UNIVERSITY OF
MANCHESTER MEDICS
CAPTAIN CHARLES BERTRAM
MARSHALL MD

Captain Marshall was the youngest
son of William Marshall J.P and his
wife Sarah and was born in Rochdale
in 1888. He was educated at Rochdale
Central School and then Manchester
Grammar School. After the family
moved to Cheadle Hulme he went on
to study medicine at Manchester
University where he gained his MB in
1909, a Diploma in Public Health in

1911, and his MD in 1913. After
graduating he worked at Rochdale
Infirmary, Ancoats Hospital and
Manchester Royal Infirmary as well as
working part time as an Anatomy
Demonstrator at the University. He
was commissioned into the T.A
serving with the 3rd East Lancashire
Field Ambulance, and when War broke
out was involved in training newly
recruited combat medics. As the 3rd
East Lancashire Field Ambulance was
on active service overseas a reserve
unit was formed in the U.K the 2/3rd
East Lancashire Field Ambulance and
Captain Marshall became its
Commanding Officer in June 1915.
However casualties in the original
Lancashire Field Ambulances in
Gallipoli meant that the reserve units
were called upon to send
reinforcement’s and volunteers from
the 2/2nd and 2/3rd East Lancashire
Field Ambulances under the command
of Captain Marshall where sent out in
late July 1915 aboard H.M.T Royal
Edward bound for Gallipoli. However
on the 13th August 1915 the Royal
Edward was torpedoed just off the
Gallipoli Peninsula by the German
submarine U14. Of the 851 men lost
when the ship was hit, 35 came from
the 2/3rd East Lancashire Field
Ambulance. Captain Marshall was
recorded by witnesses as having died
while trying to evacuate his men from
the sinking ship. He was 27 years old.
In a letter Lieutenant F B Smith of the
2/3rd Field Ambulance later recorded
“I have not told you what a corporal of
our section has told me, that he saw
Capt. Marshall, long after he himself
was in the water, still on the highest
deck with the captain of the ship,
revolver in hand, encouraging and
controlling the men. He had no need to
use his weapon because discipline
was splendid. The men knew his worth
and not one but has spoken to me
sadly of our loss. Such a cool

courageous sticking to duty was
characteristic of the man he was."

Regiment/Service: Royal Army
Medical Corps 2nd/3rd East Lancs Fd
Amb Panel Reference: Panel 199 and
200 or 236 to 239 and 328.
Memorial:

HELLES MEMORIAL

Additional Information: Son of William
and Sarah Marshall, of Greenwood
Lee, The Park, Cheadle Hulme,
Stockport.
Marshall, Charles Bertram. Son of
William Marshall, J. P., Greenwood
Lee, Bramhall Park, Cheadle Hulme.
Born 1888. Rochdale Central S. ;
Manchester G.S. M.U. : 1904; M.D.
1913; D.P.H. 1911. Dem. in Anatomy;
House Surgeon at Bradford Royal
Infirmary. Gaz. Aug. 1914 ; R.A.M.C. ;
Capt. ; O.C. 2/3rd E. Lane. Field Amb.
Drowned 13th Aug. 1915 in Aegean
Sea by the torpedoing of H.M.T. Royal
Edward.
Articles published on the sinking of
HMT Royal Edward in the Manchester
Guardian are appended to this
newsletter.
R.A.M.C in the Great War web site www.ramc-ww1.com
The Serpent – University of
Manchester
Manchester Guardian – Aug 18th
1915, Sept 6th 1915
SUPPLEMENT TO THE LONDON
GAZETTE, 17 MARCH, 1915
3rd East Lancashire Field Ambulance;
Lieutenant Charles Bertram Marshall,
M.B., to be Captain (temporary) Dated
27th February, 1915.
MARSHALL, CHARLES BERTRAM
Rank:
Date of Death:
Age:

Captain
13/08/1915
27

Stockport in the Great War web site www.stockport.co.uk
Cross of Sacrifice – Officers Who Died
1914-19. S.D & D.B. Jarvis ISBN
1781517614
Mike Whitworth, Manchester Museum

CAPTAIN ERNEST BOSDIN
LEECH MD

Ernest Bosdin Leech was born in 1875
in Manchester son of a wealthy local
cotton magnet and land owner.
Educated at Cambridge and
Manchester University on graduation
he became a physician and later
joined Manchester Royal infirmary. By
1914 was a lecturer in the School of
Medicine at Manchester University. On
the outbreak of war he volunteered to
serve in the British Red Cross Hospital
at Worsley Hall as a medical officer.
Here he treated the first casualties to
arrive from the front these being
Belgian soldiers. In February 1915 he
enlisted in the Royal Army Medical
Corps and served in France from late
1915. He fell in love while overseas
with Mary Barker whom he married
while on leave in 1916. During the
course of the War he would write her
over 600 letters. These still exist and
are held by Cheetham`s Library.
Mike Whitworth, Manchester Museum

CAPTAIN EUGENE PATRICK
LEAHY MB,ChB
Eugene Patrick Leahy was born in
1889, the son of Mr David Leahy J.P of
Glengormley, Belfast. He was
educated at St. Malachy`s College
Belfast and came to Manchester
University to study medicine between
1907 and 1913, gaining an M.B and
Ch.B. He went on to work at Chester
Infirmary before setting up in General
Practise in Belfast.
He enlisted in the Royal Army Medical
Corps in February 1915 and by 1916
was a Captain serving in France with
the 61st Field Ambulance, R.A.M.C.
He was seriously wounded in the
September fighting on the Somme and
died of his wounds on the 18th
September 1916.
He was buried in Grove Town
Cemetery, Meaulte, France.
www.everymanremembered.org
British Medical Journal – September
30th 1916
Manchester University – Roll of
Service
Mike Whitworth – Manchester Museum

CAPTAIN GEORGE ROBERT
HITCHIN MB, ChB

George Robert Hitchin was born on
30th December 1878, the son of
Robert and Dora Hitchin of 15
Ormerod Road, Burnley, Lancashire.
His father was a Chemist and George
attended Burnley Grammar School
and later Ellesmere College in
Shropshire before entering
Manchester University to study
Medicine in 1887. He qualified in M.B
and Ch.B in 1903. Joining the
Merchant Navy at first he held a
number of posts as Ships Surgeon on
steamships on the Far East and South
American roots before leaving to
become an Assistant Surgeon in
Whalley. When the 1st World War
broke out he was in practice as a
Physician and Surgeon in Tottington
near Bury in Lancashire and on 22nd
November 1914 he joined the 1/2nd
East Lancashire Field Ambulance
R.A.M.C with the rank of 2nd
Lieutenant. As this Territorial unit was
already on active service overseas, he
was promoted Captain and
transferred to the 2/1st West
Lancashire Field Ambulance RAMC a
Territorial unit serving in France with
the 55th (West Lancashire) Division. In
1916 he was serving with the Division

which was heavily engaged in the
Battle of the Somme.
On 14th August 1916 he was tending
wounded in a front line trench when he
was struck and killed during the
fighting. Well-liked and respected by
both his superiors and his men, one
wrote home after his death:
“How much we have lost we cannot
estimate. His life to us is a peerless
example of all that makes a soldier
and a gentleman. His soldiery
regularity, intrepid zeal, noble purpose,
commands our respect. Cool, calm
collected, he took what occasion
brought, smiled and made the best of
it, inspiring confidence in all. To know
him was a privilege, to be conversant
with him an education, to follow him a
pleasure, to obey him a sweet
necessity.”
He was 38 and is buried at Dive Copse
British Cemetery, Sailly-Le-Sec,
Somme. His medals were sold at
auction for £200 by Dreweatts in 2008.
Burnley Roll of Honour
www.traffordwardead.co.uk
www.ramc-ww1.com
Mike Whitworth – Manchester Museum

THE NEW ZEALAND WARS OF
THE 1860’s
INTRODUCTION
After Cook’s landing in the New
Zealand in 1769, it was some years
before the British began to colonise
the islands and trade with the native
Maoris. Some of the first goods to be
traded were muskets and these would
later have a significant effect, not only
on the conflict with the British but on
inter-tribal fighting.

