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THE LONDON SCOTTISH

REGIMENTAL FAMILY

Honorary Regimental Colonel
Sir Christopher Geidt
KCB KCVO OBE

Regimental Colonel
Brigadier Alastair Bruce
of Crionaich OBE ADC DL

The
Gordons

Oﬃcer Commanding
“A” (London Scottish) Coy
Major Rob Pitt

Toronto Scottish

The Gordons merge
with the Queens Own
Highlanders to form
The Highlanders under
the SDR of 1994.

48

Colonel’s Notes

49

OC’s Notes

54

1 Platoon Notes

The London
Regiment

59

Mortar Platoon notes

G Company
1/51 Highland
Volunteers becomes
A Company, in 1992
as part of the newly
formed London
Regiment.

60

Serving Company Training

64

Pipes and Drums

72

In the News

74

Association Notes

75

Regimental Golf Society

76

London Scottish Lodge

77

Glasgow Association Lunch

78

Regimental History

98

Regimental Noticeboard

99

London Scottish Cadets

101

Letters to the Editor

101

Obituaries

The Highlanders

Company Sergeant Major
“A” (London Scottish) Coy
CSM Ian Dawson

Clerk to the Trustees
Major Alistair Wood LVO MBE

The Highlanders
(4 Scots)

The Highlanders become
the 4th Bn Royal Regiment
of Scotland (4 Scots) and
wear the new cap badge
worn by all the Scottish
Regiments.

AFFILIATIONS

Scots Guards

Editor/Production for the Gazette
Rob Blackledge
Editor/Researcher for the Gazette
Ana Fonseca
Submissions to the Gazette via email:
lsgazette@yahoo.co.uk

Member of the Association
of Service Newspapers.
46 London Scottish Regimental Gazette

The opinions expressed in the articles of the London
Scottish Regimental Gazette are those of the authors and
do not necessarily reﬂect the policy and views, oﬃcial or
other wise, of the Regiment or MOD.
The Gazette contains oﬃcial information which should be
treated with discretion by the reader.

Published at Headquarters
95 Horseferry Road
London SW1P 2DX
Tel: 020 7630 1639
Fax: 020 7233 7909

Contents

AUGUST 2017

Front Cover: The cover image is a Ordnance Survey map (Sheet
No.14:17:I) described as “showing progress in the Ypres Area 1st
August 17th November 1917” (National Archives FO 925/24005).
This was ofﬁcially designated the 3rd Battle of Ypres or better
known as Passchendaele. A high water table combined with record
rainfall and unprecedented shelling churned up the ground
and left a sea of mud in its place. The battle cost the British
and Commonwealth armies 310 000 casualties. In broad terms,
the British V army assaulted through August; the Australian and
New Zealand Corps in September and the Canadians ﬁnally took
what was left of Passchendaele on 6th November. The human
cost can be seen in the nearby Tyne Cot Cemetery where 11 961
soldiers are buried or commemorated.
The 1st Bn London Scottish were involved in a limited role.
The 56th Division was brought from ARRAS and the 168 Brigade
was in reserve as 167 and 169 Brigades assaulted LANGEMARK.
Despite being in reserve, the London Scottish suffered 55
casualties of which 26 were killed or died of wounds.

© Crown copyright.
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REGIMENTAL COLONEL’S NOTES
The
monumental
and
quite
breathtaking horror of the 3rd Battle of
Ypres began 100 years ago on the day I
write this.
The nation has selected Passchendale
as the iconic battle to remember in 1917
and its profile of choking mud adds to
the cacophony of other horrors coughed
into the memory of our regiment and all
the combatant elements of that war. Of
course, in 1917 our compatriots were
scattered in theatres of battle across the
globe and at Hallowe’en this year, our
thoughts will both reflect upon 1914
but also hold Beersheba and Jerusalem
in remembrance.
It has been particularly impressive
to see how similarly scattered across
the globe have been the deployments
of A Company. Many went with the
London Regiment group on exercise to
Australia, which is about as far distant
as any can serve. And recently, Maj
Pitt took a number to the Pyrenees on
Exercise Highland Escape. Both appear
to have offered challenges which feature
in the photographs I have seen.
It has been a shocking blow to learn
of Colour Sergeant Gurung’s sudden
death. We seem to have had more than
our fair share of unexpected news like
this recently but, as a community, the
London Scottish has proved its strength
in uniting, supporting and lifting
memories into inspiration. We hold his
family in our thoughts.
The London Scottish was honoured
to stand beside the Gordon Highlanders
Association at their final muster in
Buckie this month. Our regimental
alliance with the Gordon’s and then
their evolution into The Highlanders
is remembered warmly by many of the
Association who served during this
alliance and so it was excellent that our
Pipes and Drums could play their part.
The Regiment thrives in its support of
the London Regiment’s role providing
the Guards Reserve Battalion. This is
our principle task and we look forward
to see the improving numbers increase
still further, in the weeks and months

Visiting Mortar Platoon based in Catford

OC’S NOTES
ahead. The Company will continue
to enjoy the financial support of the
Trustees and a home at 95 Horseferry
Road.
Hallowe’en approaches and the
Church Parade will give us inspiring
opportunities to gather. In addition,
and following on from the successful
London Scottish community meeting
in January, we intend to hold another
soon. Details of this date is in this
gazette. Also, we have changed the
way the cocktail party is managed this
year, in order to increase our influence
among a new constituency of support.
There is much changing and we must
build new friendships to give the wide
range of ongoing projects the best
chance of success. The experiment
went well, partly because the date was
the one chosen for the snap General
Election. The final hours of the national
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ballot gave the evening an added calm
and tension. It was a pleasure to invite
the Duchess of Argyll to take the salute
after the Pipes and Drums had played,
as it was her wedding anniversary and a
former Duke was one of the regiment’s
colonels.
Have an excellent holiday and hold in
mind the Passchendale anniversaries.
At the end of August I shall represent
the Regiment on the battlefield, to
remember the dead but also to celebrate
the hard won achievements of the
British Army. Indeed, in the 100th
anniversaries of the First World War
too little credit is given to the successes
in the midst of stalemate: reading the
details of the military achievements are
an inspiration to our generation.
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Being in A Company means we are
constantly reminded of the inspiring
stories that are the history of The
London Scottish. My team and I try very
hard to aspire to that example and place
opportunity before our soldiers that
echoes such endeavour, daring and style.
And that is why I am in the mountains.
As I write this, I am over 2300 metres
above sea level in the stunning surrounds
of the French Pyrenees, leading a recreation
of the WW2 Escape Trail, the Chermain De
La Liberte on Ex HIGHLAND ESCAPE.
A huge Lamagia Vulture is swooping
overhead. I can’t help but think I’d be less
happy to see her if I were being pursued by
Nazi and Vichy agents hell bent on making
me her next meal.
I hope you’d all be proud of what I can
see in the Pyrenees today. I am perched
above the serpentine of rapidly ascending
London Jocks (and guests from 77 Brigade,
21 SAS, 144 PARA and the London Irish),
as they pick their way through the rocky
outcrops to summit the Col de la Coeur.
They are all kilted in Hodden Grey, in
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absolute wilderness, living on soldierly skill
alone, and as happy as any band of brothers
I’ve ever seen. If I could distil my hopes for
our leadership and mentoring programme,
Project MACPHERSON when I started it
with Captain Bobby Stewart in January,
this would be the picture in my mind. I
hope Colonel Sir Tommy would have
approved of our sense of adventure.
Thanks to Mike Davidson, a veteran
PARA of the Escape Line Memorial
Society who presented to us, there is a
real emotional link for the team which
combines with the physical endeavour. As
such, every step forward is its own tribute,
paid for in skin and salt, each made in
memory of the daring and courageous
helpers, Allied agents and service
personnel who made the same journey.
Expect a fulsome report in the next issue.
But how is A Company? Churchill,
famous for his command of the language,
said ‘I like things to happen. And if they
don’t happen, I like to make them happen.’
In that regard I am blessed with a staff of
military professionals and great, proactive

reservists that aren’t afraid to innovate and
explore how we can do things better. So
I thought rather than take you through a
vanilla chronology of the last half year, a
few stories in this regard might showcase
just how focussed A (London Scottish)
Company is in supporting the Army 2020
Refine intent for the Reserve and grow a
combat ready company.
Whilst we remain comparatively small,
we are emphatically in ‘build’ mode,
parading on average between 20-30 a week.
Our people have never had such incredible
opportunity placed before them, such as
the recent 3 week deployment to Australia,
Ex HIGHLAND ESCAPE, monthly
Project MACPHERSON OC’s training
nights, an upcoming joint CatfordWestminster development weekend in
Scotland and steadily growing platoons
with committed leaders.
Innovations such as Ex GREY THREAT
and other infanteer-focused initiatives
have formed a hard core of regular
paraders who increasingly impress when
put to the test in the field. The buzz in
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the Company Bar after a night of hard PT
and excellent training is as happy as it is
electric. Rather selfishly, it increases my
own morale every time I see these kilty
lads and lassies enjoying being part of
this family so much. However, I note, the
view is still very much that the Catford
Bar outshines the Westminster, for decor,
style and mischief.
In a short time we have achieved
much. Our new training and innovations
have been acknowledged by senior
personalities such as the Commander of
11 Brigade, Brigadier Phil Kimber OBE
(who joined in our hand to hand combat
training with the Met Police during Ex
GREY STANDOFF), the MOD Defence
Directorate of Communications who
have used our PR product as exemplars
on official British Army sites and our
close friends at Horse Guards Civil
Engagement as both worthwhile and
daring.
It was my firm belief that a good training
night begins with great PT. I challenged
our PT staff to create this. Soldierly
discipline flows from physical confidence.
Between Sgt Wood, Cpl Matheison, LCpl
Bronitz, LCpl Woods and Pte Lovatt
they have not let me down. Boxing,
wrestling, high intensity training circuits,
the combination of memory games into
high stress training, seeking Army PT
school advice, individual support to
Coy members attempting special duties
selection. We have a great offer to make
to recruits and serving soldiers to ensure
that a wave of endorphins hit them every
time they train with us.
On the engagement front Private Stan
Flitton has been a superb ambassador for
the London Scottish in playing a pivotal
role in the inception and development
of Ash Manor School CCF. Having only
recently passed his Combat Infantryman
Course (CIC) with Privates Allison
and Gordon, it is telling of the quality
and dash of the men and women that
are attracted to this steely fragment of
Scotland in London that for such a junior
member of our family, he has created
something so unique. We are very proud
of his efforts. Having danced a reel with
the Headmistress of the School at our
recent charity event, I know they are too.
Cpl John Howie, our rogue adventurer,
has been spreading Highland cheer over
the Khardung La in the Indian Himalaya,
one of the worlds highest motorable roads
at 5395 metres. He was leading a group of
a dozen motorcyclists across the Ladakhi
Plateau. He’s also been critical in enabling

PT in the Drill Hall.

Ian Bruce entertains at Kilted in the Capital.

Cpl Howie - Adventurer!

Dancing in full swing at Kilted in the Capital.

Major Pitt and Chelsea Pensioners with The Pipe and Drum Majors.

The Mayor of Southwark presented the Hodden Grey patches.
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the AAC 60th anniversary expedition
in the Nepal and at the forefront of Ex
HIGHLAND ESCAPE.
We have begun taking training
inspiration from RMAS and Directorate of
Infantry sponsored ‘Soldier First, Combat
Hunter’ Doctrine. This is superb thinking
that will ultimately create a tactically wily
soldier. Distilling the lessons of the last
decade of combat operations, this training
revolves around understanding decisionaction cycles, enhanced soldiering skill
in situational awareness, combat tracking
and profiling and ensuring advantage
is maintained. In typical A Company
fashion, rather than spend time watching
a screen and lecture, 1 Platoon has been
hitting the streets of London undergoing
close target surveillance/recce training,
patrol comms skills and information
awareness and gathering techniques based
on the doctrine.
We’ve also welcomed Catford soldiers
to Westminster who assisted in developing
considerations surrounding how we might
look to offer support in future Londonbased attacks. This has all allowed our
team an incredible insight into crafting
patrol and intelligence reports and returns
that will aid the commander not only
understand the enemy, but ultimately
defeat him. I feel I must single out the
field dedication of Lance Corporal Reuben
Wood, who, so intent on avoiding my
eagle eye on the recent Ex GREY FOCUS
in St James’ Park, that he paid a local
homeless man to ‘befriend’ and clothe him
as a deception plan – which worked. I can
only imagine how delighted the Director
of Infantry and Commandant RMAS
would have been to see, if not smell, Lance
Corporal Wood’s unorthodox, winning
effort.
On 4 July, we hosted ‘Kilted in the
Capital’. At the start of the year the
Company agreed that Charity should
feature in our business. We then set
about a plan to weave this into our Civil
Engagement plans, ensuring joint working
with LONDIST and the Horse Guards
Engagement Team. A night to stand in
defiance of recent terror attacks, champion
the Army in London’s efforts with the
Community Covenant and celebrate our
Highland History was the result. We
welcomed over 200 guests from London
and internationally to Horseferry Road.
We were supported by the wonderful
Ian Bruce, a Scottish Folksinger who 20
years ago wrote an album called ‘Hodden
Grey’, to remember his Father who had
been our Pipe Major in WW2. It was
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the happy serendipity of Captain Bobby
Stewart listening to the same album in
Afghanistan for respite that brought us
together. Also along were John Carver
of the Royal Household Reeling Society
who whipped the room to a Gaelic frenzy
and our own inimitable Pipes and Drums
who as always, steal any show. Three of
our newly qualified combat infantrymen,
Allison, Gordon and Flitton also ‘Took
the Grey’ from the Mayor of Southwark
and became full London Scots – Private
Lovatt also qualified in the period and was
given his patch by The Colonel. The night
and the silent auction raised over £2000
for The British Red Cross UK Solidarity
Fund which will continue to support
people in this Country affected by terror
and tragedy.
We also launched Ex GREY
STANDOFF. This joint activity with the
Metropolitan Police Civil Order and
Counter Terrorism Unit saw our team
learn how to adapt and survive in the
hostile moment that surrounds a fight or
attack situation. That adrenaline pumped,
frightening and frenetic moment – and the
ability to render oneself calm, calculating
and ultimately devastating, is at the very
core of being an infanteer. Decisions
taken when under ‘street attack’ are very
similar to decisions our men may have to
make on Operations. Fear is, after all, just
fear and must be combated through facing
it and understanding it. On the night we
were pleased to welcome the entire Bn
HQ and Brigadier Phil Kimber OBE,
Commander of 11 Brigade, who spent the
time in the best way possible – talking to
the Jocks as they fought each other and the
Police Instructors.
On a visit to Catford with the
Regimental Colonel, between the newly
promoted (and richly deserved too)
Colour Sergeant Miller and his team, we
hashed out plans for a future joint Scottish
development weekend. This will see both
Westminster and Catford move north of
the border for some quality soldiering and
cultural immersion in all things Scottish.
Although in the planning phases, I’m
excited to begin the re-development of our
numbers and offer at Catford as we push
forward the support weapons and mortar
requirement. I will be at my happiest
when I see our bomb away and skyward
with Catford men manning the line.
Our men were centre stage for the HAC
recruiting evening, that lavish annual
military village fete in the centre of the
City. Cpl Andy Orvis was on top form
roping in over 15 expressions of interest as

Local schoolchildren in front of the 1st World War Memorial.

The children fashion model soldiers from the Clay of Ypres care of the CWRM charity.
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Major Pitt at Buckingham Palace with Wife Helen.
our 1 Platoon wowed the attendees with a
live attack with the HAC.
Its always a joy to see a well rehearsed
attack succeed, but when accompanied
by the calling tune of Corporal Parsons,
deafening even above the gunfire, well,
that’s a special thing! I’m happy to report
that despite the finery of Armoury House,
the Jocks stole the show.
This has been a busy period for the
unit in representing the Company far and
wide. I was honoured to be a guest of The
Scots Guards for their new presentation
of colours at Buckingham Palace. No
rain, which was relentless and cold, could
dim that spectacle and I was proud to
wear the Hodden Grey in full dress order
to represent you all there with my Wife
Helen. We have also hosted the entire
party of the Lord Mayor of Westminster’s
Armed Forces reception in an impromptu
drinks party earlier in the year, showcasing
our wonderful Regimental assets to a high
powered group and our friends from the
3 services.
We’ve also helped LONDIST host the
Belgian Ambassador and the CWRM
charity which saw hundreds of local school
children making model soldiers fashioned

from the clay of Ypres. I know several
of them now bear the markings ‘LS’ in
commemoration of our unit.
And finally on the subject of very special
things, I’m delighted to announce the
births of Lance Corporal Martin Bronitz’s
baby girl, Poppy and the 2IC, Captain
Bobby Stewart’s little boy, Angus. All the
families are doing very well and enjoying
this joyous, sleep-deprived time.
Its my privilege to command here, to
see and shape how we are developing,
growing. I am grateful to the XO Major
Ben Kendall for his devotion to making
our training so varied and to the London
Scottish Regimental Trust who have been
so incredibly generous in their support of
our initiatives. I hope you enjoy reading
the pieces from 1 Platoon and see the
dedication and enthusiasm of the Platoon
Commander Second Lieutenant James
Wootton, which leaps from the page in the
same way he leaps to action.
Strike Sure,
Major Rob Pitt
Commander
A (London Scottish) Company
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I competed in the Combat Arms Sailing
Regatta with two other members of the
Bn. This the first time the Bn has been
represented at the CASR in several years,
and although not successful, I hope to
return next year, with a better trained team
in the hope of achieving a podium finish.

1 (MITCHELL) PLATOON NOTES
1 (Mitchell’s) Platoon has had an
interesting and eventful few months
since the Gazette’s last Platoon update.
Taking over from my predecessor
Mr Williams who departed the London
Regiment at the start of the year, it has
been an absolute privilege to take over
command of 1 Platoon with the very
capable support of Sgt Wood and the
platoons JNCO’s .
Overall, the platoon has built on its
existing experience and capabilities
through on-going training focussing on
two clear streams; core infantry skills
and immersive modern warfare training.
With this in mind, as a platoon we have
massively improved our skills set over the
past few months and bolstered our moral
and standards through organised social
and physical training. I hope the following
provides a good snap shot of some of that
activity that’s contributed to a thriving 1
Platoon.
HIGHLIGHTS
The highlight of each month’s training
schedule had to be the OC’s training
nights. I know that each of the men who
attended these events will have benefitted
immensely from the unique training value
that each exercise presented and will no
doubt remember them for many years to
come. It’s fair to say from my point of view
as an ex-Private Soldier, that as a Coy we
are providing a very high benchmark of
immersive training; something that I hope
will continue to grow regular attendance.
Combined with this training we are
continuing to work towards passing our
annual MATTs and developing our core
infantry skills.
As part of the training development
particular mentions are to go to Pte.
Carter, Pte Lovatt and Pte. Douglas for
competing their Infantry Basic Radio
User Cadre earlier in the year. The course
trains troops in being proficient in basic
CIS skills, specifically on the Bowman and
PRR systems.
Additionally Pte. Waterston attended
the Kent Police Hand Gun cadre earlier in
the year achieving a pass in their version
of the handgun ACMT only dropping
two shots in the whole detail; not an easy
feat! Waterston hopes to build on this
by attending the Bn handgun training
in September and hopefully make the

Training to use the STYR .

And hand-to-hand combat.

Bn shooting team ahead of the Infantry
shooting competition later in the year.
With the introduction of PT sessions
prior to each training evening, we’ve also
created the ‘Highland Fitness Challenge’
for the platoon. This is a monthly fitness
challenge that puts us to the test through
different physical challenges and adds an
element of competitiveness to the platoon.
Congratulations must be given to Sgt
Wood who has thus far won May, June and
July’s fitness challenge.
With 1 Platoon being more formally
orbatted at the start of the year as ‘1
Mitchell’s Platoon’ after the London
Scottish VC winner George Mitchell,
members of the platoon took park in a
workshop training session to learn more
about Mitchell, what he represents in
terms of the modern Army’s values and
standards and how we as a platoon could
keep his memory alive moving forward.
The workshop generated lots of good ideas
in how to do this, most of which I hope to
tell you about in our next platoon entry.

