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* * * * *

 


Once upon a time...

 


I was interrupted by someone walking into the room.

“What are you doing?” asked John, looking over my
shoulder.

“Writing a book” I replied.

“You can’t start a book with ‘Once upon a time’ it sounds like
a fairy tale, what is it about?” he asked.

“You” I replied.

“Me, you’re writing about me, what the hell for?” he
asked.

“I just thought I would put on paper some of those crazy
stories you keep tell us about your life in the army” I
replied.

“Can I read what you have written so far?” he
asked.

“I haven’t written anything yet, I was just starting when you
walked in” I replied.

“Give me the pen, if it’s about me then I suppose I had better
write it” he said.

“Right then” I said, throwing my pen at him. “Get on with it
if you think you can do any better”.

 


 


1966

 


Once upon a time outside the art college with some of my
fellow students, Willie Wanker, Billy Blow Job, Tosser and me, John
Thomas Sargeant, aka ‘The Sarge’.

The reason we were outside and not inside where we should have
been is this, we had all just been expelled from the college for
painting a nude, well that’s not exactly true, yes the girl was
nude and yes she did have paint on her, I thought we were being
very artistic but the teachers had other ideas.

We sound like a right bunch of perverts, but I assure you we
were all red blooded males with a very healthy interest in girls,
painted or otherwise.

Willie suddenly announced he was going to join the army, after
a lot of piss taking by the rest of us he bet us twenty quid apiece
that we hadn’t got the guts to do the same.

Now twenty quid was a lot of money in those days and like
idiots we took the wager without thinking of the consequences, so
off we went to the recruiting office.

The recruiting Sergeant greeted us with a hand
shake.

“Come in lads, you want to join the army do you”.

That was the first and last time a Sergeant ever shook my
hand.

“What’s your name lad?” he asked, looking me straight in the
eye.

“John Thomas Sargeant, err Sergeant” I spluttered.

“Sargeant Sergeant” he chuckled to himself sitting back down
at his desk.

The Corporal at the other desk was giggling like a big daft
tart, what did I say that was so funny?

Anyway he gave us all the usual crap about how good life was
in the army, we did a sort of entrance test thingy, you know the
sort of thing knocking square pegs into round holes, all that we
had to do now was to pass the medical.

A few weeks later I received a letter saying I’d passed the
entrance test and the medical and would I go back to the recruiting
office to be signed up.

Thinking Billy and Tosser must have got the same letter, I
went and signed on the dotted line and became a soldier.

Later that same day I met up with Billy and Tosser, they had
also received a letter like I had, but Billy was only seventeen and
needed his parent’s permission to join up and they wouldn’t give it
to him, Tosser had failed his medical because there something wrong
with his tackle, too much bloody wanking that was his problem and
Willie had now changed his mind about joining so that just left
me.

‘Thanks Guys’.

I must admit I thought about changing my mind but I’d already
had and spent the wages the army paid me on the day I signed up, I
had the travel warrant to York in my pocket and my suitcase was
already packed.

Come to think of it, I never did get my twenty quid off
Willie.....

The wanker.

 


 


Queen Elizabeth’s Bollocks

 


There I was, suitcase in hand on my way to York, Queen
Elizabeth’s Bollocks, Strensell York to be exact.

I never could pronounce the word ‘Barracks’ and still can’t to
this day, in my Yorkshire accent it always comes out as
‘Ballacks’.

 


On the train I met a lad who had also just joined up and was
on his way to York, his name was Arnold Sidebottom, he seemed a bit
gay to me, with a name like Sidebottom what do you expect and in
true army fashion he got nicknamed 'Justin'. I wasn't too keen on
him, but for the time being travelling with him was better than
being on my own, little did I know at the time that I would spend
most of my army career with him.

 


On arrival at York we had to report to the guard room, by now
there were quite a few of us, all new recruits, or ‘Red Arses’ as
we were later to be known, I joined the queue outside and we were
summoned in one by one. “Next”, bellowed a voice from within. I
stepped through the door.

“Name?” shouted a burly Corporal through the sliding glass
window that looked just like the serving hatch of our local off
licence, I nearly ordered two bottles of beer and a bag of
crisps.

“Name?” shouted the Corporal again, “Don’t yer know yer fukin
name or what”.

“Orr what” I stammered.

“Fuck me” says the Corporal, “Your fuckin name, what is
it?”

“Errrr, John Thomas Sargeant”.