Although British troops had been
present aboard ships that halted at
New Zealand en route to Australia, the
first British troops to land as a force
was a detachment of the 50th Foot
who were sent as a rescue party, from
New South Wales, in 1834(1) The first
British garrison troops landed in 1840
and comprised elements of the 80th
and 96th Regiments of Foot. In the
main the Maori wars can be traced
back to land ownership and purchase
and territorial rights.
Our concern is the Third New Zealand
War, specifically the years 1863 and
1864.
The Principal Medical Officer during
this period was Deputy Inspector
General James Mouat VC. He found
the regimental hospital system too
cumbersome for the type of bush
fighting encountered and directed that
regiments would go into action with
pack mules or ponies, carrying a light
scale of medical equipment,
comprising field panniers, blankets and
one bell tent. The sick would be left in
camp and not proceed on the line of
march. Should the terrain allow, the
sick would be picked up by light
horsed ambulances and evacuated to
small mobile field hospitals, which
themselves were equipped utilising the
remainder of the regimental hospital
equipment. Where possible, these
hospitals were sited within a redoubt
and housed within a hospital marquee.
At Queen’s Redoubt, in Taranaki
Region, a general field hospital of
thirty-four beds was established and to
here all sick and wounded from the
smaller field hospitals were evacuated.
By late 1863 the size of this hospital
had increased to 100 beds(2). Once
recovered, the sick re-joined their
regiments but any long term sick were
further evacuated to the general

hospitals at New Plymouth and
Wanganui.
Boats in the form of steamers were
also used to evacuate the wounded
down the rivers, thus reducing the time
spent awaiting definitive hospital
treatment (3).
The health of the troops fighting in
New Zealand was generally good. This
was as a result of several factors;
better rations, the healthy climate,
more comfortable uniforms for the
conditions prevailing (the red tunic had
been replaced by a blue serge smock,
flannel shirt, trousers and gaiters with
a better boot being issued. In the
summer a white cap cover was also
issued) (4). A notable factor in the
maintenance of the health of the force
was the appointment of a Sanitary
Officer to the staff of the Commander
in Chief. Surgeon MacKinnon toured
the area advising on health and testing
local water supplies (5). Initially his
recommendations went largely ignored
but after the Commander in Chief
ordered all commanding officers to cooperate; his recommendations were
complied with (6 & 7). Amongst his
other recommendations was that all
refuse should be burnt, all soldiers to
have a toothbrush, the issue of spirits
should be controlled, salt meat to be
replaced by preserved meat and the
provision of fresh vegetables, cheese
and butter (8).
During this campaign the technique of
primary excision of wounds was tried.
Although it was felt by some that the
time spent on each case was
excessive, these feelings were
disproved by the reduction in the
numbers of amputations performed
and a drop in wound infection(9). The
full report of the medical aspects of the
war was published as The Medical and
Surgical History of the New Zealand

War by Inspector General James
Mouat VC CB and extracts were
published in the annual health reports
as was MacKinnon’s sanitary report
but a brief summary of casualties is
shown in the Annex appended to this
newsletter.
Total Killed & Wounded – 688
Source: A Brief Narrative of the War in
New Zealand during the years 1863,
1864, and 1865, Embracing the
Sanitary Report of the Force. By
William Alexander MacKinnon CB.
Appendix A to the Sanitary Report for
the Army 1865.

WILLIAM TEMPLE

William Temple was born at
Monaghan, Ireland on 7 November
1833, the son of Doctor William
Temple of The Terrace, Monaghan
and Anne, the daughter of Hugh Hamill
of Roosky, Ireland. William was
educated privately at the Reverend
John Bleckley’s School, Monaghan
and later at Trinity College Dublin.
After qualifying, William Temple
entered the army on 1 November
1858, as an Assistant Surgeon on the
Staff and on 11th January 1859 was
appointed Assistant Surgeon Royal
Artillery(10). In November 1860, he
accompanied his regiment to New
Zealand and soon after served in the
Taranaki Campaign of 1860-61 and
saw action at Teairei, Rangiriri and
Rangiawhia. In October 1863 Temple
found himself as part of the force

engaging the Maoris on the right bank
of the Waikato River, at Rangiriri,
south of Aukland on the North Island.
The Maoris offered strong resistance
and erected a strong and formidable
earthwork (11). This earthwork was
bombarded by gun-boats from the river
and field guns of the Royal Artillery
and then finally assaulted on 20
November. The outer works were
taken but the inner redoubt resisted
the British assault. Temple had gone
forward to treat the wounds of a
gunner who informed him that Captain
Mercer, Royal Artillery (12) , was also
wounded and had in fact been shot
through the jaw and tongue (13).
Temple observed Mercer crawling
towards the gate of the earthworks,
every man who attempted to cross this
gate was wounded. Along with
Lieutenant Arthur Frederick Pickard,
Royal Artillery, Temple rendered
assistance to the wounded, including
Mercer, by dressing their wounds and
providing water. The citation for the
award of the Victoria Cross to both
Temple and Pickard, published on 22
September 1864, states:
“For gallant conduct during the
assault on the enemy’s position at
Rangiriri, in New Zealand, on 20th of
November last, in exposing their
lives to imminent danger, in
crossing the entrance of the Maori
keep, at a point upon which the
enemy had concentrated their fire,
with a view to render assistance to
the wounded, and, more especially
to the late Captain Mercer of the
Royal Artillery.
Lieutenant Pickard, it is stated,
crossed, and re-crossed the
parapet, to procure water for the
wounded, when none of the men
could be induced to perform this
service, the space over which he
traversed being exposed to a cross

fire; and testimony is borne to the
calmness displayed by him, and
Assistant-Surgeon Temple, under
the trying circumstances in which
they were placed.” (14)
It was not until the next morning that
the Maoris surrendered, as the British
force began to break into the Pa. (15)
Losses for the action were two officers
killed and thirteen wounded, thirty
seven men killed and eighty
wounded. (16)

Park, Tunbridge Wells, Kent, where he
died after a long illness, on 13
February 1919, aged 86 years. He was
buried in the Highland Road Cemetery,
Eastney, Hampshire on 18 February
1919.

WILLIAM GEORGE NICHOLAS
MANLEY

Temple had married Anne Theodosia
Mould, the 24 year old fourth daughter
of Colonel (later Major General TR
Mould CB) Royal Engineers, on 21
October 1862, at St Paul’s Church
Auckland. Their children were six girls
and four boys. (17) Of the latter, William
Temple served as a Captain in
command of C Company, 1st Battalion
Gloucestershire Regiment during the
early days of World War One. He died
of wounds on 22 October 1914 after
being hit in the lung and shoulder
whilst attacking a farm, in the vicinity of
Langemarck.(18) Two other sons
reached General Officer rank in the
Royal Marines.
William Temple returned to England
and was appointed to the Staff on 26
June 1867 and promoted to Surgeon,
Army Medical Department, 1
November 1868. On 18 October 1873
he was promoted to Surgeon Major
and was in charge of the Station
Hospital, Portsea. From 1884 to 1889
he served in India as Secretary to the
Surgeon General of the Indian Medical
Services, in the rank of Lieutenant
Colonel and in 1886 was appointed
Honorary Surgeon to His Excellency,
The Viceroy, in recognition of his
services in India.
Temple retired on 1 November 1889
and took up residence at 4 Medeira

William Manley was born in Dublin on
17 December 1831, the son of the
Reverend William Nicholas Manley
and Elizabeth née Browne. His father
died at the age of 32, when William
was six months old. In 1833 his mother
married again and moved to America
leaving the children, including William,
to be brought up by their grandparents,
John and Martina Manley, in Dublin. In
1844 it is believed that he went and
boarded with his uncle, Doctor John
Manley, at Westbury House Barking.
Whilst there he attended Blackheath
Proprietary School as a day pupil. His
report for 1847 shows him as ‘First
class in Classics & Maths’.(19) About
1848 he commenced his medical
studies under his uncle and then

trained at St. Thomas Hospital and
qualified MRCS (England) in 1853.
After qualification, Manley went to sea
as a ships doctor and travelled to
many parts of the world including New
Zealand but little would he realise that
he would be back there just over ten
years later and in different
circumstances.
Manley was commissioned as an
Assistant Surgeon in the Ordnance
Medical Department on 3 March 1855
and reported to Woolwich where
served under the Principal Medical
Officer Dr Halahan.(20) In May 1855 he
embarked aboard the Medway and
sailed for the Crimea, serving with the
Royal Artillery and eventually being
awarded the Crimean War Medal with
clasp, Sebastopol and the Turkish
Crimean Medal.
After the Crimean campaign Manley
found himself in New Zealand from
1863-1866. In April1864 the British
forces were engaged with the Maoris
in New Zealand and on 29 April the
force comprising 79 officers and 1616
men were attacking the stronghold
known as Gate Pa, at Tauranga. Soon
after day-break the artillery and mortar
batteries commenced firing on the
enemy, the fire lasting for eight hours.
By mid-afternoon a breach had been
made and the assault on the Pa
began.(21) At the time Manley was
attached to the 4th Foot and detailed
to remain with the reserve but felt that
he would be more useful with the
attacking party. The assault was led by
Lieutenant Colonel Booth, 43rd
Regiment, (22) accompanied by
Commander Edward Hay RN,(23)
leading 150 seamen. Both officers
were immediately mortally wounded
and as other officers took over the
assault they too fell under the heavy
Maori fire.

