The Great War
Extract from the memoirs of Evan Jenkin Kingsbury
Easter 1972.


From the Introduction

After a very pressing request from my eldest grandson, James Caldwell Stewart, who had read my story of the Knutsford Ordination Candidates' Test School, and thought that there must be other stories which I could relate from a life-span of eighty-three years which might be of interest to my grand-children, I thought back over my life. It is to comply with his request that I presume to write the following story, knowing full well that I have nothing more important or exciting to relate than any other ordinary person recalling the incidents of a life-time as they would appear to him.

I was born at number 33 Cardiff Street, Aberdare, in the county of Glamorgan, South Wales, on May 23rd, 1889. My father's name was Thomas Jenkin Kingsbury, and my mother, Margaret. My father was a native of Cwmaman, a suburb of the town, and born at Fforchaman Farm where his family had lived for over 250 years. Until recently a cousin of mine farmed there, and as far as I know his family still does.

I was named Evan Jenkin, after my two grandfathers. I had one brother, William John, named after two uncles, and two sisters, Margaret Mary, named after my two grandmothers, and Annie Maria, named after two aunts. She and I survive at the time of writing.


The War

On 4th August 1914 World War I broke out and what a crisis fell on this country, as on all Europe, all unprepared. Reserves were called to the colours in the Navy and Army including the Territorials. There was no R.A.F. but there was a small Force called the Royal Flying Corps.

Men were rushing to enlist. Army officers were seen everywhere recruiting men and buying up all the horses that were of any use to them from the Cabs Stands and the farms to supply the Army Transport, Cavalry, and Yeomanry. The first panic I can remember was over money. People were rushing to the banks hoping to withdraw their money in gold sovereigns but were promptly told to return in a few days to receive notes, value £I and £10. This was the beginning of the paper currency, except £5 notes which were in circulation before the War in fact as far back as I can remember. The new notes were signed by John Bradbury and if I remember rightly later by Fisher and others. This was the end of gold coins in circulation in this country.

I was as conscious of my duty to serve my country as anyone, patriotism is something one never hears mentioned nowadays but long ago we were taught it from school, but my brother being younger than I thought that he should go first and went to enlist. On being questioned as to the nature of his employment, a railway boiler-smith whose job it was to re-line the boilers of railway engines, he was told that his was a reserved occupation and was rejected.  Later in 1915 when Kitchener's Army was formed he tried again and was again rejected but as he was determined to try again it made it difficult for me to decide on my course of action.  The general opinion was that the Germans would be beaten in a matter of months for which there was no foundation and of course was a ridiculous idea. They were armed to the last man and were able to sweep through Belgium and France triumphantly in a short space of time.

This was a new experience for our people and a sad one at that. Most of us knew all about the Boer War in South Africa but that was very insignificant compared with this one. In any case it was now very far away. I may say that I well remember the siege of Mafeking and Ladysmith and the names of the generals of the time, for example, Field Marshals Lord Roberts and Kitchener, General Buller, Sir George White and General Baden Powell, but this did not help any of us to realize the seriousness of the position in 1914 - I refer, of course, to the general public.

However, towards the end of 1915 I decided to enlist. I went to the recruiting office, took the Oath of Loyalty, received my 1/- and was called up on 3rd March 1916. This was of course a terrible blow to my mother but with the help of the rest of the family and the lodger plus the allotment from my army pay 3/6 weekly I also had 3/6 as the pay was 1/- a day! With the army contribution my mother received 18/- weekly.  How different from army pay today, and I often wonder now Britain paying the present scale of pay can ever participate in another war.

I had now entered the third and new chapter of my life and I think I can say that 14 and a half years of business life dealing with all kinds of people was a great help to me in my Military Service where I mixed with even a greater variety of people.

After accepting my 1/- I was sent by the Aberdare recruiting office to the Head Quarters of the Welsh Regiment at Cardiff, where I underwent my first Medical Examination ever and after receiving my papers was sent to the 12th Welsh Reserve Battalion Station A Camp 9 Kinmel Park, Rhyl, North Wales.  

After reporting at HQ, I was given my complete kit and conducted to C Company hut No. 25. Expecting a Camp to be a muddy place I left home attired in breeches and leggings!

As I entered the hut I saw a number of men sitting round a tortoise stove and I heard one of them - "Oh, breeches and leggings!" and another said "Bachan Shop Flooks", the boy from Flooks.  I realised that someone had recognised me here, there were two brothers from our town and most of the others were from South Wales. After I had changed into Khaki and shown the correct and only way to put my puttees on I joined them round the stove and found that there were two from Cwmbach, one from Hirwaun, two from Port Talbot and a few from Pembrokeshire. I was now quite at home, prepared to take whatever came my way and determined not to worry at all and it never occurred to me that I would not return home though if anyone had told me that I would ever have been a soldier a few years previously I would have said they were mad. 

