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In memory of all the men of the Regiment
Who have passed on to Higher Service.

SEPTEMBER 2019

I died before bedtime came
But my womb was bellowing
And I felt with my bare fall
A blazing red harsh head tear up
And the dear floods of his hair

Dylan Thomas

SEPTEMBER 2, 1939

What we have feared
assumes dimension and a name;
the long shadow emerges from the wall;
the smoke is flame.

So wind we heard in elm tree branches
is a voice after all;
so corners wake,
and stairways speak,
and the twisted stick becomes the snake.

M. Jean Prussing

“The soldier above all others 
prays for peace, for it is the 
soldier who must suffer and 

bear the deepest wounds and 
scars of war”. 

   Douglas MacArthur

thOn the 80  anniversary of the declaration 
of war in 1939, we should pause appropriately 
and contemplate the juxtaposition of history 
and our modern world. Neville Chamberlain's 
policy of appeasement and his overwhelming 
desire for “peace in our time' was largely a 
product of Europe's need for peace following 
the cataclysm of the Great War. That it might 
happen again was an unthinkable idea. The 
hardship, the loss of life, the agony endured 
on the battlefield and the unimaginable loss 
felt on the home front could not, should not be 
repeated. 

The Latin maxim 'si vis pacem para 
bellum' was lost in the turmoil of the inter-war 

years, remembered only by very few, whose 
voices were drowned in the collective longing 
for a peaceful answer to the troubles that 
beset the European world. Those hopes were 
irrevocably dashed when Hitler invaded 
Poland and set in motion the headlong tumble 
into conflict.

The world has not seen a day without 
conflict since. We are left to wonder what 
might have transpired had a few brave people 
raised their voices in protest at the injustices 
they were witnessing, unafraid to speak 
despite opprobrium from both sides. I am left 
wondering if we have learned anything from 
our past, and if we will ever find our voices.

th
The 80  Anniversary of the 
Declaration of War in 1939

At the conclusion of the First World War, 
the German Empire signed the Armistice of 11 
November 1918 as an end to hostilities with 
France, Britain, and the United States during 
the convoluted German Revolution of 
1918–19, which began on 29 October 1918. 

Negotiations between the Allied powers 
regarding post-war Europe started on 18 
January 1919 in the Salle de l'Horloge at the 
French Foreign Ministry on the Quai d'Orsay 
in Paris. Seventy delegates from 27 nations 
participated in the negotiations. The opposing 
nations of the German Empire and the Austro-
Hungarian Empire were excluded from the 
negotiations. At first a "Council of Ten" 
comprising two delegates each from Britain, 
France, the United States, Italy and Japan 
met officially to decide the peace terms. It 
became the "Big Four" when Japan dropped 
out and the top person from each of the other 
four nations met in 145 closed sessions to 
make all the major decisions to be ratified by 
the entire assembly. In June 1919, the Allies 
declared that war would resume if the German 
government did not sign the treaty they had 
ag reed  to  among  themse lves .  The 
government headed by Philipp Scheidemann 
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was unable to agree on a common position, 
and Scheidemann himself resigned rather 
than agree to sign the treaty. Gustav Bauer, 
the head of the new government, sent a 
telegram stating his intention to sign the 
treaty if certain articles were withdrawn, 
including articles 227, 230 and 231. In 
response, the Allies issued an ultimatum 
stating that Germany would have to accept 
the treaty or face an invasion of Allied forces 
across the Rhine within 24 hours. On 23 
June 1919, Bauer capitulated and sent a 
second telegram with a confirmation that a 
German delegation would arrive shortly to 
sign the treaty. 

On 28 June 1919, Germany signed the 
Treaty of Versailles, a peace treaty which 
ended the formal state of war and imposed 
various punitive measures upon Germany, 
including military restriction, loss of territory 
and colonies, war debt, and effective 
acceptance of blame for the initiation of 
hostilities in World War I. At the time of the 
armist ice,  an at tempted Communist 
revolution transpired (October 1918-August 
1919), resulting in the abdication of the 
Emperor of Germany on 9 November 1918, 
and what became known as the Weimar 
Republic was subsequently established in the 
wake of the uprising. The transition from 
monarchy to republic was difficult, and many 
in the new government were not supportive of 
the democratic system of government. The 
officer class gave little support to the Republic, 
and Germany was forced to borrow money 
from the United States and others to pay its 
war debt, imposed by the Treaty of Versailles. 
In the early 1920s a period of hyperinflation 
made the Reichsmark almost worthless. In 
January 1922, one US dollar was worth 191 
Marks, but by November of the same year it 
was equal to 4,200,000,000 Marks. 

On 30 January 1933, Adolf Hitler was 
appointed Chancellor of the Reich following a 
content ious e lect ion.  Under  Hi t ler 's 
leadership, the Reichstag turned the 
government into an effective dictatorship 

under Hitler's oversight on 21 March 1933 with 
the passage of the Enabling Act of 1933, and 
the economic hardships were significantly 
diminished via implementation of new 
economic and social policies. After five years 
in power, Hitler annexed Austria, former 
component of the Austro-Hungarian Empire 
(allies of the former German Empire), into 
Germany, despite such an act (specifically, 
"prohibition on the merging of Austria with 
Germany without the consent of the League of 
Nations") being banned by both the Treaty of 
Saint-Germain-en-Laye and the Treaty of 
Versailles. In early November 1938, the First 
Vienna Award was signed, allowing Germany 
to seize the Sudetenland, a German-speaking 
area of Czechoslovakia which had been a part 
of the German Empire-al l ied Austro-
Hungarian Empire. Soon after, Germany 
invaded the rest of Czechoslovakia and also 
gained Memelland (part of the former German 
Empire from 1871-1920) through the 1939 
German ultimatum to Lithuania. 

While some sources claim Hitler still 
wanted more, to create Lebensraum, or "living 
space", for Germany, other sources claim 
evidence of hostility on behalf of Polish 
partisans toward ethnic Germans in the 
Danzig Corridor (territory lost to Germany as a 
result of the Treaty of Versailles) which may 
have served as a motivating factor for the 
German invasion (often portrayed as 
propaganda to justify German expansionism). 

Two Western powers, the United Kingdom 
and France, gave guarantees to Poland that 
t h e y  w o u l d  d e c l a r e  w a r  i f  P o l i s h 
independence came under threat, as 
presented in a statement to the House of 
Commons by the British Prime Minister 
Neville Chamberlain on 31 March 1939 
(formalized by the British on 6 April 1939; not 
ratified until 4 September 1939 by the 
French): 

... in the event of any action which clearly 
threatened Polish independence, and which 
the  Po l ish  Government  accord ing ly 
considered it vital to resist with their national 
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themselves bound at once to lend the Polish 
Government all support in their power. They 
have given the Polish Government an 
assurance to this effect. 

I may add that the French Government 
have authorised me to make it plain that they 
stand in the same position in this matter as do 
His Majesty's Government.

British and French 
Declaration of War

Speech given by Neville Chamberlain 
informing the Commonwealth that a state of 

war was now in existence.
 

I am speaking to you from the Cabinet 
Room at 10, Downing Street. 

This morning the British Ambassador in 
Berlin handed the German Government a final 
note stating that unless we heard from them 
by 11 o'clock, that they were prepared at once 
to withdraw their troops from Poland, a state of 
war would exist between us. 

I have to tell you now that no such 
undertaking has been received, and that 
consequently this country is at war with 
Germany. 

You can imagine what a bitter blow it is to 
me that all my long struggle to win peace has 
failed. Yet I cannot believe that there is 
anything more or anything different that I could 
have done and that would have been more 
successful. 