Just as it looked as if the attack would
succeed the force suddenly fell back.
Manley was attending to the wounded
outside the entrance to the Pa and
when finding that his water bottle had
dropped off, he went back into the Pa
to find it. There he found Commander
Hay, lying mortally wounded. With the
aid of Samuel Mitchell, Captain of the
Foretop of HMS Harrier (24) he then
removed him and dressed his wounds.
He is credited with rescuing many
others from within the Pa, always
under heavy fire. Manley may have
been the last to leave the Pa.
The citation for the award of the
Victoria Cross, which was notified in
the London Gazette of 23 September
1864, states:
William George Manley, Assistant
Surgeon Royal Artillery. Date of act of
bravery: 29 April 1864. For his conduct
during the assault on the Rebel Pah
near Tauranga, New Zealand, on the
29th April last, in most nobly risking his
own life, according to the testimony of
Commodore Sir William Wiseman
Bart, CB, in his endeavour to save that
of the late Commander Hay, of the
Royal Navy, and others. Having
volunteered to accompany the
storming party into the pah, he
attended on that officer when he was
carried away mortally wounded, and
then volunteered to return, in order top
see if he could find any more
wounded. It is stated that he was one
of the last officers to leave the Pah.
He was awarded the Royal Humane
Society Bronze Medal in 1865 and his
own story of events is that whilst
disembarking troops from a transport
on the Waikato River a gunner fell
overboard, Manley, despite being fully
dressed including a frock coat, boots
and spurs, jumped in to the river and

rescued the gunner after first having to
knock him out when he tried to climb
onto Manley.(25)
Before he left New Zealand he
accompanied other expeditions
against the Maoris for which he was
Mentioned in Despatches and thanked
in General Orders. He also found time
to become a member of an Auckland
Freemason Lodge.
In October 1865 Manley was specially
promoted to Surgeon on the Staff, for
service in New Zealand. Barely three
weeks later he was appointed Surgeon
12th Foot, staying with the regiment for
two years until he once again, served
with the Royal Artillery. On 9 February
1869 he married, at Sheerness, Kent,
Maria Elizabeth, the 26 year old eldest
daughter of Thomas Harwood Darton,
of Temple Dursley, Hertfordshire. His
eldest brother, the Reverend John
Thomas Manley, the Vicar of
Tonbridge, officiated. They set up their
first home in Woolwich, where their
first two sons were born.
In 1870-1871 Manley saw service in
the Franco Prussian war serving with
the British Ambulance provided by the
Order of St John of Jerusalem and the
British Red Cross. On 18 November
1870, B Division of the British Field
Ambulance was in support of the 22nd
Prussian Division. The division met
serious opposition between
Chateauneuf and Fontaine. On 8
December the division engaged the
enemy near Villermain but was
ordered to break off the action and
march to Cravant which it took but was
soon attacked by an overwhelming
French force. (26) Manley was awarded
the German Steel War Medal, the
Bavarian Order of Merit and the Iron
Cross Second Class, ‘For his devoted
and excellent conduct in seeking and
caring for the wounded of the 22nd

Division in the actions of Chateauneuf
and Bretoncelle on November 18 and
21, and the battles of Orleans and
Cravant on December 10th 1870’.
During the siege of Paris he received
the Cross of the French Société de
Secours aux Blesses, for his work in
helping and organising help for the
French wounded. He eventually
returned home in 1872, where, over
the next four years, four more children
were born, sadly one dying soon after
birth.
In January 1877 he left his home at 8
Yorke Crescent, Woolwich and sailed
for India aboard the troopship Malabar,
his family remaining in England but
moving to 1 Hatherley Place,
Cheltenham.
In 1878 Manley served in Afghanistan
with the Quetta Field Force and was
present at the Relief of Khandahar and
was Mentioned in Despatches and
once again, promoted for his services.
He was also awarded the campaign
medal. In February 1879 he was
invalided to India suffering from
Dysentery contracted whilst on the
march to Khandahar. In April he sailed
aboard the troopship Malaba to
England but his stay was to be short
lived.
In August 1882 Manley was the
Principal Medical Officer at the Herbert
Hospital, Woolwich when a force set
sail for Egypt. Manley went to Egypt as
the Principal Medical Officer of the
22nd Division. He saw action at the
battle of Tel-el-Kebir and was again
Mentioned in Despatches. In 1882 he
was given special promotion to Deputy
Surgeon General in reward for his
services in Egypt. He was awarded the
Egypt campaign medal with clasp for
Tel-el-Kebir, the Order of the
Osmanieh third class and the

Khedives Star and was once again
Mentioned in Despatches.
Manley retired in June 1884 in the
honorary rank of Surgeon General and
was awarded the Insignia of a
Companion of the Most Excellent
Order of the Bath by Queen Victoria in
1894. It is said that he refused a
Knighthood. He set up residence at 3
Lansdown Terrace, Cheltenham. He
was asked to assist the War Office
during the Anglo Boer War but with
five sons serving in the armed forces,
four of them on active service, Manley
refused. (27)
He died after a short illness, on 16
November 1901, at his home 3
Lansdown Terrace, Cheltenham, aged
70. He left a widow and large family.
Probate was granted at Gloucester
with an estate valued at £18,021-12s6d. A memorial to him was erected in
Cheltenham Cemetery, where he was
buried. (28) After his death, Mrs Manley
moved to 13 Montpellier Grove,
Cheltenham, with the youngest son.
She died on 3 May 1913 and was
buried in her husband’s grave on three
days later.(29)
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I would like to take this opportunity to
thank Pete Starling for the VCs
contributions that he kindly submitted
and the first article was published in
the June 2015 edition of the
Newsletter.

CONTACT FORMER FRIENDS AND
COLLEAGUES
Peter Armstrong who enlisted into the
RAMC as a National Serviceman in
1953 to 1955 is trying to get in touch
with any former friends and
colleagues. On completion of his
basic training Peter was shipped to
British Station Hospital Suez, MELF.
He served in the unit for nineteen and
a half months. His nickname was
“Louis” and he was a Lance Corporal
working in Reception.
From memory he recalls Baldock,
“Killer” Davis RASC, Lewington,

Juniper,Captain Cavie, Lieutenant
Rayner, Taffy Jones (Chief Clerk).
If there are any members who may
have served with Peter during his
phase of basic training and in the
British Station Hospital Suez, he would
very much like to hear from you. He
can be contacted on
louisarm100@gmail.com or ringing
him on 01793 539580.

10 COMPANY RAMC – MRS
SHORNCLIFFE
Bernard Allen contacted me following
the publication of the July edition of the
Newsletter stating that it was his
intention to submit a story along with
the photographs that were published in
relation to 10 Company RAMC but ran
into some problems and, these have
been resolved and here is his
contribution.
Many ex National Servicemen will
recall receiving this document;

As a result of receiving the above call
up papers, I arrived in B Coy the Depot
and Training Establishment Crookham
in July 1949. After a fortnight’s basic
training we were transferred to C
Company; luckily my time there was in
the summer, July to October. Having
spent 4 years in the army cadets,
(Royal Warwickshire Regiment)
military life was no surprise to me, I
actually enjoyed it, especially
Commandant’s Parades every
fortnight which was the passing out
parade for one of the intakes.
Coming back to the army cadets, we
did map reading, arms control, field
craft etc. At certain stages we took
exams in these subjects. On passing
you were allowed to wear half a red
star on your sleeve which was War
Certificate A Part 1, on Passing the
next stage, you received a full red star
which was War Certificate A Part 2, we
were told not only would we be able
choose what regiment we went in, we
would be able to wear the red star on
our uniform, which some of us did. I
remember one morning we were all
lined up on the depot square all bulled
up waiting for the Commandant
Colonel Murphy and the RSM WO1
Bryson to arrive on the parade ground.
NCOs of the depot staff were walking
through the ranks looking us over for
faults, one of these was a Sgt
Panrucker of F Coy; who was the
epitome of a drill Sgt: tall and
extremely smart. He was walking
along the rear of the rank in front of me
when he stopped and asked the
squaddie in front “what’s that on your
arm soldier?” to which the reply was
“War Certificate A Sgt.” Panrucker
replied “ You’re not in the F------ army
cadets now , GET IT OFF” . I was
twisting my sleeve to try and hide it so
he wouldn’t see mine when I was
saved by the Commandant and the

RSM arriving, mine came off as soon
as I got back to the barrack room.

Aged 18 in training September 1949
While I was at the depot the Brabazon
went over when we were on parade
one afternoon, I don’t remember it
flying again.

Brabazon Aircraft
At the end of training we used to watch
orders for notice of postings. Often

lads from Scotland were sent down
south and those from Devon, Cornwall
etc. were sent to Scotland - Cowglen. I
was a couple of weeks on fatigues
waiting for my posting (A for P). When
mine came, I was posted to
Shornecliffe in Kent, which in those
days was a large garrison - I well
remember crossing London in full
service marching order even on the
underground. It was the perfect
posting, located on the hillside
overlooking the English Channel even
if it was rather windy. The dining room
was an education. There were no 6ft
tables, they were small square tables
with tablecloths and condiments, there
crockery plates and mugs and, the
food was great. The Commanding
Officer was Colonel Grey; the Matron
was Major Buck - a matron who was
from the old school who had been
through the war.
I was placed on medical ward which
consisted of 2, 16 bed wards on the
ground floor and an isolation ward on
the 1st floor. After a couple of weeks I
was given my 1st stripe and put in
charge of medical ward under the
sister “Sister Iris Hall.” She was really
nice; we got on really well together. I
was in her office one morning when a
female medical officer came in - there
were only 2 in the Corps at that time she was Major (Miss) Lyons, well
known for being a bit of a B------d. She
asked me who was Orderly Medical
Officer and I replied that I didn’t know I had been on the ward all morning she said “You should know, it’s your
job to know”. The sister told me to find
out. I went off to do so, when I
returned Major Lyons asked “Well who

