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On behalf of the members of RAMC 
Reunited congratulations to WOI 
Martyn Brabin on assuming the 
Appointment of Army Medical Services 
Command Sergeant Major. 
  
WO1 Brabin joined the Army in 
February 1992 and after completing 
his training passed out as a Combat 

Medical Technician from Keogh 
Barracks in Jan 1993. 
 
WO1 Brabin was posted to 23 
Parachute Field Ambulance in 
February 1993 where he served for 
almost 6 years and gained his British 
Military Parachute Wings and 
deployed on Operation GABRIEL to 
Rwanda in 1994 and Operation 
BANNER to Northern Ireland in 1996. 
 
In October 1998 he was posted to the 
Infantry Training Centre (Catterick) 
where he served as the medic in 
support of All Arms Pre parachute 
Selection (P Company) for a 2 year 
period. 
 
In November 1998, he was posted to 
the newly formed 16 Close Support 
Medical Regiment in Colchester where 
he deployed on Operation AGRICOLA 
6 in 2001 and Operation TELIC 1 in 
2003. 
 
In September 2005, WO1 Brabin was 
then assigned as a Permanent Staff 
Instructor to 144 Medical Squadron in 
Hornsey , London before being moved 
back to 16 Medical Regiment in 
February 2008 where he twice 
deployed to Afghanistan on Operations 
HERRICK 8 and 13 both as the Close 
Support Squadron Sergeant Major. 
After a 2 year stint as the RQMS, he 
was then the RSM of 16 Medical 
Regiment from April 2013 to March 
2015. 
 
WO1 Brabin was selected for LE 
Commission in November 2014 and 
subsequently selected to become the 
first Army Medical Services Command 
Sergeant Major and took up the post in 
April 2015. 
 
He remains a keen sportsman, and is 
a supporter of Wigan Warriors Rugby 



League team and a devoted follower of 
Bolton Wanderers football club! 
 
WO1 Brabin has been married to 
Samantha for 7 years and has a 13 
year old daughter Erin, and a 2 year 
old son Mason.   
 
ARMY MEDICAL SERVICES PAST & 
PRESENT DINNER  

 
I have reliably been informed that the 
next AMS Past & Present Dinner will 
be taking place at Sandhurst on 17th 
October 2015.  Those eligible to attend 
please put this date in you diaries.  
 
 
VETERANS UK 2015 – ARMED 
FORCES PENSION SCHEME (AFPS) 
NEWSLETTER 
 
I am in receipt of the above newsletter 
like the majority of you.  However, for 
those who are not in receipt of the 
newsletter, and have a query in 
relation to their pension, I have 
extracted the following points of 
contact for your information. 
 
JPAC Enquiry Centre 
 
You can call the JPAC Enquiry Centre 
who can help to resolve your pension 
enquiry. The service operates from 
Monday to Friday 7am to 7pm and 
should you have any AFPS queries, 
you can contact them on: 0800 085 
3600 from the UK or 0044 141 224 
3600 if calling from abroad. 
 
When making contact, please make 
sure that you quote your Service and 
National Insurance number or the 
Service and National Insurance 
number of the person to whom the 
pension relates. We aim to respond 
fully to your enquiry within ten working 
days or sooner if possible.  
 

Alternatively, you can contact us by 
email at: 
 
 
DBS-PensionsHelp@dbspv.mod.uk  
 

 
or by post at: 

 
Veterans UK, Pensions Division, Mail 
Point 480, Kentigern House, 65 Brown 
Street, GLASGOW, G2 8EX 
 
Eguiniti Paymaster (EP) - 
Communications Centre 
 

EP makes the payment of all Armed 
Forces Pensions on behalf of Veterans 
UK. Where we refer to EP in this letter, 
It means that this is part of the process 
that they deliver on behalf of Veterans 
UK. 
 
Enquires relating to pension payments, 
changes to your banking details and 
P60 information should be directed to 
the EP Communications Centre. The 
service operates from Monday to 
Friday 8am to 6pm and you can 
contact them on: 
 
Telephone: 0845 121 2514.  
From abroad: 0044 1903 768625  
Fax Number: 01293 604010 
 
Lines are very busy on Mondays so if 
your call is not urgent, you may find it 
more convenient to contact EP from 
Tuesday to Friday. When contacting 
EP, please make sure that you quote 
your EP Reference number and 
National Insurance number and 
provide a daytime telephone number if 
possible. 
 