Over the past few months, 1 platoon
have also taken part in a growing number
of sporting events. The first of which is the
growing interest of football and boxing
within the platoon. With more regular
visits to Wellington Barracks to play
football and increased interest in boxing
led by Pte. Gordon and LCpl Woods,
interest in these sports continues to grow.
This year 1 Platoon also contributed
towards the Bn GOC’s sports day team.
The event, led by Sgt Wood saw the team
compete in football and a variety of track
and field events. Although not particularly
successful this year, fun was had by all and
the team hope to return next year to take
on a greater variety of events and be more
competitive in the football tournament.
Complimenting the new weekly
PT program, Sgt Wood is also to be
congratulated for completing his Physical
Training Instructor Course earlier in the
year as well as Cpl Matheison, LCpl Woods
and Pte Lovatt who completed the ETL
course, the precursor to the PTI’s course.

54 London Scottish Regimental Gazette

August 2017

Ex MORLANCOURT
Probably the highlight of the year for
most of 1 Platoon was the Bn deployment
to Sydney, Australia. The exercise saw 11
London Jocks deploy with 5 Brigade from
the Australian Reserve Defence Force for
a full 3 weeks.
The deployment saw the troops take
part in a variety of tactical training
exercises including vehicle check points,
vital asset protection, standing patrols,
section attacks, searches and interrogation
to name but a few. The deployment also
saw the troops become accustomed to the
Australian Styr and Australian infantry
tactics, including a live fire package and
sneaker range. In addition, many of 1
platoon became proficient in the LMG
complimenting our existing capability.
Being winter in the southern
hemisphere, the troops weren’t exposed
to the sun as much as they had perhaps
hoped for with temperatures ranging from
minus 2c to 20c. That being said, this didn’t
affect moral with all of the troops enjoying
the integration with the Australian forces
throughout.
One particular highlight of the
deployment was a tasking to play enemy
on the final exercise of an Australian
Commissioning course; something that
the platoon isn’t often tasked with. The
rather unorthodox attack consisted of 70
troops charging down on several fortified
gun positions at a ratio of 10/1 over the
commissioning course. Something the
Australians weren’t quite expecting,
particularly as some of the Jocks weren’t
too fussed at ‘playing dead’ or ‘fake dying’
and were subsequently rugby tackled
to the ground by the Australian forces
‘defending’ their positions; something
I’m sure the jocks concerned won’t be
forgetting any time soon!
Post the tactical phase the platoon moved
away from the plethora of rabid kangaroos
on the Singleton training area and took
part in some well earned R&R back in
Sydney. R&R saw the troops visit the Blue
Mountains, Koala’s in the city Zoo, Sydney
Harbour and a local rugby league match.
The highlight of the R&R however was a
trip offered to us by one of the Australian
Reserves who happened to work as part
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LMG Training at 95.

Sydney Harbour with The opera House in Background.

London Regiment contingent in Australia.
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them over there...

of the Sydney Harbour Patrol boat team
which consisted of troops zipping around
the harbour at an incredible speed; an
totally unique experience that had all the
Jocks in high spirits!
All in all Ex MORLANCOURT was
a great success and is something that we
could do again in the future now we have
founded a starting relationship with 5 Bn
in Australia.
RECRUITMENT –
In addition to the growing number of
regular attendees on training evenings,
1 Platoon has recently welcomed, Pte.
Allison, Pte. Wong and Pte. Douglas to the
Platoon, the latter two of which were both
awarded prizes at their phase one passing
out parade which I had the pleasure of
attending; Best at Physical Training and
Best Shot respectively. We also have a
growing pipeline of recruits who are keen
to join the platoon, but for the meantime
enjoy mixing with the Platoon in the QE
Bar.
In addition to this, after taking over the
platoon in April I tasked myself with reengaging some of those in the platoon who
for a variety of reasons haven’t been able to
attend over the last few years. This proved
incredibly beneficial, both in order to fully
get to know the whole platoon but more
importantly because it led to a small flurry
of re-engagers including Pte. Squire who
has recently moved back to the UK after a
short time away.
Recruitment is strong, with 1 Platoon
making it’s own effort to help achieve
Army 2020 targets. As such, Pte. Carter has
been conducting some OTC engagement
with the hope of recruiting more from
our local London OTC. To support the
Bn several of 1 platoon have regularly
volunteer for additional recruiting duties
in our catchment area.
Lastly, I’d like to highlight the imminent
departure of Pte. Brimmer who will be
shortly leaving us to return to Australia.
Pte. Brimmer has been deployed to A Coy
over the past two years from the Australian
Reserves. Brimmer has been a great asset
to the Pln both in the field and socially,
notably teaching us lots of ‘local field
language’ ahead of Ex MORLANCOURT
and how to do a ‘ManKeeny’ at the
Christmas Party! Brimmer, despite
his love of terrible beach wear is to be
congratulated on his efforts during his
time here as well as thanked. We all wish
him the best of luck as he goes on to pursue
his new career as an ambulance paramedic
back in Australia. God knows they need

PTEs Douglas and Lovatt pass their IBRU course.

Beating Retreat at Horseguards.

PTEs Douglas and Wong won best Shot and best at PT respectively at the end of
their Phase 1 training.

Pte Brimmer who is returning to Australia.

SOCIAL
The last few months has seen the Platoons
social scene flurry; with recent visits to
the Household Division Beating Retreat
at Horseguards attended by 10 Jocks and
their partners, Kneller Hall’s Last Night
of the Proms and the Chelsea Pensioners
Garden Party. From all accounts, each
event was thoroughly enjoyed and each led
to an equally enjoyable evening out (or so I
hear). Looking ahead, next month we have
our Bn families day which will be held at
Kneller Hall; this will be a well deserved
day for the Coy’s families and friends,
but also an important social event to say
goodbye to our comrades in B and C Coy
who officially leave the Bn in September.
In addition to organised Coy events,
I am really pleased to hear of lots of the
Platoon meeting outside of Coy time,
being it for PT, Boxing or a few beers. For
me this is a great sign of high moral and
shows the growing strength of Jock family
feel within A Coy and 1 Platoon. Recently
attending Lambeth Country Fair I bumped
into 8 members of A Coy all with partners
both from Catford and Horseferry which
is testament to this.
LOOKING FORWARD
Post a packed few months, the pipeline
ahead looks even more promising. We
are all currently with the OC in the
Pyrenees and will have much to tell you
next issue. Pte. Lovatt is due to attend
the regular Snipers Course – a real coup
for us thanks to Colour Sergeant Holwell,
we have our annual ATP in Wales which
will see those attending partake in Land
Rover driving skills and a JNCO’s cadre.
We have additionally heard of rumours
of a potential exchange with the Toronto
Scottish which we very much hope goes
ahead. Over the next few training nights
and weekends however, the focus will on
traditional Inf skills ahead of Cambrian
Patrol. This is the first year in a while that
we will be entering an all A Coy team.
Lastly, I’d like to thank all of the NCO’s
within the Coy as well as the permanent
staff who have contributed towards a
successful and prosperous few months
within 1 Platoon; without you, none of
the above would be possible and I’m
very much looking forward to the next 6
months leading 1 Platoon.
2LT. J H L. WOOTTON

The concert at Kneller Hall.
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Volleyball Down Under.
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MORTAR PLATOON NOTES
This will be the first time for me
writing to you all from my new chair as
the Mortar 2IC and it has been a busy
few months and look forward to many
more to come.
The London regiment had been offered a
once in a blue moon opportunity to deploy
troops to Australia. Exercise Morlan Court
was a 3 week overseas training exercise
which required a full rifle platoon to work
alongside the Australian reserves. In total
11 members of A company, including 4
from Catford, deployed to Oz making 1
section complete, platoon Sgt (Sgt Woods)
& 3 section commander (Myself).
Being on the other side of the world
after almost 24hrs travelling we arrived in
Sydney and were met by our counterparts
and taken to Holsworthy camp, Sydney
to their equivalent of Brecon excluding
constant rain and any hills or valleys.
We were to complete an RSOI package,
learning about all the living creatures
that wish to kill you during our stay &
completing weapons training on the Styer
& LSW which is our LMG the mini mi.

The exercise phase was conducted 3 hours
drive North at Singleton training area,
and true to fashion it rained for nearly the
entire exercise and finished once end ex
was called. The first few days were spent
on the ranges so that we could get to grips
with the weapons and then a round robin
of tasking’s as given from the Aussies.
All of the troops work hard throughout
the exercise and we had a couple of days off
at the end in Sydney, where the Australian
CO works for the border force and offered
a speed boat trip around the harbour which
made up for all the miserable weather. We
also had the obligatory trip down to Bondi
beach which lived up to its fame, it’s a
tough job but someone’s got to do it.
Upon returning to the UK we had a
recruiting event to attend at Lewisham
Peoples Day (no rest for the wicked), so
whilst still within the throws of jet lag
Lcpl Keen, Pte Wynne, myself & CSgt
Evans setup the marquee to drum up
some numbers from one of our local areas.
We had some interest, however this was
somewhat hampered by the restrictions

that the organisers had given us was not to
bring any weapon systems... this as we all
know is the majority of the toys that in the
infantry have so was a bit of a challenge.
We have now turned a new corner into
the digital age this month as some bright
spark has designed a system to register
and administrate attendance and pay for
troops called RAPS (reserves army pay
service) wether or not this is a good thing
will be decided within the coming months,
watch this space!
The next big event within the calendar
for A company is the families day in which
we will say our formal good byes to both
B & C company as they are to move to
their new respective regiments. For many,
myself included will be saddened by their
departure owing to our many years spent
working together, however I look forward
to the next chapter within the London
Scottish & the London Regiment.
Strike Sure
CSgt ‘Dusty’ Miller
Mortar platoon 2IC

Please ﬁnd enclosed your proforma for your ticket applications
for the annual Hallowe’en Dinner.
To avoid disappointment, it is advisable to book your tickets early.
Strike Sure and support the London Scottish.
On our day off in Sydney.
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A COMPANY TRAINING

Drill night has seen a heavier focus on PT and more varied
and interesting traing, such as hand-to-hand combat.
Sgt Wood, Cpl Matheison, LCpl Bronitz, LCpl Woods
and Pte Lovatt have all helped create sessions including
boxing, wrestling, and high intensity training circuits.

At the HAC open day
ABOVE The Jocks excel on the ranger.
RIGHT: Weighing kit prior to the AFT.

PIPES AND DRUMS
“For that is the mark of the Scots of all
classes:
that he stands in an attitude towards the
past unthinkable to Englishmen,
and remembers and cherishes the memory
of his forebears, good or bad
and there burns alive in him a sense
of identity with the dead even to the
twentieth generation.”
From ‘Weir of Hermiston’ by Robert Louis
Stevenson (1850 - 1894).
Over the generations, that unique sense
of identity has possibly manifested itself
most visibly through the Scottish martial
tradition; certainly, the names inscribed
on the memorials in the drill hall at
95 and the way in which The London
Scottish Regiment remembers, cherishes
and celebrates our forebears provide huge
inspiration for the Pipes & Drums to take
great pride in our heritage.
This attitude to the past, to which RLS
referred, can reveal itself in some strange
ways. For example, it is often said that the
bagpipes are classified as a weapon of war,
in the sense of an actual physical weapon
- as is a broadsword or a rifle - rather than
simply being a musical instrument played
to inspire soldiers in battle, or as a means
of directing troops, such as drums or the
bugle. The origins of this assertion go back
to 1746 and the Battle of Culloden, which
was the final confrontation of the ‘rising
of ‘45’ when the Jacobite forces of Charles
Edward Stuart (Bonnie Prince Charlie) were
pretty decisively defeated by a loyalist army
commanded by The Duke of Cumberland.
A certain James Reid was one of several
pipers who carried their pipes into battle on
16th April 1746 to rally the Jacobite army at
Culloden, and was one of 558 rebels taken
prisoner by Cumberland’s troops. Piper
Reid was subsequently marched south to
York and put on trial for high treason against
the Crown. However, James protested
that he was innocent as he had remained
unarmed and merely played his bagpipes
throughout the battle. Unfortunately, and
perhaps unsurprisingly, the Judges took a
different view on the matter, determining
that highland troops never marched to war
without a piper at their head and that, in the
eyes of the law, the bagpipe was, therefore,
an instrument of war. Piper James Reid
was condemned to death and subsequently
hanged, drawn and quartered.
However, some 220 years later, on 31st

October 1996 as the London Scottish were
commemorating Halloween, and after a
long-running dispute with the Corporation
of London, a Mr David Brooks was taken to
court for playing his bagpipes on Hampstead
Heath, in contravention of a Victorian bylaw stating that the playing of any musical
instrument on the Heath was banned. Mr
Brooks pleaded not guilty by citing the 1746
case of Piper James Reid as a precedent, and
claiming that the pipes were not a musical
instrument, but a weapon of war. Once
again, unfortunately for our protagonist, the
court took an opposing view and the verdict
was that the bagpipes are first and foremost
a musical instrument; thus returning them
- in both myth and law - from a weapon of
mass destruction to their rightful place.
I guess that is just as well really as were
the pipes still classified as weapons there
would, presumably, be highly sophisticated
x-ray ‘bagpipe detectors’ at airports and
we wouldn’t be able to take our beloved
doodlesacks on aeroplanes … thus severely
curtailing many activities of the Ps&Ds,
the most recent of which are outlined
below. However, on that point, it must
be noted that the stipendiary magistrate’s
1996 decision in the case of ‘Corporation
of London v Brooks’ does not appear to
have filtered down to Uzbekistan, as Piper
Ed Robson found out to his cost during a
recent trip, when he experienced a thorough
interrogation by customs officials on the
exact nature of the weird contraption he was
carrying as hand luggage!

ROYAL CALEDONIAN BALL
This annual ‘society’ event is widely
believed to be the oldest charity ball in
the world, and the 169th ball was held at
the Grosvenor House Hotel, Park Lane
on Friday 28th April 2017. The evening for the guests, rather than the Ps&Ds as
itinerant musicians - starts at 7.30pm with
a drinks reception followed by dinner at 86
Park Lane, part of Grosvenor House. At
10.00pm the revellers, well-fed and watered
(some very well-watered, by the looks of
it), make their way into the hotel’s Great
Room for the start of the reeling which is
prefaced by a marching set from the Pipes
and Drums of whichever regiment or band
has been invited on that particular occasion.
A ‘breakfast’ is served at 12.30am, and then
those hardy enough continue reeling until
the early hours, with carriages at 3.30am.
It is always a pleasure, and hugely
enjoyable, to be invited to contribute
to the Ball, which we have now done a
number of times over recent years, and we
are always made most welcome. This was
Piper Alexander Mackison’s first outing in
Full Dress Hodden Grey, and he is warmly
welcomed into the Ps&Ds, following a debut
of some style. It was also a delight, this year,
to see a number of London Scottish officers
in attendance, including Lt Col Geoffrey
Strickland, CO LONDONS and our current
Band President.
WORSHIPFUL COMPANY OF
BUTCHERS
On Friday 19th May 2017, the full Band

The Ps&Ds Beat Retreat at the Cocktail Party.
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The Ps&Ds perform in The Guildhall Yard.

Fireworks behind the Massed Military Bands and Pipes & Drums on Horse Guards.
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descended on the Guildhall to Beat Retreat
prior to the annual Master’s Charity
Evening of the Worshipful Company of
Butchers. The arms of the Company were
granted by the College of Heralds in 1540,
and the Charter of Incorporation was
granted by James 1 in 1605, ranking the
Butchers 24th in the order of precedence
of Livery Companies of the City of
London. A nice link with The London
Scottish is that HM Queen Elizabeth the
Queen Mother was an Honorary Freeman
of the Company of Butchers between 1976
and her death in 2002.
The current Master, Mr Stuart
Thompson, had selected the National
Brain Appeal and the Queen Mother’s
Clothing Guild as his designated charities,
and it was good to be invited to help
support such worthy causes … although
the fact that the current Clerk to the
Company is Major General Jeff Mason,
MBE late Royal Marines, may have had
something to do with it?
The unofficial highlight of the evening
was when yours truly made an early
bid for the ‘Tom-Tom’ by slipping in
my hobnailed brogues on the Guildhall
marble floor and, in Full Dress uniform
with leopard skin and Bass, tumbling
down the grand staircase and making a
rather unnecessarily dramatic entrance
into the lobby. Luckily, only my pride
was injured, but it caused much hilarity
from my concerned compatriots … as the
old joke goes, “a roll on the drums, and a
sandwich on the piano”!!
REGIMENTAL COCKTAIL PARTY
Thursday 8th June 2017 saw the
Regiment’s annual Cocktail Party and,
being a practice evening, a near full
Band paraded to Beat Retreat, despite
(or, perhaps, because of) it also being the
day of the General Election! Although
the Regimental Colonel presided over
the event, it was a very nice touch to
invite Torquhil Campbell, the 13th Duke
of Argyll to take the salute, as one of his
ancestors, John George Edward Henry
Douglas Sutherland Campbell, KG, KT,
GCMG, GCVO, VD, PC, the 9th Duke of
Argyll, had been Colonel of the Regiment
from 1900 to 1914.
It is always a joy, once a year, to loiter
nonchalantly on the balcony at 95 whilst
my fellow Bandsmen strut their stuff
on the drill hall below and Drummer
Peter MacDonald took over duties on
the Bass for that occasion, for which I
am grateful. It was also the first formal
outing in Hodden Grey for Drummer Paul
Scott, who is now officially inducted, and
warmly welcomed, into the drum corps

and the Ps&Ds. A sociable and gentle
enough introduction, although I’m not
sure that a ten-minute slot at the cocktail
party was a comprehensive preparation for
what was to come the following week!
HOUSEHOLD DIVISION BEATING
RETREAT
During the week 12th to 15th June 2017,
the Ps&Ds were once again on duty for
Beating Retreat on Horse Guards Parade,
alongside the Scots Guards and the Irish
Guards. We were joined by the Ps&Ds of
the Scottish Army Cadet Force to form a
massed Pipes & Drums getting on for 100
strong, under the command of our good
friend D/M Robert McCutcheon, 1SG.
This, alongside the massed Military Bands
of the Household Division and the Royal
Canadian Artillery Band, made for a very
impressive display. We are honoured
that participation in Beating Retreat has
become a regular fixture for the Ps&Ds,
keeping The London Scottish Regiment
very firmly in the public eye, and to the
fore within the Capital.
I thought, therefore, that this year,
instead of outlining the parade itself
(which, in truth, was very similar
to all the other occasions), I would
provide an insight into the ‘behind the
scenes’ activities over the four days,
which culminate in the two evening
performances. Preparations for Beating
Retreat begin many weeks in advance,
when lists of tunes, pipe settings and
drum beatings are received from various
Directors of Music and Pipe Majors within
the Household Division. There is never
any great rush to learn all of this, as it is
inevitably changed and modified as the
overall theatrical vision for the final ‘show’
crystallises. However, as the event draws
ever closer, decisions are made in dusty
offices at Wellington Barracks and we are
issued with the final running order, and
we set about learning the music.
As this is such a high-profile ceremonial
event, and normally involves a member of
the Royal family taking the salute at one
or other of the two public performances
on the Wednesday and Thursday - this
year it was HRH Prince Henry of Wales,
KCVO (Prince Harry) – music, drill, dress
and deportment have to be spot on, and
there are two long days of practices and
rehearsals on the Monday and Tuesday
immediately beforehand.
This is a
major time commitment from voluntary
bandsmen who need to get the relevant
time away from work; nevertheless, we
turned out the requisite number of 16
pipers and drummers, plus Drum Major,
in order to match the complement from
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both the Scots and Irish Guards.
Providing uniform for new bandsmen,
and sourcing all the various accoutrements,
is always an issue, as many items are
becoming increasingly hard to come by,
and Drum Major Foulis does sterling work
in sourcing sufficient equipment, so much
effort is put into polishing and pressing kit
and tuning drums and pipes in order to
pass the rigorous scrutiny of Her Majesty’s
Brigade of Guards. Subsequently, the drill
hall at 95 is alive with activity for four
days, as can be seen from the following
photo-montage. (next 2 pages)
THURSDAY 15th JUNE 2017
The significance of giving a single date a
sub-heading all of its own is that this one
day rather neatly illustrates the depth and
breadth, and what those of a marketing
disposition might term the “international
reach”, of The London Scottish Pipes
& Drums.
On that self-same day,
various components of the Ps&Ds were
undertaking the following, simultaneous,
activities:
• The full band was participating in the
Household Division Beating Retreat
on Horse Guards Parade in Whitehall,
London.

Piper Brent Johnston presses his kit for the third time
in three days!

The Massed Pipes and Drums march onto Horse Guards.