is it.” “I replied “You are Ma’am.” Oh
boy, did I enjoy that. I was responsible
for the orderlies’ discipline as well as
being trained in treatment and
medication ready for my NO2. We
weren’t far from Folkestone and we
often went there on our nights off - we
used to work shifts. Depending on who
was orderly Sgt we would arrive on the
wards at 6:30 am, there was one, a
S/Sgt Fagg, whose name was well
known in the Corps as part of a corps
family, he would parade us outside the
dining room at the top of the hill and
march us down there, we would come
off at 8 am for breakfast after the
patients had had theirs, to get washed
and shaved.
One night we went into Folkestone
where we used to have something to
eat, our usual was “Vienna steak” I do
not remember what it actually was, I
don’t think it was really steak, rationing
was still on! It was probably an early
edition of a burger. After we had our
meal we used to go roller skating. One
night we were in there when one of the
staff came over to us to ask if we
would have a look at one of the chaps
who had fell over and hurt his leg, I
think he was in the Buffs. We went
over and examined him, I couldn’t find
much wrong other than it hurt him ,
while I was feeling along his leg I
asked him if he could move it, which
he did, when he did I felt a grating from
the bones, I thought “I remember being
told about that in lectures” so we
splinted him up, sent for an
ambulance. I told the orderly that
there were no signs or symptoms but I
had found Crepitus and that was it, or
so I thought .When I got back to the

hospital later I was told to report to the
Wardmaster’s Office. When I went in
he said “you made a very good job of
splinting that man’s leg, but since
when was it your job to look for
crepitus, only a medical officer looks
for that. After that I realised if you do
find it DON’T mention it.
We were out one night with some
others who were on the theatre staff,
one of them told me that my name had
been put forward for theatre training,
my first thought was would I be able to
cope with it. I really enjoyed my time at
10 Company and, would have been
happy to spend the rest of my time
there but shortly after returning from
Christmas leave, it went up on part 2
orders that I was posted to Malaya. I
asked why as I was doing well there,
he said that there were 2 Allens, the
other was on Officers ward and he was
a GDO but somebody had mixed the
numbers and entered mine instead of
his and they couldn’t alter it as it was
records responsibility. The worst part
of it was some months later I was
down in Kowloon Hong Kong when I
bumped into the other Allen, he was
on trooping, the absolute ultimate
posting, talk about fate.
I left Liverpool in March 1950 for a 5
week cruise to Singapore but the day
before we docked I and some others
were told that we were being
redirected to Hong Kong. It was a relief
in a way but I left all my mates there,
one of whom died in Malaya. But that’s
another story!!!

MY TIME IN THE ARMY
(CONTINUED)
John Silkstone’s story continues.
HOT-FOOTING IT? NOT BLOODY
LIKELY!
This was also the time for local
celebrations, and one day they
prepared a fire-pit for the firewalkers.
All day long this pit was kept alight,
and at six o’clock in the evening they
started to tamp it down. By seven
o’clock it was a bed of red-hot embers,
and the local men walked across this
burning pit. I was asked if I want to
have a go. Being the brave man that I
am, I declined the offer.
FIFTEEN NAMES IN THE BOOK,
AND THREE SENT OFF.
I was refereeing a football match at
HQ Tanglin. The two teams were
fighting for the top of the league
position. Both had won all their games,
and had the same goals scored for
and against; this was their first
meeting.
The game exploded into violence as
soon as the starting whistle sounded.
Each side was sweeping the legs from
under the opposing side, and the fouls
came thick and fast. At one time I
stopped the game and had a talk with
the captains, but it did no good.
At half time I warned the players that if
the game didn’t settle down I would
abandon the match. Half way through
the second half a fight started between
three players, so I sent them off and
abandoned the match. On the way to
the dressing room I was knocked down
to the ground from behind by a player
and spat upon.
I submitted my report on the events to
the disciplinary committee, and was
asked to attend the committee meeting
the following week.

At the meeting it came to light that the
president of the committee and two
other referees where on the side-lines
watching the game. They commended
me for the refereeing I did, and the
time I spent attempting to keep the
game going. The outcome of the
meeting was that both sides lost all
their league points and where
relegated to the bottom of the league
table.
IT’S LIKE PRINTING MONEY

Alex the week before his wedding

One day in the clerk’s office, I was
given a large envelope by one of the
lads, who said, “I think you’ll know
what to do with that.” On looking
inside, I found I was now the proud
owner of the ‘Duty Free beer ticket
printing skin’. Soon it would be Alex
Burton’s wedding; he was marrying
Val, one of the nurses. So off I went to
another unit and got five hundred
tickets printed. We were only allowed
thirty duty free tickets each per month.
Each ticket allowed you a can of the
local Tiger Brew beer at the tax free
price. Once the tickets were gone you
had to pay the full price, which was
three times as much.

A CHINESE MEAL

Mister Boon, the NAAFI Manager, was
ranting and raving because he could
not get his accounts to balance. I must
say that there was no shortage of beer
at Alex and Val’s wedding, and I’m
pleased to say that they are still
together today.

The following Sunday, Jan opened the
Straits Times to see Howard’s picture
on the front page. He was proclaimed
to be the richest man in Asia. I told Jan
that, though Howard didn’t discuss his
business, he was the sole franchise
holder for Interflora in Asia and
Australasia. If you wanted to open a
flower shop and use Interflora, then
you had to pay an annual fee to
Howard. He also had seventeen acres
of greenhouses growing nothing but
orchids.

One day I told Jan that a local Chinese
man named Howard Sun had invited
us to a meal at the hotel Singapore.
There where ten of us, and we sat
around a large round table with a
smaller round table on top. Scores of
different dishes where placed on the
smaller table, and you help yourself by
moving the table around and removing
the food you wanted.
The bill for the meal came to two
thousand, five hundred Singapore
dollars (£320) and was paid for by
Howard.

For my mother’s sixty-seventh
birthday, Howard sent her a large box
of orchids and instructions on how to
keep them fresh. Mother said the

flowers lasted for nearly eight weeks,
and all her friends admired them.

Notice is hereby given to the friends,
neighbours and relatives of the
following:

HAPPY 21st BIRTHDAY
One of the cooks was twenty-one, and
so the lads took him down town to
Boogie Street for a night of
celebrations. By midnight he was
drunk and out of this world, so they
ordered taxis. The married ones went
home, while the single ones went back
to camp.
The following day I found out that,
when they got back, the lads had
pushed two beds together, placed him
in one, and paid an old Chinese
woman of about sixty to lay in the
other and make sure that he was
alright. The following morning he
awoke to find this old toothless woman
by his side, and the lads told him that
he had been making love to her for
most of the night. He then rushed off to
the Special Treatment Centre to make
sure he hadn't caught any sexually
transmitted diseases. It was days later
before they told him that he hadn’t
slept with the woman.
PARTING OF THE WAYS
Time soon passed, and in early 1971
Jan and the children had to return to
England. I was to stay on until the
handover of the hospital to the
Singapore Government was complete.
Jan’s parting words at Changi Airport
were, “We’ve had a wonderful time in
Singapore, and to think the
Government paid us for being here.”
Before she boarded the plane, I gave
her the standard leaving letter to pass
on to her UK friends.
NOTICE OF RETURN TO THE UK
This note is issued in solemn warning
this date………. of……….. 19……..

Name…………………………………….
Due to return to the UK on
…………………19…….
Within the near future the above
mentioned will once again be in your
midst, to take up once more his place
in the human race.
In preparation for their return, you are
seriously advised to make allowances
for the crude environment and extreme
poverty that have been their miserable
lot for the past months. In all
probability, they will suffer from a
certain form of lunacy known as
Singaporeitis. Therefore it will be wise
to keep them away from the sun and
all forms of Asian food for the next few
weeks.
During the next month (or until they
become completely house broken) be
especially watchful when in the
company of women, particularly young
women, and more particularly young
beautiful women. Parents are strongly
advised to keep their daughters
indoors during this period. It must be
explained, in all fairness, that his
intentions are most sincere, albeit
dishonourable.
Treat him with, kindness, tolerance,
and vast quantities of beer, wines,
spirits, Alka-Seltzer, cigarettes, food,
money and parties. Eventually the true
person you once knew will emerge
from this hollow shell that he/she is in
at this moment.
Generally speaking, except for an odd
grunt and a tendency to sit for long
hours in the dark, he will be
comparatively calm and amiable. You
are advised, however, to show no

signs of alarm if he prefers to squat on
his haunches instead of a chair, or
takes off his shoes when he enters the
house.
For several weeks, he will want to
sleep with no clothes on and wander
around the house with only a towel
wrapped around his middle. Be patient
if he drags the mattress off the bed
and onto the floor to sleep on.
There will be times when he mutters
unintelligible noises such as, ‘Apa
Macham’ instead of hello or ‘Selamat
Tinggal’ for goodbye, but in a relatively
short time he will be back to speaking
and writing English again.
The following examples of trends in
behaviour and mannerisms are
forwarded to you with suggested
remedies, which we hope will prove
effective.
He may suddenly pass you a bundle of
clothes wrapped in string, usually on a
Monday, Wednesday, or Friday
morning and mutter ‘Dhobi’. Remove
any list attached and place the items in
the laundry basket.
He may consistently rove round the
house in a pair of rubber sandals,
(which he insists on calling ‘Flip
Flops’.) This can prove embarrassing if
you have visitors. In this case, gently
but firmly lead him out of the room and
suggest that the present climate
requires wearing more than just a
towel.
He may try to scoop tea out of the
teapot with his mug. Show him the
spout and explain its use. Do this
tactfully as it may arouse comments,
which offend. If you give him rice
pudding, don’t be alarmed if he eats it
with his fingers. On seeing you
reading a paper, he may shout, “Two’s
up”; pass him the paper when you
have read it. On no account pass it to
a third person once he has shouted.