EP should respond to your enquiry 
within five working days although it 
may take up to ten working days for a 
reply to be dispatched during busier 
periods. If you telephone, fax or email 
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EP it may be necessary for them to 
reply by post. EP contact details are as 
follows: 
Postal address: Equiniti Paymaster, 
PO Box 1246, Sutherland House, 
Russell Way,CRAWLEY, RH10 OHZ 
 
Email: 
 
Veteransukpensions@equiniti.com 

 
Please keep this information 
somewhere safe so that you can 
access the contact details you need if 
you have a pension query during the 
coming year. 
 
JOURNEY ON THE TROOPSHIP MV 
GEORGIC TO THE FAR EAST – 
(CONTINUED) 

 
The following article is a continuation 
of Terry Hardy’s memoires of his time 
whilst serving National Service. This 
article covers the remainder of his 
voyage on the Troop Ship MV Georgic 
and his disembarkation. 
 

The Indian Ocean 
 

Disaster off the coast of Mauritius 
 
Life had taken on quite a pleasant 
pattern as we cruised south from Suez  
through the Red Sea and beyond 
Aden - no shore leave there as we 
were only there for supplies and to 
take on fuel and water (more Epsom 
salts), and so on. We were heading for 
Mauritius, that idyllic island in the 
Indian Ocean. We had taken some 
Mauritian troops on board during our 
brief stop in Egypt and had to off load 
them.  
 
My little (illegal) ‘business’ was going 
steadily and the shillings were rolling 
in. I had the bath constantly filled to 
the brim with washing and starching 
and my mate was doing a grand job in 

the ironing department in his miniscule 
cabin somewhere down below; our 
clients seemed satisfied. The Padre 
was no trouble and my main task was 
to keep him supplied with paperback 
books, which I had to scrounge from 
the troops, and keep him fed with any 
luxury items I could scrounge from the 
galley. He was still none too well and 
was no bother at all. We had 
encouraging conversations about my 
little business venture and I had no 
calms that he might spill the beans. He 
seemed to enjoy my initiative.  
 
Importantly, I was keeping the fridge 
well stocked with fresh fruit - oranges, 
bananas and pineapples - and a quite 
large number of cans of beer which I 
scrounged under false pretences on 
behalf of my patient. “Oh, thanks for 
asking, yes the Padre is feeling a little 
better today but he never stops 
complaining about his sore throat and 
would really like a few cans of beer if 
you can spare them”.  
 
The galley crew were obliging and 
never asked me awkward questions; 
my fridge was well, almost over 
stocked and I was “living the life of 
Riley!” 
 
The day came when we parked off the 
coast of Mauritius at the little capital of 
Port Louis. Our flags were flying 
proudly at the mast head and it was a 
grand sight. I did not realise the 
significance of the large plain yellow 
flag which seemed to have some 
precedence. It was later that I came to 
know, only too well, the flag was to 
advertise the fact that we had 
infectious diseases aboard - my 
patient, the Padre, and the child with 
measles. It was the ‘Yellow Duster’! 
 
I watched in fascination as small boats 
came and went. Brightly coloured 
birds, including an almost fluorescent 
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yellow canary, alighted by my hand on 
the rail. The sea was turquoise and flat 
calm and I could see pipefish scurrying 
around. Then I noticed a small, but 
somehow important looking, boat 
clearly carrying important persons 
heading towards us. “I wonder who 
that is” I enquired. “Oh that is the Port 
of Health Authority chap - he is coming 
to inspect the hospital as we have an 
infectious disease on the ship” my 
colleague said. “Oh my God” - I blurted 
out and disappeared at great speed to 
attempt the impossible and tidy up.  
 
I was too late. As I struggled in vain I 
was suddenly confronted by a bevy of 
immaculately dressed men whose 
sleeves were festooned with gold 
stripes and, glowering in the 
background, the ship’s RSM. There 
was the ship’s surgeon, the RAMC 
surgeon, the Officer Commanding, the 
RSM, the civilian Port of Health chap 
and various flunkies. They flowed in to 
my tiny domain and thrust past me. 
The Padre buried his head in his latest 
lurid paperback, little nurse, dressed in 
a becoming bathing costume not her 
starched uniform, hid to tend the 
measles victim: the child was 
screaming blue murder so there was 
an excuse for nurse to do a bunk. But I 
was trapped.  
 