Up to the very last it would have been quite 
possible to have arranged a peaceful and 
honourable settlement between Germany 
and Poland, but Hitler would not have it. 

He had evidently made up his mind to 
attack Poland whatever happened; and 
although he now says he put forward 
reasonable proposals which were rejected by 
the Poles, that is not a true statement. 

The proposals were never shown to the 
Poles nor to us; and though they were 
announced in a German broadcast on 
Thursday night, Hitler did not wait to hear 

comments on them, but ordered his troops to 
cross the Polish frontier the next morning. 

His action shows convincingly that there is 
no chance of expecting that this man will ever 
give up his practice of using force to gain his 
will. He can only be stopped by force, and we 
and France are today, in fulfilment of our 
obligations, going to the aid of Poland, who is 
so bravely resist ing this wicked and 
unprovoked attack upon her people. We have 
a clear conscience. We have done all that any 
country could do to establish peace. The 
situation in which no word given by Germany's 
ruler could be trusted and no people or 
country could feel itself safe has become 
intolerable. 

And now that we have resolved to finish it, I 
know that you will all play your part with 
calmness and courage. 

At such a moment as this the assurances 
of support which we have received from the 
E m p i r e  a r e  a  s o u r c e  o f  p r o f o u n d 
encouragement to us. 

When I have finished speaking certain 
detailed announcements will be made on 
behalf of the Government. Give these your 
close attention. 

The Government have made plans under 
which it will be possible to carry on the work of 
the nation in the days of stress and strain that 
may be ahead. But these plans need your 
help. 

You may be taking your part in the fighting 
services or as a volunteer in one of the 
branches of civil defence. If so, you will report 
for duty in accordance with the instructions 
you receive. 

You may be engaged in work essential to 
the prosecution of war for the maintenance of 
the life of the people – in factories, in transport, 
in public utility concerns or in the supply of 
other necessaries of life. If so, it is of vital 
importance that you should carry on with your 
jobs. 

Now may God bless you all and may He 
defend the right, for it is evil things that we 
shall be fighting against – brute force, bad 



Page 4 THE JOCK COLUMN SEPTEMBER 2019

faith, injustice, oppression and persecution – 
and against them I am certain that the right 
will prevail.

 

After the declaration of war

Although Britain and France honoured 
these guarantees by declaring war soon after 
Germany's invasion of  Poland on 1 
September 1939, and the dominions of the 
British Empire quickly followed suit, so little 
practical assistance was given to Poland, 
which was soon defeated, that in its early 
stages the war declared by Britain and France 
was described as a "Phoney War". 

Further, neither the British Empire nor the 
French ever declared war upon the Soviet 
Union, which invaded Poland on 17 
September 1939 (16 days after Nazi Germany 
invaded from the West) and held sway over 
the former Polish territory at the war's 
conclusion, having become a part of the Allies 
in the course of World War II. At the insistence 
of Joseph Stal in, the post-war Yalta 
Conference in 1945 sanctioned the formation 
of a new provisional pro-Communist coalition 
government in Moscow, which ignored the 
Polish government-in-exile based in London.

(https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/British_and_French_
declaration_of_war_on_Germany)

Sunset Call

The Jock Column extends sincere 
condolences to the families and friends of 
those listed below who have been called 
to Higher Service.

Jeffrey Arthur Chegwidden 
Jeff Chegwidden was born in 1943 in 
Bloemfontein. His Dad was in the South 
African Air Force so the family lived in Pretoria 
and Dunnottar where Jeff did his schooling.

After he matriculated in 1961, he was 
called up to do his military service. After basic 
training and doing his Officers course he 
joined the Transvaal Scottish in 1963.

Jeff served in the Transvaal Scottish for 
11 years and by the time he left the Regiment 
he was a self-respecting Lieutenant. Those 
were really wonderful years for both of us with 
many fond memories, especially our beautiful 
Military wedding with bagpipes and Jeff in full 
Transvaal Scottish attire.

A f t e r  m o v i n g  t o  W i t b a n k ,  J e f f 
unfortunately retired from the Transvaal 
S c o t t i s h  b u t  w o u l d  g o  t h r o u g h  t o 
Johannesburg on a Monday to meet up with 
his Transvaal Scottish friends as often as he 
could.

Jeff's working career started at Union 
Carriage and Wagon Company in 1965 as a 
buyer. After travelling around Europe for a 
y e a r,  h e  j o i n e d  H i g h v e l d  S t e e l  i n 
Johannesburg in 1968 as a purchasing clerk 
and transferred to Witbank in 1971. His big 
break at Highveld came in 1977 when he 
became a Salesman and travelled the world.  
In 1990 he was appointed Assistant General 
Manager, Marketing, and became a member 
of the Highveld Board of Directors. Jeff retired 
from Highveld in 2003.

Sport was really an important part of 
Jeff's life. He played cricket for 40 years, 
represented Northern Transvaal Country 
Districts and played hockey for Transvaal and 
South Africa at country districts level. He also 
played badminton and squash and more 
recent years tennis and golf. He served as 
Chairman of the Highveld Cricket and Hockey 
Clubs and also of the Witbank and District 
Cricket and Hockey Associations.

After Jeff retired, he joined Sages Golf 
and did a lot of charity work for them raising 
funds for Child Welfare and Cancer.

Jeff was a proud father of two children 
and grandfather of three grandchildren who 
loved him and will truly miss him. He was 
really a fantastic husband, father, grandfather 
and friend.
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About 3 years ago, Jeff was diagnosed 
withFibrosis of the lungs which never stopped 
growing. In October last year he was put on 24 

thhour oxygen. He got to enjoy his 76  birthday 
with his family and went into hospital the day 
after his birthday. He was on a ventilator for 6 
weeks and his heart was taking strain. He 

thpassed away on the 11  of July and will always 
be loved and remembered.
Erica Chegwidden

Memories

RSM Gus Blume
My Native Land

Breathes there the man, with soul so dead, 
Who never to himself hath said,

This is my own, my native land!
Whose heart hath ne'er within him burn'd,

As home his footsteps he hath turn'd
From wandering on a foreign strand!

If such there breathe, go, mark him well;
For him no Minstrel raptures swell;

High though his titles, proud his name,
Boundless his wealth as wish can claim;—

Despite those titles, power, and pelf,
The wretch, concentred all in self,

Living, shall forfeit fair renown,
And, doubly dying, shall go down

To the vile dust, from whence he sprung,
Unwept, unhonour'd, and unsung.

Sir Walter Scott

This poem, by Sir Walter Scott was 
handwritten in a notebook belonging to RSM 
Gus Blume, which recently found its way 
home to The View. It is presumed the 
notebook accompanied him during his stay in 
Stalag Ivb. Thanks to Jim Mitchell who 
excavated the following biography of RSM 

Jeff Chegwidden, Front row, 4th from the left
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Blume by RSM Buller Cockcroft from within 
the dusty mounds of aged Jock Columns.

“FALL OUT – SERGEANT MAJOR”

On the 31st December 1969, R.S.M. 
Gus Blume retired after 34 years' service with 
the Transvaal Scottish. For the past 24 years 
he has attended a parade once a week and a 
three-week camp once a year and has been 
Regimental Sergeant-Major for 14 years. His 
smartness and efficiency have infected the 
whole Battalion, none more so than his fine 
batch of W.O.s and Sergeants who's equal will 
not be found in the Republic. We who hold the 
interests of the Regiment at heart are greatly 
indebted to Gus for his unstinting efforts, and 
all the time he has devoted to the cause. He 
could not have accomplished it at all without 
the full co-operation and generous nature of 
his wife Thelma. We have all benefitted from 
her loyalty to the Regiment.

