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Dear members
The last 3 months seem to have really flown by and I was pleased to see most members
get through the winter months without many health problems. I recall this time last year
Australia was reeling from a higher than normal incidence of influenza in the community,
with various media reports suggesting a less than effective vaccine being a contributing
factor. Fortunately, not so this year!
On 12th October we held our RMPA Western Australia Branch 12th Anniversary dinner evening
which was a great success thanks to the organisation of various members and I want to make
particular mention of Eric Heath, Trevor Margetson and John Parker for their contributions,
without which the success of the evening would not have been made possible. We also had
great entertainment from our honorary piper, Rt Rev David Murray and were delighted to
have Max Noble, son of Rev David Noble, as our guest speaker who gave a most informative
and specialist presentation on the background and building of submarines
On 17th November many of our members attended the annual dinner function of the British
Ex Services Association (BESA). This year saw a departure from the past format of live music,
and now trialing the RMPA format of background music only with table quizzes & prizes. I
assured everyone present that the table quizzes were an absolute doddle although I didn’t
think too many were convinced! I gather this new format was deemed a success and is
expected to continue in future years.
On 25th November we held our Annual General Meeting at the home of Ann Page where the
outgoing Branch Management Committee were voted back in for another two-year term.
After the AGM formalities were concluded, we all enjoyed a marvelous cold buffet lunch
with a great variety of food on offer, thanks to everyone who had brought a plate along. My
appreciation to Ann for organising the venue for this year and her hospitality.
On 14th December we held our Christmas lunchtime meeting where we had our official photos
taken for inclusion in the April 2019 edition of the RMP Journal. It is always good to see our
members present so well for photos and this year we escaped the outside heat of 39 degrees
to stay indoors for the photos. We were also pleased to welcome along three guests from
BESA and we all had a most enjoyable afternoon of camaraderie, and finalised our customary
Christmas charity donation of $500.00 to the Perth Children’s Hospital Foundation.
A reminder that 2019 membership fees are due, and in anticipation of these all being paid
soon, I am happy to provide you later in the newsletter a complimentary copy of my favourite
recipe from 2018. Enjoy after Christmas dinner with a glass of your favourite tipple!
I wish all members and their families a happy and healthy Christmas and New Year, and we
look forward to doing it all again in 2019!
Thank you and kind regards…………..
Brian Griffiths

WATERLOOVILLE CALLING AUSTRALIA #7
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I must thank Trevor for inserting a picture of a squirrel in my last epistle
but he was not the offending one, who incidentally has not been seen for a
while thus my garden has remained undisturbed. Maybe he got the message and went back
to the nearby woods.
When I last wrote I think Joy and I were planning a short trip to Paris. Well, we got there
and had a most enjoyable time. I do love the City and I am
in awe of the way that the place
is kept clean, tidy and trees
well-trimmed. During the visit
we did manage to see Chateau
de Monte Cristo, the home of
Alexandre Dumas noted for
novels The Three Musketeers
(1844) and The Count of Monte
Cristo (1844 - 1845). What
surprised me was all the other
work that he completed in his
life time.
All too soon it was back on the ferry having had a few
relaxing days with friends and I left, as I have on previous
visits, wondering why we do not have the same philosophy as the French when it comes to
food and eating. I always leave with vivid memories of the range of food that is available in
both small shops, on market stalls and in large supermarkets. I also noticed that in the main,
men do a great deal of the food shopping and I will not even think about expanding on that
topic.
There have been a couple of items in the newspapers which have taken my mind off of Brexit
and left me in a state of not knowing whether to laugh or cry. First items was when I read
about the Army allowing beards to appeal to the younger generation, this left me somewhat
perplexed and asking the question about what would happen in the event of a gas attack and
respirators had to be worn? Beard, gas, respirator, no airtight seal, dead. Easily summed up
in my mind. Keeping on the Army theme there have been reports that fitness standards are
going to be lowered for new entrants. Hello? What is going on? Call me a cynical old man (you
can because I am) but what are we breeding these days? An entire “Snowflake Generation”
is being created.
One other news item really baffled me what students at Manchester University were instructed
not to applaud by clapping but to do Jazzy Hands. Book me on the next Virgin space flight one way ticket only.
The Invictus Games was disappointing in as much as the coverage given by the BBC. However,
it did not detract from the courage, guts and sheer determination of the contestants. Each
and every one of them has my respect. On the 2nd November the real first frost of the winter
hit overnight and at 0800 hrs, when I went out in a pair of shorts to bin the rubbish the
temperature was minus 2. I can see you all smiling over there in your short sleeved shirts
parading under blue skies.

˃˃˃

˃˃˃
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I was heavily involved in the Remembrance Weekend in London this year and attended three
events; the Opening of the Field of
Remembrance at Westminster Abbey,
the RMP/MPSC Annual Service of
Remembrance also at the Abbey and
the Royal British Legion Cenotaph
Parade, which this year actually fell
on the 11th November and fittingly
marked the 100 years since the guns
fell silent. It was indeed a great
honour to lead the RMP contingent
on the parade.
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Whilst in London Joy and I
also managed to see the
Shrouds of the Somme
at the Queen Elizabeth
Olympic Park. A truly
moving experience. I am
sure it has made news
down under.
Each figure was hand made
so no two are identical. In
one section was a wooden
cross for each day of the
First World War and it
showed the number killed
on that day. The 25th
September 1915 was not a
good day.

Joy and I did have time to relax and at the last moment took in a show. This time it was “Kinky
Boots” at the Adelphi Theatre. I did not know what to expect but I wasn’t expecting what I saw.
Not going to spoil it for you but just take my advice and see it if it comes down your way.
I shall now bring this article to a close despite it only being the 19th November. I am trying to
get most of the paperwork done before I head off to The Big Apple for a
few days to get into the festive spirit. Joy and I have been there a couple
of time and always in December when the New Yorkers really put on a
festive display, you really do come away believing in Santa. High on my
list is a hot dog from a street vendor eaten on an intersection watching
the fast pace of life go by. Ironically I cannot stand hot dogs over here!
My last sentence is the usual one for this time of year, merry Christmas
and a happy New Year.

A Word From Our Chaplain

			 By Reverend David Noble
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How long is a piece of string? How long is the journey
to the Christ Child? Well put on the walking boots
of the mind and start a mental walk to Bethlehem.
Take with you all the things that you would like to
lay at His cot or feet including the disappointments
and sadness of the past year and hopefully the joys
and happiness. They equal the gifts of the Three
Wise Men. In life’s journey to where we are now
with all its ups and downs, Christ will never change.
His innocence as a baby is an important part of the
work of God within him. Trust Him. Hold Him to
your heart and enjoy this special occasion. God’s
gift to each and every one of us.

A Happy and Blessed Christmas
David and Norma

Chairman’s Choice Favourite
of 2018
Chairman’s Choice – favourite
recipe of Recipe
2018!

Date Marie Slice
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● 375 grams of chopped dates
● ¼ cup sugar
● 250 grams butter
● Juice of 1 lemon
● Desiccated coconut
● 1 x packet of Marie biscuits (broken – not crushed)
● 1 x beaten egg.
Method
Place dates, butter & sugar in bowl – microwave on high for 4½ - 5 minutes.
Add lemon juice and egg.
Stir mixture into biscuits.
Press mixture into lamington tin.
Sprinkle with desiccated coconut.
Refrigerate until firm
(Recipe will freeze - if needed).

HOPE...JOY...LOVE AND PEACE

W

BY ROS MANSELL

E CAN LEARN FROM THE PROPHETS OF OLD...

IF WE HEED THE TRUTHS THEY’VE FORETOLD.
THEY PREDICTED JOHN’S CRYING IN THE WILDERNESS...
REPENT! REPENT! OF YOUR SINFULNESS!

T
G
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HE BREAK OF DAY PRECEDES THE LIGHT...
AND EVENING USHERS IN THE ADVENT OF NIGHT.
JUST AS WINTER HERA
a LDS RA
a IN UPON THE EARTH...
THE SEASON OF ADVENT COMES BEFORE JESUS’ BIRTH.
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ABRIEL APPEARED TO MARY:
THE ANGEL SAID: DON’T BE AFRA
a ID!
MARY DREW COMFORT FROM HIS CHOSEN WORDS
AND GOD’S WILL SHE MOST HUMBLY OBEYED.

M

ARY SANG WITH THANKS TO THE LORD...
REJOICING IN BEING THE MOST HIGHLY FAVOURED ONE.
SHE PRA
a ISED GOD’S HOLY NAME...
KNOWING THAT SHE’D GIVE BIRTH UNTO HIS ONLY SON.

N
W
H

OT EVERY DAY WAS EASY...
MARY HAD TRIALS TO BEAR:
BUT GOD HAD GIVEN HER JOSEPH...
TO STRENGTHEN HER WITH HIS LOVE AND CARE.
E LEARN THERE MUST BE COMPENSATIONS
AND THAT WE SHOULD TRUST AND FORGIVE.
WE MUST ALSO SEEK FORGIVENESS...
BEFORE WE CAN TRULY LIVE.
OPE, JOY, LOVE AND PEACE...

THESE ARE THE LIGHTS UPON OUR WAY.
REALITIES THE SPIRIT BESTOWS ON US...
AFTER ADVENT COMES CHRISTMAS DAY!
© Copyright Ros Mansell 2001

Our Man in U.S.A.
By Al Smith
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A rabbit hunter in New Mexico was in his car on the way to do some hunting with his three dogs
on the back seat, when he was shot in the back, by one of his dogs! The man›s shotgun was also
in the back, and somehow there was a lurch, one of the dogs fell forward, his paw hitting the
trigger of the shotgun, and the blast went through the front seat into the man›s back breaking
several ribs and his collarbone. Luckily, he was able to call 911 and get medical assistance, but I
would guess that he needs more than medical assistance if he›s crazy enough to have a loaded
and cocked firearm in his vehicle.
🎅
Every now and then I watch parades of various military units just to see if they are in step, and
the other night I watched a battalion of the Royal Anglicans marching through Norwich and
they were really sharp, almost as good as 216 Squad on our Passout Parade! If you ever get the
chance to watch the closing of the border between Pakistan and India, you’re in for a spectacle,
but don’t laugh, they are very serious.
🎅
I recently read an article that said that about half of all Americans have seen a ghost. I was
talking with a friend about it, and he said that he had seen a ghost in his house. I had bought
some land years ago just outside of Gettysburg, and later put a house on it, and moved in with
my wife and three daughters. In the first two years, everyone but me had seen a ghost, so I told
everyone that if they saw another, to ask the ghost to see me, because I would love to chat with
them about the battle. No luck though.