Then it started and the conversation 
went something like this:   
 
 “What’s in here? The hospital 
bathroom Sir”. “Open it. What’s all this 
in the bath?” “The Padres washing 
Sir”. “What, all of it?”  “Yes Sir, he is 
infectious and I have to sterilise all of 
his kit”. Then to the fridge: “Open it. 
What the hell is all this?” Pineapples 
and cans of beer, oranges, various ‘tit 
bits’ and Lord knows what else 
cascaded out in great profusion, 
covering the floor: it was like Covent 
Garden market.  The door to the 

Padre’s little room was open. I could 
see him slide beneath the bedding 
making little attempt to come to my 
rescue. “This is all for the Padre Sir. 
He needs the fruit and he gets very 
thirsty too”. “I don’t believe a bloody 
word of this nonsense, one of the 
entourage muttered” and they beat a 
retreat, leaving me wondering what it 
was going to be like shackled in the 
hold until I was off loaded in Hong 
Kong. The RSM looked at me and said 
“I will deal with you later” and 
disappeared after the rest of the mob.  
 
This was not a good situation and the 
first thing I had to do was get rid of the 
washing and de stock the fridge to 
reasonable proportions. Business was 
now closed for the remainder of the 
trip!  A follow up visit was traumatic 
and there were dire threats of “I’ll have 
you below – what do you think this is, 
a bleeding hotel?” I stood in silence 
and the Padre came to my rescue 
saying what a wonderful job I had 
been doing and how he needed me, at 
least for a while. It was ‘for a while’ 
and, inevitably, I was to loose this 
wonderful appointment before the end 
of the voyage.  
 
 

Colombo : a rickshaw race to the 
pub. 

 
So, it was off now to Colombo, the 
next port of call, and my first trip 
ashore for a few hours. My ‘Business 
Colleague’ joined me and as an 
unlikely twosome, we ventured on to 
the bustling streets of the city. After a 
wander around, we decided enough 
was enough and I had now seen 
sufficient natives squatting on their 
haunches, chewing beetle nut and 
spitting the blood red juice with gay 
abandon. At first I thought they all had 
some dread disease and were 
haemorrhaging! We needed a beer 



and at a convenient time, some 
pestering native said there was a good 
‘pub’ next to a wonderful temple which 
we must see and he would take us by 
rickshaw. In a moment of madness we 
agreed but decided to have a rickshaw 
each. My ‘friend’ suggested we should 
have a race and “wake the buggers 
up”. After some feeble bargaining over 
the fare, off we went, first at a 
moderate speed but then they thought 
it was the Monaco Grand Prix. After 
some time, I started to get a little 
nervous as there was no stopping my 
chariot driver and I had an eye on my 
watch, not wanting to have to walk the 
rest of the way to Hong Kong. 
Eventually we stopped at the so-called 
‘pub’ which was a large dark hut with 
an earth floor, teeming with filthy 
natives in turbans smoking something 
which was certainly not Woodbines! 
We did get our beer and were 
reasonably relaxed - this was ‘great 
colour’ (no temple though) and we 
thought that this was such a wonderful 
experience: what a shame the others 
hadn’t joined us.  
 
We decided we had better get back to 
the ship. “OK mate, off we go now, 
back to the quay side please” and we 
clambered aboard our respective 
rickshaws and waited patiently for 
some action – nothing! The two 
‘Mouglis’ - or whatever our two drivers 
were called, flatly refused to take us 
until we had parted with an 
astronomical number of our precious 
rupees, the proceeds of our hard 
earned business venture. After much 
swearing, cussing and goading, we 
were off and safely back to the 
quayside and in sight, of the by now 
friendly, Georgic. 
 
We met up with more shipmates and 
explained that our two drivers needed 
a lesson. We gathered as many 
coconuts, rotting vegetables and 

stinking fish and the like, as we could 
and at the last moment, before the little 
ship to shore boat headed out to 
safety, we opened an almighty barrage 
which the Royal Artillery guys must 
have been proud of. 
 

