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VIEWED WITH HUMOUR 
RATHER THAN RANCOUR
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BOOKLET 2

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
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KNEES UP:  Mother Brown not involved.


This was a distinctive form of exercise and only used on  occasions when the squad lacked ‘spirit’ in their drilling. One can only view these tactics lightheartedly ...now. 

The drills never took place on the drill square but were reserved for the drill sheds. Another practise was being ‘warmed’  up by a drummer being present and practising his riffs..or do you need a guitar for that?


In my original drawing I suggested the instructor was checking for deodorant!

Peter Dabbs
Knees up. Our squad failed our 8th week inspection...we were immediately marched to the drill sheds and ‘rifted’ till we were exhausted, and our arms felt like they belonged to someone else.
[image: image2.png]


COOKS AND COOKING: Food!
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It seems we were always hungry! I don’t believe the complaints were about the quality but the quantity. I don’t believe any of the food was actually tasted. Which is probably just as well. 



On one occasion I was assigned to cookhouse fatigues.  I was instructed to put vegetables into a cauldron: I noticed there was a goodly portion of custard already in the container. Regardless, I was instructed to keep filling. I have often wondered...


For what it is worth: my  dear Mum told me guardsmen were the sons of the wealthy and well mannered. My first experience of having a meal with the men there was nothing to suggest from the behaviour of my colleagues that we were just good old sons of the working class. I learned later that the officers-in-training must have had other eating quarters or they were separated from us. 

Peter Dabbs

Cooks and cooking.
I was on cookhouse duty only once....peeling spuds. We had a machine to do it, but it did but a rudimentary job, and a lot of peel went into the mashed potatoes!
I was inducted on November 1st, and there was a turkey run at the Depot to provide a suitable Christmas dinner for the officers mess. I was once detailed to clean it out...was violently sick, again and again and again, before I had completed the task.
BELTS ARE TO BE TIGHT: And then some.



I don’t know if this was a TS/DI thingy, but I remember belts had to be snug to prevent them sagging, presumably with the weight of the bayonet.  However there was a ‘scene’ almost every morning with ‘securing’ belts. It would have made a delightful[?] scene for a Monty Python skit.



I hated having my belt too tight, did then, do now.



One day on drill parade I felt I could bear the snugness  no more...with difficulty got the attention of the DI...I have no idea what happened... honest.  

Peter Dabbs:Belts.
In those days I had a 30” waist...where on earth did I accumulate the extra 8”?
John T I was 6’3” 175lbs. No waist. I’m now 6”1/2” 213lbs. 43” waist...It’s a matter of distribution!
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SENSELESS TASKS Indeed!



I never was involved in anything so foolish... I don’t know if it ever happen... but, you never know, it probably has!



On second thoughts the efforts to line up kit bags and the rope handle that had to be adjusted just so, came pretty close.
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LIKE SHEEP TO THE SLAUGHTER  Hair today and gone today!
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It was another ‘happening that could just have easily been a Monty Python sketch. It was incredible how many haircuts were ‘executed’  in such a short time.  One wondered if this barbers actually received tonsorial training or did they train in Australia with shearing sheep? Ah, well...that’s the army! 
Peter Dabbs
Sheep.
I thought I’d save the Depot ‘barber’ a job, so October 31st I got a very short ‘back and sides’, but all to no avail....he managed to take a pile more hair off...talk about being shorn.
The picture to the right shows a possible effort to keep more hair...one thinks of the snowball.
[image: image7.png]


KIT INSPECTIONS Scavenger Hunt



What a farce, how humiliating! What on earth was learned from having to tip your bed of kit into a pile! However that’s what happened at the end of our first kit inspection. I suppose it was part of the training! I suspect all the NCOs and the TS were in on it...it was all part of the ‘game’.



Some where, there must be a record of all these odd stunts that were foisted onto the recruits. Maybe it was to show us how unimportant were...we already knew that from the moment some NCO yelled, “Follow that man”.
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 THE MAN WITH THE SUIT CASE Who was that man?



I don’t suppose anyone asked him his name; but he stood in the right place to be seen by the recruits heading off to the canteen, for I believe, it would have been for supper. On Saturday perhaps?



I remember only two items, books of a distinct flavour and packages of dates! I did not buy a book...but those dates! One could be sure polishing the boots was a tough go after devouring a package of dates.
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DO YOU HAVE A BAYONET IN YOUR SUITCASE? No bayonet in my my suitcase Sgt.

“No Sgt”, we replied. What a joke, we [recruit squad heading off on a weekend], all knew he knew, and he knew we knew.  Maybe it’s part of a policy to turn young men into liars... A fine state of affairs. 
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PATROL SENTRY For Heaven’s sake move.

It seemed to be a given the sentry would stay rooted to the spot until the Sgt. of the guard told him to patrol. Instead of training men to be self confident [this came later]  it seemed unless we were given an order.... when it was my first turn I think I must have stood still for the first 40 minutes...at least it seemed that way and the sergeants command to move came at the right time.
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HUMOUR????



There was a hidden source of humour at Caterham. It remained hidden most of the time but, as if by accident, it would sneak out and take us all surprise.  It seems to me the NCO’s had to be made of stern material to be that mean and ugly and ....


This humour would reveal itself most frequently ‘while standing to our beds’...as the squad made good progress, so the humour was more evident...perhaps it was the instigation of a campaign to show us they were not as bad as we thought they were.
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CHURCH AND STUFF Amen brother!



It was really odd! One of the first things we were asked when once settled into a squad, was had we been confirmed...those two or three who hadn’t were shuffled off and took confirmation classes.



I never heard blasphemous language at any time.  It is now as I write this that I find this so very strange...but good. It is as though there was a sort of secret admission there was indeed a God and we [everyone!] had better watch our Ps and Qs.
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  CLEANLINESS Next to Godliness?                                                  


Considering the inadequate facilities provided at Caterham it is a wonder any attention was paid to personal cleanliness... But there was... I suppose the fancy blanket, mattress and sheet manoeuvres and ‘standing by your beds’ may have been a recognition of the need for cleanliness.

Peter Dabbs
Cleanliness.
The thing I remember most is the regular foot inspections...anyone who had remotely dirty feet were immediately rushed away, and put on a charge.
