Pack in camp we " mastered?" the skills of
Guard and Security Platoon, the only major
incident being the saga of the never ending
NAAFI alarm. At 1730 hrs the alarm on the
Families NAAFI began to ring. All the right
people were told, but we couldn't find the shop
manager. At 2130 hrs a lady phoned the camp,
she apparently lived opposite the bell, which
was still ringing, and was particularly
dischuffed. The Platoon Commander decided to
investigate and on arriving at the scene
climbed onto a pile of trolleys. The trolleys
collapsed, but the Platoon Commander grabbed
the bell and was saved - until the bell came
away from the wall and all we could see amid a
a shambles of trolleys was a disgruntled
Platoon Commander tightly clutching a still
ringing alarm.
Such is life!
Socially, things look good with excellent
adventure training facilities and seaside
resorts to visit, whilst Sunday and Tuesday
nights prove popular with some of our single
members.
We look forward to a good tour, an interest
ing social calendar and, of course, a contin
uous anti-tank cadre running in camp with a
good chance (?) of a concentration early next
year.

During the la st two months we have been
pleased to welcome three new members, Drummer
Laid, a former best recruit and side drummer,
and Ptes Deveraux and wasylyczyn (pronounced
Was-he~larion).
On the other hand three old
faithfuls have left.
Cpl Stephens, after
many a year as bass drummer, has been posted
to the Depot along with LCpl Atkins. Cpl
Leggett has moved to the PRI, and Drummer
'Plug' Rainer has temporarily left us for a
bionic face l i f t (Gentlemen, we have the
knowhow, we have the technology, we CAN
rebuild him!)
Our few weeks in Holywood have had their
own amusing incidents. Many of the
roulement companies were amazed or even
frightened at what they thought to be a band
coming to patrol their patch. Such fears
were soon dismissed.
The Drum Major has found life particularly
difficu lt, his badge of rank sometimes causes
much confusion.
He has been variously
addressed as "Colour", "S ir ","S t a f f Sgt",
"Sgt Major" and "Cpl Major"!
Quote of the tour so far must come from
Pte Lowey who, when caught loading his rifle
with an empty magazine before moving into
Belfast said " I didn't think we were supposed
to take real bullets".
The future holds a lot in store for the
platoon. Musical training will start again
fairly soon, when many of the riflemen in
the platoon will be presented with their
first instruments. The platoon commander has
been threatened with flute lessons and Cpl
Duffey, much to his disgust, has been
nominated as bass drummer. The remainder of
the platoon will start pioneer training in
order to provide D Company's pioneer element.

DRUMS
Members of the Battalion who attended the
Regimental Gathering in May will have
noticed that the Corps of Drums, instead of
performing on the square in scarlets,
appeared as rioters! The Drums have not in
fact played for the last 8 months, during
which time they have been busy converting to
the other part of their new dual role as a
r ifle platoon in D Company.
The platoon's time in Bul ford proved to be
a successful one and good results were
achieved by everyone, particularly during the
shooting package at Lydd and Hythe.
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IRISH HUMOUR
Heard about the Irishman who tried to derail
one of Freddie Laker's Skytrains?

HQ
COMPANY

1 2 Finally, we thank 1 GORDONS for a very smooth
handover, and also for the following quotation*
We the willing led
By the unknown are
Doing the impossible
For the ungrateful.
We have done so much
For so long with so
Little we are now
Qualified to do
Anything with
Nothing.

SOLVE THE RIDDLE
On the headstone in a graveyard was the
following:
Here lyeth the Body of
Christopher Bunaway
Who departed this life
Ye 18th day of October, Anno Domini
1730
Aged 59 years.
— 0 — 0 — 0— 0— 0 — 0 — 0 — 0— 0— 0 — 0— 0— 0— 0— 0 — 0 — 0— 0 — 0 — 0 — 0— 0 - 0-

ACORN NEWS
Our small (but dynamic) outfit crossed the
briny in April to check and take over Belfast
for the Battalion.
Some of us arrived by car and, after driving
from the docks, our wives were terrorised at
the gates of Palace Barracks by a hirsute
apparition closely resembling 'Animal' from the
Muppets. Thankfully it turned out to be a
reasonably tame 'Acorn', determined to welcome
us no matter what the cost to female nervous
systems. Thank you to Benny.
We took over a very good filing system from
1 GORDONS, but I can happily report that we
have made a few changes, can't now find a
thing and are all settling in comfortably. All
this is except Mick - you'll recognise him,
he's the one with grey hair and worn out teeth
- who purports to be the office manager. He
can often be seen, surrounded by items of office
machinery, fluttering such inanities as "Five
pounds a roll" and "Tension spring". I'm not
sure what he means, but he obviously thinks he's
taken on a mammoth task as I've frequently heard
him mutter "Goliath" - one presumes it has some
meaning for him.
Dave, the assistant office manager, has been
doing a great deal of typing recently and now
considers himself an expert. Of course, he
finds himself beset by all manner of hindrances
and bugbears. How can a typist of his calibre
hope to produce swift results with such a slow
typewriter? (Tech QM please note - the man
obviously needs some gofaster grease! ). But he
is fast mastering the art of typing onto
stencils - in the first place he had to paint
them red with all that lovely correctine, but
now the orderly room provide him with stencils
that have been ready-painted! Either he's an
ardent follower of Star Trek or he had a very
unhappy childhood because one typed report
recently stated that "one man was seen to spock
to another" !

