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Perth averages for Autumn - 1st Mar - 31st May
Day Temp: 26c   Night Temp: 13c  Sun:  8.1 hrs per day  Rain: 183mm over 24 days

It’s Autumn once again

Enjoy !
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Dear members

It was good to catch up again with the regulars at our February lunchtime meeting at the 
RAAFA Club.  Brilliant weather here down-under and we must feel pretty spoilt bearing in 
mind how cold it has been in the UK, with many places experiencing heavy snow.  
Our trip to Europe, Canada and New Zealand is becoming a dim memory as Pauline and I 
have since been busy hosting overseas visitors and otherwise attending to a number of other 
commitments.
We are hoping to meet up with two Chelsea pensioners early in April, one of whom is ex-RMP.  
I will let members know as soon as possible when I am able to confirm arrangements.
Ken Dodds has had an extended period of hospitalisation and otherwise being unwell and we 
missed Ken and Pat at our February meeting.  A very pleasant surprise was that Bryan Edwards 
was able to make the meeting despite a very serious impediment to his right arm movement 
from his shoulder injury some months back.  Bryan anticipates it will take a long time before 
he will be able to get back into his golf swing once more.  Best wishes to both our stalwart 
members for a continued recovery!
I am also in regular contact with Taff Sims who is now living with his son in NSW.  Taff has a 
very positive outlook on his illness and tells me he is delighted to be back in home care after 
many months in hospital.  Eric Heath recently bundled up a number of back issues of the 
RMP Journal and made special arrangements to get them delivered to NSW, for which Taff 
was most grateful.  Taff has asked me to pass on his best wishes to members and asks to be 
remembered to everyone.
Anzac Day on 25 April 2018 will be upon us very soon and I am hopeful that as many of our 
members as possible who are able to march will be able to join in the parade.  This year we 
will parade again as part of the British Ex Services Association (Inc.) (BESA) as most of our 
membership also hold BESA membership.  After the parade we will all meet up at the Criterion 
Hotel, Hay Street, Perth for lunch and camaraderie.
Once the cooler weather sets in I will be looking at the feasibility of a country visit to Kellerberrin 
to catch up with our dear friends and long-time country members, Roy and Dorothy Rogers.
Members should also make contact with Trevor Margetson with some old service tales and 
notations of interest for the newsletter.  It is your newsletter and much effort is made by Trevor 
to maintain its quality and relevance to reflect what our Branch is all about.  Camaraderie and 
friendship!

Thank you and kind regards…………..

Brian Griffiths
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By Brian Griffiths
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 When I last put pen to paper, well fingers to keys, Christmas was looming and     
I am glad to say that it came and went without any fuss or bother and was 
most enjoyable.  This year we did not seem to have the vast amount of food 

left over and did not require a number of recipes on how to deal with left-over turkey.  What 
made a big difference this year was the fact that due to circumstances I was not required to be 
a Christmas Day taxi for an elderly relative which enabled me to have a drink with my dinner, 
something I have not been able to accomplish for a number of years.  Please do not fret, the 
elderly relative is still alive.  You will be relieved to know that we did not have a white Christmas 
which is not unusual for the south of England but we did have a dusting of snow on the 27th 
December which soon disappeared.  Ironically, on the same day, I noticed that I had forsythia in 
bloom which should indicate to the keen gardeners that winter has been somewhat mild.  By 
Christmas spring bulbs were well advanced and I was somewhat worried that they would not 
survive but when I last looked they seemed to be growing strong.
  I am not quite sure where January disappeared to but it did trigger one change in our lives in 
that frequent visits to the nearby leisure centre are made where Joy and I try to preserve what is 
left of our bodies.  It was not so much as a New Year’s resolution but something we thought had 
to be achieved as many an long hour is spent somewhat immobile in front of the PC, just as I am 
now; it may keep the brain active and the fingers fit but the remainder of the body is not doing 
much (if you don’t count the copious cups of tea and the occasional biscuit).  On the Association 
front the Depot Branch held its post-Christmas Lunch and Joy and I managed to attend the 
Aldershot Branch’s Annual Dinner.  Both events were most enjoyable.
  Soon we were into February and this is a month that always catches me out as it is just not long 

enough.  However, life has rumbled on and it has been an enjoyable 
month.  We did manage to get to the cinema and saw “Darkest Hour” 
and went to a pre-view of “Finding Your Feet”.  Both films are highly 
recommended by yours truly.  The former has been given much publicity 
and the portrayal of Sir Winston Churchill by Gary Oldman, seen on the 
left, is superb.  
By contrast “Finding Your Feet” is a 
delightful, almost classical British 
comedy, starring Timothy Spall, Imelda 
Staunton, Joanna Lumley and Celia Imrie.  

So if either, or both films come to Perth then book your seats 
and pop-corn.
  Towards the end of the month we took the opportunity to pop 
up to London and watch the recording of ITV’s “Blind Date” which 
now features Paul O’Grady as the host a role which the late Cilla 
Black made her own.  Very interesting and most enjoyable and 
Paul has a charming, ab-lib, scouse patter which seems to keep 
a rather dated (no pun intended) show refreshed.  
Whilst in London I did take the opportunity to visit the London 
Transport Museum in Covent Garden which took me back to my 
childhood days as I grew up in Watford, at the end of the Bakerloo Line.  Worth a visit if you are 
ever in the area.
     

Cont>>
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     WATERLOOVILLE CALLING AUSTRALIA #4
         By Bob Eggelton 



Our February Lunch Meeting, lower attendance due to health issues and holiday 
commitments but the usual comradeship our Branch always enjoys.

>>>

So with all this activity have I been doing anything around the house?  Not a lot in the house 
but I have been busy trying to get the garden established for the year.  Spring flowers are 
already in full bloom in the sunnier areas and I am now somewhat worried as we are currently 
experiencing minus temperatures as cold weather sweep in from Siberia.  A couple of days 
ago I planted some shrubs but I think the first two inches of soil had a layer Permafrost! Today 
is the 27th February and when we left to go to Southwick Park this morning the temperature 
in the car was 2C by the time I had reversed onto the road it was -2C.  At the time of writing 
worst is to come by all accounts.  A look out of the window has confirmed that it is snowing.
By now you will be enjoying my tale of woe with regard the weather as you lounge by your pools 
downing a tube of XXX.  However, being a fully trained soldier I have plenty to survive on, at 
least three bottles of Jack Daniels which will see me through the coming days.
  I will take my leave as I would not want to keep you away from your sun bathing.  If I do need 
someone to dig me out I will let you know but knowing the way the weather operates over 
here it will all be a flash in the pan.  You would not think that with many with siege mentality 
dashing to the local super-stores to ensure they have sufficient stocks.  With that picture of 
the UK in crisis I take my leave and worry a little more about Brexit - yes, they are still talking 
about it!       
  Regards to you all,  Bob
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I would like to share a story with you. It is about my friend Topoff. Topoff 
is a tree, he has that name because a gale broke off the top of his tree. 
He lived on the outskirts of Jerusalem just outside a carpenter’s shop. 
He loved watching the carpenter and his young son gently working with 
the wood. For reasons unbeknown to Topoff he was cut down by Roman 
soldiers and taken away to a dark shed to be ‘seasoned’. He was there 
an age.  
Early one morning he was dragged from the shed and placed on a cart 
with others. He was unloaded at the base of a hill. A very large Roman 
carpenter walked among them, kicked the side of Topoff and said “That 
one will do”. He was picked up and placed on two trestles, when he saw 
coming towards him, with a familiar face, it was the carpenter and he 
wondered where his son was. Gently he touched Topoff and spoke to 
him. Then he started to work on him. He cut a short piece off Topoff 
and placed it and used it to form a Cross. It was then that he saw the 
carpenter’s son. He had been beaten and was covered in blood. His heart 
went out to him. He was amazed at what happened next. The young 
man was laid upon him and nailed to him. He was then raised to the 
upright position. The young man spoke to him and thanked him that he 
was there with him.
It was then that Topoff realised that this young man was very special. 
He was the Son of God. Topoff was part of God’s plan for His creation. As 
the young man died Topoff comforted Him and realised that he would be 
forever remembered by the sign of the Cross in the hearts and minds of 
all who followed Jesus Christ.
Finally Topoff told me that when you see trees swaying in the wind they 
are waving to God in recognition of their loving service.
Let’s thank God that we are part of His Creation together with His Son, 
Jesus Christ, for Halleluiah, He is Risen and we have been given new life.
Easter Blessings

David
Chaplain
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          A Word From Our Chaplain
      By Reverend David Noble
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Two little old ladies, Marg & Evalyn were sitting on a park bench outside the local town hall 
where a flower show was in progress. Marg, leaned over and said, ‘Life is 
so boring. We never have any fun anymore. For $10 I’d take my clothes off 
and streak through that stupid, boring flower show!’‘You’re on!’ said Evalyn, 
holding up a $10 note. So Marg slowly fumbled her way out of her clothes and, 
completely naked, streaked (as fast as an old lady can) through the front door 
of the flower show.  Waiting outside, her friend soon heard a huge commotion 

inside the hall, followed by loud applause and shrill whistling. Finally, the smiling Marg came 
through the exit door surrounded by a cheering, clapping crowd.‘What happened?’ asked 
Evalyn .
‘I won $1,000 as 1st prize for ‘Best Dried Arrangement !’

◊
Woman saves herself in Crocodile attack using a small Walking Stick.  
This is a story of self-control and marksmanship by a brave, cool-headed woman with a walking 
stick against a fierce predator. Here is her story in her own words:
“While out walking along the edge of a creek just outside of our house in Darwin, with my 
soon to be ex-husband discussing our property settlement, kids and other divorce issues, we 
were surprised by a huge 5 metre crocodile which suddenly emerged from the murky water 
and began charging at us very fast with its large jaws wide open.  The Croc must have been 
protecting her young and her home because she was extremely aggressive. If I had not had 
my little $5 dollar Reject Shop walking stick with me, I would not be here today!  Just one hard 
whack to my estranged husband’s knee cap was all it took.. The ‘Croc got him easily and I was 
able to escape by just walking away at a brisk pace. The amount I saved in lawyer’s fees was 
really incredible and I got the lot.”