🎅

I read about a traffic tie up recently that had people stuck for over ten hours, and it reminded
me of a neighbour that I once had down in Maryland. He must have been quite a brilliant
fellow,because he taught at a university, but sometimes brilliance and commonsense can
be miles apart. One day this fellow was taking friends who had visited him and his wife, to
Friendship Airport just outside of Washington D.C. The fastest way was down to the Washington
Beltway, ( read as Ring Road), make a left and cross the Potomac River on the Wilson Bridge.
The trip would normally take about 45 minutes, but on this day there was a big traffic tie up,
and it took him about four hours to make the trip to the airport. So on his return trip home,
instead of taking a slightly longer trip through D.C. he went back by the bridge and the return
trip took him six hours! Once again, a big DUH.

🎅

A visiting California man was injured outside a Las Vegas hotel when a temporary event sign
collapsed and hit him. The hotel offered him $2.5 million in a settlement, but he refused this
offer and went to court hoping to get more. Wrong move, since the court awarded him $524,000.
So his greed cost him almost $2 million. I’m sure that somewhere there’s a wall with dents in it
where he’s been banging his head against it.
🎅
A man from the state of New Mexico was applying for a marriage license in Washington, D.C.
earlier this month, and was told that he needed to provide an international passport to be
approved. He was told that they could not accept an international driver’s licence, then they
asked him for his New Mexico passport! He had to explain that New Mexico had been part of
the United States for over 160 years! Of course, this all happened in Washington, D.C. so this is
quite understandable.

˃˃˃

˃˃˃
The Immigrant problem at our southern border has turned from ridiculous to insane. Twogroups
of Central American migrants have come up with a list of demands(!) One of which is either
let us into the USA or give each of us $50,000 and we’ll go home. Until the US government
takes away the free room and board and health care, they will keep coming, so why not take
away the freebies? That’s how it was when I first came over, I had to have a sponsor, a visa,
and a health check. So I didn’t cost the US taxpayer one red cent. Now the cost of supporting
non citizens, which includes all of the illegals, is something in excess of $500 Billion a year, and
that’s a lot of coffee money.

🎅

A new rifle for the U.S. Forces called the NGSAR, which stands for New Generation Squad
Automatic Rifle, is in the works. It’s supposed to weigh less, shoot farther, and pack more
punch than the existing service rifles. It’s a 6.8 mm round that will strike from longer distances,
go through body armour,withstand the rigors of weather, terrain, and soldier use, and have the
pressure of a battle tank. I guess that the word ‘pressure’ is talking about muzzle velocity, so it
must have one heck of a kick to it when shooting, so when firing on full automatic it could really
shake the shooter up, so what happens to accuracy? Oh heck, spray and pray.

🎅
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A Pennsylvania woman pleaded guilty to killing her boyfriend by stabbing him, hitting him
with a table leg, there’s always one laying around, then crushing him with her 300 pound body
weight. Since he only weighed 120 pounds, it was a bit of a mis-match.
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🎅 

A 30 year old man who had just escaped from jail, broke into a house owned by an older,
single lady, at about 3.30 a.m. He grabbed a knife sharpening tool from the kitchen and headed
towards the woman’s bedroom, but the woman had heard the break in noise, and armed
herself with a pistol. Having taken a firearm safety course, she knew how to handle her pistol,
and when the man tried to attack her, she shot him in the head, killing him. The woman was
not charged with anything since it was a defensive action that most probably saved her life.

🎅

A report this morning shows that 81 percent of the homes in the Bay Area of San Francisco,
cost over a million dollars. It’s been pricey there for quite a while. A friend of mine in England
has a son who taught at Stanford University in San Francisco, and even at a professor’s pay he
found it hard. So he took a position at a university on the east coast and is enjoying life. There
are videos of life on the other side of the coin in San Francisco, where whole streets are lined
with tents because of people having to live rough. I’m sure that some of these people have a
job, but can’t afford to pay the rent or mortgage of a home. It reminds me of reading about the
years of the Depression in the 1930’s where families lived this same way. So whatever progress
is made in our living standards, there will always be the down side for some.

🎅 

There are two homes that I pass at times, one when going to an auction that I like to attend, and
one when I go to my gun club to do some shooting. Each of these homes sit on at least 5 acres
of land, and for years I’ve been trying pick which one was the grungiest. Debris and animals
litter front porches, the houses themselves haven’t seen paint since about the civil war, and
all kinds of junk visible on the land. I wouldn’t go close to either of these house without taking
a tetanus shot and clothed in one of those plastic anti-radiation suits complete with oxygen. I
would pass one and say ‘that’s the grungiest’, then when I pass the other one I’d say ‘no, that’s
the grungiest’. But after all this time I’ve finally arrived at a decision, it’s a tie! Wow, that’s a
load off of my shoulders.

All Arms Drill Instructors Course Pt.2

By John Redman
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Since reading Part 1 in our last Redcaps Newsletter we looked forward to
Part 2 and this was never going to disappoint. Ed.
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Drill Sarnt Bing had left us, and now the squad instructors informed us that
we might now return to our barrack rooms “Git ‘em sorted, have tea, git yer kit sorted out”
not in any particular order of course. “And be fell in on the main Wing Square by squads in
numerical order by 0725 hrs”
We walked back to our rooms [the last time we ever walked anywhere for 6 weeks], some
120 odd men in all, total strangers at this time, but friendships were to be forged in the future
amongst the survivors.
Arriving back at room 2, we found a 10 gallon drum of black gloss paint, a 5 gallon drum of
dark green paint, 6 x 1 inch paint brushes and a small bottle of turpentine, and three 12 x12
inch photographs of how our top kit was to be laid out and bed boxes made up. It was about
1600 hrs and in a rush of frantic changing, we were out of best BDs and into whatever people
had to hand, denims, PT kit, underpants and singlets, and the great paint job started. I had
already decided to scrape the paint off the clasps of my Soldiers Box and the screws, rivets and
hinges of my locker, before painting them. Robbie, Jim, and “Snowy” Warden and I set to with
great determination as others wielded paint brushes on, around, and over boxes and lockers.
I for one did not go to tea that night, and spent the evening painting, polishing, laying out top
kit, and getting my second best kit ready for morning parade. Robbie, Jim, Snowy and I had of
course scraped off paint first then using Brasso had polished clasps hinges rivets and screws ,
covering them with “Bronco” toilet paper from the ablutions before carefully painting. You
can imagine the scenes in other parts of the room as people tried scraping still wet clogging
paint off their bits and pieces of locker and box!!
Some brave souls even decided to visit the Mess and have a few ales that evening, but about
12 of us remained in the room and scrubbed the floor, polished the potbelly stove, and in
the long evening light even cleaned the windows. Toby Howe, a Sgt in the Black Watch, and
Yorkshireman to boot, took it upon himself to scrape the handles of the broom and bumper
with a razor blade. Mr. Brown remained in his little bunkroom all night and never showed
himself once.
From around 2230 the “pissheads” who had been in the Mess started to come back in bragging,
in some cases, that they had been chatting with the Drill Sarnt and the instructors. AND that
the course would be a “cake walk”. BUT Oh! how those ignorant innocents had fallen into that
particular trap!
Now at this point, I have to tell you that at that time in the Royal Signals, a SSgt could not be
promoted to WO2 unless he had passed the AADW course. We had 3 such SSgts in our room,
and to me, a young fit soldier of not quite 22 years of age, they all looked like old men – well
you know what it’s like when you’re young-! Two of the R.Sigs SSgts had been in the Mess that
evening, as indeed had a portly Sgt in the RAMC. a Colour Sgt from the Royal Hampshires, and
various others, including a potential Provost Sgt from 1 Para.
I slept like a log that night and was woken from a dead sleep by the strident sounds of a bugle
playing “Charlie”- reveille- seemingly right outside the window by my bed space. Finding my
G10 watch I did a double take to find that it was 0530, and I decided to get up and about. After
shaving and washing in cold water, I got dressed and was among the first to be at the Mess for
breakfast.

