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Foreword
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affection, my father's World War 2 Memoires. He was based in Malta during the
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| was a young woman, barely 20 when my father was writing his World War Il Diary
was blissfully unaware that some 40 years on | would lagisg with pride, his valuable
story.
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our life as being a unique learniegperience. What he learned by doing this | do not
know but his written experiences have given our family a greater insight into a fathe
an uncle, grandfather and friend.

His memoires were handwritten, in 1975, with some amendments in 1982. Thedirs
pages cover his time in Newbattle Abbey, Leeds and York. September 1940 to
September 1941.

What follows is a transcription of those pages related to his time in Malta. Some of
pages have gone astray. The Malta story starts at page 18.
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Preface

| wrote my Wartime Story while off workith a bad foot,
around about 1975.

It is written totally from memory or recall which | suppose is t
same thing.

Everything depicted is as | honestly remember it, although
distance lends enhancement. You could diary of a Nobo«

As my family knowdm a great one for nostalgia and at times
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youth | suppose.

O tell us all

about a poet once wrote
| will try to tell all

about my war,

however ordinary it may
be. This will be

In F. ?27?-

War time memories

of an ordinary solider
caught up in the Second
W War.






X c@asion we alhad a big nighon the booze. Later in the
evening the whole unit spent the night in the large church ha
where we all sat round in our full kit with k&gs beside us.

It was a most memorable niglffome of the fellows struck up
with community singing, two Yorkshiremen gave an excellen
NEYRSNAY3I 2D|1VatKNe R2ZlIaAiAys
Scotsman named Mackintosh, a religious fanatic, gt the

act by saying a prayer.

There was a great sense of accession, everyone felt sentime
and we were all sailing away to an unknown destination the
next day; we might never return!

Next day we thundered up through the north of England to
Clydeside. Weagssed through Stewarton (my home town Iin
Ayrshirg, sleeping in its green fields; from the viaduct it looke
so small and green and rural. | pointed out my house to som
the chaps and dropped a letter da the railway line which was
later delivered tomy mother. This could have been a sesou
offence If detected. Big Daviarchbanks, the porter, found
the letter on the line.






We eventually boarded the troopsh(plan Ferguson and
watched the ackers completing their work. One patriotic cha
seemedtod S GF1Ay3 062ES& 2F /I R
rather than on!

We eventually sailed down The Clyde watched by disinteres
shipyard workers. Danny McManus could see into his living
room window from the ship, but Nellie was not there.

Sailing down Tén Clyde brought it really home to me; this was
this was for real; would | ever come back again? It was a pre
desolate feeling.

However as the ship got underway we began to have plenty
occupy our time. We were crammed in the bowels of the shij
a disgraceful but necessary manner; a slave sarpparison.
We were all issued with hammocks and it was a fight to get ¢
place. People slept under the tables, on top of the tables, an
on hammocks above the tables. ThR2 2 R g a4 f 2 d:
that the Baunty was palatial@mpared with the Clan Ferguson
Toilets were very few. There wasow






of 3 or 5 for all the hundreds of Army and RAF personnel on
board. So you stood your turn in the unending queue and
waited till someone rose and you took your place on the war
seat.Eskimo NellThere was no privacy.

In the event of enemy action | wasadhted a job as Medical
Orderly which allowed me to remain on deck. A lot of good |
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was preferable to being sealed down in that floating coffith
all the other troops. Therders were that in the event of enemy
action all troops were to be battened down belowaybelow
the waterline! We used to sit playingoptoon, looking through
the portholes at green water; no sea, sky. We would have no
chance Iif a torpedo struck.

Our convoy was vg well protectedWe had the Prince of
Wales, the Nelsonht Ark Royal and many other ships of the
line.

| think this






was one of the last great displays of naval power.

It made one proud to be British. This was the mighty
unbeatable Navy. Little dil know that Marine Alex Gillies fron
Stewarton was on one of the ships.

Incidentally on the first day out it was announced that we we
heading for the beleaguered island of Malta. This gave me
another apprehensive shudder, as | remembered that Malta
NEOSyufeée 6SSy KSIF@gAfé 0602Y06S
sound of it. | also remembered that Willie Fulton from
Stewarton was on Malta.

Duringthe voyage we did a lot of zig zagging to avoid U Boal
One day a Corvette came skimming through the water and a
officer announced through a megaphone that we were being
trailed by a German plane whiclo mloubt was relaying the gen
to his pals beneathhte waves.






Anyway we eventually sailed on through the glorioblsie
Mediterranean and some of us managed to get severely
sunburned. We badly misjudged the heattloé sun having
detoured nearthe coast of Africéo avoid U Boats

For the first time ity life | indulged in boxing as a sport. The
was a little fellow in the RAF with a #ny Edwards moustache
who was a keeptffanatic and a good boxer. | sparred with hir
and we discussed Athletics generally for a long time. In civili
life he was @mdmasterat a swimming pool. | mention this
chap for a reason. After the war, some five years since our
shipboard discussions and boxing lessons, | spotted him doi
hisPondmastelact at Troorpool. | was persuaded to approacl
him for oldi A Y'sake (buthe had no memory of me.