He will dispute prices with all drivers of
public vehicles (especially taxi drivers)
at the slightest provocation. Apologise
to them and lead him gently away.
Care must be taken to ensure that he
doesn’t attract the attention of the
monkeys (police), especially if drunk.
He may stand at the front door and
shout “Ali/Abdul,” (or some other
strange sounding name, “coffee and
two banjos!” Gently lead him inside
and make him a mug of coffee and two
sandwiches.
If you find him taking down your lace
curtains to use as a mosquito net,
don’t be alarmed. Inform him that in
England we don’t need mosquito nets.
If he insists, then supply him/her with
some form of netting.
If you take him out for a drink and he
has had a little too much, he may sit at
the kerbside and shout for a ‘trishaw’,
which is a type of public conveyance in
the Far East. Tell him there are no
trishaws in England and lead him/her
to a bus stop.
If he should leap out of bed at 07:30
and stand dejectedly on the front lawn,
lead him back indoors and reassure
him that there are no parades for a few
days.
If he wakes and shouts ‘Chico’, send in
the smallest member of the family,
wrapped in a towel, to clean his boots
and make his bed.
For your information follows a list of
words that will aid you in translating his
conversation.
Chogi: A native of Singapore.
Charwallah: A form of Chogi café
owner.
Kip: Sleep
Gonk: Sleep.

Get your head down: Sleep
Ulu: Copse or small wood.
Ulu bash: A walk through the above
mentioned.
Skiver: A person who looks busy
doing nothing.
Mucker: A close friend.
Basha: A place of abode.
Kampong: A collection of Chogi
bashas.
Chuffed: Highly pleased, in a good
frame of mind.
Jarred: Highly dischuffed.
Flapping: In a state of agitation.
Tiger: A local brew, highly potent.
Compo: Operational food.
Nosh:
Food.
Blood wagon: Ambulance.
Sharp end: Where the fighting is/was.
Monkey: Police or other form of
authority.
Banjo or Sarni: Sandwich.
Wet (as in ‘going for a wet’): Going
for a drink.
Never happen or No can do: Usually,
the reply given when you asking him to
do something that he does not want to
do.

the hospital. The accommodation was
above the NAAFI so I didn’t have far to
travel for entertainment.

We sincerely trust that the information
given will aid you in your rehabilitation
of your loved one.

Two days later I received a reply giving
permission, so that evening I placed a
note on the NAAFI notice board and
the thirty places were taken up within
the hour.

The most essential thing for you to
remember is that if he should talk of
volunteering for Borneo or the Far East
again, then he will need urgent
medical treatment
Signed…………………………..
Major Justin Bed. RAMC.
LIVING IN
Once the family had gone, I returned
to an empty house - and the following
day I handed the house back to the
housing department and went to stay
in the other ranks accommodation in

British Military Hospital Singapore
(The building in the bottom left
corner is the NAAFI with the other
ranks accommodation on the upper
floor)
HAVEN’T I SEEN YOU BEFORE?
The devil finds work for idle hands.
Having only myself to look after, I soon
got bored and so wrote a letter to Tiger
Breweries asking if I could arrange a
visit to the brewery for the nurses at
the British Military Hospital.

On our visit, we were shown around
the factory and then taken to the
visitors’ hospitality bar for free beer,
which was the only reason for being
there in the first place.
Mister Yew, the tour manager, thanked
us for our visit, and told me to contact
if I’d like to arrange any more. It didn’t
take long to get a rota of visits going,
with me as organiser.

It went something like this:
Week 1 - the nurses, (male and
female),
Week 2 - HQ Tanglin,
Week 3 - Dental Staff,
Week 4 - The RAOB (Royal
Antediluvian Order of Buffalos),

SILVER SPOON IN YOUR MOUTH,
NOT LIKELY
Things in Singapore were so cheap
that Dave decided to have a canteen
of cutlery hand made out of gold. He
showed me the set, which was large
and all laid out in a beautiful wooden
box, lined with blue silk.
I SHOULD HAVE BOUGHT TWO

Week 5 - The Hospital Technicians,
Week 6 - The Army Catering Corps.
I’d been doing this rotating roster for
about five months before Mister Yew
realised that the Hospital, Dental,
Hospital Technician and Catering lads
were nearly all the same people, and
so he put a stop to our visits. But it
was good while it lasted.
IT’S THE BLUE BLOOD IN MY
VEINS
One night we had a party in the
NAAFI, and for some reason or other
Dave Bevan, a laboratory technician,
was wearing his tropical white suit.
After a few beers he decided to go for
a swim in the large fountain by the
NAAFI. He didn’t bother to take his
clothes off, as the tropical white suit
was washable. However, after the
swim we did think it would have been a
good idea to have removed the
fountain pen from his breast pocket, as
he now had a beautiful Swan blue inkstain over his heart.

Jan and I went down to the kampong
that was just outside the hospital main
gates. We looked over some of the
woodwork done by the local wood
carver who lived there. We decide to
purchase some Camphorwood
furniture. Jan selected a bedding
chest, two lamp stands and a
magazine holder. She also selected
the carvings that she wanted placed
on each item. The following day I was
down at the kampong again when I
saw the man working on our furniture.
With a mallet and small chisel he was
carving out the design chosen by Jan.
The whole lot was delivered to our
house in under a week. The bill was
five hundred Singapore dollars (£75).
When we returned to the UK, a friend
of my father-in-law, who was an
antique dealer, offered us £1500 for it.
We wouldn’t sell, but I’ve always
wished I’d bought another.
NO ID! NO ENTRY
With the closing down of the hospital,
security restrictions on entry to the
grounds were published and had to be
adhered too. The security of the
hospital was placed in the hands of the
Ghurkhas.

I was on duty as Night Guard
Commander. The following morning
the Adjutant arrived, and the lad on
gate duty called me over.
“What’s the problem?” I inquired.
“This officer has not got his
identification card with him Corporal!”
I walked over to the vehicle, saluted,
and said, “Morning sir, my guard
informs me that you have not got your
ID card with you. Is that correct?”
“Yes it is, Corporal Silkstone, but you
know who I am, so open the gate and
let me in.”
“Sorry sir, I have strict orders not to let
anyone into the hospital grounds
unless they have their ID card.”
“I know that, I published the order. So
let me in.”
“Sorry Sir, no ID, no entry.”
“Can I use the guardroom telephone?”
said he.
“Yes sir,” said I.
He spoke to the colonel, and then
handed the telephone to me. Colonel
Erwin stated he would vouch for the
adjutant, and that I should let him onto
the hospital grounds. I was going to
ask for this order to be put in writing,
but thought it would be wiser to let
sleeping dogs lie.
The Adjutant walked back to his car
and said, “My office 09:30 hours.”
At 09:30 hours, I was in the adjutant’s
office. He said, “You were right this
morning Silkstone. I have changed the

standing orders for the Guard
Commander. That is all.”
I found out later that the Colonel had
spoken to him over not complying with
his own orders.
HO NO - NOT US!
Two nights later, the last ten hospital
staff had been drinking in the NAAFI
and we decided to go over to the
shack for supper. At 00:30 hours we
wander back to the hospital ready for
bed. In the meantime the guards had
been changed, and the new guard had
not been informed that we had signed
out. As we approached the hospital
entrance, we were informed that noone was allowed in the hospital
grounds between 23:00 and 06:00
hours. Need one say more?
After the handover of the British
Military Hospital to the Singapore
Government, we all returned to the UK
and leave. After my leave I was to
report to BMH Millbank in the centre of
London.
OUR OWN HOME
On returning to England, Jan and I
went to purchase our first house. We
had an account with the Halifax
building society, and enough cash to
purchase the house. However, we
would have none left over to pay for
decorations and furniture, so we were
applying for a mortgage of £500. I was
informed that, being in the forces, I
couldn’t have a mortgage. I asked to
withdraw all my money from the
account, and was informed that it
would take over two months to do so,

and I would be charged a fee for
closing my account.
I went to our solicitor who was doing
the deeds of the house. He telephoned
the Halifax and informed them that if I
didn’t have a banker’s cheque in my
hands by lunchtime, he would sue the
society for racial discrimination under
the new act which had just been
implemented.
After he put the telephone down I said,
“I thought that act was for remarks
against coloured people.” He informed
me that it dealt with discrimination
against anyone, and as a member of
the forces I was entitled to the same
rights as anyone else.
At 12:00 hours I collected my cheque
and walked across the road to the
Abbey National. I told them I don’t
have an account, but wanted a
mortgage for £500. They asked if I was
employed, and I informed them that I
was in the forces. “Good,” They said,
“a regular income.” We filled in the
forms, and I got my mortgage that day.
The house cost £1,027, and that
included all fees.
From that day on I have always told
people what Halifax did to me. I will
never deal with Halifax again.
I went to the local Curry’s Electrical
Shop in the town and ordered: a gas
cooker, fridge, freezer, TV, radio,
vacuum cleaner and other bits and
pieces. I was paying cash for
everything, and while counting the
money out the salesman said, “There’s
a £5 charge for delivery.”