And here lyeth
Alice
Who in her life was my
Sister, my mistress, my
Mother and my wife
Died February 12th 1729
Aged 76 years.

How was Alice his:

Mother?
Wife?
Mistress?
Sister?

Send your answer to PRO 3 R ANGLIAN.
First correct answer wins £5
Answers to be in by
(The winner's name will be published in the
next edition)

THE WILD BUNCH
They're the ruffest boys in town.
WARNING: Do not let your children approach
or touch the dogs.

AN ODE TO ULSTER
Here are we mere bodies in a sea of violence
They say we are many and they are but few
It is an unknown battle for an unknown cause
Here then are the soldiers of the crown amidst
the violent roars
We are paid a mere pittance, we cannot complain
No matter what the reports say about our hard
ships and pain
Though some have wives and families to support
The result of our efforts is still nought
A man who through his own wishes or not is on
the dole
Does receive more than a soldier in Ireland's
battle roll
Yet a thousand pounds or more to train one
soldier is the cost
But through bad pay policy each year millions
of pounds are lost
Join the Army and see the world is what we're
told
Yet more hours do we have to spend doing part
time jobs, our dignity, honour and families
to uphold
The Army they say is a gentlemans profession
But we are stoned, spat on and shot at whilst
covering a procession
When a soldier in Belfast is gunned down his
widow, children
Next of kin suffer though they have not sinned
A mere thousand pounds a home, a life it can't
repair
Not even enough to bury the sorrow or ease the
despair
I can but wonder what does the future hol for a
poor, lost, tormented Belfast soldiers soul.
Bye bye cruel world
And may no more blood be spilt in this unknown
battle.

A POEM
St Patrick was a
Wolfe Tone was a
A land of Saints
No sir! Not this

Welshman,
Prod.
and Scholars?
ould sod.

Ireland may be free of snakes,
I t 's full of Prods and Cats.
Doubtless many decent folk,
But far too many rats.
The City's full of churches,
And the townlands too;
But as far as actual Christians They are far too few.
Distrust and hate are inbred,
Violence commonplace.
Many plastic kneecaps,
But no amazing grace.
Anyway, we're here now
To try and do our job.
So onward Christian Soldiers,
Duck and weave and bob!

Onward Christian Soldiers
Divided into bricks.
Friendly to the natives,
But wary of their tricks.
Survival is the watchword,
Never, ever fear;
But also never wonder
Why the hell we're here!.
Peter Radley

ARRIVAL
It was a long old journey
Chug-chugging all the way
But then, the sea was tranquil
We felt hardly a sway
At last we docked at Belfast
And off the boat we got
Delighted it was sunny
And soon it became hot.
Arrived at Palace Barracks
And everything looked fine
But then we're optimistic
When the sold sun does shine.
Refreshed ourselves at Sandes
A needed cup of tea,
The children were kept happy
While hubbies fetched the key.
Some waited just a wee bit,
Some wanted quite a lot,
And all the time so curious
To see the house we'd got.
Oh well, a few were lucky,
Unlike those who got mad
To leave a spotless quarter
And move in one that's bad.
We're now adjusting slowly,
But surely every day,
Making the best of everything
And hope things go our way.
One thing sure could
I t 's something you'd
A decent, stocked-up
Where what you need,

be better
expect,
NAAFI
you get.

This little shop's pathetic
The veg, the meat, just see You're stuck if you've decided
To dish up a grand tea!
So what? We go to Holywood
And get what we want there
But when you cannot make i t ,
I t 's NAAFI for your fare.
I t 's handy, I admit it ,
Though prices are quite steep.
So off we go for walkies
To stock up, find things cheap.

PHOTO DISPLAY
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Wow! Nina Carter
Courtesy of the Sun
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Dolphin 5/6 year olds
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Who? and LCpl Sole

BOTTOM LEFT

Lt Weigold getting a grip

BOTTOM

Remember General Dye - old
habits Dye hard'.