The next morning we were roused by reveille at 6.00 a.m. and a cup of 'gunfire’ (tea) reputed to contain Epsom Salts. We were also given two fig biscuits each then a parade to see that we knew how to dress properly and a rouse parade around Bodelwyddan Park and back to the hut for breakfast. This was the early morning procedure.  Soon I was warned to parade for my first inoculation and 24 hours off duty.

Another was to follow in about ten days.  In the meantime there was the battalion parade, C.O.'s at 9.00 a.m. followed, by a march to the training ground for the usual square bashing and P.T.  When the tenth day arrived I was warned of the second inoculation and another 24 hours off duty, some men had a bad time with these doses but I got over mine all right.  We were told that vaccination would follow later. This also gave some men a bad time especially when they went to have it treated by the M.O. who would tear the lint away taking with it some, if not all, of the scab. Each change of lint would cause the scab to weep and stick again and some became septic and was very painful with the movement of the arm, one pulling against the other.  To cure this I took a scissors and cut a cross, thus allowing each scab to have its own piece of lint.  I had no further trouble. During the second 24 hours off duty I was ordered to report at the Officers' quarters and for the first six months or more I was employed as an officer's batman and a part-time waiter in the Officers' Mess. My first officer was Captain R. D.  Williams of C Company, a native of Aberystwyth and Lieutenant Humphreys of Cardiff.  The former went to India and when I asked if I could go with him I was told that it was not possible because I had not completed my training, the latter went to France and I was told that he had been badly wounded but I had no confirmation of this. As one officer left another would occupy the bunk.  I passed on from one to the other.  My first job was to brush the uniforms, press trousers, clean the tunic buttons, clean the bunk and attend to the coal fires.  The pay was 2/6 from each officer, small though it would appear it was very welcome in addition to my 3/6.

Being a non-smoker and teetotaller I was able to save quite a bit of money and for the first time I was able to boast, to myself, that I was never short of a £5 note.  Most soldiers were not so fortunate, of course a man who did not make an allotment to his mother or a wife was paid 7/- weekly. The last officer I served was a Brigade Musketry Officer, Captain Johnston, a peace-time soldier.  When the time came for me to be ordered back on parades and general duties he arranged for me to take a course of musketry training with a view to becoming a musketry instructor.  I was given two stripes and sent to a Musketry school in Altcar near Liverpool.  This course took one month's training in Musketry and Lewis Gun.  The course ended, I returned to the Regiment and appeared in battalion Orders as a Class I Certificate holder - my first certificate since the Labour examination!

I now joined the musketry staff of Instructors under Sgt. Major Chapman and Sgt. Sullivan. I had to surrender one of my stripes and I received L/corpl’s pay an increase of about 1/s weekly.  I was therefore better off financially as an officer's servant.  I enjoyed this part of army life.  Circumstance now ruled everybody's life but I can honestly say that I never worried about it, never gave it a thought that I was never again going to see civilian life though prospects were gloomy. About three months later the battalion was moved to the East Coast for coast defence duties and we were spread along' the coastline from Aldeburgh on Sea. to the villages of Sizewell, Leiston on to Dulwich in the direction of Yarmouth.  Dulwich, we were told, was under the sea.  There was a German push on at the time on the Western Front (North France) and we could see the flashes of the German guns shell explosions especially at night.  "Big Bertha" was also shelling the coast round Dover and Kent. We were here for about six months on guard and sentry duty from October 1917 to 5th March 1918.  During this six months I was sent to Southwold on a Trench Mortar course. I had scarcely returned from this course when I was detailed off for an advanced Lewis Gun Course at Bisley, Surrey.  There I met Vincent Evans one of my Sunday school class stationed with the Post Office Rifle regiment in Farnham.

We had a pleasant fortnight together. Having passed out I returned to the Battalion as an instructor in Musketry, Trench Mortar and Lewis Gun. All this business I found very interesting, were it not for the wretched purpose of it all, but we were in a mess involved in some of the lowest possible human, behaviour and had to get out of it and there was still a long way to go. We were still on coast duties with guard posts and sentries distributed all along the line. Soon there was another change, a move inland to a camp near the village of Thurston near Bury St. Edmunds.

We continued training here for a few weeks and the whole battalion was drafted to France, N.C.O.'s and other ranks, the officers who accompanied us returned to England, at least I never saw any of them again. We were taken from Le Havre to Rouen from which distribution took place. We were to have sailed from Dover to Calais but were taken a longer route because the submarines were busy. They chased us all night but we were not told until we were safely on the other side. I had been given another stripe and full Corporal's pay. The boys I had helped to train were drafted to various regiments where reinforcements were required, apart from those who came with me to the 1/2 battalion of the Monmouthshire Regiment. I never saw any of them again during the war but I did meet some of them in Cheshire after the war was over.