˃˃˃
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The food was NOT good, all having been prepared and cooked by Guards Regimental cooks,
one of whom told us that they had a Sgt of the ACC in charge but that he rarely came to
breakfasts.
Once back in room 2, we all set to so that the room would be ready for inspection. Bed
ends, lockers, boxes, were all dressed by the right, bed boxes were tightened, straightened,
smoothed flat, top kits were lined up, tweaked and pampered and best boots were lined up.
Not all paint jobs had dried properly overnight I noticed.
Mr. Brown announced that he would inspect the room before we went on parade, and did so,
quietly suggesting this and that, tutting here and there, generally acting like an old fussy hen.
A very nice man was WO1 [Conductor] Brown RAOC.
At 0720, all 4 squads were on parade. Number 1 squad nearest to the Guards Independent
Parachute Company Parade Square, then 2 and 3 with number 4 squad closest to the Spiders.
At 0725, but who was looking, the instructors marched onto the Square, each halting to the
front, and in the centre of his squad. Sgt Dalton brought us to attention, then stood us at ease,
then brought us to attention, then stood us at ease then did it again and again, all the time
screaming maniacally. Then it was open order march, close order march, open order march,
and close order march again and again and again. Then started the right dress, with repetition
ad nauseum. Eventually his inspection started with bollocking after bollocking, for dirty cap
badge, dirty belt, dusty beret, loose tie, filthy boots, twisted laces, it went on forever. Now I
didn’t get checked at all and felt quite proud of myself, poor old Toby Howe of the Black Watch
was “torn” apart, as were many others that morning. IT HAD BEGUN!!!!
It must have been 30 minutes later, when the instructors had completed their “beasting” and
were stood at ease in front of us, that the Drill Sarnt marched onto the Square. Each instructor
brought his squad to attention and the BIG MAN started his own inspection. Number 1 was
first, the remainder being stood at ease then stood easy. We in number 2 squad heard the
ranting and raving of the Drill Sarnt as he tore most members of 1 squad to pieces. For the
first time we heard the words. “Put ‘him in the book Sarnt Williams, show parade tomorrow
morning 0700, showing [whatever it was] pressed/ cleaned/ polished/ cut/ tight/ loosened/
etc. If I had a quid for every time I was to hear those words I’d have probably bought myself
out and would have purchased a yacht in Cannes.
Then it was our turn and we were given the “treatment”! Again I was not picked up, but
other poor fellows were, it was all “Put him in the book Sarnt Dalton” etc. After we’d had our
inspection we, and number 1 squad were marched to the Mess to enjoy a quiet Naafi break
cuppa. Sitting in an armchair in the Annex, I remember looking out onto a Sunday morning
scene of sunshine, blue skies, and hearing The Drill Sarnt’s screams as he inspected 3 and 4
squads.
In all too short a time our two squads were off to the Armoury where we received a 7.62 mm
Self Loading Rifle, a 20 round magazine, both thick with preserving grease, a pull through, oil
bottle, and rolls of 4x2 flannelette a new pattern bayonet, and a 1937 pattern bayonet frog.
At that time, the SLR was a fairly new weapon to the British Army and had not long been on
general issue.
I had indeed shot 20 rounds through one at Ash ranges only a few weeks before, but I had
not drilled with one before and in fact was not conversant with the drill movements for the
weapon.
I won’t go into too much detail on how long it took us to clean the rifles; needless to say it took
a lot of boiling water, elbow grease and loads of 4x2 flannelette.
Oh and had I mentioned that our barrack rooms had been trashed? Bed boxes, destroyed,
best boots upended, top kits dashed to the floor, a scene of utter chaos. Looked as if they
hadn’t been too impressed!

˃˃˃
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We all went to lunch and I heard much muttering and observed some not too happy faces
among my fellow students. I must admit that I wasn’t all that bothered as only a few days
before, I’d been doing the same things to Recruits at Inkerman Bks, and it had happened to
me a number of times over the previous few years. I could commiserate though with some of
the students who were long serving senior ranks and warrant officers, but, at the same time, I
knew that it was all part of what we had to expect on this particular course.
After lunch, we assembled again in the lecture room, to receive our bollockings for the state of
the rooms and our abysmal kit layouts. Warnings were given as to our collective fates if things
were not to improve forthwith. You’ll get the picture dear readers.
We then were told generally about the make up of the course content, the subjects to be
taught, and that the object of attending was purely to pass us out as “Guards trained drill
instructors.” The Drill Sarnt impressed upon us that the course would be difficult, that the
highest standards would have to be met, and that many would fail.
We were then given a short break, before falling in outside the lecture room in our respective
squads. Now I had already realised that we had not yet been properly “sized”, i.e. tallest on
the flanks and shortest in the middle, and thought that perhaps we might be doing that next.
BUT I was terribly wrong!!
Drill Sarnt Bing brought us to attention and informed us that we were to be taken on a tour of
Pirbright camp, in order that we might become familiar with all the places and things in, and
around it. “Hang on” I thought, “This is a bloody HUGE camp, how are we going to get around
it, and where are the 3 tonners?”
Calling us all to attention the Drill Sarnt screamed, “Instructors, carry on”, turned to his right
and marched away in the direction of the Mess.
Sgt Hall, of the Grenadiers then took over. “The Course will move to the right in threes---RIGHTTTTTT TURN.” The crash of ammo booted feet echoed like conkers falling off wind
blown chestnut trees. NO timing was the same.
“Gentlemen”, yells Sgt Hall, “We are going to take a sharp walk around this camp at a speed
of 160 paces to the minute.” Eh what, ------ a 160 to the minute I think?????????. “By the left
---QUICK MARCH.” Came the command.
Now have you ever thought dear readers just how fast 160 paces to the minute are? Light
Infantry march at 140 to the minute, regular Infantry and RMP at 110 a minute and Foot
Guards, normally at 98 to the minute. WE were going to march at 160, all around a massive
camp!! At that speed you cannot possibly take a full 30-inch pace, so are restricted to tiny,
rapid, paces that put extreme strain upon thigh and calf muscles.
Off we sped, --- lefri lefri lefri lefri lefri lefri lefri—a building looms up to our left. “Mark timeup up up up up—HALT. To your right is the MI room, tailors shop, QM stores, or whatever
it was.” Then “Eyes front, quick march.” And off we went touring the camp. We did this
for a full 60 minutes, sweat ran out of every pore we had, chests heaved; lungs laboured,
tongues felt like pieces of wooden board, calf and thigh muscles burned, feet encased in our
boots felt as if they were on fire, we were knackered. The torture ended outside the Mess,
where we were fallen out and told that the bar was open, and that we had nothing else to do
until the following morning when we would parade, after all those who had show parade had
assembled for inspection by the duty instructor.
Record sales of beer and shandies must have been done that hot Sunday afternoon, as you
might well imagine. We took on liquid refreshment until teatime.
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Now, people did fall out from that march; not all were able to keep the pace up, and fell out
of the ranks. We never saw them again,
for as we survivors drank and laughed in
the Mess, they were taken back to the
barrack rooms, ordered to pack their
kit, hand in weapons, and were then
put into transit accommodation before
being Returned To Unit the following
morning. Among them was the MPSC
Sgt I’d seen, and from our room, two of
the three R.Sigs SSgts, the Royal Hampshires Colour Sgt, the RAMC Sgt and the
1 Para Sgt.
We only found this out of course when
we returned to our rooms and found
the empty bed spaces. In total, 23 stu- One of my old mates from my drill instructors course.
later WO1(RSM) Snowy Warden of
dents had been RTUd for failing to com- The then Sgt, but
The Gordon Highlanders.
plete the camp tour, and we hadn’t even
missed them not being in the Mess drinking with us. Over the next 6 weeks, more would
follow.
Tune in for another instalment soon - Well as soon as I have time.

Branch AGM
The Branch AGM was held on 25th November 2018 at the home of RMPA Member and
Assistant Welfare Officer, Ann Page. She must be thanked for providing such excellent facilities
that made it possible to complete our business for the day.
Following a minute's silince to honour departed members and partners, our Chairman, Brian
Griffiths read and tabled his report.
This was followed by the Treasurer's report from Trevor Margetson.
All Office Bearers' positions were declared vacant and John Parker assumed the Chair and
since no new nominations were received, formalities continued resulting in Brian Griffiths
continuing as Branch Chairman, Eric Heath as Branch Secretary, Trevor Margetson as Branch
Treasurer, Bill Dodds as Branch Standard Bearer.
John Parker confirmed with Brian Griffiths that Rev. David Noble was willing to continue in the
role of Welfare Officer & Branch Chaplain for another term, with Ann Page willing to continue
to assist as Welfare Officer whenever necessary.
John Parker and Ann Page were invited to continue as auditors and agreed to be appointed.
Public Liability coverage for the Anzac Day March in Perth was discussed and it was decided to
continue our arrangement with BESA (British Ex-Services Association).
Branch Constitution and Rules amendments were discussed and decided concerning inability
to make contact with members or N.O.K.
A full record of the meeting was distributed to members on 5th December.
At the conclusion of business the result of the "Bring a Plate' concept ensured participation
with partners and guests. The outcome possibly a few more inches on waist measurements.
An excellent meeting which served everyone's interests.