ALL POMPADOURS
I welcome all readers to 'The Pompadour' 1978.
Unfortunately due to a limitation in size of
the first issue a number of articles have
been cut or omitted .With the arrival of the
printing press this problem will not reoccur.
Finally,this tour will not be easy,but
remember:
"The Infantryman always bears, the brunt.
His casualties are heavier,and he suffers
greater extremes of discomfort and fatigue
than the other arms... .think of them with
the deep admiration they deserve. . . . .they are
the men who win battles and war. So let us
write 'lnfantry' with a capital ' I ' . "
ANON

Queen Mums Visit

HQ
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PRONTO

TALES

After a very hectic three months in
Bulford, we're all settling down to the quiet
life in Palace Barracks.
Some of the things we get up to (apart from
calling out C Company) are a 30-second dash
by Cpl Tich Rouse to change yet another radio
for the security platoon, Cpl Eddie Thorpe
disappearing under a pile of paper in the
platoon office and Sgt Andy Anderson still
trying to tape together our 25-year-old
mobile ops room.
Our new ARSO, CSgt Ginge Gilbert, is the man
to blame for all the telephones in camp. He
must be doing something, the GPO engineer is
even talking to us now.
The RSO, Capt Palmer, is usually only seen
late in the day after collapsing behind his
desk saying "That recce/O Group/Lecture etc
etc was rough. I'm shattered". This usually
means either
a. Where's the coffee?
b. I'm glad I missed the PT in the gym.
CSgt Mac McGowan is busily rebuilding the
stores, ably assisted by his 2IC Tich Rouse
(somebody has to hold the ladder) - and they
might be finished by the end of the tour.
The CO's crew, led by Cpl Mac Lindsay, and
the Ops Room boys who stag on under Sgt Alex
Beck attached to us from the Royal Signals,
also deserve a mention for all their hard
work.
The single men in the platoon all seem to
have Irish girlfriends now, laid on for them
by another member of the platoon attached to
us from the Royal Signals - Signaller Geordie
Skee. So to finish off the platoon notes for
this month, here is a useful telephone number
that does not as yet feature in the Battalion's
internal telephone directory:

FROM THE COMMANDING OFFICER
Between 1972 and 1975, in both Belfast and
Londonderry, the Pompadour Magazine made a
considerable impact by the way in which it
represented, often blatantly libellously and
always scurillously, the events and notorious
personalities of those troubled times in the
Province.
Now we are back again, this time
in the Resident Battalion role and in a
security situation which has significantly
improved.
I would again hope to se the Pomoadour
reflect all aspects of Battalion life. Our
changed environment and circumstances will
give greater range and variety than before
(I don't remember either a Saddle Club or a
Wives Club in the days of Mulhouse) and from
my initial, reading of this first edition there
are plenty of potential bards, artists, essay
ists and humourists lurking behind Macrolon
shields and. helmet visors.
The Pomoadour should be a magazine produced
by Pompadours, about Pompadours, for Pompadours.
Occasionally, it may fall into the hands of
other Royal Anglians whom I suspect won't know
what it is all about. Never matter. Get
writing and drawing. Register all that you
think significant, funny or even sad in our
day to day existence.
You are probably tired
of hearing me say that the success or failure
of a Platoon, Company or Battalion depends upon
the sum of the effort put into it by individual
soldiers, NCO's and Officers. But it is very
true, and this magazine will succeed or fail as
a result of your efforts. I f you have en.ioyed
this edition then you have a responsibility to
contribute towards the next one. Sharpen your
pencil and your wits. Get thinking and
writing.
Bill Dodd

"Skee's Marriage Bureau and Dating Service" Extension 228.
CAPTION COMPETITION

HUMOUR
Have you heard about the Irishman who took his
tie back to Harrods because it was too tight?

CO-Lt Col Dodd and GOC -Gen Creasey

£1 prize for the best caption.
Winners caption will be published
in next issue.

EXTRACT FROM HEADQUARTER COMPANY DETAIL
"The objective of all dedicated members of
Headquarter Company should be to analyse
thoroughly all situations, anticipate all
problems prior to their occurrence, have answers
for these problems and act swiftly to solve
them. However......... when you are up to your
backside in alligators it is difficult to remind
yourself that your initial objective was to
drain the swamp.

WANTED

THE MORAL SPARROW

Once upon a time there was a non-conformist
sparrow who decided not to fly south for the
winter. However, the weather soon turned so
cold that overcome by his desire for the sun
he flew off.
In a short time ice formed on his wings and
he fell to earth exhausted, straight into a
solidly frozen farmyard.
Shortly a cow passed by and did his business
all over the little fellow. The sparrow
thought it was the end, but lo and behold after
a time the manure warned him and defrosted his
wings.
Warm, happy and able to breathe again he at
once started to sing. Just then a large cat
came by, and hearing the chirping decided to
investigate. Clearing the manure away with
his paw he soon came upon the little sparrow
and promptly ate him.