The new R.S.M. is a popular choice in 
Manie van Staden and we wish him every 
success in the future.
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We think that there is no-one more qualified 
to write a brief military history of Gus than 
his old R.S.M., Buller Cockcroft, on whose 
code of military discipline and behaviour, 
and also that of Wesley Parsons, Gus has 
modelled his military career. So, over to 
Buller – with thanks.

R.S.M. A. J. (Gus) Blume, J.C.D. and Bar
He came to this Regiment in 1936 and 

joined the 2nd Battalion. He had grown up in 
the town of Frankfort in the province of the 
Orange Free State. He admitted to me once in 
an expansive moment that at that time he was 
so very green that he was afraid to pass a 
Dairy in case the cows wanted to eat him.

I began to notice him particularly when the 
Battalion was mobilized for War in 1940. He 
was posted to H.Q. Coy and by this time was a 
full Corporal. He formed part of the Bren Gun 
Anti-Aircraft Platoon and was to become an 
expert both as a Gunner and a Lecturer with 
this weapon.

By the time we arrived at El Alamein in 
June 1941 he was a full Sergeant and was 
now also Musketry Instructor and an expert 
with the Thompson sub-machine gun. He 
remained with H.Q. Coy and went into action 
with his Bren at Sollum in January 1942.

From Sollum the Battalion moved to 
Zuweit el Shamus for a rest. From this 
pleasant spot back to Sollum. From Sollum to 
Ain el Gazala where we were in reserve to the 
1st Division. From Gazala back to Acroma and 
from Acroma finally to the Fortress of Tobruk.

It was after the fall of Tobruk and our 
subsequent and long years in captivity that 
Gus enhanced his reputation as an efficient, 
hardworking and conscientious N.C.O. Part of 
the Battalion ended up on the Island of 
Sardinia and it was there that he rose to great 
heights in his battle to obtain the best 
treatment for his men. Tales of his devotion to 
duty and hard work filtered back to me in 
central Italy.

When the Allies started to close in on Italy 
all the P.O.W.s in the various Islands were 

brought back to the Mainland. Those men 
from the 2nd Battalion were sent to Campo 
P.G. 82 where they had a reunion with the rest 
of the Battalion.

Our hopes of an early release from 
captivity following Italy's collapse were short 
lived. Our celebrated old enemy Erwin 
Rommel had his Panzers at Arezzo some 12 
kilos from us and they swept down on us late 
one afternoon and we were then headed for 
Germany. Once more the Battalion was 
divided and some of us sent to Sagan in Upper 
Silesia close to the Polish Border, and the 
remainder to Stalag IV B at Muhlberg-on-
Elbe. Once more Gus was thrown into a hard, 
hard job and once more he distinguished 
himself by his steady hard work and devotion 
to the job in hand.

We were not to meet again until the 
Armistice was declared, and we were both 
back in South Africa. He re-enlisted when the 
Battalion was reformed after the War and it 
was not very long thereafter that he was 
promoted to C.S.M., a very popular and well-
earned appointment.

Like most A.C.F. Warrant Officers he can 
probably look back on many hard times, but I 
personally think his hardest time was when 
the Battalion took part in a manoeuvre called 
Exercise Duo. It started well East of 
Carletonville and extended well down below 
Potchefstroom, part of it in pouring rain which 
persisted for days. It embraced Armour, Arty, 
Air, Armoured Cars, Sappers, Inf., the lot.

The traffic problem on the Johannesburg-
Potch road can be imagined. In addition to this 
all the Transport was defective. It had all come 
out of a rigorous campaign in Africa and Italy 
and was then on its last legs and consequently 
broke down with unfailing regularity. It was 
here that Gus showed his prowess as no 
mean mechanic and it was due mostly to him 
that the Transport was mobile at all. In addition 
to all this his Company was short of Officers, 
Staff Sgts and at one time he was acting as 
Company Commander, C.S.M., Quarter 
Master and mechanic. At that time, I 
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considered him as a very likely candidate for 
an early demise from Thrombosis.

He succeeded Dick Hamilton (another 
very well-known Jock character) as R.S.M. of 

st ndthe Regiment in 1956. The 1  and 2  
Battalions having by now been fused into one 

rdRegiment. The 3  Battalion in Benoni 
becoming Artillery. During his tenure of office 
as R.S.M. he raised the efficiency of the unit to 
a very high level indeed and the quality of his 
young N.C.O.s is of a fine standard. The 
Regiment will be poorer for his going but 
unfortunately his civilian life and pressure of 
business in a highly competitive world has 
made this necessary. All the past and present 
members of the Regiment wish him and 
Thelma the best of luck and good health in the 
future and hope to see them both at all the 
Jock gatherings in the years to come.

R.S.M. Blume's total service in the 
Transvaal Scottish Regiment amounted to 34 
years.
B.C.
The Jock Column No 33 March 1970

Meeting of Heroes
By Susan Wright

The definition of a hero (according to Google) 
is “a person who is admired for their courage, 
outstanding achievements or noble qualities”.

thOn Saturday August 10 , 2019, I had the 
privilege of dining with 14 such men and 
partners, who were recipients of the Honoris 
Crux; Honoris Crux Gold; Louw Wepener 
Medal (precursor to the HC) and the Nkwe Ya 
Selefera or Silver Leopard (Replacement of 
HC since 2003)

The idea of the dinner was sparked at the 
2018 Delville Wood Parade, during a 
conversation held between our Association 
Chairman Trevor Wright (HC), John Parkin 
(HC), Toffie Grove (HC) and Vinesh Selvan 
(NS).

In February of this year our Chairman and 

John Parkin started some serious planning of 
the dinner which was no easy task as 
recipients are spread far and wide across the 
Country and the Globe.

Amongst the guests were Vinesh Selvan 
who was issued with the first ever Nkwe Ya 
Selefera for his actions in Bujumbura, 
Burundi, in February 2002. A special force 
operator was shot during enemy contact in 
Operation Fibre. Flight Sergeant Vinesh 
Selvan, who was part of the combat search 
and rescue team, positioned himself to draw 
enemy fire away from the wounded officer, 
then moved to a better firing position to allow 
the wounded officer to escape. Wounded in 
both legs, Flight Sergeant Selvan remained in 
an exposed position without any cover,  
effectively drawing fire away from other 
military personnel in the vicinity.

Also present was S/Sgt Buks Nel who was 
awarded the Louw Wepener medal for his 
heroic actions when a live round exploded in 
the breech of an Eland 90's (armoured car) 
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gun. He selflessly ran to the vehicle and 
attempted to pull both occupants from the 
wreckage without success, he then ran to 
move a second vehicle away from the area 

before it too exploded 
thus saving many lives. 
Sadly, both occupants of 
the Eland lost their lives 
in the initial explosion.

Two of the attendees, 
C p l  D e l v i l l e  P a u l 
Engelbrecht and Major 
Dries Marais (now Lt/Col) 
were responsible for 
saving the life of a third 
a t t endee  (Cp l  Da le 
Packham, now Captain) 
at Cassinga in 1978. The 
full story of their heroics 
will be covered in a future 
issue.

After a superb dinner, 
most ably catered for by 

Ian Hooper and his staff, Col. Stef Du Plessis 
gave us a talk on how each recipient had been 
awarded their individual medals bringing 
humour and poignancy to each incident. The 
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accounts of the 
incidents have been 
taken from his talk with 
his kind permission.
This was not a dinner 
that I could say I enjoyed 
in the true sense of the 
word; how does one 
e n j o y  a c c o u n t s  o f 
heroism that could have 
led to tragedy in all the 
inc idents? I t  was a 
humbling and interesting 
evening to hear the 
individual stories of men 
who all said the same 
thing “I was only doing 
my job”.
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The Mysterious Hellhound of 
World War I

This is a mythical piece but very interesting to 
see into the minds of the men. War brings with 
it horror. The battlefields of World War I were 
no exception and the trenches here may as 
well have been meat grinders as they 
swallowed countless souls in an orgy of blood 
and death. However, the ever-present threat 
of death from the enemy was not always the 
only horror that lied in wait within the 
labyrinthine trenches of the war. From the fog 
of blood, brutality and violence of the Word 
War I trenches comes the bizarre story of a 
mysterious and deadly creature that was said 
to prowl the danger-ridden no man's land 
during fierce fighting during the Battle of 
Mons.