Rouen was a vile place to keep these young men for any length of time, it had a bad reputation and indeed it could not have been worse. One of the saddest sights of the war I saw in Rouen, was hundreds of sick horses were being paraded for exercise from the Veterinary hospitals, some were sick and others suffering, from wounds, the scars were obvious on many of them.  It was here I met Picton Evans, brother of Vincent previously mentioned, and Tommy Lees whose family I had become friendly with during' my stay at Kinmel Park. They were Church people and attended the Marble Church, Bodelwyddan, where I was privileged to read the lessons at the Welsh Evensong.  The Vicar was the Reverend Hope.

Picton Evans was also in my class in Sunday School at home.  I saw, these two boys at the head of a draft going up the line, I call them boys because neither could have been more than nineteen years of age, called up at eighteen. Picton was killed the first time in the line in charge of a Lewis Gun section and I was told that Tommy Lees lost one arm. "Whether this was true or not I don't know, they went into the jaws of death during a German attack. Both Picton and Vincent were lively boys, the latter survived the war and I saw him many years after and the last I heard of him was that he was churchwarden of St Mair where we were brought up and were choristers together.

The German push was still on and we were the next to move up. We were taken via Etaples and St Omer in railway trucks to the Hazebrucke district, the only other village intact in that district was Proven.

The Scots and Australians were holding, the line and we had been drafted to the 1/2 Monmouthshire Regiment, a pioneer regiment in reserve.

We were always well fed, porridge and a quarter of a loaf of white bread with a lump of cheese, a pat of margarine together with a carton of jam between eight men once a week, the jam which we carried in a cigarette tin in our mess tins.. Most of us carried an enamel cup for our tea.  Dinner was served in a large dixey from the Army Cooker the soup usually made from "bully beef" and tinned vegetables was known to the troops as "jippo". When the bacon was served for breakfast there was usually a rush to dip a big slice of bread in the fat.  This was called "bread and dip" and the men loved it.  Sometimes when out of the line we fared better, there was usually a canteen or YMCA unit or Church Army hut. All these were a blessing.

One thing that always astonished me was the efficient way in which these supplies reached these millions of men when from the point where the train service ended all transport was done by horses in General Service Wagons drawn by horses and mules and pack ponies who carried food, water and ammunition, when we think of the fact that so much had to be brought to the whole battlefield besides feeding the population at home it was nothing short of a miracle.

In the village of Proven the Jocks, Scottish soldiers, always had ample supplies of porridge to spare and there were plenty of our men ready for a little extra.  The Jocks were fine fellows and we got on well with them, we were now in the trenches with our small dug-outs in which two men could sit or lie on a blanket and ground sheet and covered with our sturdy overcoats.  It was a case of snatching a short sleep in turns as bullets were whizzing through the air the whole time and shells sometimes falling short in no man's land, if one heard a howl overhead we knew that someone beyond us was getting the benefit of that one, so the only safe thing to do was to keep low at least below the level of the sandbags, if there were any, with one's rifle stuck between them. To be confined in a trench sometimes for a month or more was anything but comfortable or healthy and facilities for washing and shaving were rare and often one had to shave in hot tea or cold water.

A candle in one's kit was a good friend useful as a pass-time to run the flame along the seams of one's underclothing to destroy the little creatures that lodged there known to us as "chats".

Where it was possible a walk to a nearby village was always welcome for a change of clothing and if lucky a bath. Mail reached us regularly and the troops were supplied with field cards as they needed them to keep in touch with their homes when letter writing was difficult and sometimes impossible, all letters had to be censored by an officer and had to be left unsealed. Mail from England was one of the few things the troops had to look forward to.

There was a regular supply of free issue cigarettes each man was given four or five packets of a brand called Ruby Queen a brand made by Franklyns or Ringers and were pretty strong. Players and Wills' Gold Flake also Woodbine could be bought in canteens when we were fortunate enough to get near one. I didn't smoke and always had a supply in my mess tin to hand round when the men were dying for a smoke. I was then the most popular man in the platoon! Canteens were usually well-stocked, with biscuits also a useful article called Cafe O lai, a mixture of coffee and condensed milk sold in tins. When clean water was available, which was boiled on Tommy cookers, a tin arrangement containing solidified meths, a very useful article.  It could also be dangerous as a booby-trap.  I remember our men finding a pile of them at Flobeque, some were all right but the Germans had filled one with explosives and when Private Mundin of Poplar put a light to it, it exploded in his face.  He was badly wounded and went to England. I never saw him again. It was dangerous to use anything the enemy had left about. 