• Piper Edward Robson and Drummer
David Lowe were playing at the British
Embassy in Ashgabat, Turkmenistan at a
reception in honour of HM The Queen’s
Birthday. They had also visited the
British Embassy in Tashkent, Uzbekistan.
• Pipers Tommy Johnston, Rob Green
and Stuart Hume were playing at the
annual Waterloo Dinner of the Naval
and Military (The In & Out) Club in St
James’s Square, London.
• Piper Ranald Gibson was visiting
our friends at The Toronto Scottish
Regiment (Queen Elizabeth The Queen
Mother’s Own) in their HQ at the
Captain Bellenden Seymour Hutcheson,
VC Armoury in Toronto, Canada.
• Drummer David Lowe, Piper Ed Robson,
HM Ambassador to Uzbekistan Mr
Christopher Allen and Defence Attaché
Squadron Leader Andrew Strefford
after the Queen’s Birthday Party at the
Ambassador’s Residence, Tashkent,
Uzbekistan.
Plotting all this out onto a map (I knew
that my faded blue 1960s Atlas, where most
of the world was coloured pink, would
come in handy someday ... I certainly
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didn’t use it at school), it seems that this
represents the following distances:
London to Tashkent is 3,892 miles (6,264 km)
London to Toronto 3,547 miles (5,708 km)
Toronto to Tashkent is 6,146 miles (9,891 km)
That is quite an impressive sphere of
concurrent influence for a voluntary Pipe
Band, and illustrates not only the extent of
our reputation, but also the commitment
of our members.

The Ps&Ds muster at ‘Wellie B’ prior to kick-off.

Bass Drummer Nick Gair charms the spectating tourists …
it’s OK, he got his Glengarry back!

ARMED FORCES DAY
In late June, the Ps&Ds travelled up
to Scotland to participate in the Armed
Forces Day Parade in Aberdeen on
Saturday 24th June 2017. We were there,
once again, at the invitation of our good
friends the Aberdeen University Officers’
Training Corps, with whom we have
established firm links over the past few
years. The parade went off like clockwork,
and we were presented with a very fine
plaque by the AUOTC to join those
already hanging in the Queen Elizabeth
Bar at 95.
AUOTC.
Whilst in Aberdeen, D/M Foulis met
two ex-London Scottish PSIs (Permanent
Staff Instructors). SPSI Bill Taylor and
QPSI Jimmy Elrick send their regards to all
who remember them and are both looking
forward to parading at the Cenotaph in
November, when they hope to pay a visit
to 95.

After a short period of absence from the Band, Drummer Alex Cooper is rather bewildered that all his kit is still there!

KILTED IN THE CAPITAL
As, I’m sure, is reported elsewhere in
this Gazette, the OC organised a charity
evening under the banner of ‘Kilted in
the Capital’ on the evening of Tuesday 4th
July 2017, to which the Ps&Ds contributed
a marching set. The reason for also
mentioning the event in these Band Notes
is that, on that very day fifty years ago,
the Argyll and Sutherland Highlanders including a young Private Nobby Foulis
- had entered the town of Crater in Aden
under fire.
British rule over the colony of Aden was
drawing to an end by the mid-1960s and
it was due to be given full independence
by 1968. However, different factions,
including two groups, The National
Liberation Front and the Front for the
Liberation of Occupied South Yemen,
saw an opportunity to try and gain
power, and Crater had become the centre
of unrest with terrorist attacks being
a daily occurrence. When the Aden
Armed Police revolted and British troops
were ambushed and brutally murdered,
including three members of the Argylls
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D/M Nobby Foulis and P/M Jim McLucas with D/M Neil Jamieson and P/M
Michael Laing.

Darth Maul and Obi Wan Kenobi battle it out with their light sabres!
advance party,
area. Thus, on
July 1967, the
command of Lt

Crater became a no-go
the night of the 3rd/4th
1st Battalion under the
Col Colin Mitchell (Mad

Mitch), re-occupied Crater and established
law and order. Observation posts and
road blocks were created, continuous
patrols and searches were mounted and,
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despite constant attacks by terrorists, the
Battalion succeeded in maintaining a
firm control over the area. By November
1967, when the Battalion was ordered to
withdraw, five Argylls had been killed
and several more wounded, although the
Regiment had become a household name in
Britain, as millions followed their exploits
on nightly television news reports. So, to
commemorate those events of the past half a
century later, the Ps&Ds marched off parade
and out of the drill hall playing ‘The Barren
Rocks of Aden’, the significance of which
may have only been obvious to a few of
the guests.
THE PRESIDENT’S TOM-TOM
Readers might recall that ‘The President’s
Tom-Tom’ is an award, instituted by Lt Col
Peter McLelland, OBE which is presented
annually at Band Supper to the bandsmen
who has done the most for band morale
over the preceding year … in other words,
it goes to the person who has made
the biggest cock-up! Nominations for
potential recipients are often gleaned from
exploits recorded in these Notes, and - for
no other reason than journalistic integrity
- I mention here the current contenders.
There appears to be two front runners at
present, one being myself for the Norman
Wisdom style slapstick staircase descent at
The Guildhall mentioned above, but also
an embarrassing administrative mix-up
involving tickets to Beating Retreat and
a certain young lady who I was trying to
impress! However, the current favourite is
Piper William Arundell who seems to have
a habit of leaving various vital personal
items and effects in 95 then realising in
the middle of the night, messaging the
Band to try and get back into the building!
For example, at 23.33hrs on Tuesday 13th
June 2017, William discovered that he
had left his travel and credit cards in the
sporran he had been wearing for Beating
Retreat rehearsals, and which was now
hanging on a rack in the drum store. On
22nd June, as a motley collection of pipers
and drummers were making their way to
various airports around London to fly up
to Aberdeen, our hero suddenly realised
that he would be needing aforesaid
sporran for the Armed Forces Day Parade,
and that it was still hanging up in the drum
store! I am certain that there will be plenty
of other incidents worthy of the award, but
both William and I need to be a bit more
careful for the remainder of the year!
A HUNDRED YEARS AGO
With these current few years
representing the centenary of events which
occurred during the First World War, I

have tried, wherever relevant, to reflect in
these Band Notes on the activities of The
London Scottish a hundred years ago. It
is pertinent, therefore, to reproduce here a
report which appeared in the Regimental
Gazette of August 1917.
Band Dinner in France
Since the advent of the Battalion in this
sanguine country (now ancient history),
many momentous events have been placed
on record, but surely none more worthily
than the Band Dinner. This happened on
the evening of Saturday, July 21st. The
mirthful musicians assembled in one of
the village estaminets, and sat down 16
strong (and willing). Zero was at 8.15pm,
and every objective accomplished with
astounding vigour. (“What a hungry
crowd!”)
A great reception was accorded to the
late Pipe-Major Edgar, who had rejoined
the Battalion (not specially) the same day,
as an officer, upon his taking the chair.
Likewise there were roars of clap after his
able speech, in which he rather lamented
his elevated status, and hoped he would
still be privileged to meet us sometimes
as a comrade (privilege granted). An
even greater ovation was given to Piper
Copeland upon his resuming his seat (he
is our prime orator), after his unrivalled
eloquence over no one knows what.
Pipe-Major Keith proposed “The
King”, after which no excuses were
required. Piper Willie Cowie treated the
company to a little inspiring music on the
pipes, and Bob Marshall an action song,
“Willie brewed a peck o’ maut”, the troops
supplying the actions (there was Scotch
wine by Messrs. Dewar and Walker, and
the wines of France).
The party dispersed after singing the
“Evening Hymn” – and we’d a long march
next morning!
Well, nothing seems to change, does
it, and I am grateful to my unnamed
predecessor for so poignantly scribing
the Band Notes of yesteryear for posterity.
It made me reflect, whilst writing this
humble report in a different time and in
immeasurably different circumstances,
that exactly one hundred years later,
almost to the hour, a similar number of
‘Jocks’ (as is reported elsewhere in this
edition of the Gazette) were enjoying each
other’s company, jovial banter, pipe music,
food and drink around a table together
at the London Scottish Golf Club on
Wimbledon Common; we will never know
whether that would have even been
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possible were it not for the martial
endeavours of our forebears.
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INSTRUMENTS OF WAR?
Despite the Caledonian romantic
appeal of believing that bagpipes were
classified as an instrument of war by the
English, there is a strong body of opinion
that this is, in fact, a myth. It was certainly
Piper James Read’s defense at trial, but he
was actually found guilty of high treason
through his participation in the rebellion,
not for playing the pipes. Interestingly, of
the other Jacobite pipers at Culloden who
were also taken prisoner and tried - and
used the same defense - two were pardoned
and one transported for pleading guilty to
rebellion.
Ironically, the concept of the bagpipes
being instruments of war is likely to have
actually originated with Prince William
Augustus, Duke of Cumberland himself.
Amongst his forces, as the Duke set out
from Nairn to do battle with the rebel
army at Culloden, were clan regiments of
Munros, Campbells and Sutherlands, and
observing their pipers, he asked one of his
staff officers “What are these men going
to do with such bundles of sticks? I can
supply them with better implements of
war.”
However, whatever the legal fact or
fiction about the Great Highland Bagpipe
being a weapon or instrument of war, it
is certainly the case that the resounding
skirl of the pipes has the power to deeply
stir emotions. Indeed, in ‘The Merchant
of Venice’ (Act 4, Scene 1), William
Shakespeare has Shylock, representing
himself in the Venetian Courts of Law,
saying:
“Some men there are love not a gaping
pig,
Some that are mad if they behold a cat,
And others, when the bagpipe sings i’ th’
nose, Cannot contain their urine.”

Buffet
Prize Rafﬂe
Saturday 18th November
(The Saturday after Church Parade)

Bar opens 18.30 hrs Showtime 19.00 hrs

Tickets £25 enquiries to Drum Major Nobby
Thistle95@sky.com

So, m’learned colleagues and loyal reader,
I rest my case!
Until next time; Strike Sure
Bass Drummer Nicholas P Gair
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Option of kilts or smart casual. A sense of humour is, however, mandatory.
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IN THE NEWS...
After a recent Trust meeting it was decided that The London
Scottish Regimental Gazette will now be produced twice
a year instead of three times. This is so more content and
information can be collated per issue. In the past there have
been problems gathering items by the print deadlines causing
late publication, we now hope this will be rectified.
As there are now two issues they will of course be larger in
size due to the increased timescale they will cover.
There will also be more focus on the history of the Regiment
which you will see is already in progress with it’s own section
in this issue.

APRIL 2017

WWW.LONDONSCOTTISHREGT.ORG

If anyone would like to contribute an article for the Gazette
they are gratefully accepted and would ideally be emailed
to lsgazette@yahoo.co.uk or if posting to the Regimental
Office please make the item FAO Ana Fonseca @ London
Scottish Gazette.
We believe these changes will make for a much improved
publication and hope you will enjoy the new format.
The Regimental Website is also undergoing a complete
rebuild and redesign, it will be launched in due course. The
much improved website will have information and articles
updated on a more regular basis and will be managed more
closely by the Regimental Office.

The Regimental Trust Office will close on Wednesday, 20th December 2017
after duties and re-open on Monday, 8th January 2018.
The January First Tuesday will be held on the 9th of January 2018.
To commemorate the centenary of the
Battle of Passchendaele, The Royal British
Legion has created a limited edition lapel
pin made from the brass shell fuses used
in the battle.
The Battle of Passchendaele, also known
as the Third Battle of Ypres, was one of
the largest battles of the First World War
with a devastating number of casualties
on both sides.
To commemorate the battle and the
60,083 soldiers who made the ultimate
sacrifice, the Legion has commissioned
limited edition Poppy Pins to remember
every British soldier who fell during the
battle.
Conditions on the first day were made
even more difficult due to the torrential
rain that turned the battlefield into a

quagmire of mud. It is fitting that the pin
is made using both shell fuses and soil
recovered from the battlefield.
British brass shell fuses were collected
from the battlefield and taken back to
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England where they were melted down
and recreated as Passchendaele 100
Poppy Pins.
The samples of soil were mixed and
ground into a fine powder, the earth
then added to both the red and green
enamels before artisans carefully applied
them to the brass poppies. In this way the
poppy pins are permanently linked to the
battlefields of Passchendaele.
Each pin is engraved with ‘Ypres 1917’
and comes presented in a lacquered
wooden box. There is also a Certificate
of Authenticity and a unique Royal
British Legion Everyman Remembered
Certificate detailing a British soldier who
lost his life during the 103-day battle.
They can be ordered through poppy
shop.org
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Her Majesty The Queen, Colonel-inChief Scots Guards, has presented new
Colours to the 1st Battalion Scots Guards
and F Company Scots Guards in the
Gardens of Buckingham Palace.
The presentation of new Colours is a
rare honour for all soldiers and officers
involved and this new set of Colours is the
first the company has received since 2002.
The Queen inspected the parade and
presented the new Colours to The 1st
Battalion and F Company Scots Guards.
During the formal Colours’ ceremony,
the old Colours of the 1st Battalion and
F Company Scots Guards were marched
off parade and replaced with the new
Colours, incorporating the regiment’s
battle honours. These were then blessed by
Her Majesty.
HRH The Duke of Kent, Royal Colonel
of the Regiment, met serving and retired
soldiers and their families at the Garden
Party that followed.Regimental Lieutenant
Colonel, Brigadier Harry Nickerson said:
“It is both an honour and a privilege for
the Scots Guards to be presented with
New Colours by Her Majesty The Queen.
It reaffirms the regiment’s long history of
service for the Royal Household, dating

back to 1642. On the battlefield, the
regiment continues to excel while also
maintaining a permanent ceremonial
footprint in London and this is testament
to the continuing professionalism and
duty of every man in the regiment.”
Colours are the Regimental Flags of the
British Army. They were originally used as
rallying points on the battlefield. From the
reign of Queen Anne every regiment was
awarded two colours: the Queen’s Colour
and the Regimental Colour. In the Guards
Regiments, the Queen’s Colour is crimson
silk and the Regimental Colour is the
Union Flag. Both carry the most notable
of the regiment’s 93 battle honours.
This is a particularly important day
for the regiment as it reaffirms its long
connection with the Royal Household.
Although referred to as the Third, or
Scots, Regiment of Foot Guards, the
Scots Guards were in fact the first of the
Foot Guards Regiments to be formed. In
1642 Charles I instructed Archibald, 1st
Marquis of Argyll, to form a Regiment.
The Scots Guards have gone on to fight in
nearly every major campaign undertaken
by the British Army. This included Egypt
in 1801, for which it received the first

battle honour ever to be bestowed upon
the British Army; Waterloo; the Crimea,
at which a Scots Guardsman was the first
Army recipient of a Victoria Cross; the
Boer War and both World Wars.
Her Majesty’s association with the Scots
Guards dates back to her Coronation,
when she became Colonel-in-Chief of
the Scots Guards. She first presented New
Colours to the Scots Guards to the 2nd
Battalion at the Palace of Holyroodhouse
in 1965 and last presented them with New
Colours in her Golden Jubilee year in
2002. Colours were last carried into action
by the 58th Foot in South Africa in 1881.
Up to that time they participated in all the
varying fortunes of their regiment; often
torn by enemy fire they acquired an almost
religious significance. Colours are always
carried by an officer and accompanied by
an armed escort.
The 1st Battalion Scots Guards is
based in Aldershot, Hampshire and as
the Mechanised Infantry Battalion of
the Guards Division it is held at high
readiness, permanently assigned to 12th
(Armoured Infantry) Brigade within 3rd
(UK) Division.

One in 10 of all Victoria Cross medals
awarded during The First World War
were awarded to Freemasons and today
the actions of these brothers in arms
were honoured with a special memorial,
unveiled by HRH The Duke of Kent.
The Duke is the Grand Master of the
United Grand Lodge of England, and the
event formed the highlight of the Grand
Lodge’s Tercentenary celebrations.
The 64 included three of the famous
‘Six Before Breakfast’ VCs awarded
to members of the 1st Battalion, The
Lancashire Fusiliers during their capture
of ‘W Beach’ at Gallipoli on 25 April 1915.
The
unimaginable
courage
of
these and the other 61 Freemasons
who were awarded Great War VCs is
now permanently recognised by new
commemorative stones that bear their
names and which have been laid so all can

see them outside the iconic Freemasons’
Hall in Covent Garden, London.
London memorial honours 64
Freemasons awarded the Victoria Cross
in First World War
The new memorial will act as
a reminder of the principles of
Freemasonry: Brotherly Love, Truth
and Relief - The United Grand Lodge of
England is one of the largest contributors
to charitable causes in the UK after
the National Lottery. These founding
principles were demonstrated in great
abundance by the 64 ‘Brothers in Arms’
VC holder Freemasons who hailed from
all four corners of the globe.
The Victoria Cross is the highest award
within the UK honours system that
recognises ‘conspicuous bravery in the
presence of the enemy’. It can be awarded
to anyone serving with the Armed Forces

with no distinction of rank or class, a
value shared by Freemasons who come
from all backgrounds and walks of life.
HRH The Duke of Kent said: “Over
the last three hundred years English
Freemasonry has welcomed into
membership many of those who served
their country in the Armed Forces and
the Volunteer Reserve. Some of them
achieved great distinction but all of
them served to protect their country and
communities, particularly in times of war
and conflict.
“It is fitting that this permanent
memorial to those 64 gallant servicemen
who were awarded the highest accolade
should become part of Freemasons’ Hall,
which itself is a permanent memorial to
the over three thousand of our Brethren
who gave their lives on active service
during the First World War.”

Seen at 95 on First Tuesdays:
Bryan Alderson, Jim Beales, Ray Bloomfield, Jimmy George, Bob Harman, Robert Hazell, Geoff Hetherington,
Stephen Hill, John Hudson, Nigel Illsley, David Maskell, John McCormack, Alan Morris, J Nicholson Chris
Oldroyd R Olly Mark Ormiston Bill Parr John Piper Bill Rennie Duggie Scott-Kerr, Tom Tantony, E Vallance,
Ted Wellin, Brian Welsh, Ron Younger
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Branch was held in the National Piping
Centre, Glasgow on Saturday 13th May,
presided over in his own inimitable
style by branch secretary Ken Duncan.
I was unable to attend this year but I
am assured an excellent time was had
by all. No change there then!
The Annual Parade of the Federation
of London OCA’s was scheduled for
Sunday 4th June 2017. Unfortunately
this was the morning after the appalling
terrorist attack at London Bridge. Due
to the close proximity of the incident
to the parade route the parade was
cancelled on the advice of the police.
I was woken early Sunday morning
by a phone call by the Chairman
informing me of this so was able to dewarn Tommy Johnston our duty pipers
and others. However the scheduled
inspection on the parade ground of the
HAC by Vice Admiral Peter Wilkinson
went ahead followed by the Annual

ASSOCIATION NOTES
The Association AGM was held
on its traditional slot of 1st Tuesday
in April. The Regimental Colonel,
Brigadier Alastair Bruce of Crionaich
OBE, in his capacity as President,
addressed the assembly on the
challenges facing the Regiment.
The new OC, Major Robb Pitt,
attending for the first time as Vice
President gave a very informative
presentation on the serving company.
The following officers were elected:
• Chairman – Steve Lovelock
• Vice Chairman – Murdo Durrant
• Hon Secretary – Martin Felstead
• Hon Treasurer – Steve Bloomfield
• Assistant Secretary Mark Ormiston
• Assistant Treasurer – Brian Welsh
• Committee members
Stuart Batchelor
Alan Nathan
Adrian Cornell
Angus Miller
• Honorary Independent Examiner
Tony Rawlins
Following the meeting all adjourned
to the bar for a most convivial evening.
Just shy of 70 Association members
and guests gathered at 95 on Saturday
6th May 2017 for the Annual Reunion
Lunch chaired this year by Mark
Ormiston. After Meal Call from Ian
King we turned to face the 191418 War Memorial and, after Ian had
played Flowers of the Forest, kept a
silence in remembrance of all who are
no longer with us and especially those
Association members we have lost in
the past year. Johnny Cope brought us
back and we sat at table after a splendid
Selkirk Grace from the chairman.
We then enjoyed a delicious lunch,
artfully prepared by caterer Mark
Golden who continues to produce
very good food despite the lack of an
operational kitchen at HQ. The salmon
terrine starter was followed by chicken
main course, interrupted as tradition
demands by the chairman taking wine
with various sub-sets of the attendees.