The Battle of Mons was so named for the 
small Belgian village of Mons, which was to 

become the scene of vicious fighting 
between British and German forces. In 
1914, German troops had occupied 
Mons and the British, in what was their 
first foray into battle during World War 
I, valiantly marched in to try and 
liberate it. The British were heavily 
outnumbered and quickly sustained 
large amounts of fatalities against the 
punishing German onslaught. The 
battle devolved into perilous trench 
warfare as the tenacious British forces 
dug in and continued the fight, with 
both sides ravaging the other with 
artillery fire, machine gun batteries, 
and constant, tedious shooting as well 
as even barbarous hand to hand 
combat in the blood-soaked mud of 
the trenches.

Between the trenches of the two 
enemy sides was what is referred to as 
no man's land. This term was used 
mostly in World War I and refers to the 
disputed area that lies between the 
trenches of two enemy sides that both 
lay claim to but are afraid to move into 

openly out of fear and uncertainty about what 
will happen if they do. No man's lands were 
typically heavily defended and fortified on 
both sides and any movement into them 
typically resulted in a pulverizing rain of 
weapon fire, thus ensuring that these zones 
become barren wastelands where no one 
dared to tread. The only time anyone ventured 
into the no man's land was during efforts to 
gain ground on the enemy, when retreating, or 
for the purpose of collecting wounded after an 
attack. These were horrific pathways through 
Hell itself that were often crisscrossed with 
snarled webs of barbed wire and dotted with 
rudimentary land mines and the mangled 
bodies of those not lucky enough to make it 
across. Michael Morpurgo described a typical 
no man's land scene in his book War Horse 
thus:

'I stood in a wide corridor of mud, a wasted, 
shattered landscape, between two vast 
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unending rolls of barbed wire that stretched 
away into the distance behind me and in 
front of me. I remembered I had been in 
such a place once before, that day when I 
had charged across it with Topthorn beside 
me. This was what the soldiers called “no-
man's land”.'

It was the no man's land at the Battle of 
Mons that spawned the story of a mysterious 
beast that stalked the edges of barbed wire 
and did not hesitate to slaughter both British 
and German soldiers alike; an enormous 
hound that came to be known as the The 
Hound of Mons.

The tale of The Hound of Mons was 
originally brought to public attention in 1919 
by a Canadian war veteran by the name of F.J. 
Newhouse, who brought back the gruesome 
tale from the battlefield. The story was 
originally published in a 1919 edition of the 
Ada Evening News from Oklahoma but was 
soon picked up by other publications of the 
time. According to the account, the incident 
started when a Capt. Yeskes and four men of 
the London Fusiliers braved the perils of no 
man's land in order to carry out a patrol of the 
area. The patrol never returned. This was not 
strange in and of itself, remember this was a 
bloody battle during World War I. But when the 
bodies of the men were found several days 
later, it was discovered that something had 
ripped their throats out and left gaping teeth 
marks upon the corpses. One night a few days 
after this, it was reported that soldiers from 
both sides heard an ear piercing, monstrous 
howl emanating from the darkness of no 
man's land. The bloodcurdling shriek was 
allegedly so terrifying that some soldiers who 
had braved battle day after day considered 
retreating at once.

During the ensuing days more patrols 
would set out into no man's land only to be 
found later in a similar mauled state, throats 
ravaged by some huge beast. The occasional 
anguished cries of terror from German 
soldiers seemed to indicate that they were 
suffering similar attacks. The eerie night-time 

roars also increased in frequency and it was 
around this time that some of the soldiers on 
sentry duty along the edges of no man's land 
reported seeing an enormous, grey hound 
skulking about out in the shadows of the war 
torn chasm between the two enemies. For two 
years the hound prowled the battlefield of 
Mons, gaining an ever-growing list of victims 
and instilling horror in the troops. Then, as 
suddenly as it had appeared the hound was 
gone, and the attacks ceased.

As bizarre as the story is already, it gets 
even weirder. Newhouse also claimed that not 
only was The Hound of Mons very real, but 
that it had been the result of twisted German 
military experiments trying to make biological 
weapons. According to Newhouse, a German 
scientist by the name of Dr. Gottlieb 
Hochmuller had undertaken a ghastly 
experiment with the aim of inserting the mind 
of a deranged maniac into a hound. 
Newhouse said in an article from the August 
1919 edition of the Oklahoman:

The death of Dr. Gottlieb Hochmuller in the 
recent Spartacan riots in Berlin has brought to 
light facts concerning the fiendish application 
of this German scientist's skill that have 
astounded Europe. For the hound of Mons 
was not an accident, a phantom, or an 
hallucination–it was the deliberate result of 
one of the strangest and most repulsive 
scientific experiments the world has ever 
known.”

Newhouse's account a l leges that 
Hochmuller had searched mental asylums far 
and wide for a suitable subject who had gone 
insane from his hatred of England. The report 
claims that upon finding the perfect candidate, 
the German doctor then had his brain 
removed and surgically implanted into the 
body of a large Siberian wolfhound. The giant 
beast with the brain of a madman was trained 
and then taken to the battlefield and released 
into no man's land to do its violent work. 
Accounts have variously claimed that the 
hound had been altered to be larger than 
before, that its capacity for hatred had been 
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chemically enhanced, or that its hide had 
been made to be impervious to bullets. 
Newhouse claimed that papers had been 
found upon Dr. Hochmuller's death that fully 
outlined the whole experiment as well as the 
doctor's wishes to unleash the beast on 
allied troops, and fully proved that the 
experiments were real. It is not explained 
whether the doctor had anticipated the 
maniacal hound turning against its own side 
or why the walking weapon might have 
suddenly stopped its rampage.

The whole story certainly has its rather 
fantastical elements to it, and a fair amount of 
doubt has been cast on the whole incident. It is 
hard to believe that Germany or anyone else 
for that matter would have had the technology 
to successfully implant a human brain into a 
dog. This is an impossible feat for us even with 
our medical technology now let alone in the 
early 1900s. In addition, there seems to be no 
available records to demonstrate that Dr. 
Hochmuler ever even existed. Indeed, there is 
no record to show that there was ever a 
Captain by the name of Yeskes either, which 
certainly brings the veracity of the report into 
question. These facts are reason enough to 
give one pause. Even at the time there were 
many civilians who wrote off the story as the 
ravings and hallucinations of war addled 
minds. It is even quite possible that Newhouse 
completely fabricated the whole spooky story 
f r om sc ra t ch  f r om h i s  t r auma t i zed 
imagination, perhaps in some effort to spread 
propaganda against Germany.

So what was going on here? Was there 
really some surgically or even genetically 
enhanced hellhound stalking the no man's 
land? Was it pure fancy? If there is any grain of 
truth to it, then it seems perhaps more likely 
that wild or feral dogs had perhaps been 
drawn to the war and had congregated there 
to feed on the dead fallen in battle, upon which 
their gruesome activities would be spotted by 
frightened, battle weary soldiers and 
interpreted as supernatural hounds from hell. 
This theory would also account for the ghostly 

howling that was heard from the front lines. I 
do wonder if dogs would be willing to stick 
around through all of the riotous cacophony of 
gunfire blazing around them, but it does offer a 
rational explanation if indeed the events were 
even real.