“I’m not a Sergeant” said the Corporal

“No my name is John Thomas Sargeant” I said, trying to correct
him.

“John Thomas Sargeant, what?” he demanded.

“John Thomas Sargeant, Corporal” I shouted back, he seemed to
like being shouted at.

“That’s better and stand to attention when an NCO speaks to
you” said the Corporal, trying not to laugh.

What was so funny about my name? I thought, ‘If you think
that’s funny, wait until Justin comes in next’.

Another NCO came and stood next to him.

“Having a problem, Corporal?” he asked.

“No Sir just processing young John Thomas Sargeant, nearly
done Sir” said the Corporal standing to attention.

“John Thomas Sargeant eh” said the Sergeant Major, “I've just
read a book about you” he said, chuckling and walking
away.

“OK lad, wait outside” said the Corporal, “Next”.

 


Waiting outside it suddenly dawned on me what they thought was
funny, I am now Private Sargeant. I kept saying it to myself over
and over again, 'hope I never get promoted to the rank of Sergeant
and I must get hold of a copy of that book he was on
about'.

 


After everyone had been in the guardroom we were shown to a
barrack room, told to leave our suitcases and follow the NCO to the
stores to get our kit. With the kit came an inventory sheet and we
were told to check the sheet against the kit to make sure nothing
was missing, because any lost kit had to be paid for.

Now everything in the army is backwards, so reading the
inventory went something like this, for example.

You don’t get ‘one pair of trousers’, you get ‘trousers pair
one’. ‘Boots DMS pairs two’, and so on. Now what confused me was
the ‘housewife one’, what the hell is a ‘housewife one’, she’s my
father’s wife my mother, isn’t she, or did the army have a supply
of unwanted married mother’s that they issued to every
soldier.

We should be so lucky, convinced I hadn’t got mine, I asked
the NCO, he looked through my kit and said “Yep, it’s there”. He
hadn’t actually pointed to it or touched it so not wanting to look
a prat, I just said “Oh yea, there it is”. But I still didn’t know
what my housewife was. Now Justin did, well he would wouldn’t he,
he picked it up, handed it to me and I opened it.

“Oh no it’s a bleeding sewing kit” does this mean I have to do
my own mending.

 


I am not going to go into the details of army training, spit
and polish, room inspections, kit inspections, locker inspections,
drill and all the other pointless tasks, we all know that the job
of the army to beat you down and then build you back up into a lean
mean fighting machine. That’s not what this book is about and there
are plenty of ‘How we won the war books’ on the market, so the last
thing anyone needs is another.

 


So let me introduce you to the lads, we were ‘3’ Section ‘5’
Platoon, Quebec Company, there were ten of us in our room, starting
from the left side near the door has you entered the room there was
Paul Smith with two F’s, aka ‘Smudge’, next to him was a small
weedy little kid called Peter, I can’t remember his surname, but I
do recall it was something that sounded like the name of a well
known brand of washing powder so we called him ‘Suds’, next came a
lad from Scotland called Angus McCoatup or something like that, he
got nicknamed ‘Rob’ after Rob Roy, then Arnold came ,it’s hard to
give someone called Sidebottom a nickname so like I said earlier,
we called him ‘Justin’, and in the bottom corner was Tom Brown, aka
‘Schooldays’. On the right hand side of the room was ‘Midnight’ a
West Indian lad, I can’t remember his name and I probably couldn’t
pronounce it anyway, then there was Alan Murphy, aka ‘Spud’,
followed by another Scottish lad called Stuart Wales, a strange
name for a scot so we called him ‘Taffy’, then came Selwyn Jones,
now he should have been ‘Taffy’ with a good old welsh name like
that, but no he got called ‘Gapper’ because his front teeth were
missing and anyway he came from Sheffield not Wales, and in the
bottom corner was yours truly, me.

Our NCO’s were Lance Corporal ‘Jacko’ Jackson, Corporal ‘Bren’
Gunn, Sergeant ‘Nosey’ Parker and the platoon commander was a 2nd
Lieutenant Ponsonby, but they weren’t classed as one of the lads,
they just thought they were in charge.

 


Now Lt Ponsonby was the very first army officer I had ever
met, what a twit with his posh voice and his ‘Follow me chaps’
attitude. Follow him I wouldn’t follow him to the shit house never
mind into battle.

 


Once during training we were in some woods in the middle of
the night, pitch black it was, you couldn’t see ‘Midnight’ in front
of your face, unless he smiled at you.