3

BAND ON THE RUN
I feel that the Battalion has seen more of
the Band over the past few months than during
the previous couple of years, and I reiterate
'seen'. Most departments will have seen us
transformed from placid music making
Pompadours into virtual musclemen by way of
humping boxes for the move from Cyprus to
Bulford and then on to Holywood (excluding the
unloading at this end, where presumably any
breakages occurred?). Also, having drawn up
our flak jackets and numerous belts, bottles
and pouches, we have assumed the role of
Security Platoon and the various duties around
Palace Barracks when it is the turn of HQ Coy
to provide these duties. The Bandmaster and
Band Sergeant Major can be heard daily
practising their radio techniques and the
necessary procedures entailed in being a
watchkeeper - in other words the Bravo Alfa
November Delta is Bravo Uniform Sierra Yankee]
Now on to our music making, and under this
heading I mention the departures of Cpl Randy
Hudson, LCpl Pete (alias Ski Instructor,
Theatre Manager, Barrack Room Lawyer) Jones,
Bdsm Paul Stephens and Bdsm Phil Meekings. We
wish them all well in civilian life. Everyone
mentioned has not, as yet, been replaced, which
directly affects our music making inasmuch as
we have had a major re-group in that Sgt Joe
Johnson has moved from cornet to bass - and we
wish him bombastic success too. Another loss
this month was LCpl Buster Brewster to the
Depot, where he will be an instructor at the
boys wing for the next two years. We welcome
back Cpl John Messenger from Kneller Hall.
We already have a number of engagements and
are waiting for the telephone to be fixed at
this moment in order to take more bookings.
To close this lengthy spiel I would like to
mentioned that from time to time the Band will
be marching around Barracks playing music
associated with the Regiment, and if any member
of the Battalion has a request suitable for
playing on the march, please contact the
Bandmaster on extension 296 who will be only
too happy to oblige if at all possible.

The moral of this story is threefold:

1.
2.
3.

Everyone who does the dirty on you is not
necessarily your enemy.
Everyone who gets you out of the muck is
not necessarily your friend.
I f you are warm and happy in a pile of
muck, keep your mouth shut.

The Bandmaster - defence cuts or No 1 summer
dress

ALPHA
COMPANY
As with everybody else, A Coy has over the
last few months been hard at it getting ready
for our 18 months in Northern Ireland.

Very little was seen of families by the
married men. Luckily, before we came to
Belfast A Coy managed to lay on a Coy Party
where husbands could re-introduce themselves
to their wives. There is no truth in the
rumour, however, that a fight broke out between
two wives both claiming the same husband!
The Inter Platoon Competition showed that not
only is the Coy at a high level of training and
ready for anything, but also that the platoons
are very evenly matched, and appropriately the
prizes were evenly distributed. Private Lance
Flower (1 Pi) came out as the best shot with
Cpl Phil Pacey (2 pl) coming a close second.
As poetic justice, whilst at Rye, Flower played
the part of Francis (Four Eyes) Doakes. Cpl
Billy Eke (1 Pi) took the prize of best
shooting section and got drunk on the proceeds.
The fittest section turned out to be Cpl Jim
Cooper's, having done well in the Combat
Fitness Test, and extremely well in the Orient
eering phase. The Champion Section was Cpl
Buckley's of 3 PI, having maintained a steady
standard throughout.
3 Platoon kept up a
steady progress throughout the competition,
excelling particularly in the Northern Ireland
Knowledge test. 2Lt Lane set and attained a
high standard and this paid off in the end to
win the Champion Platoon prize. The whole
competition was still in the balance right up
to the final event which was the Assault Course.
The final points of over 6000 showed there was
less then 500 between the three platoons, so
well done 3 Platoon and better luck next time
to 1 and 2 Platoons. Our thanks to everybody
who assisted in running the competition,
especially to SSI Harrison and his PT Staff.
Pte Kevin Baynton was the first soldier to
formally arrest a "hood". He managed to say
"As a member of HM Forces etc etc" without
stuttering. Well done!

We all wish a fond farewell to CSgt "Cracklin
Rosie" Gilbert who has gone off to the Signal
Platoon to the unfortunate sounding appointment
of "ARSO". He has been replaced by CSgt Roy
Watret who in turn handed 2 Platoon in
excellent order to Lt David Clements, who we
welcome from university.