Or perhaps the story derives from some 
combinat ion of  the rat ional  and the 
imagination. War is an uproar of noise, 
confusion, and terror punctuated by death. It 
is a waking nightmare. It is perhaps no wonder 
that the bedraggled survivors of these horrors 
on occasion bring back stories of carnage 
wrought not only by their human enemies, but 
from the world of nightmares as well. Perhaps 
the Hound of Mons was one such entity; a 
menacing apparition prowling through that 
twil ight land between reality and the 
nightmare world that lies embedded deep 
within the human psyche. It is quite possible 
we will never know for sure.

By Cowan, Andrew. The Great War 1914-1918 
“The Rage of Men” 

(https://www.facebook.com/TheGreatWar191418/)

Branch Reports

Headquarters, Johannesburg
Members and friends meet at The Regimental 
Headquarters, The View, Ridge Road (off St 
Andrew's Road), Parktown, from 17h30 on 
the First Monday of every month, unless it is a 
Public Holiday, when the get-together is held 
on the following Monday.

 

Headquarters – Johannesburg

 Association Diary - 2019
th· 3 Sept: 80  Anniversary of the Declaration 

 of War (WWII)
· 7 Sept: Association lunch and Cèilidh.
· 2 Nov: Annual Cleaning of Graves –  
 meet at Brixton Cemetery at 09h30 for  
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 the Annual Cleaning of the Graves of 
 members of the Transvaal Scottish. 
 Bring water and a hat as it's normally hot. 
 Watch the Association Facebook Page for 
 more details of what to bring
· 10 Nov: St James: Remembrance Day 
 Service at 09h00
· 10 Nov: The View: Remembrance Day 
 Re-dedication of Wreaths at 11h00
· 10  Nov: Cenotaph (Johannesburg) 
 :Remembrance Day Parade.

· 11 Nov: War Museum: MOTH Shadow 
 March
· 24 Nov: The View: Sidi Rezegh
· 30 Nov: The View: St Andrews Day 
 and Reunion from 10h00. Full details at
  www.jocks.co.za closer to the time
· 09 Dec: The View: Association Cocktail 
 Party
· 06 Jan 2020: The View: Red Hackle Day

Western Cape

We were represented at the Duke’s Luncheon by Peter Bolton, Garth Garnham, Alan Bradshaw, 
Gordon Sharman and Jacques van Wyk.
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The Western Cape Branch has had a busy 
2nd quarter. Our meetings and lunches now 
show an average of 11 members per 
occasion with a high of 15. The wine raffles 
have proven to be very popular with a wide 
range of wines being donated. The Atholl 
Brose raffle is always well supported. 
The following events and activities took place:
In May the Regimental Association attended 
the Dukes Luncheon. At our June meeting we 
hosted our wives and partners for the mid-
year luncheon. This mid-year function is fast 
becoming a firm favourite with the ladies. The 
lunch was enjoyed, and everyone voted to 
continue with the tradition. The restaurant 
went out of their way to make sure that the 
event was a success and laid on one or two 
special dishes for the Jocks.

The Regimental Association was well 
represented at the Delville Wood Parade held 
on 14 July at the Company Gardens in Cape 
Town. Apart from the MOTH, the Jocks had 
the biggest single contingent from all the Units 
in Cape Town. After the Parade we all met at 
the Cape Town Highlanders Senior NCO's 

mess for drinks and snacks.                
Peter Erasmus

Kwazulu-Natal
KZN guys are still alive and drinking, 

although only four of us are still hanging in. We 
are desperate for "Old" new Jocks to join us at 
our monthly lunches held at the German Club 
in Westville (a sort of suburb of Durban). We 
had an interesting visit the other month, June I 
think it was, none other than Garth Garnham, 
up from Cape Town to visit his brother who 
lives down the South Coast. The highlight of 
his visit (other than his presence) was the 
enjoyment of the Atholl Brose that he kindly 
made and shared with us. A true Jock if ever I 
knew one. Thanks, Garth.

We have another visitor that we have 
found who has links to the Jocks, through his 
father and uncle, who served in the Second 
World War. He is Ken Braidwood who had the 
disadvantage of carrying out his National 
Service with the Pretoria Highlanders. His 
father and uncle are also noted in the Saga so 

The Regimental Association at the Delville Wood Parade, from the left Peter Erasmus, Gordon 
Sharman, Jacques van Wyk, Garth Garnham and Peter Bolton.
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possibly we may allow him to become an 
Associate member.

Just a note on our meeting dates. Our 
standard meeting is on the first Wednesday of 
the month, but due to our small membership, 
we are flexible in setting our dates to different 
times to ensure that all four can be at the 
lunch.  Our next meeting is set for the 17th 
September for this reason as our traveling 
Wilbury is traveling somewhere around the 
world. To know who it is and where? You must 
attend our meetings as you will have many 
traveling stories to hear.

S o ,  i f  y o u  l i v e  i n  t h e  D u r b a n , 
Pietermaritzburg, North or South Coast areas 
- give me a call on 083 789 5062 and I will let 
you know when we are meeting.
Mark Wardell

Correspondence

Dear Mr Wright

Please convey my heartiest congratulations 
to the bands for their success.  

I am humbled and proud that they wear my 
family tartans.
With every good wish,  

Bruce George Ronald Murray
Colonel Atholl Highlanders

th12  Duke of Atholl

Garth Whitford, Australia
Pleased to hear that the legacy of the 

Regiment lives on.
Carol & I are soldiering on, we have been 

hit with a series of health issues recently, 
thank goodness for the first rate public health 
system here, we have both received excellent 
treatment, however at our age we are simply 
delaying the inevitable.

We are both working, Carol as a 
receptionist in a specialist medical facility and 
I am working in the construction industry as an 
admin assistant. I have a hour's commute 
each way and work a ten hour day which is 
quite draining on our energy resources.

I have made contact with a few ex South 
Africans and the ex RSM of 32 Bn (Mike 
Rogers). Mike is quite a character who would 
make Genghis Kahn look like a boy scout. He 
met Neville Bennets at some point.
We continue to enjoy living in Sydney – Carol 
& I make a point of to the various events put on 
here, there is always something to do. The 
family are doing well, my son-in-law is doing 
very well in the banking industry and the three 
grandchildren are thriving and growing like 
weeds. I went to the memorial service for the 
Boer War at the Cenotaph in Sydney and laid 
a wreath in memory of the 26 000 women & 
children who died in concentration camps – a 
reminder that the Boer War was not entirely 
about bringing civilisation to the Boer 
Republics! 
I made contact with the Australian Horse 
Regiment, started by the Duke of Tullibardine 
and the precursor to the Transvaal Horse and 
of course the TS. They had some confusion 
with the tartan which I was pleased to help 
them with.
I will be visiting SA in May & will come to The 
View to say hello to the Bods.
 Best regards,
 Garth

Patrick Clarence, France
Mr Chairman and committee, I have just had 
an opportunity to browse and register as a 
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member on the TSRA website, and 
congratulate you on your foresight in 
bringing technology into play to sustain and 
grow our proud regimental association.
While still in its infancy it is well thought out 
and in the forefront with technology in relation 
to similar organisations, opening new vistas 
for members across the globe.
The site has every potential to flourish, 
building on the strong foundation established 
some sixty-five years ago, through greater 
efficiency which will be appreciated by 
members in time to come. 
Well done.