Story of a Redcap cont.......
Member Profile - Ken Dodds
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A Profile was presented by Ken in 2007 and is refurbished for the benefit of current members that may have not had the opportunity to
avail themselves of a very interesting period of Ken’s service in RMP.
This is the second part of Ken’s experiences.
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I arrived in Verden just before the birth of my second son Phillip, in October 72, born in BMH
Hanover and still very proud of the fact that he was born in W.Germany and is still British.
Around the middle of 73 there was a redistribution of companies throughout Germany and we
became Verden Det., III Pro Coy. RMP Headquartered at Hohne. Trotting around on the soccer
pitch I began to get short winded so I took the course and became a soccer referee. I also
kept playing but as a goalkeeper, this year I got a Stanley cup runner up medal. I also helped
out as an invigilator at the BAOR, RMP Junior Promotion School. Just a question “asker” on
the Military Law section of the exams, but quite interesting. In 1973 my youngest Daughter
Sharon was born also at BMH Hanover.
At the end of 1973 I was promoted to Sergeant and posted to 112 Pro Coy RMP in Osnabruck
West Germany, once again catching up with my old mate Gerry Egan from Labuan and Verden
days, we both continued to play soccer and won the Stanley Cup, although I think Gerry had
gone when that happened, during my stay in Osnabruck CSM George Woodall, came to the
unit, on his office wall was a magnificent magnetic whiteboard with loads of coloured plastic
headed magnets borrowed from NI, I do believe, what a great toy for the night ord sgt. for
me anyway. Cries of pain and anguish could be heard from his office in the mornings as he
endeavored to find out who kept moving his markers on the board. I think he knew really but
the noises were great. George and myself took a half section to Duderstadt on the West/East
German border at the request of the grenzpolitzie or border police. A real eye opener, to see
how the border actually interfered with the lives of the population, after the erection of the
Berlin wall which incidentally did not just effect Berlin but the whole of Germany, literally
cutting villages and communities in half. Later we took a military marching team to Paris
France and participated in the March -Val - Du - Marne for which I still have the certificate and
the medallion. We also went to Chichester and took part in the jubilee march there for which
we received a medallion each. George and I still keep in touch with each other even today.
In about July 1975 or a bit later I was posted to London District Pro.Coy.RMP so out came two
pairs of best boots. I arrived in London District Pro Coy in February 1975. The RSM, was Tom
Watts, whom I had known in my Northern Ireland days, he was a platoon commander in one
of the relief crews that came over in the early days of the troubles. My family was quartered in
Mill Hill, North West London, on the Northern Underground Line after Finchley, the end of
the line actually. The estate also housed the Forces Post Office. Before leaving BAOR, I had
purchased tax and duty free a Renault 12 estate wagon, I had told my two sons that if anyone
caused any damage to it at all, I would kill them.
London District was its normal self, limited in operations, but, very big on the ceremonial
duties side of things. Athol Grey greatcoat and all, in my two and a half years there I done two
Edinburgh Tattoo’s, two Royal tournaments, two Queens Birthday parades on Horseguard’s
Parade and four Trooping the colors. One Saturday morning I took my boys in to Rochester
Row to watch the changing of the guard at the Palace.
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We walked through the Victoria area to the Palace. The boys were 4 and 6, on the way back,
they were playing imaginary instruments and marching the same as all children do. Driving
home I got to Marble Arch, into the traffic, heading for the Euston road, a Morris Minor
wooden panel van ran into my backside and literally fell to pieces in the middle lane, I got
out and walked to the rear of my car, I saw this giant unfolding himself out of the Morris, he
was all of six foot nine or taller, he apologized profusely saying that he had never driven in
London before, I heard this little voice from behind me “My Dad’s going to kill you” It was my
youngest son. I asked the Giant if he was Ok to which he admitted all guilt, checked my car,
not a mark to be seen, so I left him in a heap of mud, putty and all the other stuff used to hold
cars together before MOT days. The best parade carried out during my time in London was
most definitely the Silver Jubilee Parade of HM Queen Elizabeth the second, for which I stood
around for ages near the steps of St Paul’s Cathedral, a very proud moment. The company was
awarded three commemorative medals and they were distributed in a ballot.
In September 1977 in came the posting order 1 Regt. RMP Northern Ireland. So in November
I found my self back in the Belfast bleakness.
Northern Ireland had changed a lot on my second trip there, my first 6 months were spentat
Aldergrove, all 4 children went to school there each morning, by Bus, they did not think
too much to being taught by nuns, one of which was
quite handy with a ruler, my two eldestfound that out
quite quickly, it was also a lot different to the Army
schools. Then it was back down to Lisburn, there, it
was prisoner escorts all over the 6 counties, No fishing
or soccer playing just work, the security was really
tight too. We came across several old faces from
previous companies, the main one being Bill and Jean
Roughtledge, we still keep in regular contact and saw
each other last year in Cumnock, Bill’s home town in
Ayrshire. Scotland. In June of 79 my Father- in- Law sent tickets for us all to spend a holiday
with him in Perth W.A. I spent 3 weeks there and the rest of my family spent 8 weeks in the
glorious sunshine, something I fell in love with and decided on demobb, that’s where I would
settle. In August I was awarded my L.S&G.C. after 18 years of undetected happenings, I believe
that nowadays it is only 15 years before you receive the same award. Also in August I got a
posting order to Hong Kong, I had at last learned that the 40 shades of green were the various
stages of damp mould creeping up the hillside at the rear of Thiepval Barracks, Lisburn. I don’t
know why my father kept singing about it. I vowed to myself I would never return to the land
of his birth, so far I have kept my promise. I remembered Northern Ireland as a beautiful part
of the British Isles, now Belfast looked like a large car park. No offence to its residents.
1979 - Hong Kong was a posting everybody in the Corps wanted, it was looked on as a present
for some good work or something during ones service. What I don’t know, anyway in October
79 we approached Kai Tak International from the land, little did I know that as we
came in I had been looking at my new home, for the next 30 months in Kowloon, just off
Cornwall street, in the 7 storey flats, overlooking most of Kowloon and on to Hong Kong
Island.
I had several tasks at HK Pro Coy. and was posted to Kowloon Det where I looked after the
‘Q’stores, a job that I really enjoyed, if only I had taken that career path earlier. The family,
were all in school and the wife was shopping, not only for the moment but for the future.
Carved furniture, brassware, porcelain and the solid wooden carved ornaments from China,
also included were oil paintings.					
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All of these items have been focal points of conversation with visiting friends and relatives,
as have many other items that we have collected over the years in the services together.(16
in all ) All my children learnt to swim whilst at school in Kowloon, the boys earned life saving
awards and the girls just enjoyed the water. During the weekends and the rainy season, we
would all sit on the veranda of the flat and watch the aircraft pass our lounge window. Then it
turned sharp right down onto the main runway into Kai Tak, they also went out the same way.
Off the runway and sharp left before hitting Lion Rock, it was amazing to watch the jumbo’s
performing this trick in order to get off the ground and aIt was also very noisy.
During my stay in H.K. I lost a good friend whom I had known for quite a few years, unfortunately
my old mate Andy Stallbrass was taken as a victim of the dreaded big C. We had a military
funeral on the Island, he was cremated and his remains were flown back to, Broughton-OnThe-Water, in the Cotswold’s, his home town or maybe village I don’t know.
I kept up with the soccer, and also took part in the Chinese Dragon boat race at Fort Stanley
on the southern tip of the Island. Crickey the damn boat didn’t move until at least 20 paddle
strokes had been made and then it was like a rocket took plenty of stopping too. Half way
through the tour every body gets a free holiday anywhere in the far east. Some went to
Thailand, Singapore or Bali Indonesia.
I chose to take my family back to Australia; it was another three glorious weeks and really
made my mind up as to where my home would be after the Army.
My posting back to UK came in around June 71, it was back to Colchester, not too bad as it
was near to my home town of Felixstowe in Suffolk. Both Pat and myself were heavy smokers
so, one evening before the Hong Kong tour was up we discussed our finances and decided
we could not afford to smoke on our return to the UK. We searched the local SCMP (English
edition)and found an advert for an acupuncturist that would stop one smoking. HK$50-00 per
person, so away we went. At the address we found a Scotts Canadian female doctor trained
in the art of acupuncture in Beijing and practicing in Hong Kong, we paid and she gave us
the treatment. She said we may need more than one treatment as we were heavy smokers.
I myself was fine and finished that day; I haven’t touched a smoke since and never felt as if I
needed one.
Pat, different altogether, she was in agony she loved her smokes, she would chase after people
in the street if she knew they were going to light a cigarette, just to inhale their exhaled smoke,
she soon stopped though and neither of us have smoked since although Pat says she has often
thought about starting again. That was the 4th October 81 on the 20th we were back to the UK.
1981.
October 1981 we were all back in Colchester, kids in school and living in Earlswood Way. Time
for demobb was getting closer so, time to apply again for emigration, I had tried whilst in Hong
Kong but heard nothing. This time a more positive reply from Australia House in London, a big
nosey application form and information about what to do in order to be accepted as an
immigrant into Australia. After all I only had twenty months to do, so, forms were filled in and
we all had a medical at the Colchester General Hospital. “72 pounds Sterling each if you don’t
mind.” Total 432 pounds. Then came the interview at Australia house, after which we were
told to go home and wait until called, this was done and in April 82 someone mentioned, just
by chance that Argentina had invaded the Falkland Isles.
Everybody thought the Falkland Isles was just of the West Coast of Scotland and it would all
be over very quickly, But, August 3, 1982, saw Maj.A.Figg. RMP. CSM.J. Wilson, myself and 13
other NCOs leave R.A.F.Brize Norton, bound for the Ascension Islands in the South Atlantic
ocean, on our way to Port Stanley in the Falkland Isles.
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We landed on the Ascension Islands and spent the night in aircraft hangers at the main airfield,
it was freezing cold, we had to wait for the right weather conditions to complete the last hop
to Port Stanley, this meant that the C130 Hercules aircraft would have to refuel in the air, just
in case the weather closed in and we would have to go to Brazil. The refueling was something
else. The tanker aircraft was a converted Victor bomber. It’s a well known fact that jets are
faster then propeller driven ones, so the tanker would climb to an unknown altitude and
wait for the Hercules to catch up, on doing so the tanker would virtually stall in mid air whilst
connecting to the Hercules. Then both aircraft would make a shallow dive lasting as long as
possible, so the Hercules could suck up as much fuel as possible. This happened three or four
times on the trip, not too good for the poor old stomach. On arrival at Port Stanley we were
all taken into town in captured Mercedes Benz 4 wd’s a very smooth ride indeed. Very little
war damage, if any was seen on the 4 mile trip from the airfield to the Police station, the only
building in the town with any damage, and that caused by a well known Navy helicopter pilot,
humph. After our arrival, members of the public took us all into their homes and provided
us with accommodation, very comfortable I must say. The climate was cold, the peat fires in
the houses kept us very cozy indeed. If you did not eat the Army rations all you got was lamb,
mutton or sheep the variations on it was amazing to say the least, the meat earned the name
of 365 as you could eat if every day of the year if you wanted to.
Wild life was in abundance, birds, seals, sea lions and of course the penguins, what strange
creatures penguins are. I managed to get a trip to a community called Johnstone Field, a well
known penguin egg collecting area 1 F.I. pound allowed you to collect 20 eggs. Anyway in front
of me was a field absolutely covered with over a quarter of a million penguins, various types,
just standing and making a lot of noise, a harrier jump jet flew over they all looked up and fell
over backwards, when it had passed they all stood up again. The sea lions were enormous I
went to the water’s edge to get good look at them but had to move away their breath and
other emissions left a lot to be desired. Delicacies to be had at the breakfast table was a fried
penguin egg, “Wow”, a bright orange yolk swimming in an iridescent blue part where the
white should be, strange, very salty and fishy tasting, the same could be said for the omelets
that I tried.
One night I even watched the sea freeze that’s how cold it was down there. The sea was
buffeting the government boat jetty and in doing so the spray was freezing. Overnight it froze
into an archway that could be walked under, as usual no camera. I was lucky, I was one of the
first to arrive back in Colchester on the 23 12 82 just in time for Christmas.
In March and April 83 I did my demob course in Catterick, renovation and restoration of
Antiques, another waste of time as I haven’t used any of the knowledge. Demob came on
the 15th of August, however a few days before that I was presented with a brass carriage
clock, it is still in my lounge. On the morning of the 15th a letter was received at the orderly
room granting me permission to move my family to Australia if I so wished. On the 16th I
said goodbye to my parents in Felixstowe, Suffolk. and moved
my family to London. I phoned Qantas, priced the airfare for
the six of us to Perth W.A. 220
pounds each. Then I phoned the
bank, my gratuity was in, so, I
withdrew the amount required
and a bit of spending money,
went to a travel agent bought
the tickets and flew out of Heathrow on the 20th of August 1983.
Landing here on the 22nd and really have no regrets.