Service of Remembrance and a most
pleasant lunch. Notwithstanding the
cancellation 5 London Scots still chose
to turn out.
A good number of Association
members turned out on the 1st
Tuesday in July for the OC’s ‘Kilted in
the Capital’ charity night. An excellent
evening of Scottish entertainment
which, I am sure, is covered elsewhere
in this issue.
Looking forward to the future the
pilgrimage to Arras in September to
remember all those who fought and
fell in France in 1917 is looming.
After that it will be Halloween, then
Remembrance Sunday when we will
again be marching on the Cenotaph
Parade followed by our own Church
Parade. A good turn out is again hoped
for.
I welcome the following new
members: Brian Fee, Rupert Hague–

Holmes, Cath Martin, Richard
Nunnerley, Martin Soper and, from
the serving coy, Officer Cadet Dirk
Danino- Forsyth.
Finally it is with much regret that I
have very recently learnt of the passing
of 2 of our few remaining WW2
veterans, namely Colin Duff and Charlie
Dobney. As I type this the deadline for
the gazette submission is imminent.
Charlie’s funeral is next week and I
am aware of at least 20 Association
members attending, including several
Ancients. His obituary should be in this
edition. Colin’s obituary will appear in
the next edition. They will be missed.
Strike Sure
Stephen Lovelock
Chairman – London Scottish
Regimental Association
sdlovelock@googlemail.com

LONDON SCOTTISH REGIMENTAL GOLF SOCIETY
Between the main course and dessert
we were treated to a splendid set from a
Pipes & Drums Mini-band led by Piper
Stuart Nicholson. After dessert of fruit
crumble followed by coffee, we drank
the Loyal Toast and then another to
The Regiment. A short interval allowed
us to stretch our legs before Ian once
again brought the throng back to the
tables for the drawing of the Raffle,
blessed this year with a fantastic and
interesting variety of prizes.
Chairman Mark Ormiston then
spoke with strong sentiment about what
his membership of the London Scottish
had meant to him and how important
“Mateship” was in binding together
people, many of whom were there on
Saturday. He had joined G Company
in 1973 and was still great friends with
many of those young men he had first
met more than 40 years ago. Joining the
Regiment had been the happy result of
an accidental meeting with a recruiting
team on Richmond Green all those
years ago. Mark then mentioned how

74 London Scottish Regimental Gazette

Allan Fay had been recruited a year or
two later in much the same way, but
this time by Mark himself aided and
abetted by Steve Lovelock.
We then formed the customary
circle around the Drill Hall Floor
for Auld Lang Syne with verses from
Martin Felstead, Murdo Durrant,
Martin Wilson, Bob Betchley and Mark
Ormiston. The final, formal part of
the afternoon was the singing of the
National Anthem and the very happy
gathering broke up, some to catch
trains to distant parts and others to
linger a little longer chatting with old
friends. All in all a very successful
event once again.
Special thanks to Steve and Sue
Broomfield, Mary Felstead, Ian
Dawson, Phil Craig, Laura Cooper
and all who donated raffle prizes (I am
grateful to Martin Felstead, the Lunch
secretary for this account. My especial
thanks to him for arranging such an
excellent lunch SL).
The Annual Lunch of the Scotland
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The Summer meeting of the
Regimental Golf Society took place
at the London Scottish Golf Club on
Friday 21st July 2017. The turnout was
disappointing with just 7 Regimental
Golfers taking to the fairways, bolstered
by 3 guests.
Notwithstanding the poor turnout
all had a most enjoyable day played in
lovely sunshine. However the day was
quite blustery made more difficult by
the very dry and bare condition of the
fairways which were playing very much
longer than usual. Windy conditions
made for lots of line of flight errors and
with dry conditions there was more
than a few balls lost in the now verdant
undergrowth surrounding the course.
The immaculate greens were also faster
than some of us are used to resulting in
balls running agonisingly close to the
hole then disappearing past. This all
combined to keep scoring low. Well that’s
the excuses out of the way.
Bill Foster was the highest scoring
Regimental golfer on 33 points picking
up the Muir Cup, a bottle of Hodden
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Grey and a sleeve of balls as his prize.
Nick Gair was delighted to be presented
with the silver Torrance Law Quaich
as runner up on 27 points. Nick’s first
golfing prize. David Walker won the
longest drive and CSM Ian Dawson won
the nearest the pin. Ian’s first prize as well.
Well done guys, more prizes to follow I’m
sure. Our by now regular visitor Bernie
Duffy was top scoring guest and won
a bottle of Hodden Grey to add to his
collection. After a well deserved pint or 2
all then sat down to a fine meal of chicken
breast wrapped in bacon with seasonal
vegetables followed by Eton Mess. Andy
Parsons then treated us to a fine set on
the pipes before we went our way home.
A most enjoyable day and great value
at £45 for bacon rolls and coffee, a
friendly morning 9 holes warm up match
(optional), ploughman’s lunch, 18 holes
afternoon stableford competition and
formal evening meal. A great time was
had by all affording the opportunity to
reminisce with old pals between playing
shots. The only down side was the poor
turn out.

Records show that members of the
Regiment have been playing golf on
Wimbledon Common for almost as long
as the Regiment has existed and were
instrumental in establishing the London
Scottish Golf Club in 1865 for use by the
Regiment. In that respect our connection
is truly unique. The Regimental Golf
Society is the modern day successor
to keep the links (no pun) continuing.
We can only continue if supported. The
society is open to all members of the
Regimental Association so if you play
golf, to whatever standard, this is your
society and needs your support. If you
have played with us in the past I do not
have to tell you what a great value day it
is, we would like to have you amongst us
again.
Our final meeting of 2017 is on Friday
6th October, be good to see you there.
Strike Sure
Steve Lovelock
Golf Society Captain 2017.
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GLASGOW ASSOCIATION BRANCH LUNCH 2017

THE LONDON SCOTTISH RIFLES LODGE NO.2310
The January meeting of the
Regimental Lodge was held on 18th
January 2017 in our new permanent
home of Mark Masons Hall, St James,
SW1.
The January meeting doubles as our
Burns Night thus ensuring this meeting
is always well attended and popular with
guests. This year 25 members were in
attendance together with 10 visitors.
The main business of the afternoon
was to pass 2 old G Coy brethren,
Steve Bloomfield and Mike McLaren,
to the 2nd Degree. Due to the G Coy
connection WBro Murdo Durrant was
invited to occupy the Master’s chair to
conduct the ceremony. This he did in
very efficient manner before handing
back to the Worshipful Master, WBro
Alex McBride.
Following the meeting members
and their guests took their seats for the
Burn’s themed ‘Festive Board’, presided
over by Alex McBride who gave an
excellent tribute to the Bard. Keeping
with authentic Scottish accents Chelsea
Pensioner and last year’s Master Jim
Nicholson, gave his excellent address to
the haggis.
His fellow Chelsea Pensioner Mike
Shanahan played a superb selection on
the pipes and the complimentary whisky
(gravy to some) and plentiful wine
ensured all had a most convivial evening.
The Regimental Song was sung with its
usual gusto and the evening concluded
fittingly with the “Evening Hymn’.
The Installation meeting of the
Lodge is held on the 3rd Thursday of
May when the outgoing Master installs
his successor. Thus on Thursday 18th
May 2017 WBro Martin Felstead was
installed as the Worshipful Master for
2017/8. 28 members of the Lodge and 18
guests, including 5 Grand Officers, were
in attendance to witness an excellent
ceremony. Martin then installed the
following officers:
Senior Warden – WBro George Spencer
Junior Warden – WBro Bob Betchley

The London Scottish Rifles Lodge members at the Installation meeting.
Treasurer – WBro Tony Rawlins
Secretary – WBro Steve Lovelock
Director of Ceremonies –
WBro Mark Langley
Almoner and Mentor–
WBro Barry Rayner
Charity Steward and Lodge Piper –
WBro Gary Andersonv
Senior Deacon – Bro John Stevens
Junior Deacon – Bro Chris French
Assistant Treasurer –
WBro Bill Edmundson
Inner Guard – Bro Simon Kielty
Senior Steward – WBro Phil Ross
Steward – Bro Steve Broomfield
Steward – Bro Jason Harryman
Steward – Bro Mike McLaren
Steward – Bro Ola Oyalegan
Steward – Bro. Emil Tronicek
Tyler – WBro Jamie Allen
At the evening Festive Board tributes
were paid to both the incoming and
outgoing Masters. Born in 1953 in
Carshalton, Surrey Martin Felstead will
be known to many. Having served in
the Air Cadets (ATC) he joined the 7th
Queens (TA) in 1973 but working in the
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City he quite rightly decided to transfer to
G (London Scottish) Coy, 1/51 Highland
Volunteers in 1974 and served with us
until leaving the TA in 1981, having
reached the rank of sergeant.
Work took him to South Africa in
1982 where he met up with David James.
Since returning to the UK in 1988 he has
been continually involved in all aspects
of Regimental life as a member of the
Sergeants Mess, an Ancient, Glenworple
Highlander, Assistant Secretary of
the Regimental Benevolent Fund and
Secretary of the Regimental Association.
Martin joined the Regimental Lodge
in 2006. He ticks all the boxes and is a
shining example of a London Scot (not
that he will thank me for saying so).
The evening concluded, as always, with
piping and the singing of the Regimental
song and the Evening Hymn.
The Lodge was formed in 1889
by London Scots for London Scots
and meets 4 times a year. If you are
interested in Freemasonry then your
Regimental Lodge would very much
welcome you. Please contact me or any
of the aforementioned officers for more
information.
Yours aye, Steve Lovelock
Secretary – London Scottish Rifles
Lodge No.2310
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On Saturday 22nd April forty six
London Scots along with their kith and
kin gathered at the National Piping
Centre in Glasgow to enjoy camaraderie,
commemoration, and celebration at the
81st reunion of the Scotland Branch of
the Regimental Association.
The evening before an Advance
Party consisting of the Pipes & Drums,
supported heartily by Pat and Sally
Lovelock, our very own Royal Scots
Dragoon Guard Dan Holborough and
your humble scribe, first went out on a
recce in the Piper Hostelry on George
Square, not 20 yards from the Glasgow
Cenotaph, where our Remembrance
Wreath is laid. Thence we headed out on a
night patrol to the Park Bar in the heart of
Glasgow’s Gaeldom.
Here was indeed undertaken stylish and
contemporary ‘tripping the light fantastic’
with the local lasses to the live Gaelic
Band ‘Eriskay Lilt’, followed by some not
so stylish but very traditional ‘tripping
over the light fantastic’ after an adequate
sufficiency of 80/- ale on the walk back to
the hotel.
At noon the next day, with the sun
shining upon the Dear Green Place
(Glasgow translated from the Gaelic), folk
began to gather for a welcoming drink,
provided by the last of the legacy of our
late good friend Mike ‘TMT’ Brown, in
the Museum of Piping within the Piping
Centre. A grand selection of London Scots
of all ages was represented from the Isle
of Skye to Annan and a goodly gang had
made their way up on the Great Northern
Road from Old London Town.
Especially welcome were Ken & Iris
Pudney who had travelled up from
Penarth near Cardiff, this being their first
trip to Scotland together since your scribe
had driven them around the Highlands
in the early 80s’s in his ancient battered
Mini. We were fortunate to have a large
contingent of the Pipes & Drums in
attendance, for which everyone was most
appreciative.
After moving upstairs to the Grand Hall
for lunch, Patrick Layden gave the Selkirk
Grace upon which all gathered enjoyed
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The singing was helped with the usual medicinal items!!
a fine meal with superb service from the
Piping Centre staff. After the Loyal Toast,
a message of greeting from Col. Alastair to
all present was read out with his sincere
apologies for not being able to attend, but
also with his enthusiastic wishes for the
lunch to be enjoyed by all with gusto! Alex
Rennie in Bearsden sent a handwritten
and heart-warming note to all, saying,
‘This year being the 75th anniversary
of the 1st Bn embarking on foreign
service. It would be a nice gesture if your
gathering could raise a glass to those old
comrades who sailed from Greenock on
the TS California that evening to start an
arduous four year campaign from Kirkuk
to Trieste.’ A glass was indeed raised by all.
At this point the Massed Pipes &
Drums (alright then, 10 of them from
HFR, plus a guest drummer from the
Atholl Highlanders) marched in through
the hall and on to the stage for the March,
Strathspey and Reel, finishing up with
the ever popular jig Glasgow City Police
Pipe Band to tremendous applause. P/M
Jim McLucas stepped forward to ask
permission from Erik Ostman to march
the band off, downed the quaich with his
usual aplomb before leading the band
offstage.
The Silent Toast ensued, followed by

the Regimental Toast, proposed by Ken
Pudney, about whom a few words were
given by your scribe, as he has over the
years since moving to Wales become an
inspiring outward bound youth leader
through his mountain climbing and
hillwalking activities with the Air Force
Cadets. More toasts with a dram of
Hodden Grey...
After the gathered throng had held
hands and sang lustily the Evening Hymn
of Auld Lang Syne, some folk began to
tak’ the gate and head for hame, whereas
others felt that a visit to a local hostelry
would be more fitting to continue the
blether... fare ye weels and a deoch an
doras or two were then the order of the
day, interspersed with several fine songs
of T & AVR vintage, before the (by now)
evening drew to a close. Our heartfelt
thanks to the Trustees for their generous
grant and the bottles of Hodden Grey, to
Drummer Stephen Hill who co-ordinated
the P &Ds, to Inveralmond Brewery for
their assistance towards the P&Ds’ travel
and accommodation and to all who made
the trip up from South of the Rio Tweed.
Next year we’ll be back at the Piping
Centre – Saturday 21 April 2018.
Strike Sure, Ken Duncan
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REGIMENTAL HISTORY SECTION

DEAN ALLEN’S
TALIBAN BULLET

From this edition onwards we will be delving into our archives to bring you a selection
of stories and images from our collections of diaries, memoirs and letters that tell the
history of London Scots through time.
This section will also include items from the museum and their story
as well as articles of historical importance.

REGIMENTAL MUSEUM

Op Herrick 16
AFGHANISTAN 2012
On the 19th June 2012, it was
the day three of a twelve day
‘block’ operation which was in
the eastern end of the KATARAN
GAP. This was the day after 800
plus Afghan National Army
soldiers had started their sweep
through the valley which was East
of Queen’s Company’s location.
At 1145 hrs, 45 minutes into
my stag on Sanger 1, two rifle
shots came from the East. As I
turned around a third shot came
through the single skinned,
three-bag-high sandbag wall.
I suddenly felt a burning
sensation on my right thigh. I
checked it for injury, but saw
nothing. On the floor I noticed
the round which was still hot and
the lead was still pouring out. I
then saw trickling sand coming
through the joint of the two
upper sandbags where the round
came through. The sandbag wall
had done its job and slowed the
round down.
The round left a V-shaped
mark on my thigh – just another
day in Helmand Province.

THE OGILBY CONCERT
On 16th October 1917 Colonel Ogilby
organised a concert in the field and had
programmes printed (pictured below).
The War Diary states that on that date the
Battalion was at EL SHAUTH conducting
company training (in preparation for
the action at Beersheba on 31 October)
followed by a Battalion Concert attended
by General Shea and Brigadier General
Edwards.
We have a jock’s account of the concert
in the memoir of
No. 511064 Pte. Robert Murray: He
described the concert thus:
“Considering we were in the middle of a
desert, very far from centres of civilisation,
the organisers had a good success. The
programme was specially printed for the
occasion.
Several comrades signed my programme
because we wished to have a memento
of one another in case any of us didn’t get
through the coming battle. When the end
of the concert came, the General said some
words in order to thank and congratulate the
Regiment for the successful and enjoyable
evening. His attempts weren’t very effective
because he really drank between some of the
programme items. But the intention was
clear and because he was very popular, we
heartened him with loud cheers.”
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On the First Tuesday in June
Association member Dean Allen
presented a handsome frame
with the Taliban bullet that
grazed his thigh (complete with
a photo of the wound) when on
tour in Afghanistan in 2012. The
frame can be seen in the “Afghan
Corner” in the Regimental
Museum on the upper balcony.
Below is his description of the
event.
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THE RHODESIAN PRIME
MINISTER AND THE
REGIMENTAL RUGBY TEAM

FIELD GLASSES BELONGING TO
COLONEL B.C. GREEN CMG TD DL
Binoculars made by Negretti and
Zambra and engraved with “The London
Scottish” behind the left lens and
“Col.B.C.Green” behind the right. The case
is embossed the initials B.C.G.
Green was Second in Command at
Messines in 1914 and was in Command
of the 1st Bn. at various times in 1915
and 1916. One of the soldiers under his
command on the Somme was No.3656
Piper W.W. Zambra, whose family firm
manufactured these glasses.
The original of Green’s painting can be
seen in the Drill Hall.
These Binoculars were presented by
Major N.J. Storey, A (London Scottish)
Coy. Company Commander 2014-17
whose period in command coincided with
the centenary of WW1 and the significant
events in the career of the binocular’s
original owner.
LSRT Acc. No.1286.

The Field Glasses can viewed in the Regimental
Museum, they are situated on the lower balcony
More Museum items will be featured in later gazettes.
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Your Starter for 10: What connects
Former Rhodesian Prime Minster Ian
Smith with the London Scottish Regiment.?
Answer: a rugby “international”
between the 1st Bn. London Scottish and
the Rhodesian Squadron RAF in Kirkuk,
Iraq 1943.
At the most recent Regimental
Association Annual General Meeting,
member Peter ‘Compo’ Compobassi drew
attention to a passage in a biography of
the late Ian Smith, former Prime Minister
of what was formerly known as Rhodesia.
(The Quiet Man: a Biography of the Hon.
Ian Douglas Smith by Phillippa Berlyn
published by Collins: 1978)
In January of 1943 Ian Smith was serving
as a Flying Officer in No.237 (Rhodesian)
Squadron RAF based in Kirkuk. At the
same time, our 1st Battalion were stationed
there as part of PAIFORCE. Smith’s
biographer described that meeting:
They [237 Squadron] developed what
Smith described as a great rugby team.
They played a number of matches and won
them all except the one game they played
against the London Scottish.
That was the only team we did not
completely overwhelm. We had some good
rugby, though, and that kept us going. 237
Squadron had a wonderful team. But the
London Scottish was a pretty tough and
formidable regiment and they had good
rugby players, some of whom had played
for Scotland. When they came to play us on
the first day, foolishly we agreed that their
pipe band could play up and down the
field before the game, and that was the first
time we were beaten. We never forgave the
pipers for that – we played them a second
time, and when we didn’t let the pipers on
the field, and we won the second game.
(Berlyn: The Quiet Man. Page.52.)
Well, sort of – now we can present
an account of the match from the home
side. The March 1943 Gazette (p.45-6.)
published a sports report from the overseas
infantry battalion.
“For our second game against the RAF
Squadron on boxing day we fielded a very
scratch side. The reason for this was that
we decided that the ground was too hard.
We were asked to play soccer with 11 of the
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London Scottish 1st XV (dark jerseys) & 237 (Rhodesian) Squadron RAF
17 Jan 1943

London Scottish 2nd XV who played the Rhodesian Squadron RAF
rugby team. When we turned up there was
a very considerable crowd who insisted on
rugby. We finally fielded a side with only
five of the original first team, and the result
was one of the most exciting games we have
had. We finally won by a point. Ford on
the right wing, who was a 2nd XV choice
played a magnificent game and Buchanan
and Hollebone covered themselves in glory.
After this the RAF were all out for a third
game which was played on the 17th. In
the meantime they had additional players
who had been away previously and we
were without McLean at centre, Jones and
Robertson at Half and D.G.Hollebone
and Patterson in the pack. The game on
this occasion was much harder but did
not reach the same level of excitement as
previously. With Angus MacLeod hooking
we secured a fair share of the ball and our

pack out played the Rhodesians.
Unfortunately, we have now said
goodbye to Wing Commander Smith and
his Rugby-footballing airmen, but we will
never forget the great games we had with
them and what great fellows they were. We
must mention ‘Pop’ Grysson, their adjutant
and LAC Cubitt, their very enthusiastic
skipper.”
RESULTS
26 Dec 1942 London Scottish XV: 12 –
Squardon RAF 1st XV: 11 WIN
17 Jan 1943 London Scottish 1st XV: 9 –
Squadron RAF 1st XV: 3 WIN
17 Jan 1943 London Scottish 2nd XV: 0 –
Squadron RAF 2nd XV: 9 DEFEAT
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THE “HOLLYWOOD” BATALLION
It’s a line up that would make any
film an instant Hollywood blockbuster.
In the First World War four homegrown British actors, who would go
on to grace stage and screen both in
the UK and in America, enlisted in the
14th Battalion, London Regiment (also
known as the 14th County of London
Battalion and the London Scottish).
Ronald Colman was the first to enlist,
followed by Basil Rathbone, Claude
Rains and Herbert Marshall. The
simplest explanation for this is that the
London Scottish had their regimental
headquarters in Westminster, central
London. Their drill hall was at 59
Buckingham Gate, around the corner
from Buckingham Palace, both within
close proximity to London’s West End
theatres.
Ronald Charles Colman (1891-1958)
was an Oscar winning film actor, whose
Hollywood career stretched from the
1920s to the 1950s.
Colman enlisted as a Private, number
2148, in the 14th Battalion, London
Regiment, on 5 August 1914. Colman
had previously served with the London
Scottish from 1909 for a period for four
years. Prior to his enlistment in 1914 he
had been working as a shipping clerk
and appearing in amateur dramatic
productions on stage.
At 8.30 am on 30 October his unit
were ordered to attack a windmill outside
Messines. The attack left 11 officers and
over 250 men of other ranks killed
or wounded. Colman’s service record
reveals that his injury was diagnosed as a
severely sprained ankle. He was shipped
back to England on 1 November 1914.
On his medical notes Colman stated that
he was in action near Ypres when he was
thrown into the air by an exploding shell
and injured his ankle on landing.
He was treated at the 4th Cavalry
Field Ambulance before being sent
back to the UK. He was in hospital from
6-11 November at St Bartholomew’s in
London, before being transferred to the
3rd battalion of the London Scottish

Colman’s attestation papers.