Not a clue who | was.ov get people like that!






Two days before we entered the Grand Harbour at Valetta, |
was boxing with my pal Jimmy Paterson, a big beefy chap fri
Kirkcaldy. | ran into a stiff straight left, and my uppprsplit
right up to the nose, as if a zip fastener had opened. | felt it
zipping open! The pain was sickening and that ended my bo.
for a while. My lip was badly swollen when | entered Malta. |
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We were immediately called to action stations. The troops w
battened down, the deck parties prepared for action, and
eventually we saw the Italian torpedo bombers coming in fro
the right of the convoyfrom the island of Pantelleria. Maybe il
was because they were Italian, but they were doomed from t
start. The fire power of the Ark Royal was fantastic; surely th
was an invincible ship.
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The Nelson anérince of Wales were equally impressive. We
shot down 8 to 10 Italian torpedo bombers in this one and or
attack, which might have lasted an hour!

L 6F 0OKSR OGKS LIX I ySa | LILINERL
FAAKQ O6FSNAIf (2 NhdrRENg fonus. KtA
the time it was more thrilling than frightening. | remember a
naval officer shouting instructions with not the least sign of
fear; more enthusiasm! One by one the battered bombers sli
Into the silver Med. One In its death throws csesl our stern
only 40 yards away in a shallow descent into the water. Our
Lewis Gunner who | was standing beside fired bursts of fire |
the plane, all the while cursing and swearing in near hysteria
could see the pilot sitting motionless with his kano leather
helmet on; as tracer bullets entered the cockpit. The plane nr
the waves and that was the end of it.






There was no question of hanging around for survivors.
The planes had come from Pantellaria, an island near Malta.

Actually we were varlucky. hie only damage | can recall durir
this attack was a torpedo hit oimé Nelson which carried on
and was later made seaworthy again in Gibralfstually we
were very lucky to get through to Malta so easily. This was tt
last convoy to get througthe Med. without widespread
decimation. The Luftwaffe took over and from then on it was
murderous stretch of water, equalled only by the Arctic route

The old Clan Ferguson kept coming through in future convoy
until it met its inevitable fate. (I rechabout it later. It vanished
In a matter of seconds).
http.//www.wrecksite.eu/wreck.aspx?31334

| often think that the sailors on tise ships were on a delayed
deathsentence. No praise can be too high for them.

| wonder if that officers store of courage wespendabl@

Next morning we saw the faint outline of Malta on the horizol
The realisation of what we had been through came home to
and | was very relieved &all into the Grand Harbour.


http://www.wrecksite.eu/wreck.aspx?31334




| remember feeling sorry for the Merchant Seaman who wou
soon be retracing their steps to run the gauntlet again. It was
guite a war for these fellows.

On arrival in Malta we discovered that one of the merchant
ships arrying half of our unit had been torpedoed during the
night. However the fellows had all been taken off by a
destroyer, prior to the ship sinking.

When there was still a possibility of the ship making port,
volunteers were called for to stay aboard, armire very
unlikely fellows volunteered. It turned out that most of them
were prepared to risk their lives for the possibility of a bit of
looting; rich pickings.

hy RAASYOFNJAY3 Ay alftil Qa
were taken inland for the rest of thatay to a large building
which had been a leper colony. | remember that peaceful
Mediterranean evening with the sun setting over the water.

| was to see many of them!






| had a drink that night with two garrison soldiers; members ¢
the Royal West KerRegiment. They were real soldiers; they
had served before the war in Palestine and as one of them s
wistfully,

Wl 2¢g Aa 9y3IflyR t221Ay3IK 2S
They were cheese cutters and had waxed moustaches. The
were real elite tro@s, right out of Kipling. The defenders of th
Island were the Royal West Kerand the Royal Irish Fusiliegs
two regular mobsTough characters they were, and | am sure
they would have put up a helluva fight if invasion had ever
come. Of course we alstd a lot of artillery and some really
big guns which could keep the Italian fleet at a safe distance

Next day we were moved to St. Andrew Barracks where we
wereto be stationed for a year or therebyhese were regat
Army barracks which no doubtive leld generations of British
troops.
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We took over some simple stone buildings which were to for
the nucleus of a General Hospital.

It transpired that Malta was not ready for the "39Br) General
Hospital; we had a few months of hanging about doingy ve
little.

Eventually the Royal Engineers appeared on the scene, and
hospital began to take shape.

During this time the man who knew what he wanted was
Lieutenant Colonel Mayne, our head surgeon and a-kredwn
specialist in London.
http://www.maltaramc.com/ramcoff/m/maynecf.html

Col. Maine discovered that | was a trainee architect and
Immediately collared me to interpret his wishes. So it was th:
certain wards, a pathological laboratostc. were designed by
Col. Mayne and Private Templeton and built by the Royal
9y IAAYSSNE Q -nsasohsiil 8rijoged thid jBbyas| was
more or less my own boss, much to the annoyance of Sff
Philpotts. Later on | was to be thankful for my assiamwith
Col. Mayne.

The old barracks were converted to a holiday Complex in-19
the Barracks which died of shame.

( S.C.M. I have no idea what my father means here).
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