of a very square looking car, which turned out to be a pre-war Sunbeam Talbot, quite a boxy 
looking vehicle.  I was thankful for the close proximity of the police call box as I stepped from 
the shadows, walked slowly into the road and signalled the driver to stop, in perfect Training 
School fashion. To my surprise and delight, there were three males inside, coinciding with the 
description I had been given by the elderly female at the window. I tried to make this vehicle 
stop as routine as possible, saying to the driver, “Just checking to make sure that you have a 
licensed driver with you. Let me see your license and insurance please.” The driver and the 
other male in the front passenger seat were both young men in their early twenties, whilst 
the one in the back looked much younger.  With no gun, no handcuffs and no radio, I didn’t 
want to start something I couldn’t finish, so just tried to con them into complying with my 
directions.  Of course, they had no idea that I suspected them of the smash and grab, so they 
put on the best behavior with the driver producing the required documents.  Now I knew who 
he was, even if he had second thoughts and trod on the gas pedal, I would know where to find 
him.  “I’m just going to call the station and make sure everything’s in order, then you can be on 
your way, I said.  Walking those few steps to the police phone box, I hoped I had duped them 
into thinking they were in no trouble, as I picked up the phone.  It was an automatic system, 
with an operator answering immediately.  “Get a car here ASAP, I’ve got three villians for shop 
breaking at Laskys and I need assistance, and I won’t hang up for a minute or two.”  

Cont˃˃
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Freddy Duff, an old time copper, since retired and now a civilian operator knew what to do, 
and buy the time I had stayed on the phone for an extra couple of minutes and then returned 
slowly to the car, the previous area car returned along with the night duty C.I.D. car, and the 
arrests were completed in seconds.  Their car was searched but nothing was found, however 
a quick interrogation at the nick (the police station), resulted in a full confession.  I went with 
the detectives to the driver’s home and discovered all the loot.  Why did they return to the 
scene of the crime? As they sheepishly admitted, “It was so quiet and deserted, we thought 
we might as well go back and get some more!”  I always thought that this incident was a prime 
example of the old saying, “It pays to advertise.” And I have often wondered what would have 
happened if they had decided to turn a bit nasty, as I was not very tall or strong, although I 
wasn’t a bad street fighter. I really didn’t fancy the odds. So just call me lucky.  
Who is Ron Tarrant?  Born in London, England 1931 with identical twin brother Peter, and 
remained there throughout WW11. Closest bomb, right next door!   Drafted into the Royal 
Corps of Signals 1949 for two years, rank full corporal, Right Marker on C.O.’s Parade and 
Barrack Room NCO with 36 other kids my age. Joined London Metropolitan Police July 1953, 
3 days before my 22nd birthday.  Worked out of Bethnal Green station in the East End and 
left for Canada in June 1958 to join the Calgary City Police.  Walked the beat for three years, 
then transferred to the Traffic Division where I rode Harley Davidsons the year around, with 
sidecars in winter. Coldest day’s duty, 28 below and yes, even the brass monkeys had trouble! 
Detective in 1969, Drug Squad, Criminal Law Instructor, Inspector I/c Downtown District, I/c 
Identification Section, Superintendent Headquarters and Media Spokesman, retired from 
Audit Section February 1987 with a 30 years pension (bought back 17 months) British Army 
time. Best moves, going to Canada and marrying my wife Lina.
Many Thanks Ron for this interesting account - we always look back on some of the simple 
events that filled our day to day duties, but some just seem to stay with us Ed.

Then and Now Scenario : 
Johnny and Mark get into a fight after school. 
1950s - Crowd gathers. Mark wins. Johnny and Mark shake hands and end up best friends. 
2017 - Police called, and they arrest Johnny and Mark & charge them with assault. Both 
expelled even though Johnny started it.Both children go to anger management programmes 
for 3 months.School governors hold meeting to implement bullying prevention programmes. 
Robbie won’t be still in class, disrupts other students. 
1950s - Robbie sent to the office and given six of the best by the Principal. Returns to class, sits 
still and does not disrupt class again. 
2017 - Robbie given huge doses of Ritalin. Becomes a zombie. Tested for ADHD – result 
deemed to be positive. Robbie’s parents get fortnightly disability payments and school gets 
extra funding from government because Robbie has a disability. 
Billy breaks a window in his neighbour’s car and his Dad gives him a whipping with his belt. 
1950s - Billy is more careful next time, grows up normal, goes to college, and becomes a 
successful businessman. 
2017 - Billy’s dad is arrested for child abuse. Billy removed to foster care; joins a gang; ends 
up in jail. 
Mark gets a headache and takes some Aspirin to school. 
1950s - Mark gets glass of water from Principal to take aspirin with, Passes exams & becomes 
a solicitor.
2017 - Police called, car searched for drugs and weapons.
Mark expelled from school for drug taking. Ends up as a drop out.
We’ve progressed - haven’t we?
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So! You Want to be a Military Policeman or How I joined the Corps.
By Don Hood, 
Secretary North America Branch