I looked him in the eye and said, “I’m
buying all these goods for cash and
you want me to pay for the delivery?
You must be joking!”
I had started to collect up my money
when he relented, and stated there
would be no charge for delivery if I
would help the driver to unload. I
collected my cash and went elsewhere
to spend it.
“TWO DOLLARS? I’LL GIVE YOU 50
CENTS!”
In Singapore, Jan and I had loved to
go out to the night markets. The main
thing was the haggling. The stallholder
would give you a price and you would
challenge him. Eventually you’d both
come to an agreed price. You went off
happy knowing that you’d knocked his
price down. He was happy knowing
that he would have gone even lower in
his price and had made a good profit.
Now that I was back in England, I
visited our local Saturday market. The
stallholder was selling tomatoes at
thirty pence a pound. I said, “I want
two pound of tomatoes and I give you
twenty-five pence a pound.”
He looked at me and said “For your
bloody cheek I’ll let you have them at
that price.” I then remembered that we
don’t barter in this country. What a
pity!

QUEEN ALEXANDRA MILITARY
HOSPITAL MILLBANK
Millbank Military Hospital is situated
next to the Tate Art Gallery, in the
centre of London. As a hospital is it not
very large, yet it still dealt with lots of
seriously ill patients.
The man in charge of reception was
Sergeant Joe Sullivan. He was the last
surviving medic who had been
dropped at Arnhem. When the troops
fell back to make a more substantive
stand, Joe stayed with the wounded.
Being a true medic, he also attended
to some German soldiers that had
been wounded. He was eventually
captured and spent the rest of the war
as a POW.
SORRY SIR/MADAM, YOU’LL HAVE
TO MOVE
Due to parking problems in the centre
of London, people would try to park
their cars in the hospital car park. Joe
was more ferocious than the traffic
wardens. More than once I heard him
say “Sir, you are parked on military
property. If you don’t remove your car
at once, it will be on its way to
Salisbury Plains to be use for target
practice by the time you get back.”
One morning a chap gave Joe a load
of verbal abuse and walked off leaving
his car. He returned an hour later to
find it blocked in by a three ton vehicle.
He ranted and raved at Joe in the car
park, but Joe stood there like the
proverbial village duck pond, all calm
and still, while he informed the man
that the driver had gone off with the
keys.

At that moment two constables where
walking past and the man complained
to them. One of the constables turned
to Joe, “Is that military property
sergeant?” he asked, as he nodded his
head towards the car park.
“Yes constable” replied Joe.
The Officer then told the man that, as it
was military land, they could not
intervene - and then they left.
Joe told the man that the driver would
be back at 17:00 hours to remove the
vehicle and free the man’s car. Not
many military vehicles parked in the
hospital grounds.
PARK THAT CAR OUT OF MY
SIGHT
One of the privates won a large
amount of money on the football pools.
He went out and purchased a new
Rolls Royce for cash. He then drove
into the hospital car park and went to
work. The Colonel turned up in his mini
and, on finding that the Rolls belong to
a private, he asked Joe to find the lad
a parking space as far away from the
mini as possible.
I can’t remember the private’s name,
but I asked him why he had spent his
money on a Rolls Royce. His answer
was, “I only intend to keep it for twelve
months, but I can always say that I
purchased a new Rolls Royce for
cash.”

SUICIDE IS PAINLESS

ONCE MORE INTO THE BREACH

Millbank Hospital had its own radio
network for the patients, and I did
three shows a week.
1. Monday nights from 20:00 – 21:00
hours was folk music.
2. On Wednesday evenings, from
18:00 – 19:00, I played country and
western.
3. On Sunday evenings from 17:00 –
18:00 it was ‘something old, something
new, something borrowed, something
blue’, which was a compilation of
different types of music.
I introduced all these shows with the
theme music from the movie and TV
show MASH.
One day I was called into the Colonel’s
Office, and told to change my intro
music. “It’s not an appropriate piece of
music for a hospital,” he said, I
informed him that the music is not
about people committing suicide, but
that suicide was the name of the
dentist in the show and that his job
was painless, as he injected the
patients before working on their teeth.
This did not alter the situation, and I
had to change my introduction.

I’m second on the right with a group
of the lads, Air Corps, ACC, REME
and RCT
In June 1972 I was once more posted
to the UN in Cyprus. This time I was
the NCO in charge of the MRS. It was
an unaccompanied posting, and so
Jan and the girls remained at home.
Again I started to attend the Currency
Exchange Unit at the airport. One day
the sergeant’s mess caterer asked
why I always went to the airport in the
mornings. I informed him that, due to
the new currency exchange rates, I
could make nearly £15 a week profit. I
found out later that he was quickly
shipped back to the UK. It appeared
that he was exchanging the bar
takings of the mess and pocketing the
profit. He was making so much money
that he didn’t bother to draw his pay,
and so questions were asked. The
trouble was that it also put a stop to
my little profit earner.
On Christmas day I was invited for
dinner to the home of one of my
friends. He was stationed at BMH
Dekelia, but lived in a small town
called Larnaca. After dinner we went
to a party across the road, and I was
introduced to everyone by my
Christian name. One of the lads there
was in the Royal Signals. On meeting
him, I said, “I know you!” to which he

replied, “And I know you.” We sat there
travelling the world, and found that we
were never posted to the same
location at the same time. About an
hour later, I asked him if his surname
was Matterson. “Yes,” he replied with a
frown on his face.
“Well,” said I, “my name is Silkstone
and we played together as children.
Your family left Bullock Street when
you were five.”
Though we hadn’t seen each other for
over twenty-seven years, we had still
recognised each other within the depth
of our minds.

was asked if he had anything to
declare to which he answered no. The
officer asked him to open a case and it
was full of cigarettes. The officer said
“If you’ve nothing to declare, then why
is your case full of cigarettes?” The lad
answered,” They are not cigarettes
they are fag ends as they have all
been smoked.” On examination of the
packets, it turned out that they had all
been smoked and put out again. The
customs officer informed him that it’s
not full or part used cigarettes that you
are allowed it’s the amount of tobacco,
but he let the lad off without paying
duty on the cigarettes.

THE OTHER SIDE OF THE COIN

AN INCIDENT THAT NEVER FADES

Though Cyprus was a good posting,
some of the sights that we encounter
after the terrorists had attack villages
would be imprinted on the mind of the
viewer for the rest of their lives. It
didn’t matter if they were male or
female, young or old. People were
massacred and their bodies mutilated.
I remember an incident during my first
tour when we escorted a Greek
ambulance to collecting a fifty year old
woman who was shot while hanging
out washing in the Neapolis suburb of
Nicosia. There doesn’t appear to be
any sense to the killing of innocent
people going about their daily lives.

Some people say that they can
remember exactly what they were
doing when the news broke that
American President John F Kennedy
was assassinated in 1963. I remember
that I was in Cyprus at the time, but
there is no way I can remember what I
was doing.
Now, the 30th May 1971 is a day I do
remember, for its events are etched
deep into my brain. I was on the
middle shift at the Queen Alexandria
Military Hospital, Millbank, London. I
was looking forward to my 11 o’clock
break when I was summoned to the
Deputy Matron’s office.

BACK TO BLIGHTY AND MILLBANK
I must admit that one of the nicest
sights to see on returning from the
Middle East is the green patchwork
quilt of the English countryside below
the plane. Due to lack of water, the
grass in Cyprus was always a
brownish colour, like the grass on sand
dunes at the seaside.
When we landed at RAF Brize Norton
we went through the customs
department and the lad in front of me

“Morning John,” she said. “Take a
seat.” This in itself was unusual.
Deputy Matrons don’t call you by your
Christian name, nor do they ask you to
sit down. As I took my seat, my mind
worked overtime with thoughts of what
mishaps could have befallen my
family. The Deputy Matron carried on.
“John, a mother and father will arrive
at 11.45 hours to view their son who is
to be buried this afternoon. I would like
you to go to the Chapel of Rest and lay

out the body for viewing, also make
sure that everything is neat and tidy.”
Inwardly I gave a sigh of relief. It had
nothing to do with my family.
Having laid out many cadavers in the
past, one more wouldn’t make any
difference, and so I answered, “Yes,
ma-am.”
Leaving the office, I made my way to
reception and collected the keys to the
Chapel of Rest. Entering the chapel, I
noticed a small white coffin on the
dais. Taking a deep breath, I paused.
Being in the forces, I had assumed
that the body would be that of a
soldier, and not that of a soldier’s child.
Lifting the casket lid, I stared down at
the grey waxy face of a child who was
only a few weeks old. An autopsy had
taken place, and some of the scars
were quite visible and ugly. Replacing
the lid I left the chapel and returned to
the ward, where I pleaded with the
female nurses to lend me some of their
cosmetic makeup. I also removed a
pillowcase from the linen cupboard.
Once again in the chapel, I applied
powder to the child’s face, highlighted
the cheeks with blusher and applied a
small amount of rouge to the small,
purple lips. Cutting off a corner of the
pillowcase, I placed it over the child’s
head to form a skullcap.
Having completed my duties, I was
about to leave the chapel when I heard
a knock at the door. On opening the
door, I found the Deputy Matron with
the child’s parents. Even before
entering the chapel, the mother was in
a pitiful state. At the coffin side she
broke down sobbing. The father
comforted his wife, while at the same
time keeping his military bearing and
training. Though he stood soldier-like, I
could see the hollow man within his
eyes. I knew then that he would grieve
for his loss at a later time and in
private. However, at this moment in
time he had had to be the rock his wife

could lean on.
On leaving the chapel, the Deputy
Matron silently mouthed, “Thank you,”
and nodded her head. Nothing else
needed to be said.
29 FIELD AMBULANCE
I stayed at Millbank until 1974, when I
was promoted to Sergeant and posted
to 29 Field Ambulance.
My movement orders told me to report
to Luton Airport at 19:45 hours on
Friday. On arrival, I was informed that I
had missed my flight and I would have
to stay there over the weekend and fly
out on Monday.
On Monday I flew to Germany, and
was met at the airport by Dodger
Green, one of my old mates from
Singapore. He informed me that the
unit had been looking for me since
Friday, and I was assumed to be
absent.
On arrival at the camp in
Obernkirchen, I was charged with
being absent and marched in front of
the CO. Once I showed my movement
orders and verified the timings, the
case was dropped. It appeared that
the clerk had got the wrong timing and
I should have reported no later than
10:45 hours.
The Colonel then informed me that
they had been looking for me all
weekend, as my wife had been
admitted into hospital after suffering a
miscarriage. I was given seven days
leave, and returned to the UK on an
RAF plane that was going to RAF
Scampton, which was only 10 miles
away from where I lived.