◊
An elderly, but hardy cattleman from Texas once told a young female neighbor that if she 
wanted to live a long life, the secret was to sprinkle a pinch of gunpowder on her oatmeal 
each morning.  She did this religiously and lived to the age of 103.  She left behind 14 children, 
30 grandchildren, 21 great-grandchildren, five great-great-grandchildren and a 40 foot hole 
where the crematorium used to be.

◊
An English father goes into his daughter’s bedroom and sees a letter addressed to “Mummy 
and Daddy” on the bed. With a heavy heart he opens it and reads:
 
Dearest Mummy & Daddy,
 It is with great regret and sorrow that I’m telling you that I’ve eloped with my new boyfriend. 
I’ve found real love and he is so nice - especially with all his piercings, scars, tattoos and his big 
American motorcycle. But it’s not only that, I’m pregnant and Ahmed said that we will be very 
happy in his caravan in the bush. He wants to have many more children with me and that’s one 
of my dreams, too. I’ve learned that marijuana does not hurt anyone and we’ll be growing it 
only for us and Ahmed’s friends. They’re the ones providing us with all the cocaine and ecstasy 
we could ever want. In the meantime, we’ll pray for science to find a cure for AIDS so Ahmed 
can get better. He really deserves it.
 Don’t worry about money. Ahmed has arranged for me to be in films that his friends Leroy and 
Johnny make in their basement. Apparently I can earn £200 per scene, and I get a £200 bonus 
if there are more than 3 men in the scene and an extra £100 for the sheep.
 Don’t worry, Mummy, now that I’m 15 I know how to take care of myself. Someday we’ll visit 
you and Daddy so that you can meet your grandchildren.

 Your loving daughter,
 
    Sarah
 
P.S.. Daddy, it’s not true - I’m watching television with Jessica and her parents next door. I just 
wanted to show you that there really are far worse things in life than England losing The Ashes.
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It’s Good For You
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This article by Lieutenant Colonel Stuart McLean  appeared in the December 2017 edition 
of The Royal Military Police Journal and we thank him for his permission to include it in 
Redcaps Western Australia Newsletter Ed.
Conscription in the United Kingdom existed for two periods in modern times. The first was 
from 1916 to 1920 and the second was from 1939 to 1960, with the last conscripted soldiers 

having left the service in 1963.  Known as 
Military Service from 1916 to 1920, the system 
of conscription from 1939 to 1960 was called 
National Service, but between 1939 and 1948, 
it was often referred to as “War Service” in 
documents relating to National Insurance.
Having been the Editor of the Royal Military 
Police Journal for over 10 years I have been 
struck by the number of former National 
Servicemen and Women who,  despite 
completing their National Service over 54 years 
ago,  or even longer, remain loyal subscribers to 

the Journal or Members of the Association - or both. I am curious as to what it was that made 
such a deep impression in the minds of those Military Policemen and Women during those 18 
- 24 relatively short months of compulsory service to their Country,   that makes them remain 
loyal to RMP by their continued contact with it.  
I should like to ask if you are one of those former National Service NCOs if you would consider 
putting down in writing what it was then that makes you so fiercely loyal to the RMP today,  
despite the many years that have passed since that period of your life. As a guide – I don’t 
necessarily want a chronological outline of when you joined, where you went and what took 
place during that time, but more specifically what it was about your National Service that 
made such a positive impression on you,  such that over 50 years later you continue to remain 
connected with it.  It may be the training; your instructors;  or those in authority over you;  
or simply the men and women with whom you served. I would be grateful if you could put 
these impressions down on paper which could then be, preferably, emailed to me, but in hard 
copy if  you don’t have the technological means by the 1st March 2018. My email address is 
editrmpj@tiscali.co.uk  and my postal address is at page 3 of this Journal.   I will then consider 
your submissions and collate them into an article for a future edition of the RMP Journal.   I 
am sure that whatever motivates you to remain loyal to RMP will be of great interest to all our 
readers.   Finally, I will bundle together all of your submissions and submit them to the RMP 
Museum so that they may remain in our RMP Archive as a permanent record of the positive 
effects of National Service.

Although the article refers to a deadline of 1st March I’m sure most editors operate on the BLTN 
system (Better Late Than Never) and all submissions will be recorded. We trust our members 
will respond to:-
Lieutenant-Colonel Stuart McLean,  Frogmore Farm,  Frogmore Lane,  Sixpenny Handley, 
Salisbury SP5 5NY, Tel:  Home 01725 552910, email editrmpj@tiscali.co.uk
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The Effects Of National Service In 
   The Royal Military Police

http://editrmpj@tiscali.co.uk


Believing that the world is flat is not out of style completely. A California man 
intends to launch himself 1,800 feet in a home-built rocket to prove that the 

earth is flat, and that astronauts have faked the shape of the earth. Most of us have traveled 
quite a ways around this planet, but I don’t remember passing any corners. The man seems  to 
have found a way to get himself up, but I hope that he has a safe way of getting himself down. 
We should know in a few days. 

☑    
In the U.S., death from drug overdose in 2017 was 63,000, up from 52,00 in 2015, and for the 
first time since 1962 - 1963, life expectancy in the U.S. fell for two consecutive years. West Vir-
ginia is reported to be the state with the highest drug overdose rate. I would have guessed 
that it would be California. There have been some people who would have these drugs le-
galized since there’s really no way of stopping the use of drugs. The arguments are that there 
will always be drug users and by extension, illegal drug suppliers, who are making billions of 
dollars selling drugs some of which have deadly mixtures. The drug cartels would be reduced, 
drugs grown in the U.S. would be safer, to a point, and the borders would have fewer illegal 
crossings by cartel convoys. It’s almost like damned if you do, and damned don’t. A very sad 
drug story out today, is of a North Carolina woman who fell asleep in her home while taking 
drugs, and her three year old son, who had been left outside in the very cold weather, froze to 
death. How many horror stories connected with drugs are there? 

☑
An amusing piece of news that I read here this morning. It said that scientists are perfecting 
an aging pill. I hope that they meant to say an anti-aging pill! Some of us are getting older fast 
enough as it is.
Last night I came home late from a meeting with friends, and wondered why my garage door 
opener wouldn’t open the door, so I went in the house by my front door. Flipping the hallway 
light switch I realized that I had no electricity, so although I had looked forward to a little late 
snack, I figured that I would may as well go to bed. Getting a flashlight I went upstairs, and into 
the bathroom to brush my teeth, and wash up. Of course, the first thing that I did was to hit the 
light switch! And some guys are perfecting an aging pill!!! 

☑
A reserve police officer in Sand City, California was giving a firearm safety lecture in a local 
school when he accidentally fired a round into the ceiling. Debris fell hitting one of the 
students, but the student was not seriously hurt. It was a semi-automatic pistol, which, unlike 
a revolver, requires you to pull back the slide to insert a round into the chamber before firing. 
What was this guy thinking of? Then how about the people in the other parts of the school? 
After all that’s been happening recently the sound of a gunshot must have made a lot of 
people scared.  

☑    
A man in the state of Washington was arrested for armed robbery of a pizza delivery driver. 
The suspect called in an order of $81.00 to Pizza Hut in Tacoma, but when the driver arrived 
the man held a gun on her and demanded the food then fled the scene. It didn’t take police 
long to find and arrest the robber, and the deputies gave some advise to the robber; if you 
want to get arrested for robbery use your own phone to order the pizza, call from the same 
number that you had used when calling in an order four days earlier, commit the crime in your 
apartment complex parking lot, use a gun that you stole from someone at a party recently, 
and be in possession of cell phone, gun, and pizza when we come knocking on your door.  
Duh!           Cont>>
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 Our Man in U.S.A.
  By Al Smith   



>>
Baltimore, Maryland had 343 murders in 2017, the second highest in that city’s history. 
Baltimore has one of the strictest gun laws in the nation, as do other cities like like Detroit, 
Chicago, New York, Washington D.C., and Atlanta, but these cities always seem to get the 
highest killings each year.

☑
This may be called ‘after death revenge’, but a hunting party was going after geese in Easton, 
Maryland, when one of the hunters got a hit, and the goose fell from the sky. The revenge part 
is that the dead goose hit one of the other hunters and knocked him unconscious. He was 
airlifted to the Maryland Shock Trauma Centre, where the treating doctor said that the injured 
man was very lucky since those birds are fairly heavy and would pick up speed falling to earth. 

☑
A young couple in their early 20’s decided a year ago that they were tired of working, so 
they sold all of their furniture and their SUV and purchased a 49 year old boat to live on and 
eventually sail the world in. The boat was docked in a marina on Florida’s Gulf Coast, and they 
lived on it for months while they stocked up on supplies. Then they set sail for the Caribbean. 
However, almost two days into their journey they ran onto a sandbar and waves turned the 
boat over and it capsized. The couple have been left with just $90 in cash, no jobs, and no 
boat insurance. Instead of finding work to pay for the recovery of the boat they have started a 
“GoFundMe” begging people to send money to help them rescue the boat so that they can try 
again. It’s hard to find words to describe people like this.      

☑
A 61 year old woman in Houston, Texas went missing in 2015. Her neighbours hadn’t seen her 
for quite a while, so they called the police. The house was searched, but the woman wasn’t 
found. Then, since the mortgage payments were not sent in, the house was foreclosed on and 
later sold. The new owners moved in, and in going through the house found a loose floor-
board in the attic. Further checking, they discovered the remains of the lady. Somehow she 
had slipped through the hole in the floor, and fell down where she was wedged between two 
lower walls. What a very sad and weird ending.

☑
A woman who pulled the plug from her boyfriend’s kayak and watched him drown in the 
Hudson River, was convicted of Criminally Negligent Homicide, but spent less then three years 
in confinement. Now she’s fighting the poor guy’s family for the right to claim a half million 
dollars from his insurance policy!

☑  
Back in 1962, three prisoners escaped from the prison on Alcatraz Island in San Francisco Bay. 
A massive search produced only part of a waterproof raincoat that appeared to have been 
part of a makeshift raft. No prisoner had ever escaped from Alcatraz Island before this, mainly 
because if the prisoner got out of his cell and got down to the water, he still had to fight the 
very cold water as well as the swift currents that would wash anything out of the bay into the 
Pacific. So the authorities figured that the cold or the currents got the three prisoners. Well, 
maybe not, since a letter was recently received from a man claiming to be one of escapees, 
saying that all three made it and were still alive. The reason for this late admission was that the 
sender has cancer and would volunteer to turn himself in on condition that he was given only 
a one year prison sentence, and hospital care for his cancer. 