It all started in 1944 while visiting  Uncle John, he was a Blue Cap stationed in 
Strathkinnes, in Scotland, I clearly remember that he always seemed to have 
very attractive WRENs hanging around him. Turns out that he was OIC of a 
WREN Observer Unit, their job was to report any German aircraft sightings, (none were ever 
seen).
Later, as a merchant seaman, I was deferred from National Service, one of my ship mates, one 
Gordon Moore Dempster Wark was on about his RED CAP brother’s experiences and what 
he got up to in Blandford Camp. Gordon saved me from going over the side during a storm, 
jumped ship in Australia and I never heard from him again. (the ship, we were on was the SS 
WAIMANA, on her last voyage, which, I recently learned from our Western Australia Branch, 
had taken Australian and New Zealand troops to Gallipoli in WW1).
Returning home, after the voyage, I over stayed my leave while enjoying the company of some 
of the local talent, some of you might remember that in early 1952 there were very few 18 
-22-year-old males around, in the UK, most were doing their National Service. Anyhow, after 
several days I went looking for a new ship to sign on but found that there were only passenger 
ships in the Port of London at that time, I wasn’t about to sign on one of those.
Arriving home one night I found a letter addressed to me from H.M. The Queen (OHMS) where 
she suggested that I might want to join her Army to do my National Service, (yes, there were 
civil servants who kept track of merchant seamen over staying their leave.) Gordon had told 
me that if I signed up for 3 years I would get twice the pay than that of a National Serviceman 
and that reserve time would be inactive. (Not true) Hum.
In due course I visited the local recruiting center and met an elderly Major, who in short order 
told me to call him “SIR”. The interview went well and he confirmed that yes, indeed, I would 
receive twice the pay if I signed up for 3 years. “SIR” asked “What do you want to do in the 
army HOOD? I answered, “I want to join the Military Police”. He said “SIR”. “SIR’s” face took 
on a twisted look as he sucked air through his teeth (I can still hear him now) “You don’t want 
much do you HOOD?” “Military Police—almost impossible to get into, very select group”
“SIR” continued “did your father serve in the war?” “Yes “SIR” (I was beginning to get the hang 
of it by now) he did in the Pioneer Corps.” “Well now, wouldn’t you like to be like your Dad and 
join the Pioneers? “No! SIR”, I would not, that’s too much like hard work, if I can’t join the MP’s 
then I don’t want to sign up thank you” and got up to leave the office.
I got half way through the door when “SIR” comments “If you agree to take a medical and pass 
it we may be able to do something for you; no promises mind”.
I seem to remember he gave me 4 shillings and 6 pence for my time, I had never heard about 
taking the King/Queen’s shilling.
Several days later I received notice to report at an appointed time to a barracks somewhere 
in Hounslow for a medical which was taken without incident except for the long sniff from the 
M.O. when told that I wanted to join the RMP. Arriving home, that same day I found another 
letter from Her Majesty instructing me the go to Hounslow for a National Service medical on 
an appointed date and time, and that if I could not make the appointment to call xxxxxxxx, 
which I did, armed with a pocket full of pennies, from the red box on the corner of our street. 
The phone was answered promptly, I explained that I’d just taken a medical and asked why 
I needed to take it again. “Can you make that appointment?” the Voice asked “Well, yes” I 
replied.  “Very well then do as you are damn well told, goodbye”.