We were moved from one sector to another.  I saw service in Zonebecke, Armentieres, Ypres, Menin Gate and Hazebrucke Sector. When the German push slowed down we were in constant danger, both sides harassing each other night and day whizbangs flying in both directions.  At Ypres I saw one of the saddest sights of the war when we arrived at the great square it was strewn with bodies of men and horses.  We were billeted, in the ramparts, pre-war fortifications. In the rear was the ruins of a very fine cathedral and the Cloth Hall, both had been fine pieces of architecture of similar design and material but it was difficult to distinguish one from the other.  In the countryside during the first battle of Ypres from the city to the Menin Gate a couple of miles away the land was plastered with shell holes large craters everywhere with scores of tanks standing on their ends in them, carcases of horses and human bodies were strewn all over the place.  One night while we were there, there were forty horses killed in the horse lines during a German bombardment at an open camp at the Menin Gate, we were there the previous day.  
There was much water near the ramparts and was used by the troops for washing, shaving and making a drum up on the Tommy cookers.

At the beginning of August 1918 we were entrenched at the bottom of the hill in front of Outerstein Ridge in Northern France, there had been a lull in activity on both sides except for the occasional shell constantly harassing each other.  The Allied push was about to start on 8th August at 5.00 a.m. after a given sign which was a huge explosion would be a sign that a tremendous barrage would open up all along the whole front by  the Allies and we were over the top and advancing under the cover all along the front. This was the most terrible experience that I had during my service, it was hell let loose.

The Germans were taken completely by surprise and made their get-away as fast as they could, leaving much material behind, thousands of prisoners came through our lines, thousands more were killed and wounded.  The enemy was routed but having retreated far enough they made a stand and engaged again in terrific shelling, and re-established their position.  We had now advanced several miles but the shelling continued for two months, neither side making a move - as they moved back we moved forward. During this advance on our part there were of course many casualties.  In the excitement of the moment a Corporal Colett led his section in front of mine under cover of a hedge and was badly wounded, had he not made the mistake I would probably have had it.  One of my section a man named Wheeler from London was killed, he must have had the full blast of the shell and all that was left of his head was a bunch of hair at the nape of the neck.  I had a small splinter in the cheek which bled freely and the officers insisted that I should have it dressed and ordered me to take Corporal Colett down to the dressing, station and get my face cleaned up. It was found that the Corporal had ten pieces of shrapnel in his body and some bad gashes.

I returned to my unit and by this time the Germans had established themselves once more on the other side of Outerstein Ridge and were dropping shells all over the hill. Eventually I rejoined my unit dodging the shells as I went. The next day I was sent back to collect Private Wheeler's personal belongings and papers. Amongst them I found his watch and a letter from his fiancee telling him how she was looking forward to his leave which was overdue.  Had not the advance taken place he would probably have been at home, he was a victim of circumstance.  We spent a day or two around Outerstein but as the Germans had withdrawn to safer positions we had to move forward also. 

As we advanced we saw the destruction our barrage had made, the enemy was now considerably weakened.  The next big push with a similar Allied barrage took place on 14 October with similar results. Obviously I can speak only for what I saw happening on our sector but that could not happen if there were any gaps along the whole front.  The Germans were retreating once again and had no respite this time. Added to our attack they were desperately short of food, all along the advance we saw the remains of the carcasses of horses which had been slaughtered to feed the troops. We came across a column of ammunition wagons which our artillery had trapped in a narrow road and completely destroyed.

They were now definitely on the way home and we were about a day's journey behind them. Our advance was slowed down because as they retreated ammunition dumps were being blown up everywhere and what we called mushroom bombs were placed under the joints of railway metals bending them in the shape of an S.

This made our transport progress very slow. As a pioneer battalion of the 29th Division our job was with the Royal Engineers to repair the damage to make progress possible.  The transport services were wonderful only one day on the journey from Ypres to Cologne had our rations failed to reach us. Fortunately in addition to the bread ration we were supplied with what looked like the "Old Calabar" dog biscuit of long ago, there was also another sort of similar shape but in taste and colour was like the compressed brown or wheaten bread.  I was rather fond of this kind but it needed good teeth and good digestion, strangely enough I have suffered from indigestion since I was about 19 years of age but during four years of military service I never once remember having it.  There was also a linen bag which contained a tin of corned beef, a supply of what seemed like "Spratts Shapes" dog biscuits, these were known as emergency rations every soldier carried one of these bags as part of his kit.  Another sad sight one witnessed during this advance was the columns of refugees coming towards us having been released by the Germans to return to their homes, most of which no longer existed many of them drenched by rain and carrying their few belongings in perambulators and small trucks along bad roads sometimes being drawn by large dogs. When we halted at some villages the French or Belgian people were very sceptical of us having, been told by the Germans that the British Tommy was a terrible creature, others probably were afraid as a result of the treatment they had received from the Germans. Others again welcomed us into their homes and gave the men eggs and chips.  The weary march towards Germany continued and before arriving at the next village somewhere near Lille a runner (messenger) came to meet us saying that it was all over, this was on 11th November 1918.  Nobody believed it at the time, it seemed too good to be true, but it was confirmed, and we had a long fall out on the side of the road for a well-earned rest,  eventually we moved on to the suburbs of Lille and spent a few days there repairing the railway lines so that our supplies could come along.  One thing we had to be on the alert for were booby traps, they might have been around anywhere.