Royal Military Police Association
Western Australia Branch

2018 Annual Dinner
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The Branch Annual Dinner was held on Friday 12th October at the R.A.A.F.A. Bullcreek complex
‘Wings Room’.
The Piper’s Call was by our member Rt. Rev. David Murray at 7.00pm and members and guests
entered the room and were seated before our Chairman, Brian Griffiths welcomed everyone
and advised the programme for the evening.
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Grace was said by our Member
Reverend David Noble
followed by
The Royal Military Police Prayer

Sue & Barry Green, Geof & Sheila Wilkins
and John Macpherson.

An appetising meal
with a choice of Beef,
Fish or Vegetarian
option was served and
the question sheets
distributed for ‘The
Table Quiz’. There was
an oversight in that
no answer sheet was
on our table and we
could only see this as
the reason we didn’t
win. Congratulations
to ‘Winners’ Below.
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Following the traditional Toasts and The Ode we were entertained by our Guest Speaker for
the evening, Mr. Max Noble.
Max, shown here with Brian Griffiths, is the son of David (our Chaplain) and Norma Noble.
He gave an interesting and, at times, a
humourous account of the early days in the
concept and development of submarines. Max
spoke on the history of submarine engineering
and technology and gave a most interesting
insight on the issues facing a modern era
submarine fleet. This was of particular interest
to us here in Perth due to the Australian Navy
being based at H.M.A.S. Stirling, Garden
Island, where the Collins Class Submarines
are stationed being heavily involved in the
operations concerning submarines and the
Submarine Training and Systems Centre.
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Guests included:-
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Sheila & Geof Wilkins		

Vanesse & Max Noble

Barry & Sue Green

Norma & David Noble

Trevor Margetson with
Kevan Barrett
Son, David and his wife Wendy		

Eric Heath & Maureen

David & Janet Murray

Maureen Smith with
Son, Duncan and John Parker
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Gordon Parke & friend Ilona
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Brian Griffiths & John Macpherson

Two ‘Revs’ together - are they thinking ? “We like what we
see” or “We’ve a lot of work to do here!”

All that attended the Annual Dinner enjoyed the evening and meeting members
and friends. Thanks to Eric Heath for his organisational skills and the staff at RAAFA
Bullcreek who go that little bit extra to make our functions and meetings so well
catered.
‘Till next year.............
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Lest We Forget

Thousands of beautiful knitted poppies were installed around the Flame of Remembrance
at the State War Memorial in King’s Park, Perth. The display of 62,000 hand-crafted poppies
are a tribute to the Australian lives lost in battle in World War I and has been beautifully
coordinated by the RSLWA.
The recent survey of the most common birds that visit our gardens and back yards has found
that in Australia it was again the Rainbow Lorikeet.
			
			

In Western Australia it was
the Australian Raven.

The second most
common in W.A. was the
Honeyeater with the
Rainbow Lorikeet third.
Oh! in case you’re wondering the Willy wagtail came in 10th
We should count our blessings for our visitors, don’t you think?
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I Become a People Watcher
By Len A. Hynds

Things have changed so much since I was a small child. We lived in London, a very
poor part just outside the affluent city, in the parish of Clerkenwell.
I was the youngest of seven children, my eldest sister being married and my eldest brother being a
Trooper in the Royal Horse Artillery. Life was very hard for most families and we were no exception,
although my mother Mary impressed upon us that we must never lower our standards, and that really
we were gentle folk who had fallen on hard times. Even though we had very little, it was the most
natural thing to help the more needy, and frequently we had people eating with us who would have
gone without a meal. I remember seeing some people after the market had finished, raking over the
mounds of cabbage leaves and vegetables to see if anything could be recovered.
In 1935, at the age of five, I was the follower of my two slightly older brothers, and the streets of
London were marvellous with the characters who thronged the street. I would try to weave stories
about them, and there were so many things to see and watch.
The horse and cart delivering ice in enormous blocks, which was covered in clean sacking, with the driver
with his ice pick and huge iron tongs, breaking off the exact amount that people required, and carrying
it on his shoulder to dairies, fishmongers and butchers, and also to private homes. It was placed in a
stone trough in a cupboard called a pantry or larder. This was the only means of refrigeration that there
was, there being no electricity. A large block would only cost a few pence. The children in the street
would wait for the driver to enter premises before all having a lick of the main block, and a splintered
piece would make a perfect lolly.
The coalman wearing a black cowl-like hat that went all the way down his back, opening up those
circular iron drain covers, and shooting expertly from the open sack on his back a hundredweight of coal
into that tiny coal hole. These coal cellars were underneath the pavement at many homes, and reached
from the basement of the home, normally through an open space called an area, or to Londoners an
‘Airie’. A children’s rhyme I remember the girls reciting, as they bounced their ball on the pavement
was, “One, two, three a lairy, my balls gone down the airy.”
There was the milkman who had a smaller cart, with two wheels, rather like a large chariot, with his
churns of milk. You had to go to him with an empty jug, and he would ladle out the exact amount
required. There were no bottles of milk in those days Plastic had not yet been invented and even waxed
cardboard cartons were a thing of the future.
The baker walking, carrying a large wicker basket containing
white, hot, fresh crusty loaves, no brown bread, or sliced or
wrapped bread. The man pushing a barrow containing two
cauldrons of once very hot water, one containing boiled sheep’s
heads, and the other pigs trotters. He supplied the newspaper
to wrap them in and the salt and vinegar. I remember feeling
horrified looking at the sheep’s head, which was just a skull
with some meat on it, wondering how the merchant had
done it, and feeling awful as the adults treated it as a delicacy,
and could not reconcile it to those nursery rhymes like ‘Mary
had a little Lamb’ It was even worse to my child’s mind that
we dressed three little pigs in human clothes, gave them human speech, let them kiss their mother
goodbye as they tripped gaily off to school, only to catch them, chop their feet off and eat them.
Then there was the muffin man, who always wore a green baize apron and rang a bell as he walked
along, carrying the muffins on a tray on his head. The small wooden rowing boat on the back of a horse
drawn cart, selling cockles, mussels, winkles and whelks, with the driver wearing sea-boots and a souwester hat.
The pork pie man with the chefs hat with his pies on a tray, suspended by a string around his neck.
All, unwrapped of course. I used to look at him quite fearfully, with my imagination, as the story of
Sweeney Todd the barber who sold bodies to the pie shop man next door was doing the rounds, and
wondered if the shop next door to that pie-man could be a barbers.
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The small round-about on the back of a cart, with the price of a ride, one glass jam jar, with the width
so small, and pushed round so fast that children were nearly always sick.
The man sharpening knives and scissors on a stone spun so fast by operating a pedal with his foot. He
could make metal edges razor sharp and I dreamt up a story of
him having to accompany soldiers to war, to keep their bayonets
sharp, and the officers’ swords ready for action.
The elderly lamp-lighter with his long pole which he carried like
a spear on his shoulder, turning the street gas lamps on and off
at dusk and dawn. I never did see but heard the ‘Knocker-up’
rapping on windows to wake people up at some unearthly hour.
He also carried a long thin pole to reach upper windows. Alarm
clocks had not been invented.
Those magnificent black horses pulling a funeral hearse with tall
black plumes rising up from the black shiny saddlery with silver buckles. Those sombre men wearing
black top hats with ribbon around the crown walking alongside with such stately steps.
The Italian ice-cream man with his barrow, with the red and white striped awning, and the highly
polished golden churns of ice cream set in a bed of ice cubes. His flashing smile and funny way of
talking. The chimney sweep and his boy apprentice both covered in soot, pushing their barrow with
sacks of soot on it with their brushes resting on top, with just their eyes and teeth showing white.
Our very tall Doctor walking on his visits, raising his hat to all the ladies he passed. He charged
sixpence a visit but frequently gave it back. He carried a small black leather bag and on asking a
question was told that was, ‘how he delivered babies.’ I walked behind him on several occasions
hoping to hear a cry from that bag, but realised that even as a baby it was too small for me. I asked
the question again about the origin of babies, and was told this time that I had been found under a
gooseberry bush. All very well, but I spent so much time in trying to find one in that part of London.
The policeman on the beat walking past every hour or so, tunic done up to the neck, thumbs in belt,
looking oh so severe. I used to think that crooks must tremble with fear just by him looking at them.
If we were swinging on a rope tied to the ladder bar of the gas lamp and we saw him coming, we
would wrap the rope around the lamp post, hoping that he wouldn’t notice it. We would then stand
to one side, with fear in our hearts, just gazing into space trying to look innocent, and he must have
chuckled as he approached seeing that behaviour so many times.
I remember on one occasion, after he had looked up to see if our rope had interfered with the
on/off chains, smiled and said quietly, “Won’t be back for an hour.” I recollect seeing that same
policeman stopping two men fighting outside a public house, by holding them apart with a fistful
of their clothing at chest level, and as he lectured them he gave each a forceful dig in the chest and
when they were looking most dejected, made them shake hands and let them go. Then there was
an old man who I never once saw a smile, and he always appeared to have a permanent scowl. He
drove a cart containing barrels pulled by a magnificent black shire horse with white fetlocks. He had
no family so I was told, and lived alone above his horses’ stable down an alleyway not too far away.
I wove all sorts of unkind stories about this grim unkind man. We would never ride on the back of
his cart, by hanging-on with feet dangling, whereas with other drivers they would merely flick their
long whips over the top of you to make you get off, he would always deliberately try to catch you a
stinging blow.
One day we saw a crowd gathered in Farringdon Street, and pushing to the front, saw that a lorry
had a brake failure and had crashed into the scowling man’s cart, pushing it on its side, with that
beautiful massive horse trapped within the shafts. A policeman had his arm around the old chap’s
shoulder, who was pleading with another man, a vet, not to kill his horse. The other man, who was
holding a wide barrelled revolver, said, “There is nothing I can do for the poor beast. It is in such
agony, it is the kindest thing.” The scowling man knelt down and put his arms around the horse and
the horse looked at its master with those large brown eyes and I felt that both horse and man were
crying. We were shooed away by another policeman, but after the gunshot, we returned, and the
old chap was leaning against the wall with his head in his arms crying uncontrollably. I had been so
wrong and unfair in my judgement of him. He was capable of deep feeling and had lost the most
important friend in his life.
Thanks for the memories Len R.I.P. Ed.
Illustrations have been added to Len’s original story