1 PLATOON
Since arriving in Northern Ireland the
platoon has settled down very well. One of
our first operational tasks was as standby
platoon for the camp - not the most desirable
of duties - and the day began very nervously
since no-one knew what to expect. Having got
our first couple of practices over (which I'm
sure must have looked like the Relief of
Mafeking - not that I was there!) things
started clicking together and so in the after
noon I decided we should have a practice 'Hit
and Run'. All the vehicles went to their
allotted stations and, as we were driving round
to visit them, we were suddenly confronted by a
brown parcel lying in the roadway at a round
about. The driver, being really alert, drove
straight past it and because I shouted "Stop"
we managed to stop next to it after another
trip round the roundabout. The men de-bussed
to their positions and, looking around, I
found that I was the only one left to examine
the parcel. With scalp prickling and a
horrible feeling in my stomach I walked towards
the monster past which hundreds of cars had
driven blithely unaware of its existence. The
parcel was sealed and on the side was a label
bearing the legend "X/ATO PAT" followed by
several numbers. The contents of the box?
Believe it or not, but 10 Brushes WC. What
relief. On a more serious note though, the
brushes had never been reported lost and the
box, i f found in any other area, could have
been used to make a very innocent-looking
device for us to pick up - so look after your
kit!

Since arriving in Palace Barracks there have
been a couple of changes in the Platoon and we
welcome Pte Butler as our newest member. Also
congratulations are due to LCpl Dale on his
promotion to Cpl and to Pte Bricklebank on his
promotion to LCpl.

2 PLATOON
We left Cyprus on a hot January day, dressed in
ankle length sheepskins and ski jackets ready
for the English winter. Climbing the steps of
the plane most of us turned to take a last look
at the "bondu" over which we had shed so much
sweat during the past two years. Those of us
who didn't turn to look were still suffering
the effects of our final binge of the night
before, and barely had the strength to climb
the steps. After the uneventful (your baby's
just been sick in my lap Madam) flight, the
platoon dispersed to cause havoc and chaos
during their leave before returning overweight
and bleary-eyed to 3tart work.
An did we work! Runs, PT and night exercises
blew away the cobwebs and soon we were our
usual happy-go-lucky 'Oh no, not another range
day' selves. A word for the long-suffering
platoon wives - the bedraggled, black faced,
muddy booted, worried looking creature who
popped in for a meal now and then was in fact
your husband! However we all enjoyed the
training and were soon lean and mean for Hythe
and Lydd, where we thoroughly enjoyed turning
the tables and being the ones to throw stones
and bottles at the Army for a change - Che
Guevara had nothing on us as terrorists. We
also did our stint as security forces, and came
out triumphant after an epic battle with the
Brit-Paddies.
Ten days leave followed, during which the
married men got to know their wives again!
After leave came an excellent Inter Platoon
Competition - I won't bore you with the results
- and then the magic day when all the NCOs
(minus Sgt Dexter) shot off to sunny Belfast.
We then ran riot around Bulford for a week,
chased by a frustrated Sgt D.
"Where's the blokes, Bond?"
"Doing VCPs in the cafe Sarge".
The ferry trip to Belfast had its ups and
downs, and more ups and more downs, but on
arrival we were whisked away by a bunch of
hairy scots whom we couldn't understand but
who looked quite happy to see us!
We soon got to know the strange and wonder
ful ways of Northern Ireland, having learned to
speak pidgin Irish (a most useful asset as most
of the boys now have an Irish girl). Those who
haven't got an Irish girl have an Irish boy !!
And if anyone knows a 24 year old Irish widow
with a Rolls Royce and a Guiness factory, then
please contact yours truly.
Sadly (yes, I think that's the right word),
we have had to bid adieu to CSgt Wally Watret.
Thank you Wally for teaching us to map read.
Our new boss is Lt David Clements, who is fast
making his mark on the platoon.
Stop Press: News is that the dogs of the New
Lodge have made their mark on Sgt Dexter, and
on that happy note we end.

_______ HUMOUR_________
Advertisement in an Irish newspaper:
"Open until closing time"

3 PLATOON
Having left Cyprus with a distinguished
record, the platoon continued in the same vein
during their 5 weeks disembarkation leave and
found that British magistrates are harsher in
the sentences they impose than their Cypriot
counterparts.
Life in Bulford was frustrating in that there
was a paucity of equipment available at any one
time. However, the platoon immersed itself in
photos of "players", learnt to shoot in flak
jackets, had plenty of fitness training and
became adept at drill on the daily muster
parades. The prospect of an Inter Platoon
Competition within the Company was an extra
incentive to do well, and after the training at
Hythe and Lydd the platoon convincingly took
the lead and crushed (OC's notes In 3 Pl 's
language "crushed" means "narrowly defeated")
1 and 2 Platoons, especially in the physical
fitness. Incidentally, we are still waiting
for the trophy!
Now several weeks into the Belfast tour we
are well settled into Abbotscroft where the
life is quiet and the living i s eaay (well
away from Company HQ) . Abbotscroft has more
advantages than disadvantages and no doubt our
reliefs will find it as pleasant here as we do.
LCpl Bennett says this about its
"The platoon
gets on alright here,
its
n 't a bad number and
keeps us occupied". We have a dog called
Mutley, a gift from the Gordons, living with
us who regularly goes on patrol in Bawnmore,
of whom LCpl Cornell says "We're not sure of
the breed, but he really is a good guard dog runs away from the smallest of animals'."