Surgery in the Strait of Malacca. 

 
We continued our long voyage in 
relative calm and the beauty of the 
Indian Ocean, across the Bay of 
Bengal and into the Strait of Malacca 
with the Malay Peninsula on the port 
side and Sumatra to starboard. Night 
or day, the journey was awe inspiring - 
sunsets, the phosphorescence of the 
sea along the great black hull as the 
ship cut through. There were ‘flying’ 
fish and dolphins. Our next destination 
was Singapore. 
 
Somewhere in the Strait of Malacca, I 
was called on to assist in the 
“operating theatre”: this sounded 
exciting (and it was) but where was it? 
I reported to the ‘MI’ room and met the 
ship’s surgeon again. “Some lad has 
appendicitis and we are going to 
remove the offending item for him. I 
want you to lend a hand, get the ops. 
room ready and assist at the 
operation”. My training had not quite 
run to this and it sounded a bit 
daunting but the ‘boss man surgeon’, a 
short thick set chap festooned with 
gold braid, seemed at ease so I should 
show the same avant garde approach 
and try to make amends for my earlier 
misdemeanours. “Right Sir, where is 
the operating theatre?” “Right here, 
you are standing in it”, he said. “Just 
get it ready”.  
 
This meant stripping the small room of 
all but immovable furniture, screwing 
the portholes down and sealing them, 
blocking and sealing the air-
conditioning, scrubbing the place out, 
finding the instrument cupboard and 



emptying the meagre contents into a 
sterilisation thing which looked like a 
sophisticated saucepan. I was on my 
own. It was mighty hot and the 
humidity was unbearable. Next was 
the instruction to “get the oxygen 
cylinders up”. This meant a trip down  
to some dark hold below countless 
decks and then dragging two 
enormous cylinders up and into the 
newly constructed ‘Operating Theatre’. 
Problem! Both of the rusting cylinders 
were inoperable as the valves were 
completely seized and solid. “Oh well, 
never mind, we will manage without 
the damned oxygen”. I could hardly 
believe it. “What about the 
anaesthetic” I was asked – “go on lad, 
show a leg, it’s in little round metal tins 
with small caps: better get several 
while you are at it and they are down 
in the hold somewhere too”. Again, I 
was somewhat aghast. ‘We’ - well the 
medic and any other hangers on - 
were going to operate on some poor 
guy in this primitive environment, using 
peroxide laden ether as an 
anaesthetic, and with no oxygen or, 
indeed, any other of the 
accoutrements around that are taken 
for granted nowadays. My last task 
was to fix the operating table. This was 
a very simple, dead flat table, which 
was on a pedestal which I had to 
screw into a hole in the floor, attaching 
stainless steel guy ropes to stop it 
wobbling around “just in case the sea 
cuts up a bit rough” he said. 
 
In due course a rather nice nurse 
appeared together with the RAMC 
surgeon and another chap who, it 
turned out, was the ship’s pharmacist. 
The splendid team were short of one 
item - the patient: he duly appeared 
and looked for the time being, 
reasonably healthy. Not for long, I 
thought. 
 

After the briefest of consultation and 
some encouraging words to the 
patient, and much scrubbing down 
(and up) it was decided that we should 
‘go for it’. First, anaesthetise the poor 
individual. This highly skilled and 
complicated affair consisted of laying a 
wad of gauze over his face and 
dropping ether from one of the cans on 
to it. Needless to say, he was not 
particular happy with this treatment 
and there as a fair amount of 
struggling and gasping and swearing 
too. The cans were very old and must 
have been loaded with peroxide and 
we were working in a highly explosive 
atmosphere. I was conscious that at 
any time there could be a blinding 
flash and we would all end up at the 
bottom of the ocean! One can, two 
cans and he was still struggling. Then 
he seemed to calm down and be ‘out’. 
We were nearly ‘out’ too in that 
unventilated and very hot ether loaded 
environment. “OK, let’s try him” the 
surgeon muttered and drew his scalpel 
gently along the bulging abdomen. 
There was quite a lot of shuddering 
and, then, “oh, give him a bit more”. 
Then at last, the patient really was out, 
surgery commenced and, 
miraculously, ended without further 
ado with the offending appendix in the 
kidney bowel. There was little blood, 
which was a good thing as we had 
none to give him anyway. The surgeon 
spiralled upwards in my estimation. 
 