Colman’s injuries, although they
were serious enough to stop him from
serving as a soldier, did not constrain
his ambitions elsewhere. According to
the Dictionary of National Biography,
“Colman began to take up the acting
career which had fascinated him since
amateur dramatics in childhood. He
made his début with Lena Ashwell at
the London Coliseum in 1916, playing
a black-faced herald in a short sketch
called The Maharani of Arakan by
Rabindranath Tagore; he was soon after
that taken by Gladys Cooper into her
Playhouse company for minor roles,
which Miss Cooper considered he played
‘with amiable but remarkable clumsiness’.
Very soon, however, his natural good
looks were recognized by a film producer
and by 1919 he had appeared in three
short silent dramas, despite a casting card
that read ‘does not screen well’.”
He did suffer from the wound though,
he was to spend much of the remainder
of his life and career attempting, often
in considerable pain, to conceal [the
limp caused by his war wounds] from
audiences and cameras alike. Following
his discharge from the Army, Colman
obtained work in repertory theatre
before moving to America and a career
in Hollywood. During a long film career
he won an Oscar for best actor for his
part as Anthony John in the 1948 film
A Double Life, and was nominated for
three other Academy Awards for Bulldog
Drummond (1929), Condemned (1930)
and Random Harvest (1942). Ronald
Charles Colman died in 1958 and is
buried in Santa Barbara, California.

(3/14 Londons). In May 1915, Colman
was discharged as no longer physically
fit for military service, after only 274
days of wartime service, just 47 of which
were spent on the Western Front. He was
granted a Silver War Badge on 12 June
1917 (awarded for those discharged due
to sickness or wounds caused by war
service) and a mark of distinction to
his 1914 Star campaign medal. He also
received the Victory and British War
campaign medals.

Philip St John Basil Rathbone, MC
(1892-1967) was born in South Africa
to British parents.
His father Edgar, a mining engineer
and mother Annie, a violinist, relocated
to Britain in 1895. In the 1901 Census
they can all be found, along with his
younger siblings Beatrice and John, at 145
Goldhams Terrace, Hampstead. You can
download census returns for a fee from
our catalogue. Rathbone was educated at
Repton School in Derbyshire. In the 1911

Ronald Charles Colman.
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Philip St John Basil Rathbone in
Liverpool Scottish uniform.

who was born in July 1915.
On 29 August 1916 Rathbone applied
for a commission with the 10th Liverpool
Regiment, a territorial force reserve
battalion, which was authorised on 25
January 1917. His referee was Lionel
Ford, headmaster of Harrow school and
formerly of Repton school. In March
1917 Rathbone was diagnosed with
measles but swiftly recovered.
He served as an intelligence officer with
the 10th Liverpools in France, attaining
the rank of Captain. On 10 April 1918 he
was recommended for the Military Cross
for an action near Parvillers. The citation
reads:
‘For conspicuous daring and resource
on patrol. On one occasion, while inside
the hostile wire, he came face to face with
one of the enemy, whom he at once shot.
This raised the alarm, and an intense
fire was opened, but he crept through the
entanglements with his three men and
got safely back. The result of the patrolling
was a through knowledge of the locality
and strength of all enemy posts in the
vicinity.’
After the war Rathbone joined the
Royal Shakespeare Company, appearing
in several of its productions, as well as
other plays in London and Broadway.
His film career began in 1925 and he

Rathbone’s attestation papers.
census he is listed as an insurance clerk,
aged 18, born in Johannesburg, South
Africa, but British subject by parentage.
On 13 November 1915 Rathbone
enlisted in the 14th Battalion, London
Regiment. His service papers are in WO
374/56295. Rathbone was aged 23 years
5 months and was living at 119 Delaware
Mansions, Elgin Avenue, London. He
gave his profession as ‘actor’ and his
previous military experience as serving
in the Officer Training Corps at Repton
school. He was a tall, imposing man,
standing at over 6 feet tall. His attestation
form reveals that he married Ethel
Marian Foreman in October 1914 and
they had a son, Rodian Basil Rathbone,
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Claude Rains.
appeared in over 70 films. He is best
known for playing Sherlock Holmes
alongside Nigel Bruce as Dr. Watson. In
1948 he won a Tony for Best Actor in a
Broadway Performance for the role of Dr.
Austin Sloper in The Heiress (1947).

Rathbone’s attestation papers.
He has three stars on the Hollywood
Walk of Fame, one for films, one for
television and one for radio. Rathbone
died in 1967 and is buried in Hartsdale,
New York.
William Claude Rains (1889-1967)
was born in Camberwell to Frederick
William Rains and Emily Eliza (née
Cox).
On the 1891 census they are living in
Stockwell and Frederick is described as
an organ builder. By the 1901 census they
had moved to 96 Churchfield Mansions,
Fulham, along with Claude’s younger
sisters Violet and Maud. Rains attended
All Saints School in Fulham. Frederick’s
profession was superintendent to
an insurance company. On the 1911
census the family were living at 36
Cowley Mansions, south west London.
Frederick was described as a producer
and stage manager of Moving Pictures,
while Claude’s occupation was assistant
manager, at the Haymarket Theatre.
Rains married Isabel Esther Jeans in
London on 27 March 1913.
Claude Rains enlisted in the 3/14th
Battalion, London Regiment, on 17
February 1916. By this stage he had
moved to Brixton Hill. He was transferred
to the 2/14th on 1 June 1916 and on 21
June 1916 he was posted to France. He
was appointed Lance-Corporal on 18
July 1916 and promoted to Corporal
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on 4 November 1916. On 10 November
1916 he was caught in a gas attack near
Ypres and was admitted to 20 General
Hospital, Carniers the next day. Rains
was sent home to recuperate. The medical
officer’s report noted that in Rains’ right
eye he suffered from ‘hypermetropic
polygmatism, long sighted – near vision
cannot read anything. He uses left eye
and suffers from headaches’.
On 10 May 1917 he was granted
an officer’s commission in the 13th
Battalion, Bedfordshire Regiment, a
territorial unit based in Croydon. His
referee was Thomas Peak, the headmaster
of All Saints, who described him as a
‘very intelligent scholar’. Rains continued
serving as Adjutant in the 13th Battalion,
Bedfordshire Regiment, until February
1919.
Rains’ big break in films came with
the title role in The invisible man (1933).
He was nominated for an Oscar for
the part of the corrupt Senator Joseph
Paine in Mr. Smith goes to Washington
(1939) and played the part of the police
officer Captain Renault in Casablanca
(1942). He went on to star in many
films in the 1950s and 1960s, including
the British diplomat Mr Dryden of the
Arab Bureau in Lawrence of Arabia
(1962) and King Herod in The greatest
story ever told (1965). Rains died in
1967 and is buried in Moultonborough,
New Hampshire.
Herbert Brough Falcon Marshall
(1890-1966) was born in London to
stage actors Percy Marshall and Ethel
May (née Turner).
As a child his parents were
frequently on tour. In the 1891 census
his parents were staying in a boarding
house at 48 Seymour Street. Liverpool.
On the 1901 census they are all to
BRITISH AND IRISH LIONS
Association member (and G Coy
stalwart) Stephen Fay was one London
Scot, of whom we are aware, who
travelled to New Zealand to support
the British and Irish Lions tour. To tour
as a spectator is laudable but were there
any London Scots who actually played?
Dr. Doug Smith was the only Lions

be found living with Ethel’s mother,
Marian Turner, who had recently been
widowed. On the 1911 census Ethel and
Percy were again on tour, staying at the
Temperance Hotel, Oldham.
Herbert enlisted in the 14th
Battalion, London Regiment, on 2 June
1916, aged 26, giving his occupation
as ‘actor’. His address at the time
was 56 Portland Road, Holland Park
Avenue, London.
His papers show
that he married Hilda Lloyd Bosley in
Kensington in August 1915. He was
posted to France on 4 January 1917
and was severely wounded on 9 April
1917 at the Second Battle of Arras,
receiving a gunshot wound to the knee.
The unit war diary for the 1/14 London
Regiment for this period is in WO
95/2956/1. He was admitted to hospital
at Abbéville and was transported back
to England on 1 May 1917.
On 17 May 1918 he was discharged
from the Army as ‘no longer physically
fit for war service’. Marshall’s right leg
was amputated below the hip and he
was fitted with a prosthetic leg, which
caused him to walk with a slight limp
for the rest of his acting career. He was
awarded the Silver War badge as well
as the British War Medal and Victory
Medal.
Marshall starred in many stage
roles both in the UK and in America,
including Charming people (1925-26)
and There’s always Juliet (1932). In 1930
he starred in the Alfred Hitchcock film
Murder! He went on to play leading
roles opposite many of Hollywood’s
greatest actresses including Marlene
Dietrich, Greta Garbo, Joan Crawford
and Bette Davis.
As well as playing romantic leads
he also played diverse characters in hit
movies throughout the 1940s, 1950s
manager to win a tour New Zealand
and you guessed it – he was a London
Jock.
On the 1971 tour the British Lions
won two tests, lost one and drew one
to win the series against the mightly all
blacks. In fact, over a gruelling 26 game
tour of Australia and New Zealand they
lost only two matches and drew one.
In 1971 Doug Smith took time away
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From the 1971 Gazette:
On 30th September there was a small
informal party in the officers’ mess …
to pay a tribute to Doug Smith and his
wife Kaye for the wonderful success of
the British Lions tour of Australia and
New Zealand this year. A small silver
quaich was presented to Doug and
Kaye with a suitable brief speech from
Tom Lyon. Doug looked remarkably fit
after the strenuousness of the tour. He
made 250 speeches in 22 weeks. One
of the hazards of such occasions is the
inevitable hospitality programme from
which the team has to be “protected” if
it is to stay match fit.

Herbert Marshall.

Lt.Col. Douglas “Doug” W.C. Smith
OBE TD (1924-1998)
Doug Smith was the Medical Officer
to the London Scottish from 1955-63.
As a rugby player he earned 8 caps
for Scotland 1949-53 and had one
appearance for the British and Irish
Lions as a player in 1950. In 1971, with
only Carwyn James as Coach, Doug
Smith was the only Lions Manager to
record a victorious series against New
Zealand.
David McMyn was perhaps the only
other London Jock to play for the Lions.

Lt.Col. Douglas “Doug” W.C. Smith OBE TD (1924-1998)
McMyn, who won 10 caps for Scotland McMyn was also the London Scottish
from 1925 to 1928 captained the Lions on Medical Officer in the 1930s.
their 1927 tour of Argentina. Interestingly,

1917 LONDON SCOTTISH BATTLE HONOURS
Herbert Marshall’s attestation papers.
and 1960s. During the Second World
War Marshall visited numerous military
hospitals, providing advice and hope
to amputees. He continued to work
sporadically in films until a few months
before his death on 22 January 1966.

from his general practise to tour and
all of his players were amateurs. In
2017 Warren Gatland managed a one
win one loss and one draw series with
fully professional players and a huge
support network. In recognition of his
achievement, a grateful nation awarded
Dr. Smith the OBE. The Regiment
recognised Doug Smith’s achievement
and held a reception for him.

August 2017

1st Battalion Commanded by
Lt.Col. ED Jackson DSO
ARRAS 1917 – A series of
British offensive operations in the
neighbourhood of Arras and the
Vimy Ridge which commenced
on a large scale on April 9, 1917
and continued with more limited
objectives throughout the remainder
of April and May. The Operations
met with considerable success,
particularly at the outset and
involved severe fighting, often under
the most trying weather conditions.
The chief actions in which the 1st
Battalion was involved were the attack
on April 9, through NEUVILLE
VITASSE, against the Hindenburg
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line and a minor operation on May
11 against an advanced German
position known as Tool Trench.
SCARPE 1917 – The opening
battle of the Arras 1917 series.
This battle commenced on April 9,
1917 in conjunction with the Battle
of Vimy Ridge and resulted, after
several days fighting, in the British
forces breaking through the German
defence on a front of some 15 km and
7 km in depth.
The 1st Battalion attacked on April
9th through NEUVILLE VITASSE,
into the Hindenburg Line, capturing
some 200 prisoners. Later it took
part in desultory fighting about
WANCOURT.

LANGEMARK – One of the many
battles of the British Offensive about
YPRES which commenced on July
31, 1917 and lasted many weeks.
The battle of Langemark took place
on August 16, 17 and 18 and the 1st
Battalion, though only employed
in support, suffered heavy casualty
from artillery fire.
CAMBRAI - A battle involving
very severe fighting which opened
on November 20, 1917 with a
British attack and which terminated
on November 30 with a most
determined counter-attack by the
Germans. The battle will chiefly
be memorable for the secrecy with
which it was prepared and the large
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number of tanks used by the British.
The 1st Battalion played an
important part throughout all this
fighting, but particularly in attack
on November 23, and in defence
on November 30, when it was the
extreme left battalion of the British
battlefront. The whole of the fighting
of the Battalion took place about
TADPOLE COPSE, near INCHY
and for its conduct, both in attack
and defence, it received a special
commendation.

was moved to the DORIAN front,
remaining there till it transferred to
Egypt, for which country it sailed on
June 30 1917.

EL MUGAR – An action fought
in Palestine on November 13, 1917
during the advance to the North
after the fall of GAZA.

DORIAN 1917 – A battle fought
on May 7, 8, and 9, 1917 on the
Bulgarian front, between the
VARDAR RIVER and DORIAN
LAKE. The Battalion advanced their
line so that it embraced TOMATO
HILL, SINGLE TREE HILL, PIGEON
HILL and TURTLEBACK HILL.

2nd Battalion commanded by
Lt.Col.R.G. Ogilby DSO
MACEDONIA 1916-17 – The
Battalion landed in Salonica on
November 29, 1916 moving on
December 10 to Greece where it held
a line of trenches on the Northern
border of the neutral zone till
the early Spring of 1917, when it

GAZA – A battle fought on October
31 and subsequent days during
which the whole front of the Turkish
line from GAZA to BEERSHEBA was
overthrown. The successful attack on
the BEERSHEBA defences and in
the capture, on November 7 of the
SHERIA position, and also in the
affair of HUJ, on November 8, 1917.

NEBI SAMWIL – An action
fought from November 17 to 24, 1917
during which the high ridge on which
the high ridge on which stands the
church and monastery (reputed to be
the tomb of the prophet Samuel) was
captured and held against numerous
counter attacks. This ridge overlooks
the city of Jerusalem from the NorthWest.
JERUSALEM – The Battle fought
on December 7-8, 1917 which
culminated in the surrender of the
city on the morning of the 9th, also
the defence of Jerusalem during the
Turkish counter attacks from the
26th to 30th of that month.

THE WAR DIARY OF MARRYAT ROSS DOBIE
Born on 20th February 1888, the son of Surgeon Lt. Col. Stanley Locker
Dobie I.M.S.
Educated at Cargilﬁeld, Inverness College, Fettes College and
Wadham College, Oxford.

The original diary was written in pencil in a small leather-bound notebook.
It was copied into two note-books by M. R. Dobie, probably in the 1920s.
At the beginning of the first notebook he writes: “’[]’ square brackets enclose additions made
at the time of copying the diary. It means that I know for certain that there was an interval
in the actual writing of the diary at that point.”

SUN. 25 OCT
I was travelling from Abbeville northward with letters for the R.T.Os at Boulogne and St. Omer. There was one man – A.S.C. I think
in the van with me. It was one of the usual vans used by French troops. A woman gave us any amount of apples somewhere about
Noyelles. I am writing by the light of a lantern in a van which, though well covered above, has a floor made of boards placed at intervals
of ½ or ¼ in., so that it’s rather draughty from below.]
I lazily refused to interview the R.T.O at Boulogne to make sure that the train was going to St. Omer, and even let the C.O. of the train
take him his letters. [This was the time that I walked about in the rain and talked to some nurses in a carriage.] We went beyond the
Bassin Loubet and I fell asleep.
MON. 26 OCT
When I awoke we were tearing along under a rainless sky ablaze with stars, while winds blew into the van from every side and from below.
A familiar light-house and Orion on my right disturbed me; and the train stopped at Etaples. I put together my things, sending large apples
rolling all over the floor in the dark, and dismounted. Lucky as the train went thence to St. Pol.
Entered a French troop-train and slept beautifully in the corner of the guard’s narrow compartment till 7.0 Boulogne. When I lie down I
feel the discomfort of a hard pillow etc, but in the sitting position I slept soundly with my head against the barrel of my rifle.
At Tintilleries we were held up by an accident. Talked to first Hussars, [climbed up bank to top of tunnel in the hope of getting a view,]
and afterwards got into their compartment. A long wait in the tunnel. I lent them my candle. We heard afterwards that a head-on (?)
collision was avoided by 5.00 m. Southerners interested in the Channel, which they find greyer that the Mediterranean. One with a red
beard, unmistakably of the South, one very like Muirhead, with long eyelashes, and a silly-faced little one with a beard who wrote ‘Viens
Guillaume’ to the tune of ‘Viens Poupoule’ – rotten. They also sang tuneless French songs. But they make me retract all I have spoken
against the French nation – at least a lot of it. Kind and hospitable they all are – but these chaps weren’t so infernally silly as the
specimens one sees about railway stations. Boyish childish.
On my arrival I was returned to the bosom of a rejoicing company and told to be ready to march off at 13.0. Then 15.0. Eventually we
paraded at 20.0. took out all the food and cooking things etc., stood coldly on various platforms for a while, and then all marched back
again. The idea by the way, is that the Scottish are to concentrate at Bethune.
I had a tender farewell with the bookstall lady [from whom I bought ‘Le Roman de Claude d’Antioch’ for 3.50 to console her] and also
over the bridge with the girl at the pub., entirely spoiled by the offensive remarks of the engine-driver from whom I was borrowing hot
water to shave in.

A distinguished classics scholar, he was appointed an assistant
in the department of printed books in the British Museum in 1912.
Joined A Coy, London Scottish on 3rd March 1913, serving as a
private in 1914-1915.
In 1915 he took a commission and was employed in the Intelligence
Corps until 1919, after which he became an Ofﬁcial in the Inter Allied
Rhineland High Commission (1919-1924) and an Ofﬁcial in the Inter
Allied Commission and Upper Silesia Plebiscite (1921-1922).

TUES. OCT 27
We hung about till 10.00, expecting to be moved off soon. Then orders came that we are to concentrate here instead of Bethune.
I took my washing though I hadn’t got leave to go out. One misses one’s old liberty as courier. Also one doesn’t like cleaning dixeys.
My great fear is that when the Battalion arrive we’ll have belts and button-cleaning and other nonsense. Caby was lost at Calais but
found at Boulogne. Don’t know how. I bought Plutarch’s ‘Demosthenes’, ‘Cicero’ and ‘Alexander’. Not (as I’d thought) by Amyot.
Awfully interesting. I do like these second-rate writers.

He would again serve as an Intelligence Ofﬁcer between 1940 and 1944.
By then he was forging a career in the National Library of Scotland,
starting as a secretarial assistant (1929-1931), then becoming Keeper
of Manuscripts (1931-19146) and ﬁnally being appointed Librarian
(1946-1953), receiving the CBE on his retirement.