The picture on the left is the MT
section and just behind the lamp and
tree on the right is the Sergeant’s
Mess.
The picture on the right is the main
entrance and guard room. The
building on the right is the NAAFI
Though the RAF cocked matters up in
the beginning by not notifying Millbank
or 29 Field Ambulance where I was, I
must say they did themselves proud
on getting me home again; they even
arranged for one of the RAF lads that
lived in Gainsborough to drive me
home.
Jan was out of hospital the next day,
and I also received a telephone call
from the Chief Clerk at 29 Field
Ambulance, informing me that a flat
was waiting for me and my family in
Rinteln, and that flight arrangements
had been made - and this time the
timing was correct.
We rented our house to the local
council, who promised to keep it in
good repair and to vacate it on our
return.

Other Ranks accommodation
THE THREE MUSKETEERS
Reporting back to the unit, I was told
that I would be in charge of D Section.
I was informed in the mess that the
lads in D section were the dregs, and
that three of them were known as the
Musketeers because they always hung
about together; if there was a way out
of a task, I was told, and they would
know it.
A SOFTLY, SOFTLY APPROACH
The following morning, the lads were
outside working like little beavers; in
no time at all, the 12’ X 12’ and a 24’ X
12’ tents where erected and the kit
was being laid out ready for use inside.
At NAAFI break, I was in the mess and
Dodger said, “How did you get that lot
to get the tents up so quickly?”
“Easy.” said I. “I told them that I didn’t
know how to erect the tents, and
asked them to show me. They were
only too willing to prove that they knew
more than me, and that made them
happy.”
After that the lads and I got on great.

OWT FOR NOWT
29 Field Ambulance was only a small
unit, and so we took turns to be the
mess caterer. At 11:45 hours I was
preparing the bar to open at 12:00
hours when the phone rang. It was the
lads in the guard room, informing me
that the Carlsberg representative was
there and would like come up to the
mess. I told them to hang on to him,
and I would come to collect him ASAP.
We didn’t sell Carlsberg in the mess,
and so I nipped down to the NAAFI
and borrowed two crates. Back at the
mess I telephoned Dodger, who
phoned the other mess members and
told them to order Carlsberg when they
came to the mess.
I collected the rep and drove him back
to the mess. While talking to the rep,
Tommy Goss came into the mess and
said, “Usual Carlsberg John, please.”
He was followed by: John Evans,
Charlie Gribbens, Ray Bunting (RCT),
Trevor Llewellyn (RCT), Mac
(McDonald) (REME), Del Burgess and
Dodger Green, all asking for
Carlsberg.
The rep asked why we only had bottles
and not draught. I informed him that
we only had the one pump and we
couldn’t afford another, so he arranged
for us to have a new pump put into the
bar and sent us three firkins of draft
Carlsberg to christen it with. We also
got the usual collection of cigarette
lighters, ashtrays, playing cards,
clocks etc. The same sort of thing
would happen when the Becks rep
appeared. I must admit that the two
hundred and sixteen free pints went

down very well with all those who
drank it.
WHY ARE THE ROADS EMPTY?
Belonging to an Armoured Field
Ambulance meant that I had to know
how to drive (and know the basic
workings of) a track vehicle, so I was
placed on a driving course. It’s
surprising how quickly the roads in
Germany cleared when a tank with big
red L Plates attached to the front and
rear of the vehicle was driving down
the road.
The vehicles were Armoured
Personnel Carriers, more commonly
known as APC 432s. They had been
converted to carry patients, and had
the usual big Red Cross on the side.
RED CROSS! WHAT RED CROSS?
On the course, we were informed not
to rely on the Red Cross, as the
enemy had decided not to bother with
the Geneva Convention. Their first
task was to demoralize the troops by
destroying the medics. It was then that
I started looking for some wire wool to
get the bloody Red Cross of the side of
my vehicle.
TAX! YES PLEASE
In December I received a tax
statement saying that I owed £95 tax
from the rent on our house, and that
the bill had to be paid by January the
10th.
Having a wife and three children, there
was no way that the tax man would get
his money at that time of year. I wrote
asking them to check my tax payments
for the last seven years, knowing that

they would be closed over Christmas
and it would be about February before
I got a reply.
In late January I received a letter
stating that they had checked my
accounts and found a mistake, and
that a cheque for £700 was enclosed
as back payment and interest on tax
that they had overcharged me. This
was an unexpected bonus, and goes
to show that it is worthwhile to ask the
tax man to look up your past
payments; however, don’t forget that it
FLOTATION
In the summer, the unit would drive
south to the town of Hameln, famous
for its Pied Piper. Just outside the town
we would turn off the main road and
line up on the bank of the River Weser,
and practice river crossing. A snorkel
would be attached to the exhaust pipe,
and a rubber skirt lifted out of its
housing and raised to a height of three
feet (one metre).

We would take turns at being the
driver. It’s difficult for the driver,
because he cannot see where he is
going. All his actions are controlled by
radio messages from the commander,
who is standing on top of the vehicle
and telling the driver which way to go.
What makes it even more difficult for
the driver is the sound of the revving
engine. With the tracks not carrying
any weight, they turn at top speed, and
you feel that you are going at sixty
miles an hour; however, you need your
foot well down on the accelerator to
get the 432 to move forward, as the
river current pushes you down stream
and towards the weir.
As the driver, I found the first time very
daunting. You are totally blind and
have to rely on the commander for all
directions; therefore communication
between the two has to be
complementary. After a few crossing,
however, I felt I could have crossed
the Atlantic.

Crossing the Weser
Once the vehicle was made
waterproof, we would slowly enter the
river and sail the tank over to the
opposite bank, using the tracks to give
forward motion and guidance.

ANOTHER FINE MESS YOU GOT ME
INTO

“Well, there’s a chap here waving at
you.”

Every other Friday night, we’d have a
movie in the mess. One night I was the
projectionist, and part way through the
movie the reel fell off the projector and
rolled around the mess in ever
decreasing circles. The mess
members commented that the Laurel
and Hardy antics of Dodger Green and
me running round the mess trying to
catch the reel were much more
entertaining than the John Wayne
cowboy movie that we’d been
watching.

I turned my head to look out of the
passenger window, and there was a
police officer in his car, waving at me
to slow down. I slowly reduced speed,
expecting to stop and collect a
speeding fine; instead, once I was
down to 80 mph the police car was off
up the road, chasing the other vehicles
that were in front of me.

Dodger Green at my disco station
THESE PEOPLE ARE FRINDLY,
ARENT THEY?
I’d bought myself a new car, and was
testing it out on the autobahn. Dodger
sat in the passenger seat, and I was
speeding at about 110mph when
Dodge said, “The people over here are
friendly, aren’t they?”
As I was driving so fast, I didn’t take
my eyes off the road ahead. “What do
you mean?” I asked.