At Lille we saw the first batch of German prisoners arrive in this city from England and it was obvious from their appearance that they had been well cared for.

[I would like to make a note here that the task of writing this story would have been easier if I had not lost my note-book during- the move from Kidwelly.  In it I had recorded all the incidents and place names with the mileage between each halt together with a list of payments made to me in Francs and later in German Marks.  I regret this very much, it was one of the treasures of my army career and served me well later when the Paymaster's Office had put me in debt, the story of which l will tell later.]

From Lille onwards it was a matter of following the Germans as they withdrew in the direction of Germany about one day behind them.  It was a long journey and took four weeks from Armistice Day to the "March Past " in the city of Cologne,  sometimes we would cover 15 to 25 Kilometres a day and each soldier carrying about 50lbs, full kit weighed 70lbs including rifle and ammunition.  The distance from Ypres to Cologne, if I remember correctly, was three hundred and twenty-five kilometres recorded in my notebook. Of course, I write of my own regiment and the way we took.  There were few big towns on our route out I do remember seeing two brilliantly lit large towns in the valley below us and we were told that they were Antwerp and Brussels, whether that was correct I do not know.  There were two interesting places which are worth mentioning, two of the few continental towns whose names I remember from my elementary school days.  They were Oudenarde and Malplaquet, the names were painted on the walls of houses for the benefit of the German soldiers, black on white background, no other troops were expected to pass that way.  We also marched across Waterloo where the British Lion monument was clearly seen in the distance. I also remember a shop in Malplaquet with a name sign on the front "Thomas Jones", I drew the attention of the others to it remarking that it sounded rather Welsh!  I think it was somewhere near these places that we came to a large field which was packed with field guns appearing in a new condition well polished as part of the armistice agreement, it was a fine sight which I have never forgotten.

Towards the end of this long march we reached a place called Hemmerich on Dec 10th 1918.  We were in Cologne on Dec 12th and prepared for the march past on Dec 13th 1918, crossing the Hohenzollern-Brucke at 2.00 p.m. winding up the watch on the Rhine for those who possessed watches.  The farthest point I went into Germany was Solingen, the Sheffield of Germany.  I remember a shopkeeper telling me that England had the best steel but Deutschland had the secret of grinding and setting it. I went to France as a full Corporal and was given an extra stripe in Solingen. The Regimental Sgt. Major sent for me to inform me that he had recommended me for the Meritorious Service Medal and I was given sergeant’s pay.  Later I learnt that it had been given to the Company Quarter Master Sergeant. I wasn't concerned about the medal but welcomed the extra pay.

Whilst in Solingen one day viewing a clothier’s window, someone from behind asked me if I was looking for a top nat. I said "You speak good English", he replied "I spent 30 years in Bayswater before the war and got away just in time, all my children were born there. He had with him a boy about ten years of age and he said to the boy, "speak to the sergeant", and with that a Military Policeman tapped me on the shoulder and said "move on".  That ended my conversation.  In the early days we were not allowed to fraternise with the Germans, indeed for some weeks we had to go about in pairs and every soldier carried his rifle and ammunition.  As far as I remember there were no unpleasant incidents and these rules were relaxed.

Really the Germans were very friendly or at least they appeared to be, perhaps it was fear that was behind the friendliness, we were soon distributed through the villages of the Rhineland for guard duties my company being at Solingen, Gladbach, Mulheim and Delbrucke.  From Solingen I was given my first leave since 1916. We travelled in rail trucks from Cologne to Calais this was a slow rough journey, my pass should have been made out for Narberth in Pembrokeshire where my mother had moved in 1917, it was her native town.  Instead of Narberth it was made out to Nazareth so I might have landed in Palestine.  This was my second leave after joining the forces and was very welcome.  It really changed the course of my life.  The rector of Narberth had visited my mother and in their conversation she told him of my ambitions but had no prospects.  When I arrived home he invited me to the Rectory for a chat.  I went, and he told me that there was a school in Le Touquet providing refresher courses for men whose education had been interrupted by the war and advised me to see my Army Chaplain and ask him to arrange matters for me. I did so and the Chaplain told me that such a school had also been set up in Cologne known as the "Rhine Army College", formerly known as the Handelschule. In three days I was in Cologne.  In this Army College all kinds of courses of instruction were provided for men whose careers had been checked by the war.  My Company or part of it was stationed at Waldorf a small village on the railway which ran through lovely countryside from Cologne to Bonn, Duisdorf and Bruhl were two other villages on this line.  The main line was an electric train known as the Snelzug (express) non-stop from Bonn to Koeln. At Waldorf I was billeted with a dear old couple Herr and Frau Bauer and their grandson, he was just young enough to avoid the war.  One thing about this family that interested me was that they spent five minutes reciting grace before and after every meal. Next door there lived a