The British Ex-Services Association
73rd Annual Lunch

This year’s Annual Lunch was held on Saturday 17th November in the Wings
Room at RAAFA Bullcreek with Brian Griffiths as Master of Ceremonies.
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Members of the following attended:ROYAL NAVY ● NORMANDY VETERANS ● WOMEN’S ROYAL ARMY CORPS
● WOMEN’S AUXILIARY TERRITORIAL SERVICES ● ROYAL AIR FORCE
● ROYAL MILITARY POLICE ● THE ROYAL RHODESIA REGIMENT.
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The afternoon’s proceedings began with the President John Parker
welcoming all and Brian Griffiths introduced and described the Table Quiz
as ‘easy’ - a cursory glance at the question sheets soon saw that as an over
simplification.
Maureen Smith said Grace and the Lunch was served.
The Loyal Toast was proposed by John Parker, Toast to Absent Friends by
Ann Page and The Ode read by Vice President Peter Lincoln MBE.
The noise in the room was mainly ticking minds and the thrashing of quiz
sheets passing round the tables extracting that last little bit of knowledge
to be hastily recorded. For those that can remember the school exam
papers being collected and the reluctance to let them go just in case a little
late inspiration came to hand, the time came and it was over.
The winners were declared -Table No 2 !! We lined up to receive our prize of a bottle of wine
each and I thought much better about not winning the Table Quiz at the RMPA Dinner a few
weeks earlier.
The Raffle table had a range of prizes and the number of prizes ensured winners not only had a
wide choice but success in securing multiple wins. The total raised to assist in the Association
funds was $218 and all those who attended enjoyed the afternoon with friends.

National Service, as I Saw it.
By Bryan Edwards
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The life as a boy, National Service and beyond.
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Growing up during World War 2 was a phase of my life that was traumatic,
eventful and dramatic. Not a bit like the life we have today. I was seven when war broke out,
living in a close community and big family life. My Mother had four sisters and one brother, all
had families, which met at weekends at my grandparents house, enjoying and living a happy
life, although not a rich one in material things but rich in friendship and love.
When War did breakout, the family was split up dramatically. My uncles were called up for
service, two in the airforce, two in the army. My Father, a Master baker was exempt, but was
in the Home Guard.
The families still met up up at my grandparents house at weekends and all exchanged news of
their husbands.
School life at that time and until the end of the war when I was thirteen was also quite
different. When our lessons were interrupted by air raid drills, we paraded with our gas masks
and air raid cushions to the shelters. (We used the cushions to sit on in the cold concrete seats
of the shelters). After six years it seemed a normal way of life. At home during that period, I
remember watching the planes going overhead on their bombing run over Manchester. Which
was only 20 miles south of us. We lived in a valley of two hills of the Pennine Chain. One hill,
Hameldon Hill, lay between us and Manchester. we stood on the front of our house and could
watch the sky light up as the bombs rained down on the city. Skirting the hill was an array
of barrage balloons to deter the sometimes low flying aircraft from getting better surprise
advantage. Coupled with this, My father being in the home guard and as a member of an anti
aircraft machine gun based at the foot of the hill, Would have me shouting “go get them dad”.
Such memories.
I remember his papers showing the silhouette
of German planes he had to remember, which
I also remember by sight, of the planes passing
overhead in those sometimes daylight hours. At
night the unmistakable sound of all the planes
that went overhead was that of the Junkers 87,
The sound apart from the drone sound was the
dull, Dum Dum Dum, of heavily loaded cargo
straining the engines.
These memories plus the rationing of food and
clothes, and all other commodities, made living
more memorable. We walked miles to school,
and with mother working and father on regular
nights and his home guard, it was up to me and
my older (by Eighteen months) sister to make
the meals for the family. Mother going out
to work at 7 in the morning and dad going to
bed after work meant we made breakfast and
dinner, every weekday.

˃˃˃
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In 1945 when at thirteen, the war ended. Uncles came home and family life was again getting
back to pre war status. I was relieved of manful duties and studied hard at Technical studies
for the next two years.
Leaving Tech with my head full of mechanical and electrical basics, I entered the workforce.
Not in the manufacturing field, but as a baker. Following in my father’s footsteps. But that
didn’t last long. I wanted to be an engineer. So I got a job in that area where I could progress
my ambitions.
I started work on the British Railway. First as an Engine cleaner, and then a fireman. Working
on Steam Engines both on freight trains and then on passenger trains. Leading up to my
Eighteenth birthday.
National Service carried on from the war was still in effect, although was under constant
change in word and length of service. In 1949 the length was extended to 18 months, it was
changed to two years in October 1950. I was conscripted in September 1950 so, my term was
for two years.
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National Service.
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First I was in the Royal Engineers, then after three weeks was transferred to the Royal Military
Police. Inkerman Barracks, Woking, Surrey.
There my new life began….
Inkerman Barracks, the home of the Corps of Royal Military Police. Or so it was in September
1950. My home for the next eighteen weeks. At that time the eighteen weeks introduction to
the RMP was divided into three sections, or companies, A,B, and C. All recruits now probationers
on entering the barracks were allocated to a Squad, the intake making up to three squads.
Each squad had its own squad Instructor who would be their instructor and mentor until the
course was finalised.
During the eighteen week course the first six weeks I was in A Coy. This was to train as a soldier,
drill, physical training, map reading, skill at arms, report writing, military law, weapon training,
assault course, discipline and leadership. Traffic control and leadership in any situation. During
the first 4 to 6 weeks one could be RTU, (returned to unit) if not deemed to have the necessary
qualities to becoming a military policeman. )
On completion of the first six weeks a weekend pass was welcomed.

B Coy.

Second six weeks was devoted to be competent in either Motor Cycle or Motor Vehicle driving.
Being already a driver, I was trained on
Motor Cycle, riding and maintenance.
This was at Warburg Barracks, and the
course was very intensive, I felt that
after the six weeks I could have joined a
circus troupe with the way I was taught
to ride the motor cycle.
The course included the workings of
an Internal Combustion Engine, and
Transmission, the working parts of a
bike and correct maintenance of them.
Classroom work on road manoeuvres
and road signage.

˃˃˃
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Riding on public roads and cross country skills had to be obtained. At the end of the
12th week. with the training of A Coy and now B
Coy I was prepared for the final C Coy where previous training was honed to perfection.
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C Coy.
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Six weeks of Military Law, Judges Rules, Traffic
Control in the towns and in the field, accident
procedures, handling of refugees, deserters,
stragglers, absentees, POWs etc.
Stop and search procedures, Report writing,
evidence collecting and giving, and security.
The end of the 18th week I was finally a Military
Policeman and now carried a Stripe.
From Inkerman, I was transferred to Maryhill
Barracks, Glasgow to join 170 Pro Coy. Doing the usual Military Policeman’s duties,
Traffic patrol and foot patrol, in Glasgow’s busy streets. After a few weeks I was transferred
to Penicuik, Nr Edinburgh, with 170 Pro Coy.
During that time in early 1951, communism was rife in the world, a war had started in
Korea, the northern part had invaded the southern part. The Americans had retaliated
to defend the south. Britain had joined the conflict and with a depleted army from WW2,
called for volunteers from the national servicemen to bolster up the armed forces they
were to send to the area. I volunteered.
In June of 1951, I was accepted and joined 262 Pro Coy to go to Korea. I was nineteen at
the time. You had to be nineteen to be accepted to go to Korea.

July 1951

A five week sea journey through the Med, Suez Canal, Red Sea, India, Ceylon, Malaya,
Hong Kong and up to Japan, on a troopship “Empire Fowey”.
A journey that was not without trauma. Being a Military Policeman, we came under the
command of the Ships RSM. The duties of which I was in charge of the “Brig” I did enjoy
shore leave at all the ports we visited, but still on duty.
But on board, a bit different. We had one prisoner who was very difficult. No names no
pack drill, a private in the KSLI. Under custody for several reasons, but that wasn’t the
problem. His problem was that he didn’t want to go to Korea. Every day during exercise
walks on the decks, and time he spent in the brig was a constant stream of crying,
abusing, and wailing. With an odd day where he was quite normal and seemed to accept
the fact we were on our way to Korea.
Approaching the Malaysian coastline he did a despicable action. On early morning
inspection his cell was decorated with his own faeces, the place stunk to high heaven.
With his objection to clean it up, (which I had to help.) was his usual claim that he wasn’t
going to Korea. Following clean up, I took him for exercise on the top deck. Again as
usual he claimed he wasn’t going to Korea and would jump overboard. I must say, I was
tempted to help him. But instead told him the Malacca Straits were noted shark waters.
This calmed him somewhat and relieved, I took him below.
Reporting him to the RSM before docking at Singapore. An officer of the KSLI interviewed
him and subsequently, my prisoner had succeeded in working his ticket and was taken
ashore.