☑
This unusually cold weather is having it’s effects on man and beasts, and Iguana lizards. In southern 
Florida the cold weather   has been down to about 40 F, and since anything less than 50 F turns 
these creatures very sluggish, they have been falling out of trees! These cold blooded natives of 
Central and South America actually freeze in the lower temperatures, but who would have guessed 
that this would happen in Southern Florida? It’s a long crawl back to Central America.
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Broome Western Australia WWll Man Mohan 
- pilot of the last Catalina.

Connection still going strong
 through Puggaree.

      
         Left: source - Australianindianhistrory.com
          7th Australian Light Horse Regiment making
          puggaree for their slouch hatsmwhile camped 
         at the Suez Canal, November prior to revisiting  
         Gallipoli 1918 - Courtesy (AWM).

Lieutenant Amrinder Singh 
Ghuman is an Australian 
Army Officer serving  as Troop 
Commander of an Initial 
Emplyment Training (IET) Troop 
at the SME, which is based at 
Holdsworth Barracks, NSW.

Cont.>>
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Sikhs in Australia continuation of Dec. 2017 issue Pt. 2

From notes by Tarunpreet Singh

Pte. HazaraSingh 
puggaree wearingAnzac
13th Battalion 1st A.I.F. 

1916



>>                     
                  Entrepreneurs

      Dongara 1907>
          

           ˂Yarloop 1920 

More than 100 blueberry growing Sikh farmers from the mid-north coast of NSW have 
joined hands to form the Oz Group Co-operative.  This Co-op has become one of the 
biggest blueberry suppliers in Australia.
      Sikhs in Australian Agricultural History
      Quarading - Tammin - Kondinin - Cranbrook -  
       Kellerberrin - Wyndham.

       West Australian (Perth WA:) 1879-1954 
               Friday 14th June 1907 Page 7 (3)

      Sikhs in Australian Sports History
       Wrestling from 1888

      Buttan Singh was the National Champion  
        from 1903-1905

Cont>>
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Geraldton Guardian 
(WA:1906-1928

Tuesday 29th October 1920 P1.

The Bunbury Herald and Black-
wood Express(WA: 1906-1928)
Tuesday 9th July 1920 P8 

Nehal Singh - Herman Singh -Sunder Singh 
covered areas around Manjimup WA during 

1900s



>>
Sikhs in Australian Political History

W.A. State Cremation Act 1929

We thank Tarun for his cooperation and work in supplying this detail - Ed.
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Sikh Cremations in W.A.

1897 Claremont
1898 Mt. Eliza Depot - Near King’s Park
1902 Cue
1910 Kalgoorlie
1914 Wandering
1916 Woodman Point Munster
1919 Cunderdin + 1 (1933)
1922 Dongara + 1 (1930)
1932 Mt. Magnet
1932 Riverton + 2

170yrs of W.A. Sikh History

Indigenous Ancestry - 
Davis Family
Business - 
Cameleers - Hawkers - Traders - Farmers
Sports  -
Since 1888 - Wrestling
Defence Since 1885 - 
Sudan - Boer War - Boxer - WWl & WWll 
and Puggaree
Politics -
 W.A. State Cremation Act 1929
Socially Productive - 
UNA Vet. Assoc 1911 Fundraising

Sikh Guruwada
Bennet Springs

Sikh Gurwada
Canning Vale



     
We thank Peter Lincoln MBE (former Warrant Officer RAF) –          
       British Ex Services Association for submitting this article 

“Are you going to do the Dew Pond Run, Flight?” I was asked by a bronzed, fit looking MT driver 
(not many of those about, must get a photo as proof!).  “The what?” I asked a little bemused.  
Although no longer a ‘moonie’, I was still a relative newcomer to Ascension Island, and thought 
someone was trying to pull my leg.  
Wrong!
I was duly informed that the Dew Pond 
Run took place every three months 
and was classed as a ‘fun run’ over 6½  
miles.  I must say I wasn’t too keen as I 
cast my mind to my attempts at the 1½ 
mile jogs around Staxton.  I was then 
told I didn’t have to run, I could just 
‘bimble’ (walk), so I agreed to take part 
and paid my entrance fee of £3.
After consenting to take part, I decided 
to find out what I was really letting 
myself in for.  I wish I hadn’t.  The recce 
started at Long Beach, in Georgetown, 
where each contestant dips his hand 
in the sea, then on to the Dew Pond, 
where once again, you have to dip 
your hand in the water.  Didn’t sound 
too bad.  Where is the Dew Pond?  I 
wasn’t too keen to take part when I 
was told it was at the top of Green Mountain!
Still, as most of the Island’s population was taking part, and as the entrance fee was non-
returnable, I decided not to withdraw.  Anyway, I had been two-thirds of the way up (as far 
as the Red Lion) and it didn’t seem too bad, well not from a Land Rover anyway!  The day 
before the event, I decided to go into ‘strict training’, so I donned boots DMS and looked for 
mountains to climb, but only small ones.  Off I went with a few stalwarts in the art of ‘bimbling’ 
and scaled the Devil’s Riding School (height 820 ft) and then onto Lady Hill which rises to 
1085 ft.  Both climbs were completed in less than 2½ hours so, now feeling as if I could take on 
Everest (not the double glazing firm!), I decided to complete my training on the beach (only 5 
months to do!).
Sunday 26th July, race day.  Up at 06.30, bright eyed and bushy tailed, washed and ready to 
go.  MT are supposed to provide transport at 07.15 from the Mess.  Hope they remember!  I 
should worry, like magic, coaches, Sherpas and Land Rovers appear from nowhere.  The Sgt 1C 
MT Ops never told me I had THAT many vehicles.  He keeps telling everyone that we haven’t 
got a thing in the yard.  Must look at my inventory.  At 07.15 the coaches departed with all the 
participants on board and headed for Georgetown, which is approximately 3 miles from the 
RAF domestic site at Traveller’s Hill. 

Cont>>
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 The Day I Climbed Green Mountain



>>
We arrived at the starting place at 07.45, the starting pistol was at 08.00 hours.  Whilst all of 
the ‘super-fit’ runners limbered up, I sat on the edge of the Turtle Pen and wondered how I 
was going to dip my hand into the sea; it was a very steep climb from where I was.  At 07.55, 
CBFASI appeared, gun in hand.  I knew he was taking part and hoped to do well, but didn’t 
realise he intended to shoot the opposition!  I had no fear on that part.  At 08.00 the starting 
pistol sounded and the race was on.
I got off to a very good start; I was last to the sea!  The runners were away, leaving the way 
clear for the ‘bimblers’.  On the outskirts of Georgetown the road started to rise.  No problem, I 
thought, I have done the Staxton Charity Walk and I can hack it!  On I went towards One Boat.  
Just as passed One Boat, the USAF contingent decided to have a break due to the dehydration.  
I decided the offer of a ‘Charlie’ was not a good idea, it was going to be hard enough sober!  
However, by the time I got to Two Boats Village I thought “I must be crazy to be doing this!”
As I approached Two Boats Village, the road started to rise very steeply; I didn’t remember it 
being this bad when I was in mu Sherpa!  Half way up Two Boats Hill I was overtaken by a Lt Col.  
He is the USAF Base Commander and was wearing very colourful shorts.  After exchanging a 
few polite greetings he strode off.  On I walked through Two Boats Village and passed a group 
of CSO wives, sitting at tables placed on the side of the road, drinking their Gin & Tonics.  On 
past the water point, quick cup of water on the move, up to the T-junction, a left turn and there 
it was, THE MOUNTAIN, all 2817 feet of it!  At this point I had been walking non-stop for an hour 
and covered 4 miles and still felt reasonably fit.  A quick photo-call and then on and up.
As I started to climb the mountain I joined up with a civilian gentleman who went to great 
lengths to tell me how hard the climb was going to be, so I slowed down and let him pull away.  
I didn’t want to be rude to him.  After I had been climbing for about 20 minutes I met the first 
runner, who had completed the trip in 55 minutes.  I am sure there is a cable car on the far side!  
At about half way up, the road seems to turn into the side of a house; all I could see is sky.  I 
couldn’t really understand what I was doing walking up the side of mountain for FUN.  
At the cow sheds a quick drink of water, can’t stop, my legs will seize up, onto the pig sty, what 
a SMELL.  I broke into a run at this point.  I had already broken into a sweat, so that was out.  
Past the pigs, start to walk again.  One more bend and there was the Red Lion.  “Come on,” 
everyone was calling “not far now, you have covered three quarters”.  It was all right for them, 
they had finished!  I received an ice cold sponge here, straight in the face.  Past the Red Lion, 
I was ready to drop, but fortunately the climb started to ease.  Then I saw the arrows labelled 
“To the Dew Pond”.  I thought, “It must be near now; if it’s signposted somebody must have 
heard of it!” 
I turned left at the water catchment area through a field of ‘grass’ – I wonder where PSA got 
the money to plant this!  Bang goes my works service at Driffield!  On through the bamboo 
plantation (I wonder if the Japs know the war is over?).  After this point I keep meeting people 
on their way down.  It was a difficult part of the walk as the ground was soft and the path 
narrow.  Every time someone passed me on the way down they would say “Well done, not far 
now”.  After 15 minutes of this I thought “The next one who says that to me is going to get 
kicked!”  Then I saw it through the opening in the trees - the Dew Pond!
As I knelt to dip my hand in the water, I thought to myself “I have put myself through agony, 
foregone my Sunday lie-in, for what?  To stick my hand in a puddle with half a dozen goldfish 
in it!!!”  I was then given my position of 194th with a time of 2 hours and 11 minutes.
On the way down I was telling the folks on the way up “Not far now”.  The sense of achievement 
in completing the walk is beyond words, and on returning to the Red Lion to be congratulated 
by everyone, I felt as if I had won.  It was a very hard walk and makes the Staxton Charity Walk 
seem like a picnic, but well worthwhile.  If I remember anything about Ascension Island, it will 
be the Dew Pond Run. . Anyway, I have the medallion to remind me.
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The recent sudden death of our friend and long-time member Margo 
Collins at her home was a great shock to all local members who knew 