BRAVO
COMPANY
BE SAFE ON THE
STREETS

4 PLATOON
My first sight of Bulford was through the
windows of a coach coining from Brize Norton.
It was raining, there were very few people
about, and as it was raining we could not see
the place too well, little did I know how
lucky I was!
Bulford itself has two pubs, to either of
which I had to walk about 2 miles, and very
few shops. In fact, if one wanted to do any
shopping one had to go to Salisbury at a cost
of £1.20 return!
But while in Bulford we had two lots of
leave and got down to some very hard training
(including a lot of night work). The Platoon
put their backs into it and achieved some
very high standards, especially at the
culmination of our training which was a two
week exercise at Hythe and Lydd.
On returning from Lydd the Company held an
Inter-Brick Competition which was won by
Cpl
E
gleton, LCpl Hickey, Ptes James and
Butler.
We welcome Pte Lloyd back to the platoon,
and from 1 R ANGLIAN we welcome Ptes Kirk,
Apple on and Butler. Also, we say farewell
to CSgt Adey, posted to the TAVR, Pte
Sherress to the Gate Section, Pte Appleton to
the Regimental Police and Pte James to the
gymnasium. These last three were posted from
us to bring the rest of the Battalion up to
4 Platoon's high standard!
W
ea r e still trying to convince the Regimental
Signals Officer that a 22-inch Murphy is not a
dwarf-like Irishman, but a television set!

MOLAR
M IN U TES
Once again here we are in the Emerald Isle
after an absence of 4 years, the Coy advance
elements having arrived in good order after a
millpond crossing.
Before we could start to take over from the
Gordons we all had to undergo a crash course in
Scottish phrases such as "Gi-i-ere-Jimmy" (I
require that article in this location) and "I
canna the noo, the Mrs doon toon gettin' the
messages" (I cannot be of assistance at this
time as my spouse is engaged in purchasing the
week's groceries from the local shopping
precinct). An interpreter was also available
at the QM's if needed!
Whilst the takeover was under way the rest of
the leaders started to recce beautiful downtown
Belfast, noting quite a few changes since we
last graced this place with our presence. The
OC's shotgun was checked out and sizes of gunboots given so that he can 'bag a brace' or
knock off a few bunnies later in the tour.
On the 19th the main body arrived and we were
promptly warned that there would be a practice
turnout in the very near future.
Sure enough,
at 0500 hrs the Ops Room in their wisdom went
and called out the wrong Coy (C Coy were not
amused!). Undaunted the OC decided to attempt
a callout at 2300 hrs the following night, on
his return to barracks, but was not allowed
through the gate due to a bomb scare. Third
time lucky though, and when it did come the
Coy turned out in good order in the given time
and proceeded to take a quick spin round the
A2 roundabout.
Of the 3 storemen in B Coy, Pte 'Ballneck'
Richardson is waiting for REME to fit wheels to
his heels for his transfer to the RCT, Pte
'Cabbage' Green is still finding it hard to
stay awake (that's what comes of being a bed
ding storeman) and Pte Jock Tierney is still to
be heard chuntering about the daily fitness
training and his inability to carry a loaded
teapot from the cookhouse to the stores.
Now we have taken over and are fully operat
ional there will no doubt be more to report in
future editions. Until then - keep your heads
down.
I f only she could talk!

5 PLATOON
The advance party of 5 Platoon B Company
arrived to be followed a few days later by
the main body. The gay and debonair Platoon
Commander, tastefully dressed and always
immaculate, was there to greet them. His
Platoon Sergeant, an old hand, a professional
tea drinker (or would you believe beer) showed
them the way and very soon they were into the
swing of things. Have you noticed how their
P Checks are all of females?
FOOTNOTE: The Platoon Commander wishes it
to be known that he is not short sighted and
he was not hanging around the clock tower to
get the time.

6 PLATOON
We all appreciated the well-deserved leave on
o u r return to England from Cyprus, and it gave
u s all a chance to get used to English weather
a g a i n , to cement old relationships and to do
w h a t men have to do!
Once we had settled into Kiwi Barracks we at
o n c e started training for our role as a resid
e n t Battalion in Northern Ireland. Our b lis sf i l l e d days involved us (less the Platoon
Commander who had been sentenced to three month
i n Warminster) in recognition training, talks
f r o m the OC, learning the history of the OIRA,
P I R A , IRSP, UDA, UVF, HUC and UDR. Some of it
d i d n ' t c o nfuse people, and after it we began
t r a in in g in earnest, using the well tried
s y s t e m of orders (Direct, Counter and Dis).
C o n firm a t io n that all had been learnt came on
e x e r c i s e at Sennybridge, which for once really
d is a p p o in ted everybody - it was dry.
The training at Lydd and Hythe served as a
g o o d culmination to our training and was
e n j o y e d by all. At this point we fell it is
n e c e s s a r y to point out that the demonstration
o f the shortcomings of the flak jacket was
unrealistic _ bullets zipped through it like
t h e proverbial hot knives through butter. But
w e can now definitely state that the soldier
h a s absolute protection on the streets; not
f r o m the jacket but from the blue cards, yellow
c a r d s , white cards, pink cards, notebooks, VCP
f o r ms , SOCO bags, suspect hand bags, aide
m em oires, booby trap cards, search aide memoire
m u g shots and maps!