˃˃˃
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Finally, we arrived at our destination in Japan, 262 Coy. the base company in Kure, in August
1951.
We were based in an ex Japanese Officers’ camp, complete with swimming pool. Where we
stayed for a couple of weeks doing combat training and briefing on what lies ahead in our next
journey to Korea.
Part of the training was a hike up a mountain west of Kure overlooking a valley. The valley
was Hiroshima. The valley was still a valley of demolished houses and buildings. It was a
devastating sight. It was a shock to see again the ravages of war. It brought back memories of
my younger years when I first saw the ruins of buildings in Manchester.
Following two weeks we were shipped to Korea in LSTs (Light supply transporters). Luckily I
was able to get a seat in the cab of 5 ton truck for the voyage. On arrival in Pusan, we were
transported to a camp overlooking Pusan harbour, where we stayed for a few days before our
train journey to Tokchong, a marshalling yard just short of the 38th parallel. The journey took
ages and was cramped on wooden seats and hard as nails. The terrain was hilly all the way
with battle scarred vegetation and sombre scenery. What people we saw were farmers in
white clothing and seemed an ageing sort of population. with few young people about. It was
very depressing.
We finally boarded trucks and were taken to the the brigade where I spent the rest of my time
in Korea.
No. 5 Section, Royal Military Police, 28 Bde 1st Commonwealth Division.
The section consisted of 1 Sergeant 1 Corporal and a dozen L/Corporals which varied as time
went on in the coming months.
The Brigade consisted of three main Regiments,
3rd Battalion Royal Australian Regiment.
Kings Own Scottish Borderers
Kings Shropshire Light Infantry.
Plus The usual Service Corps and Armour
platoons. We were responsible for the movement
of the Brigade when required.
When I joined the section the Brigade was in a
reserved position, approximately 3 miles to the
rear of the line.
I was given the duty of Jeep Driver and quickly
given the duty of familiarising myself with the
roads to, from and around a roughly 8 mile front
of the area, coupled with point duty on roads
in the area. Guard duty on the main gate and
dropping off mates doing Traffic Control at various points along the 8 mile front.
It didn’t seem long before I was introduced to the sounds that were to become all too familiar.
The sounds of war - Bombs, Planes and Gunfire.
Again I was witnessing the sounds of my earlier years.
All in time with more graphical endings.
I am not going to relate all the things that came about, but will mention, on one of my first
point duty on a cross roads where I had to keep traffic moving quickly. I was asked by one
RASC driver where was the Graves Commission?
His cargo was six Body Bags. I put him on his way, but he left me with a mind that I had finally
arrived. I was frightened, this was more real than what I remembered as a boy, looking at the
hill towards Manchester. I had only been in Korea for a couple of weeks.

˃˃˃
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In the last week in September 51, word came to us that the Brigade was to move up. Patrols
of a L/Cpl RMP, a Signalman and an Engineer were to sign routes in a particular area, sign
minefields and establish observation posts. Operation Commando was to take place. The 3rd
Battalion RAR were to lead the attack. Flanked on the left by the KOSBs and the KLSIs.
No 5 Section were to man the roads and escort the Brigade to the area. The attack was planned
for the 3rd of October. The battle which was recorded and can
be Googled under the battle of Maryang San, or Operation
Commando, gives a detail of the battle and how it ended.
It raged for five days, till October the 8th.
At this point it brings me to a second incident I can recall. I
cannot remember which of the five days of the battle that it
occurred but it was whilst I was on point duty on a camouflaged
road. It was a T Junction, Traffic was heavy, light was good.
Dust was a problem, and traffic was kept slow moving. The
Americans on the left of left flank had decided to move back
this caused a problem. Ammunition in short supply to the
front had to get there. Wounded had to come out both from
the right and the left. Shelling from the north was heavy. (approx 20,000 rounds came in the
battle, 30,000 returned} Explosions were coming nearer. Suddenly I was rugby tackled into a
ditch. A 2nd/Lieutenant from the Royal Hussars, shouting in my ear… “Its that Bloody Red Hat
they are targeting” I have some bloody Tanks behind that rise. He was waiting to move them
up nearer the action. I removed the cover from my cap and after about twenty minutes lying
in the ditch the shelling eased and I resumed duties and the Hussar went back to his tanks.
I still have that cover, I never wore it again. It
rests with my Dog Tags, in my Souvenirs.
The Brigade returned to reserve later leaving
the captured hills with the KOSBs.
In defence of and the fall of Maryang San,
later in November of 1951, Bill Speakman of
the KOSBs was awarded the VC.
I served in Korea from August 1951 till
September 1952. All that time with No.5
Section RMP.
The Peace treaty was signed in July 1953. But
technically South Korea is still at war with
N.Korea.
In civilian life I did quite well. Trained in Manufacturing
management, held
UK managerial positions in Glass
manufacturing and Tyre manufacturing.
Emigrating to Australia in 1968, Managing an Aluminium
Extrusion Plant, A Timber Factory, and lastly Manager of the
largest Video Game Manufacturer in the southern Hemisphere.
Retiring in 1994.
I think that because of my exposure in my younger years to
WW2, and the Korea War, my National Service forged a mind
set of self preservation and comradeship, of leadership and self
discipline, Compassion and Humility.
This I found in the RMP during my National Service.

Notices
Details of Branch meetings and other events will be advised by
email once bookings have been confirmed by the venues.
We are able to confirm that Fees for 2019 Membership are now
due and may be forwarded to:
Branch Treasurer, Trevor Margetson at 55 Secret Harbour Blvd., SECRET
HARBOUR Western Australia 6173 or direct into the Branch account at Westpac
Account: BSB 036-231 Account No. 342862 whilst ensuring the deposit carries
your identity - Receipts will be issued to your email address.

Branch Welfare
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Our branch offers welfare support to members.
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Confidential enquiries for assistance can be made through
The Chairman, Branch Secretary or direct to
our Chaplain
Rev. David Noble (08) 9398 7296,
email:
thenobles@westnet.com.au

Ann Page (08) 9291 6670,
email:

ann.page@bigpond.com.au
Each month end we are keen to receive the Old Comrades Newsletter. Bob
Eggleton puts a lot of work into it to make it that good but he needs your support.
He has an extensive range of contacts and the accounts from those we served
with make very interesting reading.
But wait there’s more!!!
Bob now produces a Supplement Newsletter which should not be missed.
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 personal copy can be ordered from RHQ shop by entering into your browser
this link.
http://www.rhqrmp.org

							
The Dando
Story

By John Parker

Three Main Characters
Stanley James Dando, His Brother Allen George
and his Last Wife Florence Ethel (Nee Cross)
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It all started with the discovery of World 1 Medals left in a box at a hotel in Kalgoorlie in the
1950s. The story goes that Stanley traded the Medals for drink and never returned to get
them.
He died in Kalgoorlie 20/8/1974 aged 76.
The medals were taken from the hotel when
it was sold up and then to Bunbury. They lay
dormant for 60 years. The man living next
door, Ian Hannay was getting ready for his
march in the ANZAC parade.
The lady noticed his medals and told him that
she had some medals in a box. She gave them
to him to try and find the provenance of the
medals. He hit a brick wall so he turned to the
Army Museum. They couldn’t find too much and they told him to try the British Ex Services
Association, of which I am President and also a local Historian so I started digging.
There was a open-day at WAGS (The Western Australia Genealogical Society) so I went along
and gained a lot of information.

From the 1911 census for Bristol UK:

Father - James
Dairyman
Mother - Henrita
Domestic
Son - Stanley James age 13 born 1897
Son - Allen George age 12 born 1899
Both brothers served in WW1. Both received War medals and Victory medal. Stanley also
received 1914-15 Vg Star.
Stanley also at 13 years old received a swimming medal from the Bristol Humane Society for
swimming a ¼ mile. He was also a member of The Royal Order of Buffaloes and was

awarded a gold medal for his service to the lodge and the community.

He came to Western Australia in the 1920’s and lived in Perth as a Barman and his
brother, Allen, came to Australia on the ship Beltana on 22nd September 1927.

1929 Census Perth:

S J Dando
A G Dando
Edith Dando living at 70 Stone Street, West Perth (This is now part of Mitchell Fwy).

1936 Census Kalgoorlie

Stanley James Dando
Barman
Edith May Dando		
Housewife
1937 Pauline Born - daughter, 1940 Truck Driver for Kalgoorlie Shire, 1942 Divorced,
1943 Remarried in Perth to Florence Ethel (Nee Cross).

˃˃˃
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He came back to Kalgoorlie and lived at 4 Outridge Tce. He worked again for the council
and joined most of the clubs, RSL, Buffaloes. He would wear his medals on ANZAC days in
Kalgoorlie.
Now his brother Allen did not stay in Western Australia. It seems he went back to Bristol where
he died in 1980 aged 80, but left his medals with Stanley.
Now his wife Florence whose late husband W. Cross was
the owner of the WW1 medals. He died of cancer. So now
we have 3 lots of medals. Florence died on 28/7/1950.
There was a big write up in the paper with tributes from
all sources. It mentions she served in World War 1 as a
nursing Sister in the Red Cross.
Sadly Stanley died on 20/8/1974.
Only relative being Pauline she married a Arthur
Middleton Boothey in 1953 and after her father died she
left Kalgoorlie.
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So it’s back to good old “Can you help?”column
in the West Australian newspaper.
Well Pauline Boothey lives in Rockingham
Pauline Boothey with John Parker
and has three sons. One marches on ANZAC
so now he wears his grandfather’s medals. I had them cleaned and mounted. Pauline was over
the moon to get them.
I must thank Angela Heysmans of Military WAGS for invaluable assistance.
John Parker - President of British Ex-Services Association (Western Australia)
and active member Royal Military Police Association Western Australia Branch.