I wish I could feel even a spark of annoyance about Reims. It was quite a relief to me to learn from ‘The New Statesman’ that the
bombardment was probably justified. I looked out for the Seaforths, and talked with the Golden Fairy [A man in B Co., Alexander,
who was the chief fairy in G. Barker’s production of ‘A midsummer Night’s Dream’.] I carried mails from the train here [i.e. to the building

Marryat R. Dobie married Grace Vera Patmore and had two daughters.
He died in October 1973, aged 85.
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near the station in which we were billeted.] Only two parcels for A Co. The company imitate Frenchmen saying ‘Attention’, ‘En Voiture’ etc,
very well. I made a loop of bootlace with a toggle for my sporran strap. Bed.
WED. OCT 28
We were woken up about 1.0 to help the transport to disembark waggons. I went wearing shirt, drawers, great coat socks and boots. We
were not really wanted, as there were lots of men. Wright and others went on cursing about it (with the lights up) long after we had got into
bed. Slept.
Woken up again by Sparks looking for a fatigue of six men. Lay almost breathless but was passed over. I had given my blanket to a Paris
Policeman who had come in in the night and I lay on my stomach with my coat-collar turned up and my kilt over my feet. Rose. Shaved and
washed in a billy.
(Oh, yesterday the two Gunns were wanted as R.T.O’s orderlies. They were found asleep in the billet, Kenneth on his back Marcus on
his side, his head on Kenneth’s left arm and his left arm on Kenneth’s breast.)
This morning we pushed railway trucks into place on the turn-table, and put motor-cars on them, a long business as some of the tracks
were too small and others couldn’t be opened at the end. Stirling managed things and really he seems to be practical and sensible in that
way. [Oh was he, though! Turner afterwards told me that they used to feel quite ashamed when he strutted about giving them orders
in the presence of regular officers.]
In the evening we were marched off to the barracks [Caserne d’Albret.] We were paraded in the yard, dismissed, and sent to billets.
[Ours was in an attic.] Two hours musketry and extended drill daily, and general K.B.A.
THURS. OCT 29
Two hours musketry in the morning. In the afternoon we marched to the range [under the great wall in the Park] and were suddenly
recalled, made to pack, and put on to motor buses outside the town. There were about forty of them, and as we marched up the drivers
all stood on the step at the back and said ‘Bank, Liverpool Street’ etc., in an expressionless rigmarole at once. I chose the top of a bus.
An awful squash, I couldn’t move in my kilt; and it rained. But I kept quite warm, though the rain prevented my seeing with my spectacles.
An awfully bleak flat country. Cassel on a hill – there must be a lovely view – Bailleul – an interminable avenue with many stoppages –
our bus broke down but recovered. At one place we came upon one bus in a ditch and dozens of shadowy London Scots pushing.
FRI. OCT 30
Very late we arrived at a town, which proved to be what the younger Tyre calls Oop. I hung about and read the ‘Bystander’ by the headlamps of the bus; we went to bed in the railway station, very crowded; then were hauled up and marched to – the Cloth Hall! Here we
slept gloriously on cosy brick. Then we woke to the sound of the guns in the small hours we packed our packs, rejecting much (I rejected
Bernhardi and some other things) and started for the war. There was an actual road to the battle [the Ypres-Menin road] full of A.S.C.
and ambulance vehicles, and wounded men walking home.
Regiments told us it was just hell out there. Horribly slippery pavé and tram line – then a muddy cart track, into a most beautiful autumn
wood, like Hen Wood (? Foxcombe Hill) where we met wounded men on stretchers. We sat down and there was a panic of rejection.
People hurled away all kinds of clothes etc. I gave up my sketch-book.
Back again to the 4th Division H.Q. on the road to the battle [at Hooghe, I think] where we gave up our blankets [with which we had
marched out to fight!] Thankfully (…?) sat in the cold and eat bully and biscuits. We get very hot marching wearing dozens of cardigans
etc., and sweat, and then feel cold.
I met Ingram, bathed in blood. He told us gruesome stories [which we did not believe].
Home to the Groot Markt where we got into buses. I on the top with Hutchings. Wilson vainly tried to get beer. The buses took us to
a bleak Franco-Prussian-war-ish village [St. Eloi] where we dismounted, hung about, and finally went to bed. Guns by the way are rather
like thunder, but not so head-achey. Rather cold where I slept, as the floor was of stone. I disobediently took off my kilt.
11.30 a false alarm.
SAT. OCT 31
Halloween. I was voluntary sentry from 2.15 to 3.15. I got ammunition, rum etc., (They say we came back yesterday because we had
no reserve ammunition) and marched to various places and came back (i) a wood where we dug a little shelter (ii) a wood which we left
hurriedly whereupon it was shelled.
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After lunch at a place near a cottage where we cast away a lot of clothes etc., which the cottagers took, we came to a village (Wytschaete)
with a convent, mill and church which we had had in view a good deal. [I think I drew the windmill in my sketch book. I had not time to finish
it as we moved on.]
Even as we came through the last fugitives were hurrying away, and shells knocked the houses about a bit; there was a general smash-up
and I think it was set on fire after we had left it.
Now we are under a hedge hiding from an aeroplane. It is rather muddy, and the fact that this is the real thing does not make me indifferent
to stinging nettles.
They said they were at last taking us into action. We went up a slope and down the other side, and A Co., sections one and three (?), under
Mac. and Walker, being the firing line (of the reserve), were crossing an open space when something went buzzing by and someone said
‘There’s a bullet’; in a moment the air was full of (…)
[Ed. Note: diary page missing]
(…) blip against the back wall. As the evening wore on and it grew dark Mac and others came and talked to us. I got right out of the trench
and was re-arranging my haversack etc., while Coward used the full space I thus gave him to brandish the spade (which I had taken with me)
more freely, when suddenly we came in for a lot of shots from a battle with which we apparently had nothing to do, and for a few moments I
lay very much out in the cold.
It was a lovely warm day. On arriving in the trench I threw away ‘Claude d’Antioch’, ‘Recits des Temps Merovingiens’ and a tin of bully
(which I afterwards saved). While digging my shelter I had to destroy the home of a lovely little moley beast which scampered away, very
bright-eyed and frightened; and one shrapnel exploded so near that a slater which was climbing a precipice fell off.
I had felt early that MacCarogher was just the sort of man who was bound to be killed, and he was the first of our section.
When we were got out of our trench we were marched in the dark to a farm at [Messines] where we got water. Here my spade, which
I had taken to the trench and jettisoned, used and saved, was bagged by someone, and I left my ammunition bandolier in the middle of
the floor. Here I spoke to Chapman who was lying in the dark in a shed. His voice was very tired when he told me he’d been hit in the back.
We were taken to prolong a trench in a field of turnips (beets) opposite the house. We first had to move a lad who was wounded, they said.
He lay face down in the turnips, and his hand was quite cold and would not release its grip of his rifle. We carried him face downwards
and laid him down so a little away, and arranged his great coat decently, and left him there.
Snipers made digging there too hot work, so we went to prolong Sparks’ trench. After working a bit – the men were awfully unselfish in
relieving each other – we had to begin again as the angle was wrong. Mr Walker was very energetic and a little fussy in manner.
SUN. NOV 1
We were half done with the trench when we were attacked. [Rose and I and perhaps someone else had gone across a road to get straw
to make to make the trenches snug, and must have almost trodden on the Germans. We arrived back at the trench just in time to be told
to get in, as far as I can remember]. They said they were friends, Indians, and gave orders to each other in English, and we withheld our
fire, though many shot – e.g. Wilson, though told not to, fired, and when rebuked sais ‘Do you think I’m not going to fire when I see a bloody
spiked German helmet?’ We were much troubled, thinking that they might be English troops, and many shoutings and contradictory orders
ensued; then the Carbineers came tumbling into our trench – capable and cheery, and knowing exactly how to deal with the brutes.
I had hitherto miserably cowered in my trench, but seeing that it was not necessarily the right thing to do I sat up and enjoyed life.
We blazed away at them – they were on both sides of us; [we had our men firing out of both sides of the trench.] Then the Carbineers left
us; then we were told to evacuate that trench – all rather anxious work, as we only seemed to have N.C.O.s and all the privates had opinions
of their own – [I just caught the message to leave from the people in the next trench as they went, and I flung it at Hulls and the others
in my trench and bolted alone across the road by the windmill] and we lined the ditch along the road. There we spent the rest of the night.
The ricks of the farm blazed and then the buildings. A large pig ran down the road [One wondered what had become of the two old ladies
whom we saw through the window of the farm where we got the water.]
As the dawn approached we were told we would be enfiladed with shrapnel etc., unless we cleared out, and many wanted to go, thinking it
the right thing, but Walker refused, in his fussy manner which doesn’t inspire confidence.
He had a sprained ankle, but stamped about heroically along the trenches etc., all night. He insisted on not deserting the Carbineers till we
got orders, and we waited and waited for orders, while some men even wished to disobey, and the day grew paler and paler and the cocks
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all crew to encourage it. One wished for the miraculous powers of a JOSHUA. But orders were to stay and stay we did, though occasional
shots made us nervous – especially one ping on a man’s bayonet. Then MacGregor-Low came to take A Co. t some trenches alongside
the Carbineers and we slowly made our way thither; he chatted with everyone he met irrelevantly and challenged a row of clothes poles.
No room in the Carbineers’ trenches – only a few dug-outs [about 6 in. deep] at the end of their lines. I got into one of these –
then found no other A Co. man there, but saw the party wandering away over a field. I followed them a little and found they were straying
aimlessly without any guide at all, looking for a remote trench. A regular officer told us where the trench was, and that this was the
line of retreat. As he thought it would be more useful for as many as possible to stay at the farm I went back, escaped a few shots,
and lay down. here was a general tendency to go with other companies which were going. This I withstood as much as possible,
but finally being told that Mr. Someone was taking away a party of strays, as far as I could make out – and the other companies
had gone long before – I walked after them, but met them coming back at the order of some regular officer.
Back to the trench and made myself a lovely hole with my bayonet, though it was quite impossible to put my head in it without sticking
my behind into the air. I was glad to have come back as a Carbineer told me there was a trench full of Scottish dead and wounded still.
I saw dead Germans in a field where a swine sniped from behind a haystack. [I don’t know how I got there. I left hurriedly with a vague
feeling that I was poaching on German territory.] But at last all the Scottish left the place, and I went too. I helped a wounded man
along and checked his generous remonstrances with arguments on the law of chance (of shrapnel hitting me) without making any
impression. A long weary walk through a steep wood and over strange open spaces between straw palisades where we were shot at
a lot. We rested behind a little house.
I saw Stirling who told me to take him on – to Kemmel, said a regular officer in the farmyard where the Indians were. [A Ruysdaelish
farm on top of a small rise.] Here we learned of their panic. Down over muddy fields till we met the stray [a man without a rifle]
and the Adjutant, who directed us. The stray gave us a meat-tablet like indian-rubber, and finally took on the lame man, who gave me
jam and some soup squares.
Conversations with a feckless lost drummer. Back over the fields and I eat a turnip.
Joined the Adjutant’s commando. Some rests, and then a hopeless confusion while they fired at us like hell.
N.C.O.s argued as to where the enemy were, made us lie down in two different places among the turnips (of which I eat more), quarrelled
as to whether to put us into the ditch or take us along the road, put us in the ditch, took us along the road, put us in another ditch,
took us back and laid us among the turnips, all with much standing about in clusters. Finally I found a comparatively objectful (sic.) party
and we marched onto the road near the village with the brick church [Wulverghem?]. Here we collected in companies, and I was wretched
when I found that A was represented by Colours, me, Wood and the Macdonald in section 3 [Charlie].
On to a village, dead tired, where I lay down on a green slope and undressed and eat. Tommies in a pub. (Carbineers, I think) gave us
beer galore. I let the companies march off while I finished dressing and filled my water bottle [and had a long drink from a jug.
I think I was undressing to get rid of a dirty vest, but I forget. I made a mixture of the biscuit-crumbs of which my pocket was full
and the jam which the wounded man had given me and eat it with a spoon.]
I jogged after them (the companies) with the boxing Robertson and another and caught them up at Kemmel, where the rest of the
Company [not all as it proved] appeared. I could not help crying a little in seeing who were missing, making enquiries etc., I had dribbled
a few tears at the village, with the green slope, too, and had gone into the pub. with wet eyes.
Oh, in the pub. I talked Flemish ‘Watter te drinken’. ‘Verkoopen sie Brood?’ I was glad to get back to the company, because I knew hardly
anyone of the first lot of survivors even by name. We marched to a field [at La Clytte] had tea and grub and slept and wrote this in the
setting sun and dusk.
The Colonel turned up. Cheers and ‘Three, three for the Colonel’ and the remainder of the song. Then to billet with Stirling who told us
what the regular C.O. had thought of us, and so to bed. When I think of the fine men who have been smashed up and chucked away for
a muddle, or even for a good cause, I still can’t speak without choking; nor when I think of Marcus Gunn hauling Ken out of the stable
and carrying him to the hospital. But Chapman with the worn voice in the dark – how did he end?
The beastly Germans allowed a dog to be burned alive in one building.
I wrote all this in the dark in the field and afterwards by the light of a candle standing in a plate in the loft of the house where we were
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billeted; I was rather tired and must forgive myself if I have talked rot at all. Eighty more men arrived in the field in the evening, but there
were none of A among them. I slept well in the billet near a trap-door from which I protected myself by piles of kit and rifles.
MON. NOV 2
I woke in the small hours and wept a little. I am not ashamed of my emotions, but I wish I could control the expression of them a little
better. I really have had a very soft time compared with the others. I didn’t charge the Germans, as F. did, and I didn’t go through the
emotions of A. who had to fly across a ploughed field under shrapnel, maxim, and all kinds of musick. It was no fault of my own; all the
same I feel rather out of it. In consequence I am less anxious to get out of it than most, who have had their fill of harrowing experiences.
Piper Latham I hear saved three men’s lives. A little man found himself surrounded by a dozen Germans – yelled ‘Scottish’ and dived
through them and fainted. Latham took him under his arm and carried him out of the trenches to comparative safety.
Mr. Walker was absolutely heroic, stumping about with his lame foot and fussing. He hasn’t come back yet. Skipper carried Chapman
when he was wounded and walked about the trenches without taking cover at all. He is wounded.
The rifles all worked badly, from their bad construction as well as from the mud of which they were full.
When I woke I heard the hens clucking, and after a drink of milk (1/2d) and a wash and shave and brushing of teeth I walked out into an
English hedged field and a fresh English morning. We found that Wright, Sparks, Paxton, Eliot and other men had come in during the night
and we learned that others had been wounded, but were in safety. Breakfast in the field where we supped last night.
We are going back into the firing-line tomorrow, they say. Paxton is the only N.C.O. left in our company. Yes, we are going in tomorrow,
Stirling says, with various crack regiments and under their brigadiers. The only thing is to be as well organized as a picnic would be by
efficient Miss MacTaggart, and we are all feeling very cheerful. They are going to re-equip us. I am (at any rate at present) glad we are
going back, for I feel I have not had my share.
So, now I know whether a ‘hail of bullets’ is an apt expression. It isn’t very good – it’s far more like a swarm of peculiarly vicious slowmoving wasps. But it’s true that you are conscious of the presence of the bullets that don’t hit you, which is news to me. Also I have
fought in the Low Countries.
At a time like this I find I am so unoriginal as to think more of my mother and sister than anything else, except as far as immediate needs
and duties go. Another group of men came in later on, including Hydes, Menzies and Tod; and we have learned that Coleman and others
are in hospital all right. Blyth and I had a bath in a [green horse] bucket of water from a muddy pond. I went and had coffee at a pub.
And I wrote letters to Mother and Spen which I hope they’ll never get. I put them in my pay-book. The Transport arrived, having been
shelled a bit, but were unhurt. We slept in the same billet.
TUES. NOV 3
Lists for re-equipment etc. A box labelled BOOTS proved to be full of Haggises. Evidently, they meant us to have a feed on Hallowe’en.
So we had a lucky escape in being sent into action.
We marched via Locres and a by-road [by Neuve Eglise] to a farm near Bailleul. A lovely afternoon. We sat in a great green field near
Locres and had lunch, opposite a low hill crowned with a windmill [Kemmel Hill.]
Guns went all the time, and little hard balls of smoke appeared in the blue sky. A few aeroplanes flew about, chased each other, and were
shelled. When we marched off again a couple of aeroplanes peppered each other like the devil overhead.
The moon grew bright in a sky turning purple, and the sun went down in red and blue, with the leafless or nearly leafless trees first
fairy-like with the double light and then exquisite silhouettes against the sky, as we crossed the frontier hills. The roads were very narrow
and the outside men of the fours were constantly in mud. A red-roofed house in a green field in the moonlight asked for painting. At the
top of a hill a woman came and Stirling stood us all milk. [Remember that, Recording Angel. May there be a bowl of that milk for him to
swim in in Paradise.] She told us we were in France.
We came down into a dim silvery landscape, with the lights of Bailleul below, and the lights of some convoy moving along a hillside to our
right [probably the main road to Locres]. We halted near a little bridge over a simply stinking stream. A shepherd passed, leading his flock;
he was himself a shadow and there were shadows with the moonlight shining on their backs. Everyone felt the beauty of the sight.
Later on Stuart and I stayed behind to warn motors of the presence of troops ahead, and we saw the sheep again. We came to our billet
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– a pretty-ish farm in which A. Co. have a loft full of heavenly hay over a pig-sty. No.1 section was fatigued for blankets and tea. Once
again before turning in I went out into the beautiful night in a great silvery field surrounded with tall delicate trees.
Slept like a log – better than the ones below, which had troubled dreams and grunted a good deal.
WED. NOV 4
We were inspected by Smith Dorrien along the road. He asked Blyth how he had lost his cap and what his profession was and
if he was keeping fit.
The battle shock is I am glad to say gradually abating. I believe we are to rest before returning to action. I am at present keen
to go back at once – I only hope the mood will still be on me when we actually go. I went into the town with Hamilton and Blyth –
a rather hellish experience. We are all very irritable, for some reason. But when we returned we found they had had haggis for supper.
I seem to bear a charmed life.
I rather hate this place. It smells, and the mud and pig on one’s boots get on the hay of our beds. There are awful skinny pigs here like
the devils in a mediaeval hell. We were unexpectedly turned out with rifles and bayonets and bandoliers in the evening, marched out,
and marched back again. Rose left off his rifle while firing it [Unloading it I should have said.] He nearly hit Stirling who exclaimed
‘God’s bloody truth!’ Long afterwards Turner and I recalled the occasion with great delight.
THUR. NOV 5
Another durned dull day. K.B.A. because of Rose’s lapse. Got paid. I went into town with Stuart and Wilson [the sandy-haired one
with a burr.] I have overeaten myself. The Artists and H.A.C. are here.
FRI. NOV 6
When I woke the smell was almost intolerable, and the pigs grunted and squealed all night long. We had a little K.B.A. and then cleaned
out the place a bit, scraping the mud from the main fairways and clearing the dirty hay from the loft.
Meanwhile one of the farm folk cleaned out the pig-sty below, releasing smells which ascended into our loft and would have killed me
if I hadn’t had some rum.
I enjoyed the job on the whole, feeling that the end was good, and I loved making a bonny-fire. To get it to myself I sent Tod (who has
characteristically lost the cork of the rum bottle) away rejoicing into the town. But apparently Morris (orderly Corporal) bagged him, for
he was still scraping mud when I had got the bonny-fire going. I went out with Coward and Mackay. In the night I had a stomach-ache.
SAT. NOV 7
I woke thoroughly limp and nearly fell out during K.B.A.
I read all Aen. III. In the afternoon they marched us off, some with defective magazines (including me), some without packs,
some without entrenching tools, all (of A Co. at least) limp with endemic stomach-aches.
A long and very tiring march along interminable tree-lined roads consisting of a slippery pavé, only wide enough for three abreast,
and deep mud on each side. We were continually being made to touch in to the right for motors, etc. We couldn’t go through Ypres
because it was being shelled and burning. I saw it, but not much. It might have been Oxford on Nov. 5.
We arrived dead tired at a farm where we were made to climb a ladder one by one onto a pile of straw and pack tight with no light
and every prospect of being shelled. I slept better than I might have done because I took off my pack (which was against the rule).
SUN. NOV 8
We took ages to leave the billet (before dawn) because of the single stair and the darkness. We came into a pinewood and dug
trenches*; I’m sitting in mine now [*separate dug-outs, really]. Clay is easy to dig. It gets down one’s neck and all over one’s
body and clothes into one’s food and smokes. The cork of my water-bottle leaks a bit and creates mud. This place hasn’t been shelled
for four days, so we feel pretty safe. Big guns are firing near us, and an occasional bullet wanders through the trees – I don’t know
where from. Whenever an aeroplane passed I put my head into the hole [I had dug] and fell asleep.
In the course of the day they took us along a hedge (when Stirling was an ingrate about the cow-pat) and then marched us back to our
dug-outs, some of which we found occupied by another company. Then they took us along the road by the tram line [the Ypres-Menin
road] to Hooghe and into the wood which we had entered on our very first day at Ypres. There were nice trenches [no, dug-outs] here,
one of which I shared with Stuart. I rather hate sharing, as the other fool always insists on enlarging it at once.
The regulars made us some tea which we drank by the light of the shell-fire. The fire of the foe was very desultory – a sort of shrapnel
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sniping. I slept in great discomfort, thanks to my kit, and always woke with my right arm asleep.
MON. NOV 9
Another day of grit has begun. They marched us off about 0.00, gave us tea (cooked) and rations of bread and bully and took us
along the big Ypres road, then to the left by field roads, then back doubling, then on again. [The doubling back was due to an order
to a single man ‘Send for stretcher-bearers, Double back’ being passed down as a message to the battalion.]
It was a misty moonlight night. We got spades and picks which we didn’t really need. They only encouraged people to enlarge their
trenches. We passed a Sime-like wood of straight pine trees, where a dog yelped and sometimes howled in a half human way. It all
proved to be Caby. A little goat went a lot of the way with us, and halted when we did, but we lost it when we came into this wood
where we are entrenched.
Rather unrestful waits in roadside ditches by ploughed fields. We arrived at the trench in the small hours and watched the glimmers
of day-light between the straight pine-stems for Germans. A lot of firing went on on our right. At one time we thought we saw
something and fired a lot. I myself thought I saw a man. Earlier in the night one or two men had fired at nothing in particular.
I slept a little leaning on the front of the trench. They kept moving us from one position in the trench to another. Daylight discovered
one dead German opposite us, but on inspection he proved to be a cavalry man many days old. We slept in shifts and I had a beautiful
2 ½ hours. Hamilton was awfully decent and considerate about this and things in general. Another company has come in and we have
all been moved along.
Hamilton has lost his beautiful dug-out. I have come in for an elaborate Folly of branches etc. which showers grit on the head of the
inmate and prevents any one from firing over it. They say the Germans are making their trenches 150 yards nearer opposite the
K.O.S.B. on our left. I have only some rather filthy water which I got from a pump last night. Worse than the disinfected stuff
at Bailleul. There is a barbed-wire entanglement in front of us dangling with pots and pans. Little ass Stirling wouldn’t let us go to
sleep in shifts, so we did it on our own account.
I am getting very sick of the War. People talk nothing but shop from morning to night as if there were no other subject in the world,
and a shell is enough to interrupt any reasonable conversation to allow for such remarks as ‘That was near!’ ‘By Jove!’, or, worse,
comicalities from men with no special talent in comedy. Shrapnel are bursting a little more now, but it is very dull.
On the way here we went through a village [Zillebeke?] the sight of which was at first cheering – but as we went through we saw
it was deserted and had been shelled – great rafter-ribbed holes in the roof etc. It was very misty, and once for a moment I thought
I saw a glimmer of light from a window – always a cheering sight – but it was only the sky showing right through a ruined house.
One thing this war will do is to discredit the romanticism which prefers picturesque ruins to neat prosperous suburban houses.
Rather a beastly night, taking watches in turn. Everybody blazed away like the devil with no special reason at one time, wasting
rounds and rounds of ammunition. Also they pass messages very badly.
TUE. NOV 10
I am writing this at mid-day. They have started shelling us and our shelter sheds a good deal of earth on us. Perhaps they aren’t
really aiming at us, but at our guns. However, the effect is the same. Another company have been shelled out of their trenches and
asked to get into ours, but for some reason didn’t do so.
Oh, yesterday often when a little breeze sprang up or a gun-shot passing overhead set the treetops wagging a pine already maimed
would bend and crack and fall. The little birds enjoyed it all immensely and twittered a lot.
This morning was rendered fairly enjoyable by ‘The Observer’, ‘The Illustrated London News’, ‘The London Scottish Gazette’,
‘News of the World’, and letters from Spen (Ed. Note: J.S. Muirhead) and Alfred.
WED. NOV 11
Our third day in this trench. I have been finding the general grittiness and crowdedness very demoralizing. I have felt too limp to do
anything, even to change from an uncomfortable position to a comfortable one, and have been awfully disagreeable, both in what I’ve
felt towards everything anyone has said or done and in my outward behaviour. I have been full of self-pity with a certain amount
of vanity, and it is high time I got over the mood. The days and nights go on much as before. Every night there is a lot of firing by
our men, generally without any reason. I expect they are all feeling a little like me. Blyth has a mania for enlarging our shelter and
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performing other digging operations. I have been very disagreeable about it today but am going to try and be more amiable.
The soil is quite easy to dig – a little too much so, being very light dry sandy clay, which falls at every explosion.
One gets rather maddy at night – thinking that the various firings are other familiar sounds – trains, motor-buses, heavy carts, etc.,
and imagining pleasant meals and other comforts. My left shoulder hurts a lot at night when on duty. We do one hour on and two off at
night, ½ hour on and 2 ½ off in the day time. It is very hard to keep wide awake at night – even though I am standing up I find myself
dreaming non-existent objects into my actual surroundings. At first last night it was too dark to see even one’s own arms except as
a glimmer, and one only saw the tree tops and the sky between (sometimes the bits of sky became objects in my half dreams); but when
it became light enough to see a little it was more interesting, and easier to keep awake than when I was staring into a great patch of
blackness. Every now and then a tree-top would go creaking down.
This morning shows us the world in a very dilapidated condition. There is always firing going on somewhere. When there is a lot
it really sounds quite like a piece of rather difficult classical music. I believe the birds sing all the louder when they hear it, like canaries
when they hear a noise. Yesterday a lovely little white and tabby cat came into the trench and talked to me, and then went and eat bully
from the lid of a tin and disappeared.
I have enough water, but it is limified, and I hate the feeling. I think of pinewoods near Elgin where little cold springs course out
through an old lead pipe from the moss at the roadside. This diary gives rather a gloomy impression these days, but it mustn’t be
taken as too typical of my mood [I should have said ‘Mustn’t be taken too much as typical of my mood]. I am noting down melancholy
rather than cheerful things because they are on the whole more interesting to read afterwards. All the same, dirt and boredom are the
things which flatten me most completely; I am used to the grit, which is very clean, but I am bored stiff. Hamilton and Blyth are simply
amazingly kind and considerate and I must try and be more amiable. But I get sick of eternal shop, and still more of eternal
bickerings and chatterings about food, share of jam, etc.
On guard after writing this I communed with myself and decided that I had a black dog on my back, said a prayer, and resolved
to be more amiable. Was, and worked hard at digging and quite enjoyed it. I am afraid this is the morality of ‘The Water Babies’.
Things were made even easier by the fact that everyone seemed to play up to me in being decent. Later on Macdonald [Skipper’s son]
and a very grumbling Hamilton went and got us some more water.
The sand is very clean and dry and our re-excavated cave is very comfortable. The only fear is that it may fall and bury us. A strongish
breeze has sprung up and the trees are swaying and falling all over the shop. When a particular one over our cave sways great jerks of
earth fall in on us. Now for a few lines of Aeneid IV and so to night-attacks.
A most unpleasant night. First of all part of our absurd shelter blew down, and then Paxton broke the rest down in order to secure
proper cover, fire-angle etc. for us. This considerably narrowed our shelter and filled it with earth.
I was wakened by a call to stand-to and came out into rain pouring in torrents heavier than our arrival at Perham Down three months
ago. It was so heavy and cold that I could only stand helplessly bowed beneath it, while I felt it soak through all my clothes and my boots.
I eventually crawled miserably back into our cave, the floor of which seemed to be largely mud. I had no idea of its shape or dimensions,
and my bearings outside – the line of the trench, the position of my rifle, etc., were equally confused by the breaking down of the shelter,
which had been done after dark. I had a succession of watches; once again it rained a good deal as far as I can remember; at other times
the stars were very large and bright and flashing, with Orion just in front of me dodging like a hunter among the trees.
My reflections during these watches were thoroughly gloomy – if things took the most favourable turn imaginable – back to Ypres,
to St. Omer, in ambulance, etc. – there seemed no hope of drying my clothes for ages. I regretted the old dry grit which I had cursed.
My shoulder hurt a lot. However, I had a little laugh at the thought that at any rate I was now doing the thing thoroughly and not having
too soft a time. Strangely enough I was never cold in the body except once or twice.
When lying down. The prospect of crawling into our muddy cave after guard was always very disheartening until one actually did it.
My great coat tails protected my knees with a loyalty which couldn’t have been beaten by Spook’s Pride itself. Little bits of
phosphorescent root. [They stuck out of the side of the trench glowing dimly. Blyth said that he thought they attracted the enemy’s
fire and advised me to stand in front of them. They were about an inch long!]
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THURS. NOV 12
The morning was sunny and breezy, with little broken clouds about the sky. We feared rain, but none came. The whole day was the
pleasantest I’ve had in these trenches. My clothes dried very soon (as I should have expected after my Perham Down experience) and
things were altogether so much better than I had expected that I really enjoyed myself. I found after the rain that a lot of my previous
troubles (grit etc.) were more or less illusory. I had enough to eat and drink, though they aren’t giving us nearly our fair share of grub.
Conduit and another E Co. man came in, having been practically blown out of their trench, and I had a long talk of Fettesian shop, a great
joy. He has been having a far worse time than we. The experience of the night is a good lesson. So many troubles are the more distressing
because the future seems so dismal – eg. the hopelessness of getting dry in this case; contrast the dentist’s where you know that present
pain will have a good effect. In the future when I get frightfully wet I shall know that it is quite possible to have a thoroughly enjoyable day
immediately afterwards. They shelled behind us a good bit, and Conduit said that were feeling back for our trench. He said ‘I think it’s
time we were looking for pastures new’, I said ‘We certainly need fresh wood’. We were told that the great final German effort against
Ypres was to be made during the night. It doesn’t seem to have been. I quite enjoyed the night. I didn’t wear my pack, which hurt my
shoulder like the very devil. I had enough water and lots of rum, and quite enjoyed my watches, which seemed short, and my sleeps, which
didn’t seem too short. On my last watch I thought out the plot of a Croesus play – blank verse, tragi-comic, more conventional Orientals
and Greeks, not accurate Ionian philosophy etc., Granville-Barker setting.
FRI. NOV 13
Stirling says we are to be relieved at 0.00. Hurray. I entered on the day quite cheerfully. Hamilton got deservedly smacked by Paxton for
refusing to pass down messages. He’s an argumentative ass. At night he seems to go quite mad – he goes doddering and gibbering about like
a senile imbecile, repeating everything and saying Oh! such a lot of unnecessary things. Blyth too drivels a lot. But both are frightfully kind.
Oh, yesterday a Welsh soldier, very unshaven, with an accent, walked along the back of the trenches and chatted to our chaps. He was
afterwards arrested as a spy. I laugh when I think of the Colonel and the Adjutant being buried together by a shell.
It’s as well that I started this day with a cheerful spirit, as it’s been about the most depressing I have yet had. It poured with rain after
I had made this last entry, and the Huns came quite near, so we had a lot of standing-to and shooting. A large puddle developed outside
our cave, and the cave itself was only dry in a narrow strip. My coat-tails got wet and muddy inside.
Oh yes, we had a lot of firing, and sent trees crashing down on every side. A French brigade behind us started shelling the foe, but got
so many shells behind or into our trenches that it was persuaded to stop. [Perhaps it was an English one – Battery, not brigade.]
The shells had blue smoke, the rifles grey. We were relieved at 22.0 and after interminable delays got away. The road was in holes
from shells and in some parts was fluid mud three or four inches deep. I fell down in this.
We had a long wait at the house where we had got water on the journey out, and another at the bombarded village (now with French
troops in the smashed houses, and light shining through glass-less windows and holes in the walls). Here we were about turned, marched
ten yards, and again waited ages in the cold. Then we advanced again and stopped at the junction of our side-road with the Ypres-East
tramline road, where we got tea and I saw the swearing Munster officer who had lost himself. He must have been tight. He swore at
a driver, emphasizing his abuse by slapping the horse.
We now learned that we were going into reserve trenches. We had got another awful wait quite near there, and then we were marched
into a wood and told there were no more dug-outs left, so we passed the remaining hour of the night on an almost swampy piece of ground.
We had some bread and cheese, but there was no rum for A Co. It was really a horrid experience especially in disappointments – first we
expected a rest in town, then at least a building for one night. I couldn’t have gone through it if it hadn’t been for Blyth’s angelic conduct
in carrying my pack.
I felt thoroughly sick of war. Certainly I would accept a Lines of Communication job with a light heart now, for I’ve seen action,
which is all I wanted to do, I have convinced myself that I am not afraid of death, and I would probably be more useful as interpreter etc.
than as cannon-fodder. Being at last sure that I don’t fear death for myself, I am overwhelmingly anxious to live for my mother’s sake.
To be continued...
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WAR DIARY NOTES AND INFORMATION
Chapman – Lance Corporal Eric Glenn Chapman.
Regtl. No. 1008, A Coy, 1st Bn, London Scottish.
Died 01/11/1914, aged 22.
His body was found in 1921 and re-interred
in Wytschaete Military Cemetery.