Margo.  She was a caring, well-respected and loved lady with 
high ideals and an independent personality.  The profound 
sadness felt by our members, together with my own experience 
of knowing both Margo and her late husband Dave will remain 
a treasured memory.
I first met Dave and Margo Collins at a lunch early in 2008 with 
former BRIXMIS operatives.  BRIXMIS was the acronym for the 
British Commander’ In Chief Mission to the Soviet Forces in 
Germany, as established under the terms of the Robertson- 
Malinin Agreement of 16 September 1946 and had existed 
until 1990.  Most RMP members having previously served in 
the British Army of the Rhine (BAOR) will be aware of the Soviet 
Military Mission counterpart, ‘SOXMIS’ and their distinctive 
registration plates.
Dave had told me that he had been previously stationed in Berlin and Helmstedt during the 
1960s attached to 247 Pro Coy RMP as a Russian interpreter.  Dave and his wife to be Margo, had 
also first met in the RMP Warrant Officers & Sergeants Mess in Berlin and later had their wedding 
reception in that same Mess.  At that time, Margo was a sergeant in the WRAC and Personal 
Assistant to the BRIXMIS Chief of Staff stationed within HQ Berlin Brigade, also located within 
the Olympic Stadium.  The whole area of the Olympic Stadium, had historically in the Nazi era, 
once been considered an 
architectural marvel as it 
had been constructed and 
showcased for the 1936 
Olympic Games.
I found talking to Dave 
and Margo particularly 
interesting through my 
own later service during 
the early 1970s in Berlin.  I 
could also relate to the cold 
war political sensitivities 
of that era as I had often 
worked closely with 
Russian interpreters, these 
consisting of both RMP and other service staff attached to 247 Provost Company.  Russian 
interpreters had carried out the important role of facilitating liaison with the Soviets, mainly 
at the various checkpoints in and around Berlin and at the East/West German border crossing 
close to the Autobahn Control Detachment (ACD) in Helmstedt.  Whilst the distance between 
ACD Helmstedt (Checkpoint Alpha) through the East German autobahns to Berlin (Checkpoint 
Bravo) was some 103 miles, the logistics and administration involved in the staffing of both 
checkpoints together with maintaining their operational effectiveness, had at that particular 
time, fallen under the managerial responsibility of Berlin.

Cont>>
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In Memoriam
David and Margo Collins



>>
Through Margo’s position, she was privy to the unique role of BRIXMIS and their operations 
in the former East Germany (GDR/DDR).  Many BRIXMIS operations were of high risk, often 
clandestine in nature and involved many dangerous situations, with occasional injuries to 
their members.  BRIXMIS had their Mission House located in Potsdam, inside East Germany 
with access to Potsdam being over the Glienecke Bridge.  This bridge was half in the East and 
half in the West and prominently featured in the Movie Bridge of Spies.  I also noticed on a visit 
to Berlin a few years ago, the bridge remained painted two distinct shades of green.  The only 
indication of where the border demarcation line once stood is where the two shades meet.
RMP in West Germany frequently came across SOXMIS.  They were the Soviet Military Mission 
and the counterparts to BRIXMIS.  Some RMP staff were also involved as dedicated ‘SOXMIS 
chasers’ with its brief to monitor SOXMIS activities and take defined actions if SOXMIS vehicles 
were found to be outside the ambit of their permitted activities.  These RMP SOXMIS chasers 
were also referred to as ‘white mice’ due to their specially adapted white cars.  RMP drivers 
mastered the tactic of making a ‘SOXMIS sandwich’, which effectively had two RMP vehicles 
stopping a SOXMIS vehicle and boxing it in at either end.
At ACD Helmstedt, the RMP checkpoint staff were responsible for logging the details of 
SOXMIS personnel and vehicles entering West Germany from the East.  Occasionally we would 
hear reports of BRIXMIS staff being ‘roughed up’ by Soviets or East Germans.  RMP were far 
more professional and when those reports came in, the only recourse we could had was to 
ensure the required Soviet documentation protocols were not processed expeditiously.  These 
delays could be particularly effective in the hot summer months where SOXMIS staff remained 
couped up inside their cars (not air-conditioned) for extended periods with their curtained 
windows wound up.
I recall that Dave was particularly proud of his own ‘cold war souvenir‘ from 1966, this being a 
small piece of airframe alloy metal mounted on a stand that had been taken from a top-secret 
Yak-25 ‘Firebar’ jet fighter.  This jet fighter had crashed into a lake inside British controlled 
territory within West Berlin with its pilot and navigator having perished and still strapped into 
their seats.
The significance of this event is that the fighter plane was of advanced design and vital interest 
to the West.  It had much advanced military equipment, most of which was unknown to 
Western intelligence agencies.  It was imperative 
that subterfuge be quickly organised to recover 
parts of the fighter plane underwater by scuba 
divers, tow these parts underwater and out of 
sight of the Soviets to barges.  Then to have then 
flown the parts from RAF Gatow to the UK for 
specialist examination.  The operation could only 
succeed by the prompt and discreet return of the 
parts to Berlin, then towing the parts underwater 
back to the crash site - all within a very restricted 
time frame and not alerting the Soviets.  
Russian interpreters attached to the RMP in Berlin had played a crucial part in the overall 
delaying tactics employed.  This ensured the Soviets could not access their crashed fighter 
plane until the parts had been forensically examined in intricate detail and returned to the 
site.  Dave Collins was one of those Russian interpreters who did a magnificent job by ensuring 
the delaying tactics were effective and without creating an international incident.  The whole 
operation was an outstanding success.
This particular clandestine operation has also been well documented in the book BRIXMIS by 
Tony Geraghty (1997).  It is a compelling read and can be purchased online or loaned through 
the library system in Western Australia.

Cont>>
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>>
I always found it interesting talking to Dave and Margo over various events taking place in 
‘cold war’ Berlin and of their shared background closely associated with the RMP.  Later in 
2008, I was pleased to facilitate Dave and Margo joining RMPA Western Australia Branch as 
Honorary Branch Members, and more uniquely so, as a husband and wife ex-service team.  
Dave later endured a long illness which he had borne 
stoically with Margo steadfast and often at his hospital 
bedside.  Dave succumbed to his illness later in 2010 
and I was privileged to present the Eulogy at Dave’s 
funeral.  The funeral service was conducted with 
great dignity by our Branch Chaplain, Reverend David 
Noble and the Branch Standard was prominently 
displayed.  

Despite her loss, Margo 
remained a staunch member 
of our Branch and regularly attended our parades, events and functions 
until only the most recent times.  Margo was also a valued member of 
the British Ex-Services Association and the local ATS & WRAC Association.  
It is noteworthy that Margo had also attended member funerals since 
2010 and despite her own loss, was quick to offer condolences and 
support to others.

At the request of the family, our Branch Standard was also displayed at Margo’s funeral and 
members of RMPA Western Australia Branch acted as pallbearers.  It was our privilege to 
honour Margo’s memory in such a befitting manner.

RIP Margo.  We will all miss you.

Brian Griffiths
Branch Chairman
RMPA Western Australia Branch
December 2017
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DON’T PUSH YOUR LUCK SUNSHINE
By Len A.Hynds

Almost opposite my station in South London was a street market, busy all the 
week, but extremely busy on Sunday mornings. It was called East Street Market, 
and was on a par with the more famous Petticoat Lane, to the north of us, on 

the edge of the ‘City’. Both places were where something could be stolen from you as you entered, 
only to find it on sale at the far end. There were always four PCs 
posted along the length of the market, each covering about four 
junctions or side streets, where the unlicensed street traders 
would try to operate. We had to keep these junctions clear for 
emergency vehicles, but also I suspect as a sop for the licensed 
traders who had paid for their site, and had probably complained 
to the council. 
This was my very first Sunday morning on duty in the market, and 
I had about 100 yards, at the very centre containing various side roads. It was packed with people, 
and as I went from one junction to the next moving these barrow boys on, so those behind would just 
step back into place. Each barrow boy would have at least two look-outs who followed me doggedly. 
I didn’t mind them moving back and selling more, as it was an impossible task, and so long as they 
moved when they saw me coming, I was content. 
The face of every policeman at the station was known, and all could see that this was my first day in 
this cauldron of a kind of Dickensian Market villainy. Even the regular stall holders looked at me a bit 
askance, this complete new boy thrown in at the deep end. 
I spun round when I felt a silver half crown pressed into my hand, and gave it back to one of the 
lookouts, and told him not to try that again. The word soon went round that I wasn’t playing that game, 
but my test was sure to come. As I approached one junction, the barrow boy looked up and saw me, 
but still kept on serving customers, I guessed he had been warned of my approach, and this was to put 
the frighteners on this new copper who wouldn’t take a bribe. 
I stood next to him as he was serving, warning him of the consequences if he didn’t move, and he took 
a box from the barrow, and put it in the middle of the road, and stood on it, and shouting in a loud 
voice, and pointing directly at me, said, “I’m trying to make an honest living. I’ve only just come out of 
prison and trying to go straight. I’ve got a wife and kids to support. It’s police harassment” 
The huge crowd surrounded him, all looking at me, saying, “Shame”, “Leave him alone,” and things like 
that. I thought, ‘You cheeky bugger, your not married, and you support nobody but yourself.” He had 
been pointed out to me when learning beats, as a pretty unsuccessful burglar, always getting caught 
and being sent to prison. The crowd cleared a way as I strode towards him, saying, “You were warned, 
but you’ve been pushing your luck sunshine. 
I pulled him from the box and put his arm up his back, telling him that he was being arrested for 
obstructing a police officer in the execution of his duty, and also for trading without a licence. I marched 
him the entire length of the market with his arm up his back, with a slow measured tread to ensure that 
everybody saw it. Even my colleagues looked astonished and all put thumbs up to see if I needed a 
hand, but I shook my head, as this monkey was going all the way to the station with nobody but me. He 
kept whining as how his barrow might be stolen, and I told him it was his own fault for being lippy, and 
anyway his lookouts would look after it, and he said, “They will probably flog all me gear and vanish. 
He was charged as promised, and apologised for trying it on with a new boy at court the following 
morning. 
My very next duty in the market was so entirely different. Every stall holder said, “Good morning Guv,” 
to me and all the barrow boys had developed wings on their heels. The strangest thing was six years 
later. Our friend had married and they lived in a tenement flat near the market. He had been captured 
yet again at a burglary, and was in Bedford Prison, when I was called to the flat where that devastated 
young woman his wife, had found their tiny baby dead in its cot. It was a normal cot death. I felt so 
sorry for her in her grief. I telephoned the Governor of the prison, and managed to get him out with 
an escort in order to attend his baby’s funeral. On returning to prison that same day, he called at the 
station to thank the officer concerned, and only then realised that it was me.