My final contribution in this dangerous 
farce seemed to be orientated to 
keeping the patient alive and get him 
back to the real World. I had to spend 
the night sleeping next to him in the 
small sick bay. I was terrified in case 
he died on me  
and I should get the blame, so I took to 
prodding him at frequent intervals. He 
did survive, at least as far as 
Singapore where, presumably, we 
dumped him. I escaped back to my 



small but comfortable kennel up in the 
isolation hospital. The Padre seemed 
to think I had done a good job and we 
had a beer (or was it two). 
 
A shopping spree in Singapore and 

beer at Raffles. 
 
The remainder of the passage to 
Singapore was uneventful and we 
were all disappointed to learn that 
there was to be no shore leave 
whatsoever for anyone.  
Well, there was one exception! 
 
The Padre’s wife, still down below 
somewhere (I never did meet her) was 
in dire need of a large packet of Tide - 
this was the number one washing 
powder of that time. Padre approached 
me and asked if I would mind going 
ashore and to try to find some and he 
would ‘fix it’ for me to go. I was off like 
a shot and a jeep was provided: a very 
curious mission and one which I 
doubted if I could accomplish, but a 
fantastic opportunity none the less.  
 
Singapore was very ‘Chinese’ at that 
time and very colourful too - or 
certainly the area we cruised down 
was - and it was my first realisation 
that I was now in Asia. 
We parked the jeep and wandered 
among the tiny shops and little market 
like areas and I forgot, for the moment, 
that I had to find that very English of 
products, a packet of Tide; honour was 
at stake. Well, by some miracle, 
suddenly, there it was: a large packet 
of the magic powder with its distinctive 
orange and white pack markings with 
the big blue lettering. I didn’t waste 
time bargaining but just grabbed it 
before it became some sort of mirage 
and disappeared. Crazy, here I was, 
within my first hour on Asian soil, 
pottering about shopping and buying a 
packet of tide! 
 

That little mission over successfully, 
my driver made the next logical 
suggestion - “what about a beer 
Ginge?” “Don’t hold me back - but 
where?” “Only one place in Singapore 
mate - Raffles”. I couldn’t believe it. 
We had the cheek to drive up to 
probably the most famous hotel in 
Asia, walk straight in, turn right I 
remember, to the bar and order a 
couple of beers. The barman, all 
togged up in black tie, didn’t turn a hair 
and provided us with the golden nectar 
without question. They must have 
thought I was some Field Marshal 
chap and that all my ‘pips’, gold 
badges and medals had fallen off! 
 
Back on board the Georgic I proudly 
dumped my brown paper bag with 
precious contents on the Padre’s bed. 
“What have you got there” he said. “Oh 
just a packet of Tide for your wife” I 
said. He was absolutely delighted and 
could hardly believe it (neither could I). 
 
And so our long journey was nearing 
its end and we were on our final 
approach to Hong Kong, “Gateway to 
China”. 
 

Hong Kong. 

 
The end of an extraordinary 35 days. 
 
I awoke early that Sunday morning, 
6th. March 1955 and already, land was 
in sight - China. We approached Hong 
Kong from the East, not as I had 
thought, from the West, and so as we 
passed through Lei Mun gap we had 
the Island on our left (sorry, port) side 
and at first this confused me. We 
cruised very slowly and majestically 
along the water front, past Stanley 
Fort, North Point, Causeway Bay and 
Wanchai, turned slowly and edged our 
way to Ocean Bay Terminal at the tip 
of the Kowloon peninsula.  
 



The old Georgic was suddenly still, not 
a clang or shudder. I could almost hear 
her give a satisfied sigh: the old lady 
had got me to the other side of the 
World in safety and a little bit wiser. I 
had arrived in that magic Colony and 
Asia. 
 