FIXTURES
2017-2018

MacCarogher – Private John Ornmanney McCarogher.
Regtl. No. 1848, 1st Bn, London Scottish.
Killed in action 1st November, 1914.

Caby - A.k.a. “Kaby”; a.k.a. “K.B.A.” –
1st Battalion’s unofﬁcial mascot, a dog that was
smuggled wrapped in a greatcoat from Watford to
Southampton, and then to France, reportedly under
Coy Commander Capt McDonald’s tacit approval.

Sat 2 Sep
Sat 9 Sep
Sat 16 Sep
Sun 24 Sep
Sat 30 Sep
Sat 7 Oct
Sat 14 Oct
Sun 22 Oct
Sat 28 Oct

Fri 10 Nov
Fri 17 Nov
Sat 25 Nov

KBA story, London Scottish Regimental Gazette,
September 1952.

Marcus Gunn – Lieutenant Marcus S. Gunn.
1st Bn., Black Watch (Royal Highlanders).
Died 6th September 1916, aged 26.
Awarded Military Cross.
Brother of Kenneth Gunn.

Kenneth Gunn – Lieutenant Kenneth Gunn.
2nd attd., 1st Bn. Black Watch.
Wounded whilst serving with
The London Scottish.
Killed in action 4th April, 1916, aged 31.
Brother of Marcus Gunn.

Sat 2 Dec
Sat 9 Dec
Sat 16 Dec
Sat 23 Dec
Fri 29 Dec

SEPTEMBER 2017

14:00 .......................London Scottish
15:00 ...........................Bedford Blues
15:00 .......................London Scottish
15:00 .....................Ealing Trailﬁnders
15:00 .......................London Scottish

V
V
V
V
V

Yorkshire Carnegie ..............................Athletic Ground
London Scottish .................................Goldington Road
Nottingham .........................................Athletic Ground
London Scottish ......................... Trailﬁnders SG (Vallis
Doncaster .......................................... Athletic Ground

OCTOBER 2017

14:30 ............................Bristol Rugby
15:00 .......................London Scottish
15:00 ................... Yorkshire Carnegie
15:00 .......................London Scottish

V
V
V
V

London Scottish .......................................Ashton Gate
Dragons Premiership ...........................Athletic Ground
London Scottish ............................................Ilkley RFC
Hartpury RFC .......................................Athletic Ground

NOVEMBER 2017

19:45 ..............................Jersey Reds
19:45 .......................London Scottish
15:00 .................... Rotherham Titans

V
V
V

London Scottish ...........................................St Peter's
Cornish Pirates ....................................Athletic Ground
London Scottish ....................................... Clifton Lane

DECEMBER 2017

15:00 .......................London Scottish
14:00 ..............................Jersey Reds
15:00 .......................London Scottish
15:00 .......................London Scottish
17:45 .............................. Nottingham

V
V
V
V
V

Richmond.............................................Athletic Ground
London Scottish ...........................................St Peter's
Jersey Reds .........................................Athletic Ground
Bedford Blues ......................................Athletic Ground
London Scottish ............................................. Ladybay

JANUARY 2018

Sat 13 Jan
Sat 27 Jan

15:00 .......................London Scottish
15:00 .......................London Scottish

V
V

Yorkshire Carnegie ..............................Athletic Ground
Ealing Trailﬁnders ................................Athletic Ground

Sat 10 Feb
Sat 17 Feb

FEBRUARY 2018
14:30 ................................ Doncaster V London Scottish .........................................Castle Park
15:00 .......................London Scottish V Bristol Rugby .......................................Athletic Ground

Sat 3 Mar
Fri 16 Mar
Sun 25 Mar

MARCH 2018
14:30 ............................Hartpury RFC V London Scottish ................................ Hartpury College
19:45 .......................London Scottish V Jersey Reds .........................................Athletic Ground
14:30 ......................... Cornish Pirates V London Scottish .................................... Mennaye Field

Sat 7 Apr
Sat 21 Apr
Sat 28 Apr

APRIL 2018
15:00 .......................London Scottish V Rotherham Titans ................................Athletic Ground
15:00 ................................. Richmond V London Scottish ..................................Athletic Ground
15:00 ................... Yorkshire Carnegie V London Scottish .......................... Headingley Carnegie

London Scottish play at the Richmond Athletic ground, Kew Foot Road, Richmond, TW9 2SS
TELEPHONE: 020 3397 9551 For further info visit: londonscottish.com
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REGIMENTAL NOTICEBOARD
UPCOMING EVENTS:

It’s been another very busy period for
235 in the last few months with lots of
training for the cadets and staff at Unit
and Coy level.
Its another well done to SI Be Wardlaw
who has just completed his BCU Inland
Kayak 2 Star Foundation. This is the first
course in gaining the qualification to take
Cadets Kayaking and Canoeing. Once
qualified it will allow the unit to offer an
even wider range of adventure training
options and expand the Cadet Experience.
Recruiting has been superb we have
increased to over 40 cadets from 20
in March. The recruiting has been so
successful and the development of the
cadets has worked so well that we are now
looking at running two separate Basic and
1 star training groups to accommodate the
cadets!
Looking forward we are already booked
up with our annual two week training
in Sennybrigde in August plus training
plans for September. Weekend training is
already booked for October, November,
December 2017, February and April 2018.
Plus lost of staff development and cadet
Pre NCO training to bring through our
next group of Cadet NCO’s.

2017

FIRST TUESDAY .................................................................. TUES 1ST AUG
BATTLEFIELD TOUR ......................................................... THUR 28TH SEPT
ANCIENTS ........................................................................... MON 2ND OCT
FIRST TUESDAY .................................................................. TUE 3RD OCT
LODGE ................................................................................. THUR 5TH OCT
LS FAMILY MEETING ........................................................ WED 11TH OCT
LODGE ................................................................................. THUR 12TH OCT
GOLF OPEN DAY SW19 ..................................................... FRI 13TH OCT
LODGE ................................................................................. THUR 19TH OCT
LODGE ................................................................................. THUR 26TH OCT
HALLOWEEN DINNER ...................................................... TUE 31ST OCT
FIRST TUESDAY .................................................................. TUE 7TH NOV
LODGE ................................................................................. THUR 9TH NOV
LORD MAYOR’S SHOW ...................................................... SAT 11TH NOV
CHURCH PARADE ............................................................. SUN 12TH NOV
LODGE ................................................................................. THUR 16TH NOV
P+D WINTER WARMER ..................................................... SAT 18TH NOV
LODGE ................................................................................. THUR 23RD NOV
LODGE ................................................................................. THUR 30TH NOV
FIRST TUESDAY .................................................................. TUES 5TH DEC
REGIMENTAL TRUST STAFF CHRISTMAS LUNCH ..... WED 13TH DEC
LODGE ................................................................................. THUR 14TH DEC

Annual Inspection 2017
This year our annual inspection was
conducted by our Sector Adjutant. 235
had a extremely good showing with over
25 cadets and recruits on parade. The
Adjutant was very impressed with the
setup management and training that the
unit offers to the cadets and the inroads
that we have been making in recruiting.
I have not see the full annual inspection
report yet but I am hopeful that we will
hit the above standard (the highest grade)
once the report comes back from London
District.