Ponsonby was explaining about staying on the light coloured
ground and not walking on the dark ground as it could be a
ditch.

“Follow me chaps” he says, turns, then promptly disappears,
had he suddenly been abducted by aliens had some unseen enemy taken
him as hostage, walking gingerly up to where he had disappeared we
heard him say,

“Don’t come down here chaps, there’s a hole”

“No fuckin kidding” said Smudge, up to that point we had all
kept our composure and stifled the urge to laugh, that was it the
moment had gone and we all fell about laughing.

Cpl Gunn came running through the blackness towards us,
Schooldays stuck his leg out and Bren Gunn went arse over tit
straight down the hole on top of poor Poncey.

“Ouch! Bastard” yells Bren, from the hole.

“Get off me Corporal Gunn” demanded Poncey.

“Sorry sir, tripped and fell sir, sorry” said Bren.

He really did think he had tripped it was only afterwards that
Schooldays admitted to us that he had stuck his leg out and tripped
him on purpose.

“Help us out Sargeant” said Bren looking up from the
hole.

‘Sergeant, Nosey Parker’s not here’ I thought.

Oh, Sargeant, me, “Gather round lads, come on give us a hand
here” I shouted.

Most of the lads were still creased up with laughter and were
of no bloody use at all. I pulled Bren clear of the hole and Justin
pulled poncey clear, he started to brush him down, to dust the muck
off him, in reality I think Justin just wanted to touch.

“Get off me Sidebottom” shrieked Poncey.

“Haven’t touched your bottom” mumbled Justin walking away,
looking a little rejected.

“Going back to the mess corporal to get cleaned up, see to the
chaps” said Poncey.

“Right Sir” said Bren.

What kind of army was this, stop the war, the officer got
dirty and went back to the mess.

“OK you set of wankers” shouted Bren

“Now he’s gone let’s get one thing straight, you do not laugh
at your platoon commander, even if he is a prat”.

He then burst into laughter and set us all off
again.

 


“Wakey Wakey Rise and Shine you red arses, hands off your
cocks and onto your socks” screamed Sgt Parker bursting into the
barrack room and banging the hell out of a metal bin lid with his
pace stick.

“What the fuck” we all said in unison.

“Come on, out of them sweaty pits you idol fuckin lot it’s
rifle range today, let’s see if you can fuckin kill each other”
announced Nosey.

“Kill you, yer noisey twat” moaned Schooldays.

“I heard that Brown, if yer kill me I’ll come back n bloody
haunt yer you fukin o’rrable little towrag” Nosey shouted back has
he left the room.

We could still hear him bellowing in the distance and going
through the same ritual in all the other rooms.

 


We had been on the rifle range about an hour, when Captain
Montford aka ‘Monty’ the camp adjudant, strolls up.

Nosey Parker snaps to attention. “Attention” he
commands.

Now we are lying on the ground rifles in hand on the firing
range how the bloody hell do you lay to attention?

“Morning Sir” says Nosey, and salutes him,

“Morning Sergeant Parker, just taking Cromwell for his morning
walkies, what” replies Monty.

“Live firing sir, mind the dog” says Nosey.

“Yes, I will Sergeant, what” replies Monty,

“Come Cromwell, what” then off he strolls, Cromwell took no
notice he never did, one word from Monty and the dog did has he
pleased. Cromwell was a sort of sausage type dog but a bit bigger,
he was about four feet long, a foot wide and the poor little
bugger’s legs were only about four inches long, he had the biggest
cock on any dog you have ever seen, when he walked it dragged on
the ground, not surprised he couldn’t keep up with Monty. The lads
called him Snowplough because of the tracks he left behind in the
snow and the pile of snow he pushed along under his
belly.

 


A short time later Monty returns. Nosey Parker salutes him
again and once again we lie to attention on the ground.

“Have you seen my dog, what?” asks Monty.

“No sir not since you were here last” replies
Nosey.

“There he is sir” said a voice from up the line of prone
bodies on the ground.

“Where?” came back another voice.

“On the butts Sir” was the reply.

Now, for those of you who don’t know what the ‘Butts’ are,
they are the part of the range where the targets are.

We all looked down the range and sure enough there was
Cromwell having a shit.

“Here Cromwell” shouted Monty.

Cromwell didn’t take a blind bit of notice as
usual.

“Here Cromwell there’s a good boy, what” shouted Monty again,
and again, and still Cromwell took no notice.