Many thanks Len - You will never be forgotten Ed.
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   Don’t Push Your Luck Sunshine
   By Len Hynds



I was posted to 247 [Berlin] Provost Company, Royal Military Police, from the 
Depot and Training Establishment RMP, Inkerman Barracks, Woking, Surrey, 

in June 1958, with two squad mates, Mick Hearn and Tony Griffin.  I left on posting back to 
Inkerman Barracks, as an instructor, in late May 1961, after spending 35 months in the best 
posting I’ve ever had.  I loved Berlin, and the duties we performed there.  
 I was amazed at the modern, clean lines of the building housing the Provost Company, which 
was set in the Olympic Stadium complex where the 1936 Olympic Games had been held.  The 
Control Room, [Duty Room anywhere else], was superbly impressive, the desk  set quite high up 
with a  bank of telephones, a Siemens radio control station, a full corporal and a Lance Corporal 
on duty with  a Berlin civilian policeman 
and the German civilian interpreter also 
at their posts.  The first floor contained the 
Company offices and the CQMS stores, the 
tailor shop, the barber, and the Warrant 
Officers and Sergeants Mess.  The top floor 
was the junior NCOs accommodation, 
with blanco room and ablutions all very 
immaculate, and, to our eyes, so modern.  
We had 8 full sections, each consisting of 
1 x Sgt, 2 x Cpls, and 12 x LCpls, with each 
section occupying its own barrack room.  
The floors were highly polished and outside each room was a set of blanket squares which one 
used to skate into, and about the room.  The Officer Commanding was Major Len Hunt, the 2 i/c 
was Captain Colin Guy, and Lieutenant Wally Fry was the MTO.  The Regimental Sergeant Major 
was Mr [Piggy] Smith, an old school RSM.  The Company Quarter Master Sergeant was SSgt 
“Jungle” Parr.  The Assistant Provost Marshal was Lt Col Dickie Richards, and the Staff Captain 
[Provost] was Ronnie Walsh.
The Company tailor and his assistant, removed all excess material from the waistband of our 
Battle Dress jackets, put in box pleats, put small shoulder pads at the end of each shoulder to 
square the shape off, sewed buttons to the top of the trousers, which were tailored and finally 
cut and edged corresponding buttonholes in the bottom of the BD jacket.  This meant that 
braces [suspenders] were not needed and by fastening the jacket to the trousers, a tight, sleek 
fit was assured.  Smart as carrots!  We were shown how to insert set ups in our Service Dress 
caps, cut and sew the edges of the peak, crush down the rear, and finally how to apply our red 
tops whist wet, and create knife edged, radiating creases in it by using small steel tweezers..  
Even smarter!    We also had the studs, leather soles and heels removed from our ammo boots, 
and rubber soles and heels put on instead.
 Newcomers invariably started on safe, mundane duties, at first under instruction, and then 
alone.  I can clearly recall doing East Gate duties, one of the two main entrances /exits of the 
Stadium complex.  It wasn’t a particularly exciting or demanding job manning the little hut 
and controlling entry and exits.  The single arm red and white barrier was operated by pulling 
a large handle which raised the barrier, and you had to be very careful in letting it down slowly 
afterwards.  There was the odd time when our lads had let it down too fast resulting in cars 
getting dented bonnets boots or roofs.  Later during my time they put in an electrical system to 
control the barrier.  Much simpler and safer to passing cars!  We used to have a German security 
man with us; sometimes they spoke a little English which helped a lot.    Cont>>

 Memories of My Time in Berlin
  by John Redman
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>>>
We called them “The Men in Black” as they wore black uniforms. East Gate duties were from 
0800 until 2000 at which time the “Men In Black” took over for the night shift.  We never did the 
West Gate during my time as this was always a duty performed by “ Men in Black”.   
All duty personnel working in the Stadium area were able to get meals and short NAAFI breaks 
due to the detailing of 2 NCOs as Meal Relief.  Very civilised it was too.  
After East Gate, I went on to Duty Lance Corporal in the Control Room with a full Corporal as 
Duty NCO.  He filled in the DOB, and made the big decisions, and the L/Cpl did all the other 
odd jobs, like booking lads in and out, issuing the Mark 10 Sten Sub Machine Carbines and 
Smith and Wesson.38 revolvers, and ammunition after the arms storeman had finished for the 
day. SD caps, red tops, red MP on black armbands and white anklets web with white waist 
belts web, 1937 pattern, were worn at all times.  From here I went on Zonal border patrol, 
again initially under instruction with the driver and “gunner”. Alan Brown, with whom I am still 
in contact, was my first Zonal Border instructor and he still has his AB 466 entry showing that I 
was “under instruction” on 25 August 1958.  At first we used black Land Rovers [all our vehicles 
were sprayed black by the way], and patrolled the whole border between East Germany and 
the British Sector.  We kept in touch with Coy HQ by FM radio and from a number of Military 
Police Telephone boxes, or Berlin Border Police posts we knew as Baker Points.  Later we were 
issued with German DKW quarter ton, 2 stroke motor,  all wheel drive, combat vehicles which 
had dismountable sides and roof, BUT had very good heaters.  Before that we patrolled in 
insulated tank suits with Cold/Wet Weather boots, string vests and ear muffs in winter.  It was 
bloody COLD. Berlin was always very cold in winter!  We also later had the Zonal border divided 
into two sections, North and South and a vehicle patrolled in each.  One area was called the 
Eiskeller and it was a tongue of land that was totally surrounded by East Germany.  We always 
had to phone Control from a MPT box going in and on coming out.  The East German border 
guards were always up to fun and games there.  They would string thin wire across the track at 
neck height or would half bury a tin plate in the sandy soil so that it looked like a mine. 
 At a place called the Sandpits, near Baker 3, is where we met up with Russian troops, and where 
we would swap cigarettes - usually Rothmans untipped, - or “Girlie magazines, for Russian belt 
buckles, cap badges, and hats.  The border was patrolled in 3 shifts, 0800 - 1600, 1600 - 2359 
and 2359 - 0800 hrs.  This same shift pattern was used on the Control room, Bravo Autobahn 
Checkpoint [a duty I never did], and at the Allied Komandatura. [AK] 
  I was once on duty there on a late shift at the AK when the US Infantry soldier on duty there 
shot his duty officer in the back with a Model 1911 .45 calibre Colt ACP pistol.  The French 
Gendarme disappeared and left me, as Guard Commander, to sort the whole thing out and 
put the American under arrest in a side room until our duty officer, and the US Army Military 
Police and their CID arrived. The subsequent inquiry and court-martial took up a lot of my 
time.  The Yank was found guilty of murder and sent to Fort Leavenworth to await his death 
sentence.  
 We did a number of disciplinary patrols in both Charlottenburg and Spandau.  Each area had 
a foot patrol and a mobile patrol, and we were kept busy all the time.  The big NAAFI club 
and cinema was at Reichskanzler Platz [ initially Adolf Hitler Platz, and now Adenauer Platz ] 
in Charlottenburg, and squaddies would frequent there and two particular bars in the area.  
The Funk Eck and the Cafe Stephanie were always trouble spots and out of bounds to off duty 
RMP personnel.  At one time we had two Scottish battalions in Berlin, The Royal Scots and the 
King’s Own Scottish Borderers.  Both Lowland Regiments of course, and if they didn’t fight 
among themselves, or with the other, English, battalion, then they always fought the RMP. 
I can remember a few riots particularly at the Cafe Stephanie.  In Spandau there were two 
Infantry battalions in adjoining barracks, the RASC Car Company, the Royal Engineers and the 
Tank squadron were also nearby. The third Infantry battalion was stationed out on the British 
Sector/Russian Zone border at Montgomery Barracks.            Cont>>
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Curfew for all troops was 2359 hrs, and troops had to wear uniform at all times out of barracks.
  At times we had so many AFB 252s to write following close arrests and disciplinary offences; 
such as not wearing headdress, hands in pockets etc that we’d be up most of the night 
writing reports.
  Of course depending upon who the Visiting NCO was, and how many times he sent back your 
charge sheets and Forms 2100s, meant whether or not you got no sleep or a couple of hours.   
Normally if you’d been on patrols you would not normally have to do an early morning duty, 
a 1600 hrs one perhaps.  BUT you were always on fatigues after a night discipline patrol, or if 
you’d come off a shift ending at 2359 hrs.  
 All well and good except when you were on a Zonal border patrol, you were relieved at an 
RV out there, had to drive back to HQ, clean the vehicle, and POL it before you got your head 
down.   Often you’d only get a couple of hours sleep, go on fatigues at 0800, finish at 1200, 
then have 4 hours to do your kit, get tea, and parade for duty again.  I must tell you that on 
patrol, at times, offences were so prevalent, that we’d often ask a squaddie if he wanted the 
Army’s punishment or ours.  If he opted for ours we’d give him a right old bollocking and a 
few press ups.  NO AFB 252s to write.  We also did a mobile patrol in Spandau with the Berlin 
Police in one of their huge Deutz trucks, and it was a doddle.  Quite often we’d accompany 
them on arrests of prostitutes who’d we’d take from bars and deposit at a medical centre 
where the Police would make sure that they had their Registration books up to date, and 
where they would be medically examined by a doctor.  Some of the sights we saw there 
could have made your hair turn white!  We also did a mobile patrol in a Royal Air Force Police 
vehicle from RAF Gatow.  That was probably the biggest skive of all, as usually the RAFP lads 
would want to be as far from trouble as they could, so trips down the Ku-Damm and into the 
French or American sectors would be the norm. For a short time I became a driver and did 
all the duties drivers did.  Border – Zone and Sector /Discipline 
Patrols/ Visiting NCOs Driver or Duty Officer’s driver. It could 
sometimes be a dangerous job. An example follows.
  I clearly remember the late Chic Harding, my greatest mate in 
RMP from 1958 until his untimely death in 2001, having a traffic 
accident in the Motor Transport lines when he reversed a VW 
Beatle out of a garage straight into a civilian riding a motor 
cycle.  He was marched into OC’s Orders, given a reprimand, 
marched out, then marched back in and promoted to Full 
Corporal!!
 In mid1959, I took the appropriate written and oral 
examinations and became a 5 Star LCpl RMP, shortly 
afterwards being promoted to 5 Star Full Corporal.  I was 
then given the best job in the Company.  I joined the Incident 
Squad.  Creme de la Creme!  We investigated minor crimes, 
assisted the Special Investigation Branch, and many times in 
those days did jobs that today might well only be handled by 
the SIB.  I must admit that when we’d been called to a crime 
, secured the scene, taken details of all involved, then called 
the SIB Duty Sgt only to be told to carry on and he’d see us in 
the morning, we’d be mightily pissed off when he took over after we’d taken statements and 
cautioned the offender .  We also did the famous “Cafe Checks” which involved us checking 
all known places frequented by troops who had failed to be in by, as I’ve already mentioned, 
2359 hrs.  RMP NCOs were allowed out - in civvies - until 0100 hrs by the way!  
              Cont>>
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The bullshit duties were on the main entrances to both HQ Berlin British Sector, and HQ Berlin 
Infantry Brigade. They were full white duty order jobs and involved a lot of saluting.  At least 
you got to know the GOC and his staff AND the Brigade Commander and his staff. 
  247 [Berlin] Provost Company, RMP had the champion water polo team in Germany, invariably 
beating a major unit to win the title.  The coach was a serving Berlin police officer Hans Otto, 
who had been a gold medal winner at the 1936 Olympics.
Talking about Water Polo, I must tell you about one incident that involved the team, me, and 
the late Billy Beardwood, who at that time was a Sergeant.  Billy was ex Scots Guards WW2 
vintage, a stickler for discipline, ex depot instructor, and often a real pain in the arse.  The 
team were due to go “Down The Zone”, to BAOR to take part in a very important match, one 
which would decide the finals teams.  You went to and from “The Zone” by train, at night, from 
Charlottenburg Station, to Helmstedt and then on to wherever.  The lads were going to play 
36 Engineer Regiment RE at Osnabruck.
  I was duty Corporal in the Control Room, Billy was the Visiting NCO, and the team paraded 
for inspection before the bus took them 
to the station.  Cpl Geordie Ryan was the 
NCO in charge of the group.  Now Billy 
did not go for set ups, slashed peaks, or 
trouser weights at all in any shape or form.  
The lads, of course, were in best Battle 
Dress, white belts, SD caps and shoes, 
the old, leather soled ones.  Of course 
because they are going down “The Zone”, 
they all have slashed peaks and setups of 
enormous proportions.  Billy is doing his 
nut, loses the plot and orders me to place 
all the team in close arrest in our own 3 
cells. Geordie and I tried reasoning with 
him but rank prevailed and I lock all of 
them up minus shoe laces, ties etc etc.  Billy then went out to visit the Sector Border patrol 
at the Brandenburg Gate.   I then decided I’d ring the OC and tell him the story.  Len Hunt 
goes crackers, tells me to release the lads get them off to the station and to get Billy to ring 
him when he gets in.  The next thing I get is a phone call from RSM Piggy Smith, telling me 
that he’s just had a right bollocking from the OC, and that he is coming in to” sort things out”.  
Shortly after this Billy arrives back in, finds out the team has gone, finds out I rang the OC, and 
promptly puts me in close arrest. 
 I tell him, or try to tell him, that he has to ring the OC, but to no avail.  The RSM arrives, lets me 
out of the cell, listens to me and Billy, then has me put back in close arrest for failing to tell Billy 
I was going to ring the OC.
 Following the RSM then calling the OC, Len Hunt arrives at the Control Room himself.  He 
takes me out of close arrest again, places Billy under open arrest at his married quarter, takes 
the RSM up to his office where at 0430 hrs a lot of shouting goes on - all one way, Major Hunt 
to RSM Smith!  Billy eventually got a reprimand and had to be back in his married quarter by 
2200 hrs each night for 28 days, Piggy gets posted soon after, and I get commended by the OC 
for my sensible actions.  You wouldn’t believe it would you -- if you were a civvy?
 One of many other memorable incidents that took place in Berlin when I was there was a fight 
in, and outside the Funk Eck bar involving members of the Welch Regiment, RE Sappers and 
young German lads.  I was on Incident Squad, and a then newly promoted Sgt, the late Major 
Dick Poole was the Visiting NCO.
            Cont>>