I watched, entranced, and from our 
high decks as little children dived off 
the quay side to catch our tossed coins 
as they slowly sank, glittering in the 
bright sunshine. The harbour was 
heaving with activity with diminutive 
sampans and junks, with ribbed sails, 
of all sizes. There were great and 
small merchant ships, war ships and 
other vessels of every description. We 
were soon swamped by dockyard 
workers heaving great ropes to secure 
us, and others clambering up the 
gangways. Hatchways were opened 
and cranes started to haul our cargo - 
my kit bag somewhere amongst it, I 
hoped. 
 
Soon, we were suddenly off the ship 
and on the solid quay of Ocean 
Terminal, lining up for our respective 
transport trucks. A few hasty “cheers 
mate”, a last, sad, look back at the MV 
Georgic. I had developed a ‘love affair’ 
for that old ship and she still has a 
special niche in my heart. Now I was 
on my own again, in a jeep and on my 
way to new adventures and 
experiences and new ‘mates’. (To be 
Continued) 

 
 
RAMC REUNITED LIVERPOOL 2016 
POLO SHIRT 

 
Alan Morton has designed a Polo Shirt 
for the 2016 RAMC Reunited Reunion 
and has arranged for its production 
through Select Uniform.   
 

         
            
 
When Alan advertised the polo shirt on 
FB a large number of members 
indicated that they would like one, and 
as a result of the interest, he went 
ahead and arranged for its production.  
He has been notified by the firm that 
as at the middle of April only four 
orders have been placed.  If you would 
like to order a polo shirt – I have not 
long received my shirt and it looks 
good. Can I please ask those 
members amongst us who indicated 
that they would like one, please place 
an order for the polo shirt with or 
without the year being displayed by 
going to: 
 
http://selectuniform.co.uk/index.php
?route=product%2Fproduct&produc
t_id=119   
 
When ordering please quote order 
code RAMC2015. 

 
Any problems please contact either 
Alan at: alanmorton99@msn.com or  
PM him on FB.  You can also contact 
me at: michael.mccran@gmail.com 
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TURNING OF THE PAGE 
CEREMONY – WESTMINSTER 
ABBEY 
 
Just to remind members of the dates 
for the above Ceremony. 
 
DATE   UNIT 

 
4 July 2015  MDHU(N) 
 
3 October 2015 34 Fd Hosp 
 
5 December 2015 335 Medical Evac         

Regiment 
 
The Books are now located under the  
RAMC windows at the front of the  
Abbey. 
 
The Ceremony always starts at  
1100 hrs sharp. 
 
Those wishing to attend should be in  
at the designated location before  
1045hrs so that they can be in position  
and, if they need a seat then earlier as  
there are only approximately 20 seats. 
 
Those attending should state that  
they are attending the RAMC Service  
and will be allowed in. 
 
Are there any members who have 
performed this Ceremony and would 
like to share them with us? 
 
UNVEILING OF THE RAMC 
MEMORIAL STATUE 
 

The Memorial Statue Project was 
undertaken by Marie Ellis, RAMC 
Regimental Secretary six years ago.  
She has spent many hours on the 
project and during the last two years 
has been ably assisted by the outgoing 
Corps RSM Andy Game.  I am sure 
that I speak on behalf of everyone 
when thanking them both for such an 
achievement. 

Two hundred and fifty plus ex  
Members of the Corps, a large 
contingent of serving personnel and 17 
RAMC Association Branch Standard 
Bearers saw the fruition of the project 
when the Memorial Statue was 
unveiled in the RAMC Grove at the 
National Memorial Arboretum on 
Wednesday 13th May 2015 by His 
Royal Highness The Duke of 
Gloucester KG GCVO Colonel in Chief 
Royal Army Medical Corps.  
 
The statue now takes pride and place 
within the RAMC Grove and will be a 
reminder to us all of those members of 
the RAMC who devoted their lives to 
the service of their Corps.  
 
I was proud to be there, and for those 
who were unable to make it, I recorded 
the event and would like to share it 
with you.  
 
The quality of the final outcome is not 
quite up to the standard of a BBC 
documentary.  Please enjoy watching 
it. 
 
Please go to this link to view the video:  
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1I_
nHQ5OjIc&feature=youtu.be 
 
 
RAMC/RADC OLD BOYS REUNION 
DINNER 2015 

 
The OB’s Committee have requested 
that I republish info on the coming 
Dinner in August, as the response to 
attendance to date has been poor. 
 