2018

FIRST TUESDAY .................................................................. TUES 9TH JAN
LODGE ................................................................................. THUR, 11TH JAN
LODGE ................................................................................ THUR 25TH JAN
LODGE ................................................................................ THUR 1ST FEB
LODGE ................................................................................ THUR 8TH FEB
LODGE ................................................................................ THUR 15TH FEB
LODGE ................................................................................ THUR 22ND FEB
LODGE ................................................................................ THUR 1ST MAR
LODGE ................................................................................ THUR 8TH MAR
LODGE ................................................................................ THUR 15TH MAR
GLENWORPLE DINNER ................................................... WED 21ST MAR
LODGE ................................................................................ THUR 22ND MAR
LODGE ................................................................................ THUR 29TH MAR
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Bullets and Boots Training Day 2017
Unfortunately we have very limited
access to ranges in our Coy. area with
the closure of the ranges at Chelsea
Barracks, Horseferry Road, Davis Street
and currently the temporary closure of
Handle Street this means that for the
Cadets to be able to fire for practice or
their qualification we have to use the
Sector Weekend Training Centre at
Hammersmith. To make the booking
worthwhile and to also allow a suitable
background activity a Bullet and Boots
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The singing was helped with the usual medicinal items!!
training day was run.
As the name suggests the cadets took
part in a prolonged range session to allow
coaching to take place in slow time with
the background activity of drill training
culminating in testing. The outcome
was better then we expected with a high
percentage of the cadets passing their
APC shooting test and improving on their
shooting scores as well as developing their
drill. The plan will be to run these training
days every couple of months, providing
there is space in the calendar.
Easter Camp 2017
Easter Camp is always run as the
units Expedition, Adventure Training
and Shooting camp. This year was no
exception. Easter Camp is organised by
the Coy but each unit has the ability to
run their own training program. The aim
this year to to focus on the adventure
training that the cadets can take part
in but at the same time achieve as many
APC passes as positive to progress the
cadets. The plan that we put in place
was very challenging for the cadets with
activities including Scuba Diving, High
level confidence course, .22 indoor range,
PT testing, Archery, Command tasks and
Orienteering test followed by an afternoon
of Expedition training and camping
out overnight to gain their expedition
qualification.
The scuba diving was a massive hit
with the Cadets. We are the only unit in
our sector to have taken part in PADI try
dive diving for the cadets. This was only
possible due to the financial grant from
the regimental trust and I have to publicly
thank them for their support in this

activity. The Cadets have been buzzing
from this and I do believe that this has
helped with recruiting since we have been
back as the cadets have been bringing
their friends on by word of mouth which
is the best way to get recruits.
Following the Scuba Diving the cadets
move on to the high level confidence
course. This was useful as it allowed the
cadets to build their confidence around
working outside of their normal safe
environment and also build the teamwork
of the unit to bind them together better
which has and does help with all areas of
the APC training. And that was only day
one.
On the second day the cadets
completed a round robin of PT training
and testing, Archery run by our ex deputy
commandant and .22 shooting.
The final day was set as side to the cadets
to complete their navigation qualification
in the morning which was a 6km route
which they had to navigate by themselves.
I am happy to report that all the cadets
who took part passed this test which
meant that they could then progress onto
the main event and the 17km expedition
camping overnight taking everything that
they needed with them. Again the weather
was as normal in the UK changeable with
us walking out of camp in brilliant Sun
with a worry that we may have possible
heat issues to ended up 17km later in cold
drizzle and then rain. The training that
we have run in the unit work perfectly
and none of the cadets had any issues (or
complaints) due to the weather or physical
exertion that was required.
Over the weekend the 15 cadets who
attended all accived APC passess in
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shooting, expedition training, PT and
navigation which was also advanced over
50% of the unit in gaining their 1 star
qualification in these areas.
Excercise Sunny Warrior June 2017
In June 2017 16 Cadets and 2 CFAV’s
from 235 joined the other units from
our Coy in a Company organised Field
weekend. For many of the cadets from
235 this would be the first time that they
could take part in field training and put
the theory that they have been learning
in the unit into practice. Sgt Wardlaw
was tasked with supporting the 1 Star
APC training with the cadets from 235. I
had been tasked by the Coy Commander
to run the training 3 Star Cadets and the
cadets preparing for their Senior Cadet
Instructors Course (SCIC) through a
tactical field weekend so that any areas that
required improvement could be worked
on in preparation for annual camp.
The 1 star cadets worked primarily on
the introduction to fieldcraft working
on putting the theory of camouflage
and concealment, camp routine and
movement in the field into practice with
the ability to take part in both individual
stalks as well as section movements. This
has really pushed the cadets who attended
and has set up the ability for them to be
tested in the near future.
The 3 Star cadets who attendance also
got a great deal out of the weekend. It
became apparent that many of the basic
skills had become rusty but over the
course of the weekend these had been
corrected and a full report was able to be
sent to both Coy and the units so that the
cadets could be prepared ready for Annual
Camp and also their SCIC course.
Capt Ronner DC 235 Westminster Cadet
Det. The London Scottish
Leading the Tigers of the Maple Leaves.
This year marks 150 years since the
birth of the Commonwealth nation of
Canada. So when the opportunity arose
for me to join the staff on Ex. Tiger
Leader at Holcombe Moor Training
Centre in NW England, I jumped at the
chance. The sixty Canadian cadets and
their six escort officers unloaded off the
coach and what was most apparent at
first was the wonderful diversity of their
cadets. Teenagers from across Canada
had come together and travelled for up to
30 hours non-stop to be there and were
clearly gelling quickly and making friends
already. What made it even more fantastic
was the handful of Glengarries and Tam o’
Shanters, though sadly I don’t believe any

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
Please send your letters to, The Editor, The London Scottish Gazette, Regimental Headquarters, 95, Horseferry Road,
Westminster, London. SW1P 2DX, or email to lsgazette@yahoo.co.uk Only letters with names and addresses will be printed.

Dear Editor,
I enclose an article published in the
Salisbury Review – Summer 2017, which
as you can see mentions the death of Lord
Elcho on active service in 1916.
It might be of interest to place it in the
London Scottish Archives.
Yours sincerely,
Duggie Scott-Kerr

The singing was helped with the usual medicinal items!!
from the Toronto Scottish Regiment to
whom our regiment is proudly sistered to.
The original plan had been to conduct
a fortnight-long battle camp to skill up
the Canadian cadets on how we Brits
do things in our neck of the woods.
Due to restrictions from the Canadian
Government the only opportunity for
many of their cadets to do tactical training
is on the exchange.
The first thing that needed to be done
was to train the Canadian Cadets on our
L98A2 Cadet GP Rifle. This was because
although no tactical use of the rifle was
permitted, precision shooting was and as
such the two range days were safe. Roughly
two days of exceptional work from the
kids got them all proficient enough to pass
their WHTs and from there we locked the
weapons in the armoury and started with
our dry field training.
Words cannot describe the dedication,
commitment and enjoyment all of these
Cadets got despite the very changeable
weather, being caked in cam cream and
mud so that they could take part in a Close
Quater Recce to have a close look at some
‘enemy forces’ on an OP. They absorbed
knowledge like sponges, developed skills
faster than I certainly did, and thoroughly
enjoyed the entire thing from start to
finish.
When training was over we hit the
ranges. Multiple range incursions from
unwitting members of the public reduced
our total range time. However we
persevered and every single one of them
passed the grouping tests and some even
achieved 1st Class or Marksman standard.
No small feat with the limited access to

100 London Scottish Regimental Gazette

our weapon system.
Following that was the Competition
phase. Drawing on all that they had been
taught here and back in Canada, a series of
12 stands was created to assess the cadets
in small teams of six or seven. Fieldcraft
skills stands took up the bulk of the stands
but there were also stands for Drill, First
Aid, Skill at Arms and many more.
By the end, after a day and a half
of exceptionally hard work, we had a
winning section. What was even better
though was that every single section
placed in the top three on at least one
stand meaning that big or small, every
cadet achieved something which is the
founding principle of the Army Cadet
Force: “To Inspire, to Achieve.”
Throughout the two weeks, we had the
Canadians with us at Holcombe Moor,
I was astounded by how switched on
and studious all the cadets were. They
achieved so much and that was something
so brilliant to be a part of. It reminded me
why I am a Cadet Force Adult Volunteer
and why I am planning to go back again
next year.
It’s for moments like those that make
the hard work and the paperwork worth
it and grateful for the ACF and what
it provides to its adults and cadets.
Supporting their mission and activities is
one of the noblest and interesting things I
know of and we are grateful to the London
Scottish Regiment’s ongoing support for
its four detachments
Sgt Instructor B D Wardlaw
235 Westminster Cadet Det.
The London Scottish.
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“When Captain Lord Elcho arrived in Egypt
in April 1916 so many of his friends were
already dead when he wrote to his mother:
‘Tell Papa he must write off his sons and
concentrate on his grandsons who, thank
God, exist’. Already wounded twice he died
gallantly rallying the Royal Gloucestershire
Hussars against the Turks four months later.”

OBITUARIES
Charles Richard Edmond Dobney
Known to all as Charlie he was born
9.2.1927 in Stepney in the East End of
London. He attended primary school
and there won a scholarship but war
broke out and as the family refused to be
spilt up Charlie and his sister Irene (well
known to many of us) stayed in the East
End, his schooling being reduced to just
half a day a week. Having been bombed
out twice the family moved to west
London where Charlie’s father worked.
They were again bombed and moved to
Boston Manor Road in Brentford, which
remained Charlie’s home until last year.
Charlie started work at Siemens before
joining his father’s textile firm. He joined
a local detachment of Middlesex Cadets
reaching the rank of corporal before
joining the 6th Bn Middlesex Home
Guard when old enough.
Charlie volunteered for active service
in May 1944, aged just 17. He was enlisted
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into the 29th Training Battalion at
Blackdown Camp, Surrey. From there he
was transferred into the Highland Light
Infantry and was further posted to the
10th Battalion Cameronians for battalion
training and then to the 9th Seaforths for
further training before returning to the
Cameronians. Whilst serving as coy duty
clerk he intercepted a call from Bn HQ
calling for an overseas draft. The CO was
not amused to learn that Charlie had put
his name top of the list. He was promoted
to acting Sergeant to supervise the draft.
He boarded a train to Newhaven and
from there a ferry to Dieppe and another
train to Toulon. Then a ship to Port Said
and a further train to Cairo where he saw
the war out. Following evacuation from
Cairo he was posted to No. 1 MCC at
Sidi Bashir, Alexandria where he joined
the MT section and reverted to private.
He was again promoted sergeant but
unfortunately contracted enterick fever
typhoid and was in the General Hospital

at Amiria for 6 months where he was
attended to by German POW’s. Once
recovered he returned to the MT section
and then to 156 Transport Camp, Port
Fuad as Transport Sergeant where he
remained until demobbed in April 1948.
However, notwithstanding his various
secondments, he considered himself first
and foremost HLI.
Back in civvie street he began working
for a company extending the chassis
on former military vehicles for use as
mobile homes. He was then offered a job
in Brentford Market where he reached
the position of transport manager before
establishing his own retail business,
ending up with a greengrocers, a
delicatessen and an off licence. He retired
from business in 1994.
In 1961 he saw a recruiting poster
for the London Scottish. Missing the
Army life and being a Londoner who
had served in Scottish Regiments he
thought this would be a perfect fit and so
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it most certainly was. He was put in the
3” Mortar Platoon, Support Company
where he saw out most of his London
Scottish service, reaching the rank of
sergeant. Graham Kellas recalls one
weekend motoring around the southeast
English countryside on a map-reading
radio type exercise foraging for fresh
food (e.g. spuds). They discovered a pile
of what they thought were fresh onions
on a compost heap close to a house.
Charlie, being a greengrocer, intervened
before they cooked and ate them
declaring them to be gladioli! Charlie
remained with the old 1st Battalion until
the TA reorganisation of 1967. He was
transferred to TAVR3 for a short while
before retiring from the TA in 1969.
In many respects that was only a mere
turning point in his life as a London
Scot. He was always an active member
of both the Regimental Association and
Sergeants Mess, attending every event he
could. His membership of and support
for, virtually every body with the wider
Regimental family was manifold. His very
considerable contribution to the London
Scottish was formally acknowledged
when he was awarded the Jock Anderson
Trophy at Halloween 2009.
Charlie was an ardent supporter of
the Children’s Party ensuring a plentiful
supply of apples every year.
He was invited to become a
Glenworple Highlander at the March
2002 meeting in recognition of his
service to the Regiment. As a long time
member of the Ancients he was elected
Mine Ancient in May 2006 holding that
office from October 2006 – October
2007. He was also a co-opted member of
the Regimental Benevolent Fund.
Having served in the London Scottish
when it was designated The Gordon
Highlanders he also joined the Gordon
Highlanders
London
Association
attending annual reunion lunches and
dinners.
He was initiated into the Regimental
Lodge on 20 January 1972 remaining
one of its most regular attenders until
his deteriorating health prevented
him attending meetings. He was
Worshipful Master in 1983/84 and then
spells as Assistant Secretary, Assistant
Director of Ceremonies and Lodge of
Instruction Preceptor. His contribution
to Freemasonry was rewarded with his
receiving Senior London Grand Rank.
He was also a member of the London
Scottish Rifles Chapter and after serving
as MEZ was awarded London Grand
Chapter Rank. He was made an Honorary
Member of the Lodge in March 2013.

Charlie’s attendance grew less and less
frequent until he was unable to attend
95 at all, a source of great frustration
to him. In 2016 he finally left his old
house in Brentford to take up residence
in warden-controlled accommodation
just outside Reading. He celebrated his
90th birthday with a party organised by
his son Richard and partner Christine
at that home in February 2017 attended
by family and friends including several
members of the Association. He was

Perhaps most significantly he was the
Honorary Treasurer to the Regimental
Association for 15 years from 1994 - 2009.
At the AGM in 2009 The Regimental
Colonel, David Rankin-Hunt, presented
Charlie with a fine Glencoe glass obelisk
engraved with the Regimental badge
together with a Regimental plaque both
recording his years of service. Even when
standing down he continued as Assistant
Treasurer until 2013 to offer support and
assistance to his successor, Tony Rawlins.
As Treasurer he was responsible for
introducing the now annual Association
battlefield tours in between the 5 yearly
pilgrimage to Messines and organised
many trips to pay homage to our
Regimental fallen in Italy and on the
Western Front as well as adding variety
by visiting Arnhem, Waterloo and
Normandy. He also breathed new life
into the Ceilidh organising it for several
years. His sister Irene and her friend
Dorothy were regulars on the trips and
at the ceilidh.
For many years Charlie owned and
managed a delicatessen in Teddington.
When Bryan Alderson worked at
Hampton Court Palace he used to buy
his lunch there. Charlie had amongst his
regular customers Benny Hill, who lived
in Teddington, and Arthur Lowe who
had a boat moored on the river nearby.
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Charlie told Bryan that one day Arthur
Lowe came to the shop and told him he
was going away filming for a few days,
his daughter would be looking after his
boat and anything she wanted just put it
on ‘his tab’. This Charlie did, the daughter
ran up a bill for about a hundred pounds.
Unfortunately, Arthur died on location
and Charlie never got his hundred quid,
which was a lot of money then. Ripped
off by Captain Mainwaring!!
In later years Charlie too invested in
boat ownership, in partnership with
Nobby Foulis. They bought the first of
3 boats in 1999. This gave him much
enjoyment especially tinkering with the
engines and instructing Nobby and Liz
how to open locks while he remained
at the wheel. Lizzie’s response on one
hairy moment in a lock is not printable.
Nobby tells the story of the day the
steering linkage ‘thingy’ came loose
and the boat started drifting towards
Southwark Bridge. Charlie fixed it in the
nick of time to avert disaster. Charlie
took David James, Helen and myself on
a lovely trip down the river to Hampton
Court showing he was quite skilled as the
‘skipper’. Unfortunately dodgy knees and
boats don’t go together and Charlie was
eventually forced to sell it.
Sadly his declining health, combined
with mobility problems, meant that
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Peter Brodie-Fraser
Most sadly, I have to report that Peter
died, at home, on June 18th, aged 84.
His military service commenced with
training in the cadets at Emanuel School,
Battersea. Soon after, he started his two
year National Service commitment in The
Black Watch. His primary training was at
Fort George, Inverness, and he later saw
active service in the Korean War. Perhaps
understandably, he spoke seldom of this
period, but mention was made of one
particular night spent soundly asleep
in his tent while the Battalion position
was overrun by the Chinese and then retaken by his comrades before dawn.
On discharge, he commenced a
career in advertising and soon gained
a reputation for meticulous work, and
always being willing to ‘go the extra mile’
for his clients.
He joined the London Scottish (A
Coy) in ’53 and was first mentioned in
the Gazette as a “pillar of strength” in
the same year. Hardly surprising, as
he was a most regular attendee at drill
night and week-end training. Through
the years he also took part in Battalion
rugger, shooting and basket-ball matches
(this last somewhat reluctantly when
cajoled into participation by yours
truly). He was also a staunch supporter
of the Regimental Reel Club, and it was
there that he met Pat in ’57. In ’63 they
celebrated a marriage that was to last 53
years.
By ’55 he was a L/Cpl, Signals Cpl in

delighted when a large birthday cake
depicting the Regimental badge, baked
by Christine, was brought in (see the last
Gazette).
Charlie had married Jean in 1953.
They had 2 children, Patricia and
Richard. Very sadly Patricia died from
severe medical problems aged just four
and a half months. Jean died in May
1997. Charlie then met Maureen who
accompanied him to many Regimental
events. Maureen died in 2011.

’57, Signals Sgt in ’63 and CQMS. HQ
Coy in ’65. In ’67, along with so many
other excellent London Scots he was
transferred to AVR III, City of London
Yeomanry and served until their eventual
disbandment in ’70.
However, this was by no means the end
of his ‘service’ in the London Scottish.
In the same year he was persuaded
to ‘volunteer’ to assist at the Annual
Children’s Party, not as a clown, but as
the rear half of Spider – The Wonder
Horse. This entailed squeezing into a
very uncomfortable ‘skin’ and being

It was Charlie, along with Mark
Ormiston, who encouraged me to stand
as Chairman in 2002. I am indebted to
Charlie for the support, advice and help
he gave me in that role. He had been a
huge part of Regimental life for over 60
years and his contribution was immense
Good-bye old friend.
Yours aye
Steve Lovelock

molested by some 2-300 children whilst
endeavouring to dance the Highland
Fling. Astonishingly, he performed this
very demanding annual chore right up
to ’89.
All this time he continued to visit HQ
from his home on Walton-on-Thames,
and was elected President of the Sgts’
Mess in ’68. In 2005 he was elected to
both The Ancients and the Glenworple
Highlanders. Even after he and Pat
moved to Baschurch, near Shrewsbury,
in ’09 – in order to be near his daughter,
Fiona, son-in-law David and their three
grandchildren, Peter continued to attend
our functions right up until recently,
when the journey just became too much.
Our thoughts go out to Pat, Fiona and
son Alastair and their four grandchildren.
Altogether, Peter was a very good
example of a true London Scot – through
and through. One of those who have kept
the London Scottish Family together for
so many years. He will be greatly missed
by his peers – especially me.
Alan Morris
The funeral was held in Shrewsbury on
July 5th.
Andy Parsons was the piper and six
Ancients attended their presence being
greatly appreciated by Pat and the
family.

We are also sad to report the passing of Colin Duff and Colour Sergeant Gurung
obituraries will feature in the next gazette

Articles and submissions for the April 2018 Gazette should be sent in by the
15 March 2018 for inclusion. All submissions are gratefully accepted.
August 2017
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LONDON’S
THE LONDON REGIMENT
ARMY RESERVE
THE LONDON
LONDON REGIMENT
THE
REGIMENT - RESERVE FOR THE GUARDS DIVISION
INFANTRY BATTALION

IN THE
ARMY
YOU
CAN
EXPERIENCE
IN THE
ARMYRESERVE
RESERVE YOU
CAN
EXPERIENCE
A DIFFERENTCAREER
CAREER ININYOUR
SPARE
TIMETIME
A DIFFERENT
YOUR
SPARE
THE ARMY RESERVE IS RECRUITING NOW
army.mod.uk/londons
FOR THOUSANDS OF PAID PART
TIME ROLES
Want to find out more?
Contact The Regimental
Operations Support Officer

0207 801 2543

020 7801 2543

INFANTRY FOR LONDON

londons-roso@mod.uk Search armyjobs