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

Mar
2018
Pg 22

Control Room 247 (Berlin) Pro. Coy. RMP



>>>

The German Police rang us and we attended, me, my Incident Squad partner Jock Tavendale, 
Dick and his driver the two lads on Charlottenburg foot patrol and then the two lads on 
Charlottenburg mobile patrol. It was one of those times where bodies, chairs, tables, beer 
glasses , and ash trays were flying around like confetti.  Dick, then other lads and I were set 
upon by a number of squaddies, and civvies, and if you knew Dickie Poole you will know he 
was a BIG bloke so he was giving as good as he was taking.  I sheltered in his lee and was trying 
hard to stay in one piece.  
All of us were involved in a total riot.  I can recall seeing a cameraman there, and I saw that he 
was taking flash photographs of the fight.  However the Berlin Police arrived in force and it 
wasn’t long that with their help we had it all under control, and arrests were made and injuries 
tended to.
The following morning, Dick and I were hauled in front of the APM, Dickie Richards, and the 
Land Police Advisor who showed us the front page of the Berliner Zeitung newspaper.  There 
was a big photo of me holding a squaddie by the throat, and in the foreground, Dick’s huge fist 
just about to land in the face of a Berlin civvy. Certain people were baying for blood it seemed.  
At the end of a long inquiry, where evidence was even given by the fighting squaddies - in 
our favour -, and the whole matter was put to rest.  Dick and I remained lifelong pals after that 
episode.
The OC who relieved Major Len Hunt was a recent arrival into the Corps from the Royal 
Leicestershire Regiment, Major D.R.F. Houlton-Hart MC TD. The  new RSM was dear old Geoff 
Crowther an absolute cricket maniac and the new CQMS was “Silver Birch who 5 years later 
was my CSM in Malta.
 I left Berlin, as I mentioned previously in the May, before the Berlin Wall went up on the 13th 
August1961, and although I returned on a number of occasions on various Close Protection 
jobs, I never got a posting there again. 
 To say I enjoyed it would be an understatement.  The police work was superb and paved a way 
for me throughout my RMP career thereafter. I loved the city itself, I grew to admire its people, 
and I became a huge fan of Bratwurst and Curry Wurst mit Fritten.  In those days there were 
few motor vehicles, and much of West Berlin still showed shell and bomb damage from Allied 
air raids and the taking of Berlin by Russian troops in 1945. 
  We had no combat clothing, no sleeping bags when on manouvres, we slept in 3 blankets 
held together with Blanket Pins, wrapped in a groundsheet. We wore our best ammo boots for 
duty and our second best in the Field. 
 We blancoed our 1937 pattern web duty kit in white, all our other gear was cleaned in light 
green using powdered Proberts Blanco Number 103 that was mixed with water and scrubbed 
into large and small packs, belts, cross straps, ammo pouches and pistol holsters.  
We laid our green kit on top of our lockers, all squared off with all polished brasses to the 
front.  We had thick, blanket like khaki greatcoats, coats “Rain Proofed”, white cloth traffic con-
trol sleeves, and spare uniforms hanging in our steel lockers, and we each had a soldier’s box 
painted in gloss black paint at the foot of our beds with our best, highly polished  ammo 
boots, on the top.  
There was a room inspection EVERY day, and if you had been on a night shift you had to cart 
your mattress and bedding into a “Night Duty Sleeping Room” so as not to sully a gleaming 
Section room.

Cont>>
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 I made some superb friendships with National Service lads and Regulars, and many of them 
last to today.  We all did the same jobs; the only difference was that some blokes left the Corps 
after 2 years.  I can honestly say that all my old National Service mates admit to having enjoyed 
their two years, and they are as loyal to RMP now as 
they were then.
Chic Harding went to the Depot as an instructor just 
before me; we then moved to Malta in 1963 and set 
up the Middle East Police School. Following that he 
went to 4 [Guards] Brigade Pro Unit and I went to 4 
Div Pro Coy.    I took him on the very first RMP Close 
Protection Course, and saw him become the first WO2 
of the established CP Unit.  I asked him to join me as 
a consultant after service life and we worked together 
for some years.  He was my Best Man at my second 
marriage.  We spoke regularly even after I’d moved to 
New Zealand, and when he died of cancer I returned 
to the UK to attend his funeral.  I still miss him and 
often automatically think about telling him about an 
event I’ve been in or experienced.  RIP mate.
 Captain Colin Guy was my Major and OC at 4 Division 
Pro Coy, RMP in Herford in 1966, -- thanks for the 
‘accelerated promotion recommendations’ by the way!
  Lt Wally Fry was my Major OC at Rheindahlen, in 1969 and was a true example of a good 
RMP officer who was commissioned from Corporal, and had, at one time been a mounted 

bandsman in the Lifeguards. Billy Beardwood 
was the CQMS in Malta, and hadn’t changed 
one little bit.  He was still taking bloke’s hats 
off them, and making lads stand on walls so he 
could measure to ensure that their KD shorts 
were no more than 2 inches above the centre 
of the knee.  He visited 247 [Berlin] Pro Coy 
RMP with the Blackpool RMPA sometime in the 
1980s and suffered a fatal heart attack in the 
Sergeants Mess whilst there.
 Silver Birch was my second CSM in Malta, and 
was rarely seen after 1200 hrs.  He heard that 
he later joined the RNZASC but I have not been 

able to trace him.
Jock Tavendale went back to the Perthshire Police after National Service and retired as a 
Sergeant.  He passed away in 2009.
 Mick Hearn went back into the building trade in Northamptonshire, and around the World 
but now lives in Somerset where he repairs old clocks.  In addition, Alan Brown is in regular 
touch with me, as are John Wiseman, Don Curry, Reg Allwood, John Spears, Taff Andrews, 
Gerry Partridge, Pete Stilwell, Spike Butterworth, Bill Rodda, and Ian Chadburn.  Many more 
have passed away but they remain in my memory.
 