The ranges at Hythe were fun, and once we had
reduced the number of hits on civilian targets
we developed a devastating capacity for ridding
the world of cardboard terrorists. Rype was by
far the most enjoyable part of the training and
there was fierce competition to chat up the
only three females in the ' Roman Catholic'
population. At the end of the training in Kent
we went into the most important phase of our
build-up for Ulster - LEAVE.
The trip across to Northern Ireland was very
uneventful, and having arrived we spent the
first few days getting the place organized,
passing happy hours painting numbers on every
thing, riding around in our 'pigs' and awaiting
our first day in action.
Our first day out was in the Ballymurphy area
where we made friends with the local dogs. The
1978 USPCA award for kindness to dogs goes to Cpl
Carr who so willingly allowed the Ballymurphy
hounds to sample his left leg.
6 Platoon has been to several areas of Belfast
and will no doubt see many more before its time
in the Province is up. For one or two members
it has been a period of blissful nostalgia - we
only have to listen to Sgt Neal's comments to
realise how deep his affection is for the city
and its people. We have also been savouring
the guided tours of the more obscure areas of
Belfast that our master sees fit to take us on.
We all have things to do: Cpl Blythe is still
trying to shoot straight and Cpl Carr is still
continuing to chat up old ladies in the Falls
Road (but we don't print that type of story in
a respectable publication like this! )
The future looks promising, and we all look
forward to the summer months when we can make
more friends and influence more people.
Our motto i s :
"Be safe on the streets - join B Company's
Tufty Club".

IRISH HUMOUR
What about the Irish Kamikaze pilot who
returned after 9 successful missions?

How to confuse an Irishman; line up three
shovels and ask him to take his pick

CHARLIE
COMPANY
For C Company the last five months have seen a
large number of changes, both in personalities
and geography. In fact a look at the Company
Orbat for 1 March 7 6 , just two years ago, will
reveal the surprising statistic that of the 92
men in the Company at that time only 25 are
still with us.

8 PLATOON

Cyprus saw the departure of Major and Mrs CA
Styles for Germary, where I only hope the
mistake was not made of offering them a sub
standard quarter. W02 GN Taylor also took hie
leave at the same time and, like us, ended up
on yet another island - in his case Bermuda!
However, all good things come to an end, and
on 31 January the big silver bird winged its
way to England for five weeks leave and an
extremely cold February.

Cyprus is now rapidly becoming but a happy
memory; one seldom remembers the bad times,
only the lovely Cypriot girls (with Messrs
Worbey, Marlow and Rafferty making the running
- congratulations), the vino, the temptingly
warm seas and the never ending sunshine. Of
course, as those of us who were there know, it
was not all beer and skittles.
Plenty of
excitement was to be had trying to catch certain
gentlemen who specialised in taking bunny
rabbits and irrigation pipes at Ayios Nikolaos.
Then there was NESAM, Milskills and the Walk
about for anyone who was getting bored;
even
recognition classes for those who had forgotten
what their wives looked like after a two month
Bulford was for everyone in the Battalion and
stint at Ayios Nik, Akamas and Troodos.
not least C Company a very busy time. There
was little time to mourn the loss of LOA or the
sun. A new management headed by Major AE
Thompson MBE MC and CSM MJ Stannard soon had
all the wheels turning. We also welcomed Cpl
ML Laughton and Pte D Beaman - the best thing
that has come out of Support - sorry D - Coy
for some time. Lt GR Brown, 2Lt I McEleny and
W02 R Eke arrived to make up the remainder of
the command element.
The highlight of our visit to Lydd and Hythe
Was the spirited reconstruction by D Coy of the
Palls Road riots of 1970, MGM could not have
bettered i t ! 7 Platoon are still wondering
what they did to upset the Adjutant and RSM,
who contrived to let A Company win the Fire and
Discipline Competition by a 1/2 point. Suggest
ions that it might have had anything to do with
the length of their OC's hair have not been
well received.

The following have gained promotion to
C p :l LCpls Bines, Conopo, Cavaliero and
Pascovitch. The CQMS has been awarded the
Long Service and Good Conduct Medal - and
would like everyone to know that he is the
la s t of the 18 year men.