brother and sister Peter and Gretchen Wertz, who were very nice people,  Peter gave me a postcard of Zonnebeke Church at the time during the war that he was on one side of the church, I was on the other. I still have this postcard. He, like many other Germans I met of the ordinary class did not want a war any more than our own, but the ruling classes were very different. On going to Cologne for the educational course I had left this billet and was given a billet ticket for a room in Bismarcke Strasse which was in the residential area, it was a nice house which was in fact a number of good class flats.

The front door had a plate on the post with a number of buttons and below each button was the name of the occupier. My landlady was in the third flat, she was the widow of a German professor named Frau Glazer. When I pressed the button of the street door the door opened automatically and in a few seconds closed again.  This was repeated two or three times and I understood that I was expected to walk up. I went in and was met by the lady who asked me why I did not walk in, or at least that is what I supposed she was saying. I replied that it was not done in England.  She had a son and a daughter who stood behind her. I could see that they were not inclined to receive me so I asked the daughter, who I later discovered was a doctor, "Do you speak English?" She shrugged her shoulders and said, "a little", with such a good accent I was sure she could speak it well, so we got into conversation, chiefly giving me to understand that they did not want me there repeating several times, "You are our enemies".

I put down my kit, rifle and all and said I would report to the Burgomeister. They then decided to show me my room, which was the first "army quarters" of that quality that I had received! Above my bed was a large photo of the Kaiser and pointing to it the daughter said, "That is good comerad for you". I understood later that there were reasons for their attitude, firstly, they had had a Belgian officer staying there who came in all hours of the night usually the worse for drink and they didn't want any more soldiers there. Secondly, the daughter was engaged to a German officer and they were looking forward to a good time in their Army of Occupation of Britain, losing the war was a bitter disappointment to them. It was a lovely home with beautiful furniture including a grand piano and the daughter was a beautiful singer and would sing English songs for me. They became friendly during my six weeks residence, the duration of the course, and said they were sorry to see me go - chiefly because they didn't know who they would, have next.  I told them I would try to return, but it did not happen. One of the courses at the Rhine Army school was for theological students with the Reverend J.T. Spink, an army chaplain, in charge who was a former tutor at Fettes College, Edinburgh.  The English tutor was a Professor Purvis sent out from Oxford - a very able scholar.  The course ended.  I returned to my regiment at Waldorf and did a few guard duties after which I was sent for and given another railway warrant and ration money for another leave.  This was probably a mistake or they may have discovered that I had only one leave during my army service, but I asked no questions. By this time the R.S.M. had been told that the M.S.M. had been given to someone else - he was sorry but it was not his decision.  Well, I was now off on another leave and got a train from Cologne and reported to the R.T.O. (Railway Transport Officer) at Opladen where he was stationed. From there we went to Calais, this time in a hospital train. All troops were now on two rows of bunks with windows up and down, it was an express from Cologne to Calais, a twelve hour journey and very comfortable. After another nice leave I returned to the battalion for duties. In a few days I was sent on another Rhine Army College course, this time in Bonn to report to the Service Ordination Candidates Hostel Poppelsdorfer Allee, Bonn.