Exemplo Ducemus.
 
John Redman.
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John Redman & Jock Tavendale in 
Grunewald Forest

George Polikowsi (Interpreter) & John



Notices

 
25th April ANZAC Day - After march 

lunch Criterion Hotel Perth

22nd June Lunch RAAFA Bullcreek

24th August Lunch RAAFA Bullcreek

12th October  Branch Annual Dinner
RAAFA Bullcreek

25th November AGM
 Walliston

14th December Christmas Lunch
RAAFA Bullcreek

Fund Raiser
Walliston - Date TBA

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

Or
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 but he needs your 

support. 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.orgRe
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We pensioned off old Bluey the dog   
when old age got him down
We sent him for company
to old Grandma in the town

But while Granny was elated
Bluey still craved the great outdoors
and he would roam the town exploring
while old granny did the chores

So it was this Sunday morning
Bluey was fossicking about
through the paddocks near the township
on his normal daily scout

When a canine gourmet odour
overpowered his sense of smell
though his eyesight had diminished
his old sniffer still worked well

And the sense of his excitement 
was reposed down by the creek
where a sheep had met his maker
for the best part of a week

For its woolly corpse was spreading             And the members at the bowls club
and the air was far from fresh               
from this rancid flyblown carcase
with its seething greenish flesh

It was a dogs idea of heaven
and old Bluey he rubbed and rolled
till he ponged just like the sheep did
and with ecstasy extolled

Then an idea formed within him
as he gave a gentle tug
and he found the carcase followed
like a matted lumpy rug

He would take it home for later
it should last a week or two
if he stored it in his kennel
he could keep his prize from view

So he gripped the carcase firmly
proudly into town he went
but his load proved fairly heavy
and old Blueys energy soon spent

And the only shade on offer
was the building with the bell
and he dragged his prize toward it
with its flies and feral smell

Then the dog and sheep both rested
in the front porch of the church
old Bluey looked up the gangway
at the parson on his perch
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   The Story of Bluey and The Sheep
   By Bob Magor

He was revving up the faithful 
to repent to save their worth
and said that Satan was the culprit
for all the rotten things on earth

And he roared of fire and brimstone
and redemption for the throng
up the aisle came Satan’s presence
in this godforsaken pong

And they all cried “Hallelujah”
and they fell as one to pray
but by now old Bluey was rested
and he hadn’t time to stay

He proceeded up the roadway
with the woolly corpse in tow
with a shortcut through the nursing home 
the quickest way to go

Where the matron in a panic
counted heads in mortal fright
with a smell like that they’d surely lost
a patient through the night

lowered all their flags half-mast
doffed their hats in silence 
for the funeral going past

But old Bluey lugged his prize on homewards
travelling past the bowling club
till he took a breather under
the verandah of the pub

There old boozing Daryl was resting
sleeping off the night before
to wait the Sunday session
when they opened up the door

When the stench awoke his slumber
which was highly on the nose
and he thought his pickled body
had begun to decompose

And he missed the Sunday session
when he ran home to his wife
to proclaim the shock announcement
he was off the booze for life

Meanwhile Bluey could see Gran’s gateway
at the far end of the street
so he started up the pavement
with his ripe and tasty treat

But there was movement in the backstreets
as the town dogs sniffed in deep
they broke chains and climbed high fences
for a piece of Bluey’s dead sheep           Cont>>>



>>>
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And Bluey felt the road vibrating
from the stamp of canine feet
as this pack of thirty mongrels 
came advancing up the street

But he wasn’t into sharing
so he sought a quick escape
and he spied a nearby building
with a door that stood agape

Through this door he sought asylum
but his presence caused a shriek
for he’d chosen the local deli
that was run by Nick the Greek

And Bluey shot beneath a table
where the sheep and he could hide
but the dog pack was relentless
and they followed him inside

Now the table Bluey had chosen
was a double booked mistake
with the law enforcement sergeant
sipping coffee on his break

And the sergeant sat bolt upright
with a dog between his feet
and his eyes began to water
from the dead decaying meat

Then the Sarge leapt up in horror
but in his haste he slipped and fell
falling down amongst Blue’s mutton
with it’s all embracing smell

And he lay somewhat bewildered
in the gore, flat on his back
when the mongrel pack descended
in a frenzied dog attack

With first thought self-preservation
from the rows of teeth he faced
the Sarge fumbled for his pistol
in its holster at his waist

There were muffled bangs and yelping
as random shots rang out
and the whine of bouncing bullets
off the brickwork all about

As he blasted in a panic
from beneath the blood and gore
a front window and the drink fridge
were both added to the score

And the cappuccino maker
copped a mortal wound and died
hissing steam, it levitated
falling frothing on its side

And Nick the Greek, the owner
grabbed a shotgun in his fright
blasting into the confusion
of the frantic canine fight

At short range it wasn’t pretty
dogs were plastered on the wall
there was laminex in splinters
clouds of dog hair covered all

Then the smoke detector whistled
with the gun smoke in the air
which set off the sprinkler system
and a siren gave a blare

And the echoes still were ringing
when beneath the dying heap
there emerged old Bluey, still dragging
at the remnants of his sheep

It’s head was gone and several legs
but it hadn’t lost its smell
in the armistice that followed
Bluey decided not to dwell

He leapt the fence at Grandma’s
for his feet had sprouted wings
pure adrenalin propelled him
fleeing dogs and guns and things

Now old Gran had influenza
and had lost her sense of smell
with Bluey’s sheep in the garden 
that was probably just as well

And she looked out from her front fence
at the town in disarray
at the ambulance, police cars
and at the RSPCA

Then the fire brigade rushed past her
flashing lights of rosy hue
and she hugged the old dog tightly
he’d protect her would old Bluey

You just stay here like a good dog
Grandma told him with a frown
‘cos you’ve no idea the trouble
you can get into in our little town.
 



I had just finished my stained glass apprenticeship, when I was advised 
that another two year apprenticeship had been awarded to me as a 
National Serviceman with the British Army and I arrived at Catterick Camp 

in Yorkshire on February 15th, 1951. After two weeks 
of kitting out, shots at the MI Room, and learning 
which was the left foot and which was right foot, I 
was on my way to the Royal Military Police Depot at 
Inkerman Barracks, Woking. Our intake consisted of 
215 Squad, 216 Squad, and 217 Squad, I was in 216 
Squad. After 18 weeks, two of which were fatigue 
weeks, we were proud Redcaps on Passout Parade. 
After returning to Inkerman from a week’s leave, we were given our postings, and mine was 
SHAPE Headquarters in France. About a dozen men from a previous intake were already 
there kind of getting things ready, and our bunch made up the first British MPs there. Our 
barracks was at Camp Des Loges, about a dozen miles, give or take, from SHAPE, which was 

just finishing being built. Most of the lads were a little put out to discover that 
after all the training at Inkerman, we were to be glorified security guards. SHAPE 
was full of officers and we were told that we only had to salute Generals and here 
again, plenty of Generals. The top guy was General Eisenhower with his number 
two being Field Marshall Montgomery. There were also American military police as 

well as the French Gendarmes National, and the static posts went to the RMP. I stood on both 
Eisenhower’s post as well as Montgomery’s, eight hours with a ten minute break every hour. 
I met an American WAC who I dated a few months before getting out, and it got serious so we 
decided to get married after I got out and live in England. I was going to join the Nottinghamshire 
Police Force, but after getting out, and getting 
married, she decided that she wanted to live 
in the States, so somewhat reluctantly, I joined 
her in Detroit after she got out. 
Less that two years later, we decided that I 
should enlist in the U.S. Army and go for a 
commission, so in July of 1955, I did, and went 
to Ft. Leonardwood, Missouri for basic training. 
Taking all the tests I went in front of a board, 
but was told that since I was not a citizen I 
could not have a commission. Yuk! Okay, fair 
enough, I would do my four years and get 
out. After eight weeks at Leonardwood, I went to the Military Police training centre at Camp 
Gordon, Georgia for another eight weeks. At this point I should point out that the uniforms, 
and especially the food were much better than the British Army. I was then posted to Ft. 
Belvoir in Virginia where I spent about 30 months, rising to corporal. At one time, Eisenhower, 
now the president, visited Belvoir since his son, a Major, was stationed there, and I, along with 
one other MP, was to be at the dismount point. One of us was to open the door, the other to 
salute. When Eisenhower and his wife returned to the car, the door was opened, I was saluting, 
Mamie got in the car and Eisenhower bent over to get in also, when he looked my way and 
tipped his hat