---000---

England and beyond….!
How the past eight weeks have flown with 
time in England (Surrey), and France and I 
have happily returned to my lovely home and 
garden. I often say “if the time flew, you must 
have enjoyed it!”
France I might say, is lovely, but I suspect 
maybe further south than Normandy would be 
even better as winters in this region, I believe, 
can be quite bitter.
With my son Douglas, I learnt how to drive a 
golf cart, following him and his fellow player 
around various courses – Etretat and 
Carentan through sun and rain - and did it rain 
– bucket loads on one occasion!
For those golfers, Etretat is a beautiful course 
with the second nine playing along the very 

thedge of the sea. The par 5, 10  hole is 
extraordinary. The tee is elevated, playing into 
a steep valley where after is a steady climb up 
to the green.  Not for the faint hearted!
Despite what one hears, every time you came 
into contact with the French, (I took some 
French lessons prior to travelling) you get a 
cheerful “Bon jour” and they are happy to 
converse as best they can. “Bonjour, parlez vu 
Anglaiz, s'il vous plait” cracked it every time!
Taking a walk one morning in the seaside 
town of Sciotot, a police car with four, very 
healthy-looking Gendarmerie pulled up to 

next to me. After my now well-versed opening 
statement, they politely asked in English 
whether I had seen a man wearing a jacket 
similar to me. Satisfied with my negative reply 
and with a joint 'merci', off they went.
We travelled in and around Normandy, from 
Cabourg - an expensive but very pretty tourist 
town close to the port of Cherbourg, Pont du 
Hoc, Etretat, Honfleur, Carentan, Bayeux, and 
of course, the D-Day beaches. Honfluer is 
another tourist trap with expensive eateries 
along the quayside and loads of people. A 
family of four ordered the seafood special. It 
arrived on two half metre high metal tripods, 
with layers of crab, langoustines, prawns, 
mussels, snails, etc. for the price of €83per 
person and did they tuck in!
It was quite tempting but very expensive and 
we settled for oyster, mussels and wine. A 
single serving of mussels comes in a huge 
bowl the size of a colander. The daily diet in 
France always included 'pain et fromage' - 
French bread with delicious camembert 
cheese.
The family holiday house is outside the 
farming village of Cormolain - 27k's south of 
Bayeux and 30 minutes' drive west to the 
beaches at Omaha, Sword, etc. which are 
good surfing beaches for the thick blooded 
northerners. The family enjoyed it immensely 
but it was a bit chilly for my liking!
It was harvest time in the surrounding wheat 
fields with (not unlike our own) huge John 
Deere harvesters, tractors and balers. The 
capital outlay must be enormous, but they 
probably have some sort of scheme with a 
central co-op for both labour and machinery. 
Eff ic iency is  the watch-word wi th a 
tractor/trailer driving alongside a harvester, 
which divested its load of wheat into the trailer 
as it went along. Once full, the tractor took the 
load to a storage area, and returned for more.  
With the field harvested the balers came 
along, picking up the chaff, rolling it into tight 
cylinders, complete with plastic wrapping - as 
we do. As the bales, each weighing 400kg's, 
were completed and 50+ were loaded onto a 
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trailer and carted off for fodder. This unit 
caused much havoc for traffic on the single 
roads. All one can do is follow until the 
tractor and trailer turn off.
Normandy has just commemorated the D-
Day landings and we visited a museum in 
Carentan with a 'D-Day Experience'. This 
included a flight simulator of a paratrooper 
Dakota C47. Participants were warned that no 
one with a pacemaker or stress issues should 
participate. Twelve persons at a time were 
seated in steel bucket seats with seat belts. 
Television screens depicted a sound visuals 
with an outside view of the take-off, the flight 
complete with noise, bumps and shuddering, 
exploding shells and finally a crash landing in 
flames. What an experience, leaving one all 
shaken up with big eyes – they were serious 
about health issues!
A pre-reading of 'Band of Brothers' brought 
the D-Day landings into perspective.
All in all the right decision for me to take, 
allowing reflection and introspection and if I 
may say, “Je suis tres joyeux d'etra a la 
maison”.

Pregnant with Doubt
When the sergeant told our new commander 
that his driver could not participate in an 
upcoming field manoeuvre because she was 
p regnan t ,  t he  en raged  commander 
demanded to know just how pregnant she 
was.
The sergeant's reply: “Completely, sir.”

Piper's Circle
By David Harris 

The pipe band competition season has 
d r a w n  t o  a  c l o s e  w i t h  t h e  W o r l d 
Championships being held on Glasgow 

th thGreen on the 16  and 17  of August. The 
Grade 1 contest had a different look to it in 
2019, with the 15 contenders competing over 

two days as opposed to whittling down the 
final numbers in a qualifying contest on the 
Friday and a final on the Saturday. All scores 
counted towards a final tally, rewarding 
consistency across two march, strathspey 
and reel, and two medley contests. This 
consistency included the ability of the bands 
to cope with Glasgow's usual quota of 
seasons over a two-day period, ranging from 
wet and miserable on Friday morning, through 
dry and fairly miserable on Friday afternoon to 
dry and cloudy on Saturday morning and 
finally a dry and fairly sunny, but incredibly 
windy, Saturday afternoon (the prize giving 
saw the bands standing for two and a quarter 
hours in pelting rain just to round things off).

Inveraray and District Pipe Band took the 
title for the second time in three years with 
some slightly spotty tone in the MSR on Friday 
but otherwise great performances, followed 
by Field Marshal Montgomery, Saint 
Lawrence O'Toole and Scottish Power. 
However, my personal favourite performance 
on Saturday was the medley from Shotts and 
Dykehead Caledonia, a spectacular example 
of precise and musical piping that was rightly 
awarded a first and second place by the 
adjudicators. Considering the band has lost its 
sponsor and the new pipe major, Emmett 
Conway, only took over the band in February, 
this was an incredible performance.

Scottish Power caused a minor stir on the 
field during the medley contest by wrapping 
their chanter stocks in mylar in order to negate 
the effects of the sun (in Glasgow!) on top 
hand tone. It worked. It should only be a 
matter of time before South African and 
Australian competition sees the entire piper 
swathed in space blankets in order to deal 
with proper sunshine.

So much for the boring international stuff. 
At home, the season rounded off in fairly 
predictable fashion as follows:

Pretoria Boys Highland Gathering:
stGrade 2 1  Transvaal Scottish
stGrade 3 1  South African Irish Regiment
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stGrade 4 1  Transvaal Scottish

Saint Benedict's Highland Gathering
stGrade 2  1  Transvaal Scottish
stGrade 3  1  South African Irish Regiment
stGrade 4  1  Transvaal Scottish

Benoni Highland Gathering (and South 
African Champions)

stGrade 2  1  Transvaal Scottish
stGrade 3  1  South African Irish Regiment
stGrade 4  1  Transvaal Scottish

Regional champions
Grade 2  Transvaal Scottish
Grade 4  Transvaal Scottish

Champion of Champions
Grade 2  Transvaal Scottish
Grade 4  Transvaal Scottish

The SAIR did not compete in two contests 
early this year, putting them out of the running 
for the championship titles. Nevertheless, it is 
notable, and not a little ironic, that military 
bands  f in i shed  the  con tes t  season 
undefeated in a year that sees their identities 
change forever.

Without editorialising, unit name changes 
have been an acknowledged fact since 2017. 
Nevertheless, the reality comes as a shock 
and has provoked a great deal of negative 
response on social media. What exactly is the 
position regarding the pipe bands attached to 
or associated with these units? Directly 
quoting Brig. Genl. Kamffer's press release, 
“the Chief of the SANDF has specifically 
encouraged the affected Scottish, Highland 
and Irish Regiments to retain their traditions 
and dress through ceremonial sub units and 
regimental bands.” (italicised by the writer). As 
my own band understands this, we shall be 
known as “The South African Irish Pipes and 
Drums of the Andrew Mlangeni Regiment”. I 
anticipate some abbreviation will take place, 
failing which the time allotted to bands in the 
competition circle may need to be increased in 
order for the bands' names to be fully 

announced. I would also anticipate some 
change to unit emblems and cap badges, but 
it appears that some vestige of the regimental 
traditions will remain.