After a few more try’s, everyone joined in with comments like
“For fucks sake” and “Dozy bastard thing” but this was annoying
Monty and Nosey Parker told us to “Shut it” or we would be on a
charge.

Peace restored, Nosey Parker got on the field telephone and
asked the lads in the butts to try and retrieve the dog, but
Cromwell was having none of it.

“Here Cromwell” shouts Monty again, “There will be no peaches
and cream for tea if you don’t come now, what”, and still Cromwell
took no notice.

Now this is where Monty really lost the plot.

“Cromwell if you don’t be a good boy and come here now I will
order these boys to shoot you, what” he screamed at the dog. Ah!
That worked, Cromwell looked towards us, then turned around pissed
up one of the targets and proceeded to walk back along the top of
the butts.

I remember thinking ‘Why the fuck don’t you walk down the
range and get your own fuckin dog you lazy bastard it’s only 500
yards’.

“Right boys shoot my dog” screamed Monty, who was by now
bright red in the face with rage. Nosey Parker hurriedly walked
down the back of the row of men still laid in the firing
positions.

“Don’t you fuckin dare” he commanded out of the corner of his
mouth trying not to let Monty hear him.

“Shoot my dog” ordered Monty again.

Then we heard it, the sound of the ‘Gimpy’ being cocked. The
‘Gimpy’ is the ‘General Purpose Machine Gun’ or G.P.M.G. capable of
firing about a 1,000 rounds a minute.

Nosey Parker set off in the direction of the machine gun but
before he had chance to say anything.

Rat. Tat. Tat. Tat. Tat. Rat. Tat. Tat. Tat, too
late.

Rob Roy who was manning the ‘Gimpy’ let off two bursts and
poor old Cromwell disappeared in a cloud of dust.

There were bits of Cromwell all over the butts, we were sent
with plastic bags to pick up what was left while Rob Roy was
marched off the guard room under arrest and Monty just stood there
saying “What, What, What” over and over again. Well he had given
the order all Rob did was obey it.

That was his defence he says he never heard Nosey Parker tell
him not to fire. When we got back to the barracks Rob’s bed had
gone and we never saw him again, we did hear he had been kicked out
of the army.

As for Cromwell, he got a nice little grave behind the
officer’s mess and every now and again there were fresh flowers on
it, put there we assume by Monty.

Now that just confirms my belief that the higher the rank in
the army, the more stupid the person.

 


Nights in the barrack room were to say the least boring, we
were meant to be bulling (cleaning) practicing weapons drill and
such other delights, as I said meant to be, most of the time we
were just laid about on our beds, that was until an NCO entered the
building then it was amazing how busy you can look doing
nothing.

 


One night Justin went off to the washroom for a shower, when
he returned he had with him a large stick of Dobie soap which we
used to clean clothes with, he had

fashioned it into a dildo about a foot long and really fat it
had a flange, veins and looked just like the real thing, except it
was bright yellow. Justin looking like the cat who got the cream
was really pleased with his handy work or was it because he had
been having fun with it in the shower.

He stood there wanking it. “Look” he said, “You can get a
right lather up”, the soap went all creamy in his hand,

“Oh, Oh, Oh, vinegar stroke” he groaned as if cuming for real
then wearing only a towel he proceeded to dance around the room
with the dildo between his legs flicking the soap suds
everywhere.

At that moment ‘Suds’ walked into the room, also dress only in
only a towel, had these two be in the shower together, no they
can’t have, could they. I know that none of the others, myself
included, dare go near the shower room if Justin was in there, you
just didn’t know what he will do next, or was that my imagination
running riot again.

Justin still running around see’s Suds and makes a bee line
straight for him; he grabs a hold of Suds towel and yanks it away
leaving him bollock naked. Suds jumped onto his bed trying to get
away but Justin jumped on top of him with the soap dildo still
between his legs and thrusting away for all he was
worth.

If Suds hadn’t been wriggling so much I swear he would have
been fucked, literally.

By now the whole room was cheering him on. Justin then jumped
off Suds and whipped his own towel away to reveal the biggest
erection you have ever seen.

“Look at that” he says, holding his cock in his hand. It was
nearly as big as the soap dildo, now we know what he used for a
model.

God I wish I had one like that” said Smudge.

“Play your cards right love and you can, I’m off for a wank”
announces Justin and promptly sets off in the direction of the
toilet block with his cock in one hand, a body building magazine
and the soap dildo in the other.