OUCH!
Going on exercise, we left the camp
and turned right so as to take the road
up into the forest and away from the
town. About five miles up the road we
came to a halt. Slowly we moved
forward, until we came to a cross
roads in the forest; there we could see
the rear of one of the track vehicles,
with a car under its offside track. We
found out later that a German
gentleman was practising rally driving
through the forest. He’d come round a
bend at great speed only to see the
tank at the last moment, and couldn’t
stop. He was lucky enough not to
receive any serious injuries; his car
however, was a write-off.
A SMALL WORLD INDEED
Another exercise took us to Austria.
Once we’d set up camp, I went to the
local village to ask if I could fish in the
pond. I was informed that the farmer
would not let anyone fish his pond as
he sold the trout to the local
restaurants.
The following day I went to the
farmhouse to talk to the farmer, and
his answer was a definite ‘no’. He then

asked me where I came from in
England, I told him that I was from
Lancashire, but now lived in a town
called Gainsborough in Lincolnshire as
I married a girl from there. At this he
became very excited, and told me that
in the war he was captured and
worked on the land at the village of
Blyton which was five miles from
Gainsborough.
In our conversation I told him that my
father-in-law was the local slaughter
man. He once again became excited,
and asked if his name was Jack. “No,”
I said, “that was the wife’s grandfather,
who is now dead. Her father is his son,
George.” He then went on to tell me
that both Jack and George saved his
life when a cow dropped dead in its
stall and fell on him. He was being
crushed by the weight of the beast
resting on his legs and abdomen, and
it was restricting his breathing.
The in-laws just happened to be at the
farm at that time and, having a winch
on their vehicle, they managed to
remove the beast and saved his life.
Needless to say I was fishing that
afternoon, and returned to the camp
with fourteen trout for the sergeant’s
and officers’ evening meal.
I LOVE IT WHEN A PLAN COMES
TOGETHER
While in Austria we split up into our
sections and began doing different
physical exercises and keeping a
record of the teams scoring
capabilities on a winners board.
My team was strong than the rest
because we were at the bottom of the

board carrying all the rest on our
shoulders. Though we had won one
event it wasn’t enough to keep us of
the bottom and the leading team had
not won any events, thought had come
second or third in all events up to now.
This morning we went off in relays to
do a three mile run. Half way round the
course we came to a shallow river with
the tug of war rope across the river
tied between two trees. The rope was
only just above the water. Capt Cutts
informed us that the object was to get
to the other side without getting wet.
He didn’t care how it was done but you
lost a point for every man that touched
the water. I was sorting the teams out
to make the crossing when Taffy
Evens said “Sergeant Silkstone there’s
a bridge up river why don’t we cross
there?” What a great idea I though. So
we jogged up the river and crossed
over and completed the run. Later that
day we have moved four places up the
board to third place. This event
brought home the old saying ‘The
obvious way is not always the correct
way.’
CANADA HERE I COME
I was posted for six weeks to Suffield
Park, Alberta, Canada, as medical
cover with the 17/21st Lancers.
Suffield Park is a large, open area of
rolling plains. Imagine the sea with
waves of about fifty feet; at the top of
each wave you can see for miles, and
at the bottom of the trough there is
nothing to see at all. It is ideal for tank
manoeuvres, in that the tanks can hide
and move about in the troughs without
been seen by the enemy force, and

the whole area covers about 1,000
square miles.
Once the ambulance, a 432, was
inspected and the kit checked for
serviceability, we were ready to start
the manoeuvres.
That night it started to rain, and the
following morning we set off to the
exercise area. Once there we were
deployed, and I was given a grid
reference at which to stand by with the
ambulance. The tanks, which could
travel faster than we could in the 432,
soon left us behind.
The rain had run down the small hills
and collected at the bottom, causing
small boggy areas, and soon the radio
was alive with tank commanders
informing their troop commanders that
they were bogged down and were
digging out. The troop commander
was ranting and raving over the radio
about the number of tanks being
bogged down, and told them to get
back into action as quickly as possible.
Slowly the ambulance climbed another
hill, and below me was Blue leader
(The Troop Commander’s tank) well
and truly bogged down in the quagmire
at the bottom. As he had just given the
others a rollicking for being bogged
down, I thought I’d radio to see if he
wished to have a tow out of the ditch knowing that all the other tanks would
pick up the radio message. He replied
in no uncertain terms for me to go
away.
We arrived at our holding site, which
was marked on the map as a forest.
The first thing I had to do was to verify

that I was at the right location by
attempting to triangulate my position,
as the so called forest was eleven
small privet hedge bushes about three
feet in height. I found out that I was in
the correct position, and I suppose that
eleven small bushes in an area without
trees could be classed as a forest.
Knowing that we were in the correct
position, it was time to see to the main
things in life; without being told what to
do, the lads soon had the kettle on for
a brew. The tea was made, and as we
sat down to drink it, the radio burst into
life, informing us of a ‘no duff’ accident
(one that is real and not a training
exercise), and so we went off to the
location.
The patient, whom I thought had a
broken his ankle, was taken back to
base camp in a Land Rover, and we
returned to our location at the forest.
The rest of the day and that night were
quiet, medical-wise.
The following morning, orders were
given for the tanks to commence a
firing exercise. As we waited at our
location, I heard a strange whistling
sound overhead and the RCT drive
asked what the noise was. I radioed
the Range Control Officer and gave
him our grid reference, asking if we
were in the line of fire, and knowing
damn well that we were. The firing
stopped, and all hell broke loose as
the Control Coordinator Officer had not
informed us to move to a new location
known as OK Corral. Once out of the
line of fire, I radioed back to give the
all clear so firing could commence.
(to be continued)

MONEY SAVING IDEAS
The following web site has been
brought to my attention and I felt
members may benefit from the advice
given on this site.
http://www.moneysavingexpert.com/

FORMER CORPS MEMBERS
LIVING IN AND AROUND THE
BLACKPOOL AREA
Ray Dagwell a hotelier who runs the
Brooklands 28-30 King Edward
Avenue Blackpool FY2 9TA for 7 years
and is an over 50s hotel.
Ray would be very interested in
hearing from ex-members of the Corps
who live within the Blackpool area. If
there were enough living in the area
maybe we could arrange and meet up.
Interested persons please contact him
at raydagwell@yahoo.co.uk or ring on
01253 351479

May I suggest members visit the site
as the information contained within is
very useful and beneficial to all?

ROYAL ARMY MEDICAL
CORPS ASSOCIATION
The RAMC Association was founded
in 1925 and has nearly 30 established
Branches throughout the UK and 1
newly formed Branch in Cyprus.
Its Objects are to maintain contact
between past and present members of
the RAMC, fostering esprit de corps,
comradeship and welfare, and
preserving the traditions of the Corps.
To relieve either generally or
individually past and present members
of the Corps and their dependants who
are in need by virtue of financial
hardship, sickness, disability or the
effects of old age through the provision
of grants, pensions or otherwise.

PERSONAL ONLINE
SECURITY

Since all the RAMC charities
converged at the direction of the
Charity Commission in 2008, the
Association has only had one level of
membership. Membership is open to
all serving and retired members of the
RAMC and friends and family of
serving or retired members of the
RAMC or retired personnel of the Army
Medical Services or other Regiments
and Corps who have had close links to
the RAMC. Those members who
formerly enjoyed Life Membership
status under the RAMC Association
(Registered Charity No. 1024102) shall
retain the rights and privileges granted
thereunder for life.

Whilst surfing the net for matter
appertaining to online security, I came
across the following link
https://www.gov.uk/government/upload
s/system/uploads/attachment_data/file/
251555/onlineSecurity20131018b.pdf

Each Branch is different; some are
very active with regular meetings and
social events and trips. Others,
because of their geography or the
general age of members meet less
often, perhaps one or twice a year.

http://www.brooklands-hotel.com/

THE RAMC - WIKIPEDIA
The Corps was formed in 1898 on 23
June, 118 years ago. If you have not
already visited the following link at
Wikipedia, may I suggest you do so, it
does make very interesting reading;
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Royal_Army_
Medical_Corps

As always, the best way to influence
what happens at a local level is to get
involved!
For further information on becoming a
member or obtaining details of your
local Branch please contact:
Chris Richards
Secretary RAMC Association
9 The Close
Caldicot
NP26 4EF
Mob: 07850 424197
Email:
secretary.ramcassoc@gmail.com
RAMC Association website
Facebook: RAMC Association Central
Branch

or on Twitter at @Sec_RAMC_Assoc

UNVEILING OF
COMMEMORATIVE
FLAGSTONE
CAPTAIN WB ALLEN VC
The following content is from an email
I received from Bob Scott, Chairman,
Sheffield Branch RAMC Association.
If you are local to the Sheffield area,
you may consider giving your support
to the unveiling of the commemorative
Flagstone.
“Hi Mick,
I was at a meeting at Sheffield Town
Hall on 3rd August 2016 regarding the
short service to take place to
commemorate Captain William
Barnsley Allen VC.
A flagstone will be unveiled on 3rd
September 2016 at 1300hrs at the

Cenotaph War Memorial, Barker's
Pool, Sheffield S1 2HB, which is
located in the centre of the public
space between City Hall and John
Lewis.
Ex-service personnel are requested to
form up at 1255 in front of the City
Hall. The civic procession will leave
from the Town Hall at this time being
led by a piper.
212 FD Hospital will be supplying the
guard of honour and reading the
citation. I have been asked to give the
RAMC prayer. There will also be
wreath laying ceremony. We have
been notified that relatives of Captain
W B Allen VC will be in attendance.
Unfortunately the Sheffield Branch of
the RAMC Association numbers are
now critical as there is only 4 active
members, 2 in Sheffield and 2 in
Rotherham (one who is 92).
I would appreciate it if you could put
the details of this event out on the face
book pages as the more ex Corps
members attending would be a bonus,
we might be able to recruit some into
the branch (inshallah)!
Thanks in advance,
Bob Scott”
I have spoken to Bob Scott and he
informs me that Sheffield is not one of
the best areas for car parking. He has
suggested that those who will be
attending should go to the Park & Ride
facilities and get a tram to the City
Hall.
Those ex members of the Corps, who
live in and around the Sheffield &
Rotherham area and would like to join
the Sheffield Branch of the RAMC

Association, then please contact Bob
on rgvscot@aol.com.

ABSENT BRETHERN
Alfred France
Simon Lawrence
Stuart Masters
Pearl Beloved wife of Sam Batty