Our move to Northern Ireland went off
according to plan, with the Advance Party
rushing around getting to know the geography
and the tea shops before the arrival of the
main body. The families all appear to have
settled in reasonably happily, although Pte
Worbey would like to move as he claims he is
i n a TV dead spot. A little knowledge of
signals is a dangerous thing!
As weekends have already ceased to have much
meaning, the conversation of a UDR man about
h i s fishing weekend have brought back old and
fond memories for us. Another innovation is
the Cinderella soldier. The dialogue goes
something like this:
Act 1 Scene 1. Disco 2200 hrs.
Soldier in best civvies, splashed all over
w ith favourite after shave meets girl who,
needless to say, tells him how much she needs
him - all going well as 2359 approaches.
G irl asks soldier to walk her home at the end
o f the disco. Much licking of lips etc until
the clock strikes - in a flash our soldier rush
e s from the disco to a scream of "I f I am not
back by 0100 hrs financial ruin awaits me" end of a beautiful relationship. The maxim
would appear to be: Make a date on a 6 hour
day and repent at leisure on a 40 minute day.

Mention here must also be made of Cpl Corky
Corcoran who, while recceing Belfast, drove
up a one way street. A shout went up from a
car going the other way, "Don't you know this
is a one way street?", to which our
redoubtable Cpl replied " I am only G-O-I-N-G
one way".
Three new Lance Corporals have appeared!
LCpls Heaton, Shand and Smith 43. The
remaining JNCOs welcome them to the COS
duty roster.
Finally, talking of threes, a recent
surprise callout at 0600 hrs unearthed three
petticoat recruits in the company lines.
Unfortunately they could not be deployed as
they had not done NIRTT. We welcome to our
midst Ptes Cushing, Ryan, Miller and Brooks,
who have fortunately passed NIRT.

AR E THE DOGS A S B AD
AS THEY SAY SARGE?"

DIG IT?
Pat applied for a job on a building site.
The foreman gave him his first task which was
to dig a hole 10ft by 4ft by 2ft deep. His
foreman gave him the rest of the day to
complete the job. Promptly at lunchtime Pat
reported to the foreman saying that the job
was finished. The foreman was suitably
impressed and gave Pat a further hole to dig,
this one 20ft by 10ft by 4ft deep and said for
Pat to sea him at the end of the week.
However, the next lunchtime Pat reported to
the foreman saying the task was complete. The
foreman could hardly believe his luck in having
hired such a hard-working man.
He then gave Pat the job of digging out the
footings for a supermarket, 100ft by 50ft by
10ft deep. " I 'l l get you the job for this one"
he said.
"Don't mind the medals", says Pat, "just get
me a bigger shovel!"

DELTA
COMPANY

7.

Upsets of the Week

Cpl Graham (Goody) Goodchild was bitten by
a very large dog in the usual place. The RUC
have promised to get to the bottom of i t !
2. The QM's had to exchange Goody's denims.
Miracle of the Week
They also exchanged his combat jacket!
On hearing we were going to the area of
Distillery, Sunray 41 enquired what type of
whisky they make there!

RIPPING YARNS FROM
THE MORTAR PLATOON

Mortar Platoon has had a reasonably chaotic
start to the tour. First Charles Manson
(better known as Lt Mason) had to be
dissuaded from going into a newsagents in
Andersonstown to buy a New Musical Express not once, but twice. Several members of
3 PAHA expressed their surprise with "Is he
real?"
Since arriving here we have paid visits to
the Tanks, Gunners, Paras and Commandos. On
our arrival 80% of the men in these locations
saw it quite fitting to go to sleep while we
got on with their jobs!
Is it true that LCpl 'Stumpy' Wright walks
on the other side of the street when a Jack
Russel barks at him? No - he runs!
Overheard from a local who had been standing
in the queue at the mobile fish and chip van
for 20 minutes "What the hell am I doing here?
I don't want anything".

ANTI TANKS
We're here because we're here because we're
here. At last, after all the training,
movement and disruption we can actually afford
to unpack our UFO. The place itself isn't
quite what we expected, although no-one knew
quite what to expect!
The final part of the move was surprisingly
the quickest and most simple, and by the time
the main body arrived the advance party had
done their thing and knew Belfast backwards!
That's why we drive round the City Centre in
the wrong direction. It seemed to take quite
some time until we actually left camp to get
involved in the nitty gritty. Our first
deployment involved marshalling a march.
Everyone thought of the pictures from TV of the
huge Orange Marches and consequently about 200
troops were deployed - there were about 60
marchers. S t ill, it was a job we had to do in
support of the RUC, whose presence on the
streets is something- of a shock to the 1972
Belfast hands.