“Needs some big black mamba” said Midnight holding his crotch
and thrusting it towards Justin.

“And you too” replied Justin.

“Can we watch?” asked Spud.

“Kinky madam” said Justin, “Watch, you can take part if you
like”.

So was that it, had Justin finally come out.

I always knew he was bating for the other team.

 


Most nights there was something weird going on, more often
than not one or more of the lads would be playing a practical joke
of some sort.

After a few beers in the NAAFI, half pissed and giggling like
little school girls. ‘Midnight’, ‘Spud’, ‘Smudge’ and I came back
to the room.

The others were asleep.

“Shush” says Midnight putting his finger across his lips
“Let’s put one of them outside”.

“They are in bed” said Spud,

“Yer, put one outside in his bed” said Midnight.

Being half pissed, this seemed like a good idea.

“How the hell, we going to do that”? I asked.

“Open the window” said Midnight, pointing at the
door.

The windows in the barrack room were the big sash type, and a
bed would easily fit through.

Smudge opened the window, in came a cold breeze of fresh air,
this disturbed Schooldays in the end bed, he turned over and
mumbled something incoherent, pulled his blankets up to his neck
and went back to sleep, so we couldn’t put him outside he would
definitely wake up.

Justin was fast asleep with his arse sticking out from under
the covers as usual, he was a big bloke and in the state we were in
there was no way we were going to pick him up.

“Ok then who’s it going to be cos we don’t want them to wake
up” I said.

A voice from the other side of the room said “Get in bed yer
noisy bastards we are trying to sleep” it was Gapper, so that let
him off the hook.

Midnight walked over to Suds bed and gave it one hell of a
kick, there was a loud bang as the bed bounced off the wall, Suds
didn’t move.

“He’ll do” he said.

So Suds had drawn the short straw, picking up his bed we very
slowly moved it to the centre of the room.

“For fucks sake” shouted Gapper “What the fuck are you
doing?”

“Shush” says Midnight putting his finger across his lips
again, “Give us a hand”.

“Not me mate your all fuckin crazy, I don’t want anything to
do with it, and shut that frickin window it’s fuckin freezing in
here” he said, lying back down and covering his head with his
blankets.

Picking the bed up again we moved towards the open window,
lifting it above the sill we got the head end through first then me
and Midnight ran outside to the get hold of the other end, which by
now was neither in or out of the barrack room but sort of suspended
in mid air balancing on the window frame, with the sudden change in
air temperature Suds started to stir.

“Oh shit” said Smudge.

We all dived under the bed laughing like demented
hyenas.

Suds turned over and then settled down again.

Joined outside by Smudge and Spud we were having trouble
lifting the legs at the foot of the bed clear of the
sill.

Gapper appeared at the window, grabs the foot end of the bed
and gives it one almighty push.

“Now fuck off and let me sleep” he moaned, slamming the window
shut.

Suds stirred again and once more we dived for cover but he
didn’t wake up. This kid could sleep for England.

Picking the bed up again we staggered towards the barrack
square, you know, the big tarmac thing that we marched up and down
on, looks like a car park, by now we were starting to sober up and
realise what we were doing.

“I think we’d better take him back now lads” I
said.

While we were debating if we should or not we heard footsteps
coming from around the corner.

“Someone’s coming” said Spud.

“Quick run” said Smudge.

Then a voice in the distance shouts “Sergeant
Parker”.

“Oh Christ” I said “It’s Nosey Parker”.

The footsteps stopped, started again then slowly faded away
into the distance.

“Quick let’s get to the square before he comes back” said
Midnight.

We left poor Suds in bed in the middle of the barrack square
and ran back to the barrack room, our intention was to send someone
to wake him before morning, but we all fell asleep.

 


The next morning at 6.30 Nosey Parker came into the room as
usual with his hands on cock routine to wake us up.

“Who the fucks missing” he demanded to know, looking at the
empty bed space.

Midnight looked at me, I looked at Smudge.

“Ah fuck, Suds” exclaimed Spud, as last night’s little
escapade suddenly dawned on us.

“And where is ah fuck Suds?” asked Nosey Parker.

But before anyone could answer we heard someone in the
distance screaming like a banshee.

“That’s the RSM” said Nosey, running out of the
room.

Now Regimental Sergeant Major ‘Knocker’ Knowles was and in all
fairness can only be described as a bastard.

We, of course knew what the problem was, he had found Suds, we
followed Nosey out towards the barrack square.

