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INTRODUCTION


The Guards Depot at Caterham, Surrey, UK is a place always remembered by those whose attendance at same was required. 

I thought, initially, might be a good idea to have some pictures or cartoons if you like, about the place. 

Then I thought why not add text and twist the arms of a couple or three volunteers to add their thoughts.

I already have my own group and they will be asked to contribute...

I would surmise my experiences were much the same as other who attended. Most are kept secret, Most will express pride at having the run the course and not found wanting.

ONCE A GRENADIER, ALWAYS A GRENADIER

OPINIONS Solicited or otherwise.
 June 19, 2020 A brief account of messaging between two friends, from the same squad,  year 1953.  I asked this person if he would care to comment on the booklets describing life at Caterham. He first agreed, but had a change of heart later, after  ‘due consideration’. I encouraged him to reconsider, he agreed to have his view published minus his name. Fair enough.
Hello John,                                                              

Happy to add to your saga. Will get busy tomorrow.

name

Hello John,

I have given some thought to writing something which I found humorous while at the Depot and must say that in truth there is nothing I found humorous. Pride in having been through the process, yes, in a way, but then there was no choice unless you, like two of our squad did, tried to commit suicide. What I found most fulfilling was meeting all the other squad members from all over UK and relating to them.

Best Wishes,

name.   

Not at all John, not at all. 
Best Wishes,
name
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DIRTY BOOTS, Laces, while on active service.


Goodness knows why I selected this item as the first of what I hoped would be a series of drawings related to the Guards Depot at Caterham, Surrey, UK. I can remember only one instance when we got our boots dirty and our Drill Inspector had a conniption! The period before the upcoming drill parade was spent doing field work...I don’t remember exactly what, but in any event we were excused drill. Whoopee! The Depot has long be shut down and the land developed into a housing project.  That having been said, nothing will erase the 12-14 week experience of the Deport from your mind, while instructors did their best to transform you from a citizen into a Guardsman. 


This is a project the instructors throw themselves with the sometimes misapplied enthusiasm. However, this is not bone picking time, but let me just add: Next to the Depot was a Mental Institute, called by it’s old fashioned name of Lunatic Asylum. It is rumoured that inmates considered they where getting the better deal compared to the recruits. 


As I was typing I remembered why dirty boots has stuck in my mind for the last...well never mind. It was on Malta, I was a called back to service, reservist, and... a drill parade was called. I won’t go onto all the details but it finished up that I was the only one who had agreed not to polish my boots, that actually did not spit and polish them. Three evening orders! Could have been a lot worse.

From Peter Dabbs-
Dirty Boots.

We were on the top floor (3rd) of Elizabeth Barracks, and our Trained Soldier loved to show his displeasure at some recruits lack of progress, by making a big show of opening a window, and heaving the offending boots out. Nice chap!
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FOLLOW THAT MAN: And you had better.


This is where it all starts at Caterham: Enter through the Depot gates to be greeted by an NCO. The one I first met was a neighbour, but he did he let on that he knew me. Indeed he did not. Although several inches shorter than I, he made me feel about 4 feet tall. Sneering out from under his peaked cap he roared  
“Picquet”, and  “Follow that man” and off I went. 

I remember nothing of the paper process! I remember I finished up in the ‘huts’ to awaiting further men[?] to make up a squad.  I do remember one lad weeping through homesickness...I vowed never for me.
COMMENTS
From Peter: Yeah....I was running, and had a hard time keeping up! 
From Dave
: When I joined, we all heard those words "Follow that man". 

I stood as a 16 yr old in my dads suit, which was slightly too big for me. I had a new experience moments before hearing those words. Being daylight outside and dark in the guardroom, I came to the guardroom window with my piece of paper (day one joining instructions). I couldn't see in and couldn't even tell if someone was even in the guardroom. I put my hands on the counter and leaned in. I said "Hello!?" A booming voice came back "How dare you put your scabby hands on my counter!" I wanted to move my hands, but for some reason, nothing was working and I was frozen still. Still leaning in and still with my hands firmly placed on his counter, my voice began involuntarily speaking for me "I was told to be here for Guards recruit training."   