Cont>>
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Back to Hounslow, same M.O. “What you again, weren’t you here a couple of days ago?” “Yes 
I was but this is for National Service, is the medical any different?” Sniff, “Cough” and then I 
was on my way home.
Several weeks later I received a letter, enclosing a travel voucher, instructing me to report 
to Inkerman Barracks. I took the train to Woking and bus to Knaphill where the driver let 
me off near a country lane which in 
turn lead to what I learned were the 
Spiders. A sign directed me to the 
Orderly Room where, with a smile, I 
was told to report to the Guard Room 
with instructions to walk around the 
parade ground not over it, from there 
I was escorted to a third-floor barrack 
room, issued a mug and told where 
I could get tea.  Then wait, don’t 
wonder off.
Wait I did, all that night and the next 
couple of days, in the meantime falling up the stairs and breaking my mug, this episode was 
witnessed by a guy waiting to be demobbed who gave me one of his. (I tried to get one from 
the stores but couldn’t because I had not been issued a pay book so no deductions could be 
made). I was aroused one afternoon on hearing a lot of screaming and shouting emanating 
from the parade ground, I looked out of the window, a loud voice enquired as to “What the 
hell do you think that you’re looking at”. What I was looking at was the arrival of a miserable 
looking intake of National Servicemen in an assortment of uniform head gear.
Sometime later a group arrived at my door and proceeded to tell me in no uncertain terms 
that they were not there by choice and had I waited to do my National Service and even 
whispered that I wanted to be an MP I would have been straight in. Suddenly all became clear, 
I’d been had! (not for the last time as it turned out)
So, 18 weeks and 37 haircuts later after completing motorcycle training (where a bike in front 
of me burst into flames and set a storefront alight, but that’s another story) and missing out on 
some crucial training due to barrack room monitoring duties, I arrived in Germany, where to 
my great delight I was soon seconded to the SIB, there persuaded to apply for and take training 
back at Inkerman. I was assured that I would be returned to Germany after training, I was still 
being assured whilst boarding the troopship bound for EGYPT.
 I never did learn that Her Majesty’s Army really didn’t care much about what I wanted to do.
But on a positive note, many years later, while being interviewed for a position in the 
Department of Defense at the Pentagon, the hiring decision maker noting my military service 
said, “I know all about the SIB, my US Airforce dad had dealings with them when we were 
stationed at the Embassy in London” Those dealings, whatever they were must have been OK. 
I got the job.

Don Hood, Secretary.
North America Branch.
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Report of Branch Chairman’s official visit 
to RMPA North America Branch – 

15th Annual Reunion 2017,Banff, Alberta, Canada.

Pauline and I had great pleasure in attending the RMPA North America Branch reunion in 
Banff, Alberta on the side of the spectacular Canadian Rockies.  This was our second visit to 
Banff, Alberta having stayed there for a few days in 2007 at the start of a long west-east trip 
across Canada.
Prior to attending the RMPA reunion in Canada we enjoyed a two-week river cruise from 
Budapest to Amsterdam.  For those members yet to experience a river cruise travelling on the 
Danube, Main and Rhine Rivers, I can say it was fantastic and well recommended!
We left Perth on Tuesday 19 September 2017 and took flights to Singapore, Frankfurt and 
Budapest.  We had a few days stopover in Budapest before the river cruise, then a few days 
in Amsterdam at the end of the cruise.  After visiting many places in Amsterdam, braving the 
crowds and proliferation of bicycles coming at us from all directions, it was time for the long 
flight from Amsterdam to Vancouver, via Munich, to have an overnight stopover at Vancouver 
airport.  We later took the flight over the Canadian Rockies to Calgary on Wednesday 11 
October 2017 to commence the RMPA North America Branch reunion.
Wednesday 11 October 2017
We arrived at Calgary airport and took a taxi to the Acclaim Calgary Airport Hotel.  It seemed 
like we had missed the summer as it was deadly chilly after experiencing our few weeks in 
Europe so we were happy not to venture far from the hotel!
Thursday 12 October 2017
Today was a full day starting early when we met most of the incoming delegates and boarded 
a private coach outside our hotel.  Our coach was booked 
for the entire day and we had an excellent tour guide who 
provided a most interesting commentary whilst taking in 
a scenic route to the Canadian Rockies, the Banff National 
Park area and later onto Lake Louise where we visited the 
famous Fairmont Lake Louise Hotel. 
Lake Louise Hotel is situated at the Lake Louise Glacier and 
has spectacular views of the Canadian Rockies and of Lake 
Louise itself which has its vibrant colour from the proximity 
to the Lake Louise Glacier.  We all had about two hours to enjoy the magnificent views and 
brace the cold and snow to explore with a walk by the lake and lunch at the hotel.  
We then boarded the bus and had a leisurely drive to the Valley of the Ten Peaks.  The 

spectacular view around this area is annually shown on 
many Canadian Calendars.  
After plenty of photo opportunities it was a leisurely drive 
back to Banff where we checked into our hotel, the Elk and 
Avenue Hotel which was to be our hotel for the next four 
nights of the reunion and a further two nights afterwards.
That evening we attended the official ‘meet & greet’ 
welcome and enjoyed a full buffet meal and the customary 
camaraderie which RMPA North America Branch is 
renowned for.  After the evening get-together, delegates 
could ‘kick-on’ late in the hospitality suites made available.