The above Dinner is to take place on 
Saturday 22nd August 2015 in the 
Army Medical Services Officers Mess 
1800 for 1930 hours.  Information on 
this event has been placed on various 
FB Groups and the Forum Section of 
the RAMC Reunited website.  I have 
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also included in my dropbox account.  
For further information please go to: 
https://www.dropbox.com/s/cee12xn0e
ijtnjc/Letter%20for%20OB%20Reunion
%20Dinner%202015.docx?dl=0 
 
Patrick Martin who currently resides in 
the Norwich area is attending the OB’s 
Reunion Dinner and, if there is anyone 
within the Norwich area who is also 
attending and would like a lift to and 
from Camberley, please contact 
Patrick at:  tiggs1810@yahoo.co.uk   
 
HIS MAJESTY’S HOSPITAL SHIP 
GLENART CASTLE 

 
I was sat next to Bob Law, Secretary 
of the Bristol Branch of the RAMC 
Association at the buffet lunch 
following the unveiling ceremony of the 
Memorial Statue in the RAMC Grove, 
National Memorial Arboretum on 
Wednesday 13th May 2015.  He 
informed me of the sinking of the 
above Hospital Ship and the memorial 
which is located on the top of the cliffs 
at Hartland Point on the North coast of 
Devon 
 
Bob has kindly sent me the 
information, photos and the newspaper 
articles on the sinking of the HMHS 
Glenart Castle, which I have appended 
below: 
 
Operator: Union-Castle Line 
Builder: Harland and Wolff 
Launched: 20 September 1900 
Completed: 6 December 1900  
Tonnage: 6,807 tons gross 
Formerly:  The Galician 

 
Fate: Torpedoed by German U-boat 

UC-56, 26 February 1918. Wreck lies 
approximately 10 mi (16 km) west of 
Lundy Island in 240 ft (73 m) of water 
POS - 51:07N 05:03W. 
 

In the early morning hours of February 
26, 1918 HMHS Glenart Castle had 
just entered the Celtic Sea after 
leaving Newport (Wales) en route to 
France to pick up wounded, she was 
sailing with only her crew and hospital 
staff. 
 
At about 0400 hrs two torpedoes hit 
the Glenart Castle on her starboard 
side, almost immediately all power was 
lost and all lights went out, the ship 
was plunged into darkness. Reports 
vary but it is believed that the ship 
sunk in about 7 minutes. One lifeboat 
had been destroyed by the explosions 
and others had much difficulty getting 
into the water, however seven boats 
were got away, but only one was ever 
found.  
 
Most of the people on the ship were 
inside, probably sleeping and had little 
chance of getting off after the lights 
went out, a dark and rolling ship, 
sinking fast and listing hard would 
have made moving about almost 
impossible. The sad fact is that only 
those who were awake alert and on 
deck or close to an exit would have 
had any chance at all. 
 
She sank stern first taking a number of 
her charges into the depths with her 
and leaving many others in the cold 
and churning waters. Heavy seas were 
running, rollers about 20' high were 
reported and this made searching for 
others almost impossible.  
 
Several hours after the sinking the first 
survivors, 22 in total, were found by 
the French schooner Faon. The ship 
remained in the area for two hours, but 
was unable to locate any other 
survivors. 
 
About 1300 hrs that afternoon the USS 
Parker DD-48 picked up another 9 
survivors. 
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Another 7 other survivors were picked 
up, they were landed at Pembroke. 
 
U-BOOT UC-56  
 
The Captain, Kapitänleutnant d. R. 
Wilhelm Kiesewetter, claimed that 
there were few lights on the ship and 
thought she was an armed 
Merchantman.  
 
The boat was later interned in Spain. 
 
Kiesewetter was later arrested at 
Falmouth on 6th May 1919 and 
imprisoned. He was later released 
(diplomatic safe conduct?). He then 
disappeared until WW2 when he 
became the oldest U-Boot commander 
at the age of 62.  
 