It was at that moment that I realized that the booming voice had matching giant hands. It was the first part of him I saw and the only part I remember! He reached over and grabbed me by the scruff of my dad's suit and actually dragged me in over the counter. My suitcase remained where I had been stood. I was made to stand in the guardroom while the scary man who I found out was the Guards Provo Sgt sent for a "defaulter".  As soon as a uniformed "trainee Guardsman" came to the guardroom, my journey to becoming a Soldier started with those words, "follow that man. Tony.
These words taken from the back page of a Grenadier Guards Christmas card, with a drawing by Sean Bolan on the front...displayed elsewhere in this booklet.
Ah, Caterham! None of those who passed through those welcoming gates
Will forget that spa-like tranquility-the-all-knowing barrack gurus-
The kindly drill instructors-and the many happy hours spent on the square-
The gourmet meals-the ‘no-pressure’ monthly inspections-
The long soothing showers-the jolly after-dinner gatherings in the barracks  etc.
How sad it was when the time came to say farewell to this home away from home.
Yes, happy days indeed!
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THE WEEKLY SHOWER: The weekly shower.



Initially thought to be the start of a relaxing and enjoyable experience...what a dream! It was nothing but a mitigated disaster. No time was given to do anything but get into the cubicle, then you were ordered out. I supposed it was part of the training. Even now I feel it was the staff taking advantage of the recruit... but we did survive...in moments of madness I wondered how we smelt at the end of the week?  No time to soap, no deodorant... [deodorant, ha!] 


There must have been some earth-shaking wisdom to this method...never did find out what it was and I doubt that anyone present knew it either...just another form of harassment...but it never minds sixty plus years after!

From Peter Dabbs:
Weekly shower.
You had it really tough....we were given exactly three minutes to get wet, soaped, rinsed and dried.....darned near impossible. 
LOSING YOUR NAME AND [image: image4.jpg]


SCINTILLATING CONVERSATION: 


If you ‘lost your name’ Oh, you have no idea... an explanation! If you were unfortunate to be in default of the many and various regulations, a non-commissioned officer might spot you, and ‘ask’ for your name. He would say, “Well you've lost it”. This meant you had to appear on Memorandum to face a charge. Memorandum was like a court, but any idea justice might be delivered soon disappeared. 


The door to the ‘court’ would be opened, you would be called in and finished in front of the officer. With you would be the NCO who would read the charge and give the evidence. Then the above conversation would take place.  Punishment would be administered and you would be marched out again. 


At the Depot I think it was done to let you know there a system in place and you would be dealt with, according to army regulations.  

 
It was just a little intimidating because you were on your own and the lowest form of army [Guards] life

Peter Dabbs
Loosing ones name.
I lost my name once at the Depot, for not using my cape on shining parade...and the T/S made my life hell for days afterwards. For three mornings in a row, I had to lay out my kit before breakfast, whereupon he’d tip the whole lot onto the floor...no breakfast for me those days.
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BONING BOOTS- Or?


It was  drummed into us that boots were boned, the method was never fully explained to us but the end result was the burning off of the rough spots on boots [primarily the toe portion] so more polish could be applied and a bright shine developed.  Everyone knew the boots were burned...boning went out with, I would guess, Wellington. 
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THE IRONY OF THE MISSING IRON: Believe it or not.



One of the greatest secrets of Caterham was the fact[?] that no one ever used an iron to crease their pants. It was therefore strange that at about our third week an iron mysteriously appeared and was well used by the 
Trained Soldier [TS].  Everyone knew we slept on our trousers, settled between the blankets, producing brilliantly sharp creases. Yes, indeed.


Stories were told that some TSs claimed to purchase a ‘new’ iron for every class where in fact one iron, sold many times. Never! 

THE TRAINED SOLDIER:  Ah, yes. Memories


I will only say we were blessed with a TS who knew the ropes and taught us well. That does not mean all his efforts would have been condoned by the ‘powers that be’. On the other hand...there was many blind eye turned...

Peter Dabbs
T/S. Our Trained Soldier was a true masochist, who took great delight in making us as uncomfortable as possible, with great effect. But, that said, we were a well turned out squad.
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THE WINDSOR KNOT: What is is not the right knot



It seems incredible that there was much ado about a tie...possibly the name Windsor had something to do with it.  Who knows or understands the working of the Military mind...



A Windsor knot properly tied, makes for a good neat, good appearance... and, so does the four-in-hand.


Having said that, how many of us can tie a knot for another person without first putting the tie around your neck! 

��





��








�	Picquet, one of several acceptable spellings


�	Dave Ainsworth did not attend Caterham. His input might show a softer side to 





�	More will be said about this person later. 