The Esperance Western Australia Stonehenge is the only full size replica of the original
Stonehenge in the UK.
It appears as the original would have
looked around 1950BC. It consists of
137 stones of Esperance Pink Granite
that were all quarried locally less
than 1km from the Stonehenge’s final
resting place. Esperance is on our south
coast approx. 720 klms from Perth.

Granddad with the Photo
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By Diane Edwards
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He was crying again. I watched him from the other side of the room. It
wasn’t visiting time, so he wasn’t expecting anyone. That’s when he let his
guard down, and I was always there to witness it. He was crying heavily now; I guess you’d call
it sobbing. It made me want to cry too. I tried to comfort him, but I wouldn’ t go in. I wouldn’t
intrude.
He wasn’t the only one in here that was melancholy. There were many more, that like him,
clutched photos of days gone by and shared their grief with no one.
He was talking now. ‘My baby, my baby’ he cooed. ‘How I miss you.’
Oh how sad. I wondered which family member he was lamenting. Could it be his wife, who
I suspected left this earth some time ago? A lot of men here were widowed, and they found
it hard to cope after being inseparable from their partners for so many years. Was it a child?
Had he outlived his children perhaps? That would have to be one of the hardest events to live
with, surviving a daughter or son.
Perhaps a grandchild? Heaven forbid that it would be a wee child, who hadn’t even lived
yet! Or maybe a toddler who had left an impression on the old man’s heart, and then being
snatched away by an illness, or even worse, an accident.
It could be his blessed pet, a dog perhaps or even a cat. Either way they would have meant
the world to him, and to lose them would be wretched. I knew what that feeling felt like. One
became inconsolable, not bear to think of the loyal pet that was a member of the family, or
just as good as anyway. I knew from my own experience that it took a long, long time to get
over that feeling of being left alone, and wondering if there was something you could have
done to prolong their life.
I must have spoken out loud or at least make enough noise for the old man to catch sight of
me lurking in the doorway. He roughly brushed away the tears, blew his nose, then looked
directly at me.
“Look” he said “I know you’ll think me a silly sentimental fool, but I can’t help missing her.”
I nodded respectfully and gave him time to gather his thoughts.
He started up again. “You see it has been almost eight years, but it’s not getting any easier.
I miss her so much. Why! We were inseparable; she was my chariot, I, her gladiator” I must
have looked a little puzzled at that last statement because
he moved toward me and showed me the photo of the
object of his affections. The small 6 x 4 tattered photograph
was not of his wife, nor was it his child, grandchild, or even
a pet. The photo he clutched so tightly and coveted so was
none other than a car.
He saw my shock and quickly blurted out “Ah, but she’s not
just a car as you might be thinking, oh no, she’s a Holden
Kingswood, 1978 model.”
I shook my head in disbelief. I was peeved to think I had felt sorry for the old man that no one
visited in this aged care facility. I would think very carefully before I ever spied or speculated
again.
Copyright Diane Edwards 2018
Vehicle insert not part of Diane’s original story.
					

		

Branch Christmas Lunch
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Our Branch Christmas Lunch was
held on Friday 14th December and
thankfully in a cool airconditioned
room at RAAFA Bullcreek. The
outside temperature on the day
was 39C.
It was a very relaxed event and
everyone enjoyed the interchange
of stories of service activities, family
and plans for Christmas and beyond
in the New Year.
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Bill Dodds may think he has magical
powers but never enough to reset David
Noble's age back that far.

This meeting was again finalised with the ever
successful Raffle and $197.10 was contributed
to assist in our fund raising efforts for the year.
We completed our year with a $500 donation to
Perth Children's Hospital Foundation to enable
them to continue their work in discovering and
furthering research for children nationally and
internationally.

Guests Annette & Tony Tidman, Peter Lincoln MBE
from BESA- Do you think they had advanced advice of
a RBT (Random Breath Testing) unit in the area?

Christmas Mail from North America Branch
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Sent to us By Bill Drummond - Branch Chairman
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Here we are again, another year almost gone, time sure flies when you're having fun. A year of
good times and a few, (very few), bad times.
We came home from Toronto after a great visit with Rielle, Ryan, Teagan, Sophie, Emersyn and
Jacob over the Christmas and New Year, my how these kids grow fast, it seems like yesterday
they were just little babies but what a thrill to see their faces on Christmas morning.
We arrived home to find out from our house sitters that there had been a problem with the
thermostat leaving the house pretty cool. No damage done thank goodness but a good size bill
from the plumbing and heating company.
Zo is still working hard as a National Construction Safety Officer, at present working for Young
Energy Serv, a Calgary company. It means she is still away from home a great deal but that is her
chosen career and she seems to enjoy it, I tell her she likes the job because she gets to order
all these male workers around! It also helps that she is very good at what she does and her
expertise and knowledge of the construction and oilfield business is recognised by the many
company managers she has come into contact with.
I still work part time security with Spruce Meadows Show Jumping Venue, a fantastic place to
work where I have met many nice people from all over the world.
My involvement as President of our local Royal Canadian Legion, combined with my Chairmanship
of the N. America Branch of the Royal Military Police Association keeps me busy when Zo is away
so much.
The beginning of March was our first of the year R.M.P. lunch meetings held at the Royal Canadian
Legion in Bowness, Calgary with a good turn out of Alberta members.
April 7th, in my capacity as Legion President, I had the honour of attending a commemorative
service for the Battle of Vimy Ridge here in Airdrie. I, along with our Member of Parliament,
Blake Richards, our Member of the Alberta Legislative Assembly, Angela Pitt, our City Mayor,
Peter Brown, were speakers at the event which was attended also by a good number of Airdrie
citizens.
The beginning of April saw the beginning of show jumping season at Spruce Meadows and that
along with a few other events on the grounds kept me busy right through till September.
May 30th was the second of our R.M.P. lunches, this time held at Horton Road Legion Branch in
Calgary, again we had a good turn out of members.
The rest of the summer just flew by with Zo and I both working at our jobs, due to our busy
schedules we did not get much use out of our motor home this year.
In July Zo still found time to go to the International Convention for The Fraternal Order of Eagles,
this year, in Dallas Texas where once again they give away thousands and thousands of dollars in
charity money raised throughout the year.
September 4th saw Zo and I flying to St. John's Newfoundland for the annual Royal Military
Police N. America Branch Reunion, again our numbers were down but we managed to attract
enough members to make the event a success. A great time was had by those who attended,
meeting old friends and making some new ones. Newfoundland is often referred to as "The
Rock" and I was a bit dubious about the visit, however it turned out to be a beautiful part of our
country with great scenery and very nice locals who helped make the visit a memorable one.
October and November went by without incident, one thing that did happen however, I was on
duty at Spruce Meadows and engaged a lady about our British accents. She told me that she was
from Yorkshire and I replied that I had some friends there as I was ex Military Police, she then
says so was I and so was my husband, it turns out he is with Calgary City Police Dept. and they
have a few friends in the Calgary area who are also ex RMP. The result of all this is our Christmas
lunch on December 5th held in The Calgary Austrian Cultural Center was a bit bigger than usual
and we gained 7 new members from the chance meeting.
Well, that's our year in review folks, We hope you all have a Happy and Safe Christmas and a
Happy and Healthy New Year.
Lang may yer lum reek!
Bill and Zo
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Well here we are again, closing another year, busily making plans for the holiday season and
looking forward, we hope, to a brand new year.
Our Branch programme for 2018 brought many of us together and we have enjoyed the
company of those who shared experiences in earlier years and benefitted from our service in
Royal Military Police. The training and fine tuning, no matter how intense, helped shape the
people we became. I can think of no other organisation that provides a more diverse range of
duties in such widely extended points in the world.
This year has seen widespread drought in parts of the Eastern States - now floods. We had
record rainfall here in June and this resulted in a record harvest in Western Australia this year.
We achieved our quota in the replacement of Prime Ministers and we now brace ourselves to
face the fantastic life we are all going to experience from the promises of those who are keen
to serve us at the coming election. Let's hope we don't have the format of Brexit.
I was able to achieve some perspective on reading the school reports of my Great Granddaughter
and Great Grandson which I found no less than excellent but I was struck by the approach of
having a section of 'Self Assesment' and the genuine opinion that the students express. It
shows that although things have changed since 'our day' some deep thought and commitment
goes into education, both by teachers and students. The days of 'Could do Better' seem to have
gone and have been replaced. I honestly believe we have young people coming along to play
an exciting part in their world and it's no longer appropriate to the thinking "They don't know
they're born" or 'It wasn't like that in my day". If that's all we have to offer then stand back
and watch them go. Our days as a young one during WW2 that was delighted by a Christmas
present of a truck hand fashioned by someone in the village from an old cocao tin or a rag doll
from some unwearable clothing have gone. When it comes to it, would we have knocked back
an iPad?
Let's face 2019 with some enthusiasm and appreciate the world we have and our ability to
help others that have that little bit less.
Many thanks to the contributors to our Newsletter this year, both regular and casual. It's your
interest that ensures we continue when so many others have faded away. If you haven't seen
your article then could it be you haven't sent it? It's time for New Year's resolutions and yours
could be to rectify that situation. Do your best - Please
			
Merry Christmas and enjoy a Safe, 		

			
		

Healthy and Happy New Year
Best Wishes, Trevor Margetson
Red Caps Western Australia Editor
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