 
HMHS GLENART CASTLE - 
SERVICE CASUALTIES 
 
ROYAL ARMY MEDICAL CORPS 
 
Furness James C  Lt Colonel  
Kelsey Arthur E  Captain 
Moysey Lewis            Captain 
Stainsby John A  Lieutenant 
Young   George W             Captain 
   
Abrahamson Alexander Private 
Adams George W Private 
Bamford Ernest            Private 
Benham Harry            Private 
Birch Thomas            Private 
Blench William Private 
Breakell George Private 
Brice Alfred                      Private 
Brown Arthur G           Private 
Clamp Charles           Private 
Cumber William         Staff Sergeant  
Daniel Llewellyn           Private 
Donnelly Henry           Private 
Duncan Andrew         Lance Corporal  
Ferguson John           Private 
Gerdes Samuel   Lance Corporal  

Gilchrist Lyon            Private 
Goldsworthy John            Private 
Grimsley William T Private 
Hay William             Private 
Hutson George T Private 
Hyatt Thomas            Private 
Jardine Joseph Private 
Kelso David                      Corporal 
Last Albert V           Private 
Lund Samuel H           Private 
Lyon Gilchrist            Private 
Mavor George           Private 
McMeekin James          Private 
Norton John           Private 
Parry John                      Private 
Richmond William Private 
Ritchie John       Staff Sergeant  
Rogers Percy            Private 
Simpson Frederick Private 
Small William           Private 
Smith William A           Private 
Turner Edward C          Sergeant Major  
Underhill Reuben         Private 
Vine Frederick T      Lance Corporal  
Wadsworth Harold V Private 
Wright  John                      Private 
Wright Thomas H           Private 
   
 
QUEEN ALEXANDRA’S IMPERIAL 
MILITARY NURSING SERVICE 
RESERVE 1 

 
Beaufoy Katy            Matron 
Beresford Rebecca R Staff Nurse 
Blake Edith                       Staff Nurse 
Edgar Elizabeth            Staff Nurse 
Evans Jane                       Sister 
Henry Charlotte E            Staff Nurse 
Kendall Rose E Sister 
   
 
TERRITORIAL FORCE NURSING 
SERVICE 
 
MacKinnon Mary            Staff Nurse 
   
 
 
 



ARMY CHAPLAIN’S DEPARTMENT 
 
Edinger Rev Frank H Chaplain 4th 
Class 
McIlvaine Rev John J Chaplain 4th 
Class 
   
 
1 The resources available to me show 
different titles. I have chosen to use 
those recorded in The British Journal 
of Nursing - Volume 60, 16th March 
1918 (p185). In the book based on 
Matron Katy Beaufoy’s Diary (Matron 
at War) she refers to QAIMSR for most 
of the nurses. 
 
The relatives of the Matron, Katy 
Beaufoy, funded a permanent 
Memorial to all those lost on the 
Glenart Castle. This Memorial is 
located on the top of the cliffs at 
Hartland Point on the North coast of 
Devon. This location was chosen as 
the closest point on the mainland to 
where the wreck of ship now lies.  
 
The memorial was dedicated in 2002 
and since that date there has been an 
annual Memorial Service held on 26th 
February (the anniversary of the 
sinking). 
 
 
THE GLENART CASTLE MEMORIAL 

 
 
  
 

Fortunately the location is in a farming 
area – baler twine was available to 
keep the wreaths in position! 
 

 
 
ADDITIONAL REMARKS: 

 
The location is not for the faint 
hearted, especially on a winter’s day 
with a near gales coming off the sea 
(and the other three directions at the 
same time!). The route is part of the 
Coastal Path so there is a climb after 
leaving the car park before going 
across a field.  I show what the well-
dressed Association Branch 
Secretaries should wear! 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 
I also came across this in my 
searches: 
 

 
  
Private Thomas Birch 
84908 Royal Army Medical Corps 
Lived at 16 Mount Pleasant Street, 
Burnley, Lancashire. 
Died at sea 26th February 1918 



Bob states those who arranged the 
initial ceremony back in 2002 and 
every year since are planning to 
arrange the Centenary Ceremony of 
the sinking of the HMHS Glenart 
Castle.  Details are not yet known.  He 
has contacted the QARANC and 
Chaplains Department in order to drum 
up some support and attendance at 
the Centenary event.  Those members 
wishing information on the event can 
contact the Bristol Branch of the 
RAMC association at: 
bristolams@aol.com 
 
Bob, thank you for sharing this with us. 
 

bristolams@aol.com