I'll finish the column with a list of the former 
units with pipe bands affected by the changes, 
in order of seniority:
Cape Field Artillery
Natal Mounted Rifles
Kimberley Regiment (unchanged)
Cape Town Highlanders
Transvaal Scottish
Witwatersrand Rifles
South African Irish Regiment (seniority in 
some dispute)
Cape Garrison Artillery
Durban Regiment
1 Medical Battalion's band resigned en masse 
towards the end of last year.

Once again, if there are any piping related 
topics you wish to see covered, please let me 
know and I'll do my best to provide some 
snippets of information.

The Attack of the Dead Men
By Phillip Wright

“Gas: The Ultimate Weapon of Cruelty. A 
highly effective delivery system of a slow and 
painful death. This time, a fortress and it's few 
de fenders  wou ld  su f fe r  i t s  hor r ib le 
consequences. Out of the poisonous cloud, 
came an army of men who should already 
have been dead…”

Osowiec Fortress, Poland – August 1915

The Russian defenders stationed at 
Osowiec Fortress in North-Eastern Poland 
have weathered two attacks from German 
Forces in the past year, including a 40-
battalion strong force and a two-month long 
artillery barrage.

In February, Russian command asked 
their troops to hold long enough for an 
evacuation of the civilian populace – an 
expected 48 hours. These brave men would 
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go on to hold the Fort until August.
At 04h00, on August 6th, German 

commander F ie ld Marshal  Paul  von 
Hindenburg ordered an artillery assault, 
accompanied by Chlorine gas, to rain down 
upon Osowiec. The Russian defenders were 
i l l -equipped and forced to use their 
undershirts as impromptu protection against 
the gas. Sub-Lieutenant Vladimir Kotlinsky, 
the ranking survivor, rallied his men and led a 
last charge on the invaders. 

Over twelve battalions of the German 11th 
Landwehr Division, totalling well over 7000 
men, breached the Fortress, expecting to be 
greeted by the corpses of their enemy. 
Instead, they were rushed by a force that 
would not be out of place in The Walking 
Dead. 

The surviving members of the 8th and 13th 
Companies of the 226th Infantry Regiment, 
numbering barely one hundred, faces 
covered in their own bloodied shirts, many 
literally falling apart and coughing up their own 
lungs, met the Germans head-on and 
knowing death awaited fought to the last man.

The Germans, quite understandably, 
staged an accelerated strategic withdrawal 
running into their own traps and abandoning 
many weapon mounts in their panic. The 
Russians, in their final act on this Earth, sent 
the Germans off with an artillery salvo from 

t h e i r  r e m a i n i n g 
weapons. The last of 
the soldiers would re-
join their brothers by 
nightfall. Routed for 
the time being the 
Ge rman  so ld i e r s 
w o u l d  s p r e a d 
rumours and legends 
of Russian soldiers 
that  escaped the 
shackles of Death to 
fight once more.

U l t i m a t e l y , 
G e r m a n  F o r c e s 
successfully took the 
fortress, however, it 

was a pyrrhic victory, the Fortress being 
completely evacuated of civilians and the 
morale of the regular troops shaken to the 
core.

Today, the Attack of the Dead Men is a 
story of valour and inspiration for people the 
world over. Countless songs, stories and short 
films have been written to commemorate and 
honour the men who held Osowiec. 

A Russian song, 'Russians won' t 
Surrender', in translation reads:

“But tens of soldiers
Hadn't reconciled to fate
Burned to the bones
They rushed to the battle
And enemy has flown
The fear drove away the last
Who have never seen
The attack of the dead”

Swedish Metal Band, Sabaton, released a 
song about these tenacious men in their 
album “The Great War” which inspired me to 
write this article.
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Remembering the Border Boys
Submitted by Maj Culhane

with permission from Steve de Witt, 
original author:

"If you were in the SAI, this was you.
We were Infantrymen, but what were we 

really?
For decades I've considered the impact 

the platoon had on us. Just when I think I've 
found some answers, another year goes by, 
and I change my thoughts again.

One thing I know for certain. That our 
dispersion at war's end disabled us given our 
severance from something far greater to 
which we belonged.

We were much more than just a platoon of 
18year olds bonded in the adversity of war.

We carried more power than the twenty-
five R4 rifles with their six magazines tucked 
into our webbing.

We were more potent than our platoon 
stock of 4000 rounds, and more deadly than 
the 2000 rounds carried in belts for our three 
MAG machine guns.

We were more threatening than our 
assorted personal weapons, our rifles or 9mm 
Star pistols or shotguns or pangas or 
sheathed jack-knives.

We instilled more fear than the bombs 
lugged in rucksacks for launch by the 60mm 
mortar pipe during times of defence or attack.

We were more fearsome than the 
captured RPG-7 rocket launcher we 
shouldered, more ominous than the HE 
rockets protruding above soldiers' heads from 
the overloaded backpacks they hauled.

We were more forbidding than the 
Snotneusie, the M25 Grenade launcher, 
which most of us had a turn at carrying sooner 
or later.

More severe than the rifle grenades and 
mortar bombs and illumination mortars and 
coloured smoke grenades and ammunition 
belts and rocket flares and ballistic rounds 
spread out for transport amongst us.

Greater than the signalling power of the 

heavy B25 radio carried by our overburdened 
signaller, greater than the four B52 radios 
carried by our internal commanders.

Heavier than all this kit and the numerous 
sleeping-bags, bivvies, groundsheets, water-
bottles, tins, ration packs, rifle-cleaning kits, 
empty sand-bags, fire-buckets and spades 
which counterinsurgency dictated we should 
carry.

We slogged through the bush with much 
more than all this and other necessities - old 
magazines,  dog-eared novels,  Sony 
Walkmans and tapes, bottles of suntan-lotion, 
toothbrushes and toothpaste, razors and 
shaving foam, toilet paper, slip-slops, packets 
of cigarettes, boxes of matches, dog-eared 
letters, Southern Cross writing materials, 
secret diaries, hidden cameras, treasured 
photographs, personal trinkets and good-luck 
charms.

We were more than the 40 kilogram 
haversacks to which we melded ourselves, 
and struggled with through thick sand and 
rough bush in heat that was frequently around 
40 degrees Celsius.

We were more than the twenty-five weary 
figures laden with packs and webbing and 
weaponry staggering in leaden boots up to a 
muddy waterhole in the midday heat.

More than the crashing figures struck with 
adrenalin ploughing into the sand for cover 
when walking into contact with the enemy.

More than the sections taking directions 
by radio from a frantic young lieutenant as 
chaotic battle plans unfolded in yet another 
fleeting engagement under the relentless 
Owamboland sun.

The platoon was more about boys, decent 
boys mostly, reared in average, middle-class 
families across South Africa.

It was about boys from backgrounds of 
strong morality; church-goers many, boys who 
came together as national servicemen as a 
matter of course because politicians said they 
must.

It was about boys who did so because their 
older brothers and friends did so, and their 
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cousins and uncles before them.
It was about boys who went off to the war 

more for adventure than idealism, more for a 
r i te  o f  passage than a war  against 
Communism.

It was about a group of Afrikaans and 
English boys cast together into a warring tribe 
- the platoon - who developed a shared mind 
in one of Africa's less remembered wars.