Padre Spink had recommended me for a further six weeks course and the only duty that I remember doing before embarking on this second course was to take a party of men and join an Army Service Corps Corporal and an Officer, to take a train load of horses and mules from Cologne to Boulogne.  During this journey we had to feed and water the animals and clean the vans, the journey took three days.  One unfortunate incident happened when the boys were parading the animals to be sorted out for sale to the French. A Private Billingham from Lancashire was leading a big white mule and whilst he had relaxed his grip on the rope the mule flung its head in the air, turned round and kicked the boy full in the face.  I shall never forget the sight.  Being badly injured he was taken to hospital, I heard later that he had died so I wrote to his parents but heard no more about him. Private Billingham and I were in trouble on a previous occasion when on guard duties on the East Coast. Behind one of the posts was a large mansion, the occupant was either a German or a German sympathiser for the sentries had previously reported seeing light flashes from this house out to sea.  However, one morning before dismounting guard, Billingham whilst cleaning his rifle for inspection forgot to press all the rounds of ammunition down into the magazine and allowed one to get into the breach and on pressing the trigger ‘off she went’.  It appears that the occupant of the house was in the garden above us and heard the bullet whizz over his head.  I took my sentries off guard and on being dismissed was told to get ready to take the next guard duty.  The next morning the Captain visited the post and questioned me about the incident of the previous evening as I had not reported it. I explained that I was ordered from one guard duty to the next and made the excuse that I had forgotten it (such an excuse would, of course, not avail anything).  The following day Bllingham and I were brought before the C.O., the boy admitted his mistake and I repeated the excuse.  The boy got seven days C.B. with an hour pack drill, I was reprimanded and ordered to administer the drill.  It appears that the C.O. used to dine occasionally at this house and the man had reported the incident.  I had blotted my copy - and it was the only blot, knowing now the final fate of that poor boy I am glad that I took the punishment with him rather than betray him, though it might have caused a serious accident.
I have again digressed but it all seems to belong to my story.  When I rejoined my regiment, as I mentioned previously, I was detailed for another six weeks at the Hostel in Bonn and whilst I was away my regiment was ordered to Ireland during the Sinn Fein riots under De Valera and I never saw them again. Little did I think that I would be alive to see another revolution in that Province, as at the time of writing 1972.

The Hostel where we were now stationed was the home of a former German professor, a friend of the Kaiser who was then in Holland in exile. The professor when he heard on 5th November that Germany had lost the war committed suicide in the bath. Poppelsdorfer Allee was in the better class area of Bonn and one of the houses occupied by the Kaiser's sister was not far from the Hostel.

I must digress once more to say how I admired the Germans for their determination to restore their country's prosperity, of course comparatively little damage had been done to property as there was scarcely any airforce action. The school children’s first session was at 7.00 a.m., then 11.00 a.m. and an afternoon session so that the teacher dealing with different children in each session had three in the day. Even the peasants in the country districts were all out. We arrived in their villages in December 1918, during the short days they were allowed on the roads at dawn and they were out on the dot, off to their fields and garden plots pushing their tools in small home-made trucks often drawn by dogs, they had to be indoors by dusk.
As the days lengthened so their days of labour also lengthened.  In these country districts the roads were lined with fruit trees - apples, cherries, etc., which belonged to the local authorities.  The fruit was sold in markets and the proceeds maintained the roads and no German would touch them.  I wouldn't like to say that our soldiers didn't.  The hedges separating fields were of soft fruit trees in some areas, the Rhineland was very flat country round Cologne and Bonn.

It was still winter when I returned to Bonn and in February and March we had heavy falls of snow and hard frost and the troops stationed there had the time of their lives riding around the city in horse-drawn sleighs owned by the Germans.  Our hostel was a very large house, we were about twenty-five officers and men billeted there and also joined by another padre named Isherwood.  1919 was a wonderful year, a glorious spring and summer and we saw the Rhineland at its best.  We were taken for two trips up the Rhine, the first was as far as Coblenz and the second as far as Maianz or Maiaunce, I'm not sure how this word is spelt - it sounds like the latter.  Passing by the miles of vineyards and the Drachenfels towering- above the vineyards in full fruit was a wonderful sight. We had no military duties except that we were still on "active service" and had to be prepared for any emergency. For pay we were attached to the Lancashire Fusiliers and they supplied our rations.

At the hostel we continued to learn Latin and Greek and other subjects of which I knew little or nothing, such as elementary Physics, Church history, English Literature, etc.. Some of the candidates had considerable knowledge of these subjects and had come to the Army from school or college.  I had done about eighty Latin exercises and about fifty in Greek before joining the forces and whilst I was in England I had my books with me.  When the Padre set our first tests I got between 85% and 90%. Of course, these tests were very elementary for me, so that where the others were plodding with the languages I was able to devote most of my time to the other subjects. The year 1919 was one of the best I remember.  Germany was wonderful during the summer months and Bonn was a charming city.  One of the interesting places I visited was Beethoven's birthplace which was situated on one side of the Market Platz Square and in one of the rooms of the small house was the instrument on which the famous musician learnt to play. Whether it was an organ or piano I have forgotten, it was a small instrument. The little house was well preserved and had many visitors, one other interesting thing I remember about Bonn was seeing a white marble bust of Caesar in a niche in the bridge over the Rhine commemorating the place where he had thrown a bridge across the Rhine during his European crusades.