Cont>>>

  Military History
    By Al Smith
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Well in all the time that I had stood his door, he had never returned my salute, then he 
straightened up, looked right at me, and touched hat again. Although I have never thought of 
him as a great combat general, he was very smart in logistics, and kept an eye on things, and I 
wondered afterwards if he remembered that young RMP lad who stood his door.
In my second year at Belvoir I was doing a sergeant’s job, and was put 
up for promotion, but since all the upper ranks were full of men who 
had been in since WW11 and Korea, I, along with two others, were not 
promoted. One of the other two got out of the army. and the other guy 
and myself were sent to Okinawa.
We went by ship and it was full of guys going to postings in Japan, Korea, 
and Okinawa. About half way to Japan, it seems that the captain of the ship 
was advised of a typhoon building up ahead of us but he decided to keep 
on the same course. Well, what an experience, the ship did everything 
but sink, and at times we thought that it would. There were many injuries 
to the men and a major’s wife got a broken arm but somehow we got 
through it. I asked a navy Petty Officer afterwards how many times had he gone through that 
bad a sea. “Never” he said. “And I never want to again”. The captain was relieved when we got 
to Japan and we had no other problems on the rest of the trip. 
On Okinawa we were an Armed Service Police, our battalion had army, navy, and marines, and 
I was assigned as a compound supervisor in the stockade. We had murderers, drug dealers, 
bank robbers, AWOL’s, and anybody who had just fouled up in there. I was then offered a job 
in the training room as an instructor, and was back to a regular daytime job. I also coached and 
captained the rifle team, and for 28 days did nothing but shoot on the range. That was really a 
great experience, and I was approached by the Colonel in charge of the army rifle team asking 
if I wanted to get on the team, until he found out that I had less than a year to do. I would have 
had to re-enlist for another four years, and that I was not going to do. 
I then got a message through the Red Cross saying that my father in England was seriously 
ill, and I got special written orders to go to England to see him. I flew to Wake Island, then to 
Hawaii, to San Francisco, to New York, then by bus to an air force base in New Jersey to fly to 
England. At the air base in New Jersey, a wonderful thing happened. My orders were “Granite 
Top Urgent” and they don’t get any higher, so when I went up to the flight desk I asked if 
there was a plane to England and this officer said that there was but the manifest was closed, 
no more seats. So I put my orders in front of him, and “Can you open it please”. He did, and 
as I walked down the corridor to the plane, a full colonel was coming my way. He had been 
bumped off  to make room for me, and if looks could kill, I would have been dead! 
I eventually arrived home after that non-stop journey, and all three of my brothers were there. 
So we started out to the hospital. When we arrived, vising hours were over, and the gate guard 
came out to stop us, but after hearing that I had traveled half way around the world to be 
there he let us in. Same thing on the ward. a doctor and a nurse also wanted to stop us, but 
when hearing about my journey  let us all in, even though you were only supposed to have 
two visitors at the bedside. 
My father was greatly surprised and he made it out of the hospital just before I had to go back, 
but sadly, he passed away a few months later. Instead of sending me back to Okinawa, I went 
to a post just outside of the Pentagon, where I served as a Desk Sergeant until I got out in July 
of 1959.      

  

   Thanks Al for your regular participation in our Newsletter  Ed.    
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Off Duty
at  Ft. Belvoir



Normandy Veteran Bill Price was the first born, and the eldest of five children 
to Lydia and Ernest Price on 24th July 1914, just before the outbreak of the 

WWI. Born a small frail child who needed specialised care, these were very difficult times 
unemployment was the norm. Bill left school in 1928 at 14, with excellent results and his first 
job was as a page boy at the Cafe Royal in Piccadilly, at the time a popular meeting place for 
politicians and theatre groups. Prizes were given at the Cafe Royal to the best presented page 
boy and he received nine prizes after nine weeks. The next job was with the Victoria Hotel in 
London where the conductor Mantovani and his Orchestra was known to perform. Bill then 
joined the Dallas music instrument company as a office boy. 
Times were still tough, and at one time as a young teenager, he was the only income for the 
family. By 1935 Bill enjoyed spending the weekend on his bicycle riding for hundreds of miles 
peddling away on the countryside roads, surviving on Hovis bread and banana sandwiches. 
In 1937 he was peddling 30 miles a day summer and winter to work from Dury Lane to Totton 
Court Road in London. Eventually the family moved to Bexley In Kent.
Bill joined the Territorial Army in 1938 at White City London, and was initially stationed to sleep 
on a London bus. Eventually serving with the Royal engineers, after which he was transferred 
to the Royal Navy as part of the Channel crossing in convoy on the 5,000 ton Innerton, one 
of the first merchant ships to be holed and sunk on D-Day+1 in 1944. Bill served in the Royal 
Artillery as a anti aircraft ‘gunner’ known as trigger ‘Joe’ amongst his friends. Under Churchill 
Great Britain created the floating Mulberry Harbour, a secret 
concept of artificial harbours off the seaside town of Arromanches 
in Normandy, as part of Operation Overlord. Bill served on the  
headquarters ship, HMS Despatch until the end of the Normandy 
campaign, rejoining his Army ack-ack unit for the advance through 
France and Belgium to Holland, where he ended up as welfare 
officer at a camp near Hamlin for 900 displaced persons of all 
nationalities, he was demobbed in November 1945. Returning to 
work for Dallas Music he met his wife Jean in 1946. Although the 
company had been bombed the business continued with Jean as 
secretary to the directors. Bill and Jean were married and lived in 
Sheffield for nearly 40 years. Jean’s health was fragile and having moved to Barton on Sea after 
only a few weeks, tragically had a brain haemorrhage and died in January 1991.
During his retirement years in 1988 the Normandy Veterans Association Branch 70 was formed 
and Bill volunteered as the welfare officer he served in this voluntary capacity until the standard 
was laid down at Ringwood Church in 2015. During those years Bill regularly visited and drove 
hundreds of miles, and made numerous calls and visits to Veterans homes and hospitals. This 
was recognised by various community awards. Bill was also a active fundraiser for the Royal 
British Legion and the Not Forgotten Association, being recognised with several invitations to 
the Royal Garden Parties and various events at Buckingham Palace and was privileged to be 
introduced to the Queen and members of the Royal family. 
At the age of 90 in 2003, Bill was travelling solo on a world cruise, and while sailing he met 
Australian Helen who had joined the ship at Fremantle having recently becoming a widow. 
A friendship developed between this unlikely couple who both shared an passionate interest 
in travel and adventure. Many holidays between Australia and England and Europe blossomed 
into a marriage.

Cont>>
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    William Henry (Bill) Price



>>

At the age of 90 in 2003, Bill was travelling solo on a world cruise, and while sailing he met 
Australian Helen who had joined 
the ship at Fremantle having 
recently becoming a widow. 
A friendship developed between 
this unlikely couple who both 
shared an passionate interest 
in travel and adventure. Many 
holidays between Australia and 
England and Europe blossomed 
into a marriage.
In 2005 he was recognised for 
his welfare services to Veterans 
and awarded the Legion 
d’Honneur. The medal was sent 
by the French government 
to Perth, Western Australia, as he was there at the time.There he had a special reception 
attended by the British Consul, the French Consul and an Australian Government minister and 
distinguished guests. All three flags were flying, and all three national anthems were played 
and sung, followed by a celebratory toast with French champagne. 
During 2004 Bill initiated the D-Day Sailing Cup at the Hythe Sailing Club. A trophy to recognise 
all veterans with a sailing race as a tribute to all those that sailed from the Southampton waters 
to contribute to Operation Overlord on 6 June 1944. The club was annually decorated by Sue 
and Mike Mitchell and the companionship of fellow veterans was enjoyed. Every year on June 
6 Bill andhis wife Helen, revisited Normandy and commemorated and remembered those that 
did not return from the Mulberry Harbour and the landings in Aaromanches. 
Bill became The oldest Veteran to revisit the British beach code named Gold Beach by Churchill,
along with various beaches designated by the allies as part of the ‘floating harbour’ that 
enabled troops and transport to successfully land in Europe to defeat Hitler. The local tourist 
office still maintains the image of Bill in his original uniform, painted on their window, and 
how he looked in 2014, when he celebrated his 100th year. Bill is affectionally greeted as a 
‘liberator’ along with all the Veterans who revisit Normandy for ceremonies and marches in 
early June every year. 
He was recognised with a front page photo in England and many articles in the French regional 
newspapers, local papers and various video interviews. Bill would like to be remembered as a 
‘man who did his best’ and believed in the ‘best of British’.
Bill passed away 16th January 2016 and a memorial service was held in St. George’s Cathedral, 
Perth on 24th January.

We thank our friends at British Ex-Services Association for supplying us with this detail of the 
life of such a remarkable man. Ed.
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Our newsletters seem to follow the change of seasons and this one finds us in Autumn. For 
many of us it brings a pleasant change from the intense heat although here in Perth our 
summer has been cooler - probably best described as less hot - as although we experienced 
high 30’s temperatures we didn’t actually have a 40c day. This of course was not the case in the 
north of our state where mid 40s were frequent. It’s late March and as I write it’s 35 celsius and 
the sea breeze for today is yet to arrive.
Reports today include bushfires in N.S.W. claiming 69 houses, farm buildings and livestock 
with further losses in Victoria of another 12 houses. Here in W.A. we’ve had the usual bushfires 
etc. and cyclones in the north of our state with Broome (2240 klms north of Perth) receiving 
it’s annual rainfall in 24 hours.
I was fortunate to travel earlier in the month to Adelaide where the family celebrated my Great 
Grandson’s 5th birthday and my own 80th.  It was time to reflect on the difference in times from 
what I can remember of my own 5th birthday some 75 years ago. In essence nothing much 
has changed, the guests with their presents, (today’s presents much more elaborate), the cake, 
the cordial or lemonade and above all the excitement and enjoyment with all problems, if any, 
pushed aside and no one goes home disappointed. Although in my case WWll was in progress 
but to a child in a loving family, just a mere detail.
Some of us would say “We had it rough - kids today don’t know they’re born”. We must realise 
that times have changed and they are handling it well. We can have confidence that the young 
of today are making their way and will make us proud. Their place in the world will be different 
but no less important. We can concentrate on looking back on our memories and of course 
those of us who passed through Inkerman will claim “We had it rough and the RMPs of today 
don’t know they’re born”. Make no mistake we can be just as proud of these members who 
serve in our Corps - Yes it’s different but so is everything else in the world.
Our next edition will cover as usual the ANZAC March and this year we will mark the 100 
years since the end of WWl in 1918. We would be interested to receive accounts of events that 
mark this milestone from around the world and would appreciate any submissions from other 
branches for our June edition. 
It’s left to you to imagine me on my knees - even I  have to imagine it nowadays but Please !! let 
me have the accounts that your RMP service left you with - others would 
love to share them.
My thanks to those that have contributed to this edition, their selfless 
action is appreciated by us all. Can we be assured of your support for the 
next Redcaps Newsletter?
    Best Wishes to all - Trevor Margetson, Editor

Exemplo Ducemus
By Example Shall We Lead
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Your Office Bearers 

    Title Name        Email                Telephone      
   Chairman  Brian Griffiths        bgri0940@bigpond.net.au        (08)9300 1551
   Secretary  Eric Heath        eric.heath@bigpond.com           (08)9291 8962
   Treasurer  Trevor Margetson    redcaps24.aust@gmail.com      (08)9524 8034
   Welfare Officer  Rev. David Noble      thenobles@amnet.net.au          (08)9291 8962
   Standard Bearer   Bill Dodds        wdodds@iinet.net.au                 (08)9581 6619