Cont˃˃˃34
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Over the next two days all delegates were 
given plenty of free time opportunities to visit 
the numerous sights and places in and around 
Banff.  The town of Banff itself is situated within 
a Canadian national park, and there are many 
building restrictions in place to protect the 
historical integrity of the area.  To reflect the 
federal jurisdiction of the area, the policing in 
Banff is carried out by the RCMP and not by the 
provincial police of Alberta.
Friday 13 October 2017.
This day most delegates had opted to take the 
Banff Gondola ride up Sulphur Mountain to the 
newly constructed restaurant.  The spectacular views from the gondola right to the top of 

the mountain really made for an unforgettable 
experience.  We also had plenty of time to take in the 
surrounding views from the restaurant whilst having 
lunch, and many of the delegates marvelled that a 
construction of such a magnificent structure at the 
top of a mountain was at all possible!
On return to the hotel we enjoyed some free time to 
wander through the town and do some shopping for 
a warm jacket, beanies and gloves!

Saturday 14 October 2017.
Delegates attended the AGM in the hotel held 
during the morning and discussed the various items 
of interest to the Branch and the wider Association. 
After the AGM, most delegates and the ladies 
enjoyed free time to explore Banff and the local 
area.
That evening we all assembled in the hotel’s main 
function room for the RMPA North America Branch 
Reunion Banquet.  Plenty of entertainment, good food, the branch raffle and camaraderie 

where a most enjoyable eveningwas 
had by all.
Sunday 15 October 2017.
All delegates were invited to 
attend Church Service and join the 
congregation at St. Georges in the 
Pines (Anglican) Church in Banff.  
This church has been attended 
in the past by royalty and world 
famous entertainers.  When we all 
arrived and warmly welcomed by the 
minister, we found to our surprise 
that he was a former commissioned 
officer in the Army Air Corps!

Cont˃˃˃35

Colin Farrer, Derek McCorquindale 
and Brian Griffiths
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>>>
After the church service, members either went back to the hotel or attended the local Banff 
Canadian Legion Club. That evening members were free to use the hospitality suites or make 
their own arrangements for dinner.

The reunion was a most enjoyable four days in all 
and an opportunity to renew old friendships and meet new friends.  Over the next two days we 
enjoyed free time to visit areas we had not visited before.  Then it was off to Calgary for a couple of 
days before flying back to Vancouver and taking the afternoon flight all the way down to Auckland, 
to have a most leisurely week visiting friends in New Zealand.
A great deal of appreciation once again goes to RMPA North America Branch for their warm and 
wonderful hospitality.  We have attended a number of these reunions in Canada and USA and I have 
no hesitation in stating they are the benchmark standard for reunions and highly recommended!

Roy Clarke, Bill Drummond Derek McCorquindale, Don Hood
ENSA? Entertainers
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It’s been a very active year with our regular Lunch Meetings well attended and the various 
commitments that keep our Branch in good shape, being cared for by an enthusiastic 
committee that always makes time to ensure we remain a respected part of our Association.
Unfortunately as with many Ex-Service groups we’ve lost members and others have 
experienced failing health. 
The message that advised the passing of Michael Bolstridge was a sad surprise, even allowing 
for Michael’s below par health over the years. He kept us in good humour as guest speaker 
at last year’s Branch Annual Dinner. His service with Royal Military Police and later civil police  
made for many accounts that he shared with us. His involvement with the Rotary organisation 
just further explains the sort of man he was. Our condolences go to his wife Janet and his 
loving family.
A little over a month later we learned we had lost another member - Margo Collins. She was 
a very active member, much loved for the failing to turn up on time for meetings due to her 
insistence on travelling independently, when offers were always made to give her a lift. This 
was what made her so real and her efficiency in every other aspect of her life and career just 
made her ‘Our Margo’. It was pleasing to meet her family at the funeral and to see that she  
had passed on the best of her to the younger family members.
More recently we learned of the death of Pamela (Pam) Ellen Langstone, wife of our member 
Dick Langstone, on 19 November. We have no detail of Pamela’s passing. Dick , of course, will 
be remembered by many Inkerman survivors as an accomplished Instructor in the Motor Bike 
Training Section.
So we move on to handle all the family commitments that emerge at this time, possibly the 
most ‘left to the last minute’ event of the calendar year. The New Year is almost upon us 
and we can make all those promises that are unlikely to survive past the end of January. The 
poem on Page 6 by Ros Mansell says a lot about New Years and we don’t have to pretend to 
be anyone other than ourselves because we are who we are and everyone that know us will 
always give sufficient advice to improve us.
I thank all those who have assisted in keeping our Newsletter alive.  I’ve promises for next year 
from several members to send in content - assuming they too don’t fail 
the January test.

Best Wishes to all for a Very Happy 
Christmas and a Safe, Healthy and 

Fulfilling 2018

      Editor Trevor Margetson
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