Cologne was also a fine city with its twin-steepled Cathedral.  The city's stained glass had been removed for safety. Cologne was encircled by huge flower beds and in the centre of several were large statues of the various Kaisers.  Long stretches of the circle were called Rings – Hansa Ring had one of Kaiser Wilhelm, one of his father occupied the Deucher Wilhelm Ring and so on.  All these flower beds right round the city were very well cared for, all protected by iron railings which suggested that the Germans had not melted down all their railings for making munitions.  The statues were, mounted on huge bronze horses standing about 35 feet plus the stand or base.

The German method of cleaning their wide streets was interesting. They used powerful water splashing carts which had a kind of mill wheel pattern which, revolving down one side of the street in a mechanical machine with diagonally-fixed revolving brushes, swept the water and all it collected into the drains in the kerb edges which carried it down the Rhine. The cleanliness of the city intrigued me very much. One thing that surprised me was that in spite of all her commercial, industrial and military power and electrical express trains in Solingen and the country around they still used oxen drawing heavy vehicles, i.e., clumsy carts about the streets. Everywhere they were buying up our horses and mules, there were not many of their own to be seen. Maybe the use of oxen was a war-time expedient but it looked very archaic.  I remember one day seeing an old wagon that looked as though it had been idle at least for the duration of the war, green with moss being drawn along the Hansa Ring by a pair of our mules and suddenly it collapsed in the middle of the road - probably due to dry rot.  There were no autobahn or motorways in 1919 and I don't remember seeing any motor cars. From a military point of view I don't think the Germans were beaten, it was lack of food and other supplies and probably our abandoned horses were used for a supply of meat. As I have already mentioned we were billeted on the civilian population in most places and I shall never forget how astonished they were when they saw our rations of white bread. Theirs was black rye bread and when I asked what it was made of the householder took a hand-saw and pretended to be sawing wood inferring that it contained sawdust.  The cottage industry was still in existence and soldiers who did fatigue duties in our cook houses could get a set of knives and forks or a set of carvers for tins of corned beef or a loaf of bread. I would not care to surest how it was obtained!

The big mistake Germany made was to go to war in 1914, for at that time England was a warehouse for Germany, wherever one went in English business houses one found goods marked "Made in Germany" everywhere, and I imagine it was the same in other countries also.  I suppose she wanted to extend her boundaries to give her large population more elbow room, that was the root cause together with the idea 'Deutschland uber Alles'.
-
The happy days in the hostel in Bonn for me were drawing to a close, by 10th December, I was due for demobilization.  I had orders to be ready to leave Cologne on Dec 13th to embark on the Snellzug for the camp at Calais.

I had very mixed feelings about leaving the members of the Hostel after being a member of this "family" of twenty-five or so for six months or more and free, more or less, from strict military discipline.  I set out on the morning of the 13th December, the butler carrying my kit bag and his last words to me as we shook hands were "Goodbye till the next war".

He was sure there would be another war, and he had been trained for Cavalry, Infantry and Artillery warfare. Indeed one could see signs of preparation even then, for outside Bonn railway station there was a mass of scrap iron about fifteen or twenty feet high and a quarter of a mile long by the end of 1919.  I should have mentioned that we had a civilian cook and butler at the hostel, the students were responsible only for keeping their rooms tidy.
I crossed the Rhine Hohenzollern Bridge at precisely the same date and hour - 2.00 p.m. on 13th .December 1919 as I did in 1918 during the march past.  I have never been superstitious but number 13 has been notable in my life apart from the two examples already mentioned.  I left Aberdare, where I lived at 13 Graig Place, on the day I joined the Army, the figures in at least two of my Army numbers totalled thirteen – namely 4225 and 43312.  I entered Knutsford Service Candidates School on 13th January 1920, two of my examinations were taken on the thirteenth and I actually started work in the parish of Llanelly on 13th October, 1922.  Superstitious or not, number thirteen has brought me no ill luck and I am grateful for the good fortune that has followed me all along the line.

Now I must return to my exit from the Army.  I left for Cologne on 13th December at about 10.00 a.m. for my train and got to Calais that evening and reported at the dispersal camp where we spent the night.  It was there I saw a silent film for the first time, one of Charlie Chaplin's, which was put on to while away the time for the demob troops.  Next morning on roll call parade the name Kingsbury was called, under the rank of Corporal and thinking there was possibly a mistake in the rank I stepped out but when I saw that an A.S.C. Corporal also had stepped out I stepped back and eventually my name and rank was called.

We left Calais for Dover, thence to Paddington and my demob. Centre was Prees Heath in Shropshire, how I got there I don't remember but it was evidently by train.  Once there, the business did not take long.  I remember being asked if I wished to see a doctor, I replied "No", and was given my railway warrant after handing in my kit and one month's ration money and coupons together with pay , as I was still liable to be recalled during that month should there be an emergency.

I was soon back in the railway station and on my way to Narberth in Pembrokeshire where my mother now lived.