A mind that evolved its own mutations - not 
all of them good, because war is a dark 
business - a shared mind that forged its own 
secrets in the bush.

Mutations and secrets we created then left 
behind us in the scorching sands of 
Owamboland and Angola.

Secrets that remain in the wrinkles of our 
comrades, and in our eyes when we look in 
the mirror.

Look into the mirror, brother - what do you 
see? You see your eyes softened by the 
passing of time and the playfulness of your 
children. You also see the eyes of a killer.

Yours were the eyes of our shared mind 
that fleshed into action the deeds we don't talk 
about.

That's why we can't speak about the war to 
outsiders.

Only our comrades understand - those 
greying men who were once part of our 
common mind. They know what we did and 
why we did it and they don't judge. They 
remain loyal to the grave where they take our 
secrets.

When we left the war, our severance from 
the shared mind disabled us - but also 
released us. We become individuals again 
and built our lives alone and moved on.

Before that we were not ourselves, yet 
were ourselves collectively.

Yes, we were Infantrymen, but what were 
we really?

We were a tribe, a shared mind of boys 
whose job was to kill. That was the world to 
which we belonged.

A part of me has never been comfortable 
with that - and a bigger part misses it more".

By Steve De Witt
Editors Note: Another gem from Steve De 
Witt, and once again we thank another 
veteran opening his heart to express that 
bond which we as fellow brothers in arms 
know so well.

Greetings

“'But I don't want to go among mad people,' 
said the Cook. 
'Oh, you can't help that,' said the RSM, 'We're 
all mad here!'
'I can't go back to yesterday - because I was a 
different person then. Why, sometimes I've 
believed as many as six impossible things 
before breakfast.”
(With apologies to Lewis Carroll in general)

Geoff Lathy
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 It is with much sadness, and trepidation 
on my part, that we bid farewell to Paddy 
Clarence as editor of The Jock Column. I am 
sure many of you feel, as do I, an enormous 
sense of gratitude to Paddy for the twenty odd 
years he has spent as Editor, during which he 
has produced a huge number of editions of 
The Jock Column, no small undertaking, and 
often thankless, chasing submissions and 
finding advertisers to help offset production 
costs.

It is with this in mind that we shall be 
stmoving into the 21  Century and taking The 

Jock Column digital. Members will need to 
r e g i s t e r  o n  t h e  J o c k ' s  w e b s i t e 
(www.jocks.co.za) in order to download the 
new digital edition of The Jock Column. This 
will help on two fronts, members will now be 
able to obtain their fix without having to be 
subjected to the vagaries of the post office, 
something our overseas readers in particular 
will appreciate, and we will save an enormous 
amount of money on production costs. Each 
edition of the Column costs the Association 
around R10,000.00, money which can be 
better applied elsewhere. We will still do a 
small print run for those who are unable to 
access The Jock Column online.

For those who do not know me, a brief 
introduction. My name is Geoff Lathy. I have 
been proofreading The Jock Column for a 
while now and have been volunteered to take 
over from Paddy, ably assisted by David 
Harris, Susan Wright and many others. It 
seems 'an impossible thing to do before 
breakfast!', but here I am with my first edition 
completed. My apologies if I inadvertently 
repeat anything you've read before, but I hope 
that, at the very least, I will be able to provide 
you with your dose of news and articles of 
interest.

I am the baby in the Association having 
done my national service in 1988/1989. I did 
my basic training at 3SAI and the rest of my 2 
years at 4SAI, with an 11-month sojourn on 
the border during the implementation of UN 
Resolution 435. Following that I was sent to 
the Jocks for camps. I then avoided any 
interaction with the military until the MOTH 

grabbed me in 2015 and RSM Wright, who is 
in my Shellhole, discovered that I had been in 
the Jocks. The rest, as they say, is history. 

It has been a wonderful experience to be 
back in the fold, and what a privilege to have 
served, and to be able to continue serving, the 
finest Regiment in the world, the Transvaal 
Scottish.

Membership Fees

Scale of Fees - 2019
Transvaal Scottish Veterans (1939-45): R60.00 
Ordinary TS members (Post 1945):    R240.00
Associate members:   R240.00
Overseas membership:   R360.00
Life membership:            20 x annual Ordinary 

The Association's bank details are:
Transvaal Scottish Regimental Association
Bank:  First National Bank Ltd
Branch:  Northcliff
Branch Code: 253 705
Account No.: 596 365 411 36
SWIFT code for foreign payments:    
FIRNZAJJ

Members depositing their fees directly into the 
account must ensure the reference/recipient 
section on the deposit slip/EFT reflects their 
name or account number, and a copy emailed 
to John Hopkins to ensure the correct 
a l l o c a t i o n  o f  t h e i r  p a y m e n t  a t 
johnbl.hopkins@gmail.com

The Jock Column

Articles should be sent, preferably by email, to 
the editor at jock.column@jocks.co.za or 
posted to the Association's postal address 
(refer inside front cover). Photographs will be 
returned to the sender where requested. 

The Jock Column is distributed every 
quarter – March, June, September and 
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The Jock Column 
- Advertising Rates  2019

Per issue 
Full page b/w   R 300.00 
Half page b/w  R 150.00
Quarter page b/w  R   75.00
Inside back cover b/w R 350.00
Outside back cover – Full colour  
on application

The View

Situated off St Andrew's Road, just up from 
the Sunnyside Park Hotel, stands the majestic 
home of the Regimental family of the 
Transvaal Scottish.
Originally built for Sir Thomas Cullinan, the 
house boasts a wonderful collection of 
Regimental memorabilia; offers pub lunches 
during the week and is available for formal 
lunches and dinner parties.
Contact Ian Hooper (072-321-4686) to book 
for your event.

Two crows were flying along slowly minding 
their own business enjoying the scenery, 
when all of a sudden out of the blue an F/A-
18E/F Super Hornet goes screaming past, 
barely missing the now somersaulting, and 
wildly flapping crows.

"Oh my God!" exclaims one crow in 
surprise. "He was sure moving!"

The other crow replies: "I reckon you 
would be too if you had two backsides and 
both of them were alight!

”During training exercises, the Lieutenant 
who was driving down a muddy back road 
encountered another car stuck in the mud with 
a red-faced Colonel at the wheel.

“Your car stuck, sir?" asked the Lieutenant 
as he pulled alongside. "Nope," replied the 
Colonel, coming over and handing him the 
keys. "Yours is."

A Drill Sergeant had just chewed out one of 
his cadets, and as he was walking away, he 
turned to the cadet and said: "I guess when I 
die, you'll come and dance on my grave."

The cadet replied: "Not me, Sarge…no sir!

“I promised myself that when I got out of the 
Army I'd never stand in another line."
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th2019 is the 30  Anniversary since the end 
o f  t h e  A n g o l a n  B u s h  W a r .  To 
commemorate this I am creating a limited 
run of 30 specially numbered Pro Patria 
Boot Knives as pictured. *
The knife is made form hardened and 
tempered Sandvik 12C27 steel which has 
the Pro Patria medal etched onto it. The 

fittings are nickel silver and the 
“Ribbon” is made from G10. The 

handle is African Blackwood.
Your number, rank, name 
and Pro Patria medal 
number is etched onto 
the obverse side of the 
blade.

Knives are priced at R3500, 
price includes a leather boot 

knife sheath.
Your deposit of R1000 secures your order.
A special order (included in the amount of 30 
knives only) for countries where double 
edged blades are prohibited is available as 
a single edged, drop point hunter.

Contact Seán Culhane on 
(082) 453-1741 or skculhane9@gmail.com 
for bank details and to place your order.

* Medal for comparison only and not included

Pro Patria Boot Knife
Limited EditionLimited Edition
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