There was Suds standing bolt upright to attention on his bed
wearing only his underpants, wondering what the fuckin hell had
happened to him and how the hell he had got there, the RSM was
stomping around the bed kicking it and screaming like a madman,
waving his pace stick at Suds demanding an explanation but Suds
just stared down at him in disbelief.

Knocker turned and saw Nosey running toward him.

“Is this o’rrable fuckin thing yours Sergeant?” he demanded to
know.

“Yes Sir” replied Nosey.

“Take it away, its offensive to my square” screamed
Knocker.



The square, as everyone in the army knows, is the pride and
joy of every Regimental Sergeant Major in the land and god help
those who venture near it that is unless you are on parade which
the RSM seemed to be permanently. Every day you could see him with
his pace stick open at the correct marching pace, trooping up and
down giving himself orders and humming some regimental tune has he
went, stopping only to pick up the smallest speck of dirt. I think
the ‘mental’ in regimental just about sums it up.

Nosey double marched Suds away and we grabbed his bed and
returned to the barrack room where they were waiting for us. Not
having a lot of choice in the matter we confessed all. Sergeant
Parker left it at that for the time being saying he would deal with
us later.

Suds on the other hand just did not see the funny side of it
and asked to be moved to another section in another room, he got
his wish. There were now eight of us, at this rate there will be no
one left in our section by the time we finish our
training.

Later we heard from Lance Corporal ‘Jacko’ Jackson that the
RSM and ‘Nosey’ Parker had, had a good laugh about it over a drink
in the Sergeants mess. Huh, Knocker Knowles laugh I wish I could
have seen that. We didn’t actually get away with it, and ended up
with extra guard duties, cookhouse fatigues, area cleaning and a
whole host of other shit jobs, but that wasn’t the last time we had
a laugh with an army bed.

Late one night we were awoke by the incessant squeaking of bed
springs. It was Taffy bashing his bishop again, that lad just
couldn’t leave it alone.

On laundry days he had to break his sheets over the end of the
bed before he could fold them, they were that stiff.

“Anyone we know?” asked Smudge.

“Two’s up” shouts Midnight.

“Give up, you’ll wear it out or go blind” I said.

“Haaaaaa!” moaned Taffy.

“Thank fuck for that, now can we get back to sleep” said
Spud.

“Alright for you, I’ve got to sleep with it now” said
Taffy.

“Fuck off you dirty bastard, ain’t yer got any tissue?” I
asked.

“Get yourself a wank sock” said Smudge.

“What the fuck is a wank sock?” asked Taffy.

“A sock you put over yer cock so yer dont cum in yer bed” came
the reply.

“He He” chuckled Taffy, “A fuckin wank sock, I never heard of
that before”.

“But don’t use yer army issue one’s there as rough as fuck”
said Spud.

“Yer you want one of them nice soft civi ones or better still
get your lass to send yer a pair of her knickers” said
Midnight.

“Preferable unwashed” I said.

“Of course” replied Midnight “There no good if she hasn’t had
them on”.

“You lot get worse”, said Justin, who had been laid listening
to the conversation.

“Hark who’s talking” I remarked to Justin.

“Are you wearing your lasses knickers then Midnight?” I
asked.

“Sure am” he says, then he jumps out of bed revealing some
white frilly panties with a nice pink bow on the front with his
cock sticking out down the side of one leg hole and his balls
sticking out down the other, pulling the elasticated leg to one
side trying to get his cock back in, he says “Not much room for me
bollocks though”.

“Hope they look better on your lass then they do on you”
laughed Smudge.

“Very nice” I said.

“Sexy” commented Taffy.

“Two’s up” said Justin.

“Wouldn’t you be better off with my underpants?” asked Spud,
throwing a pair of his dirty shreddies at Justin, who caught them
had a sniff and threw them back.

“Dirty bastard” he said, “They’ve got skid marks in
them”.

“Are you lot going to be quiet now?” asked
Schooldays,

“God I’m surrounded by perverts” he said.

We put the lights out and settled back down to
sleep.

Smudge got out of bed and was leaving the room.

“Don’t forget your sock” said a voice out of the
darkness.

“Bollocks” replied Smudge has he left the room.

Every night Company standing orders were posted on the notice
board, they were a list of things we needed to know for the next
day such as what kit to wear, what was, needed, who was on
Commanding Officers orders etc

One night Justin’s name was on it.

“Hey Justin you seen standing orders?” I asked

“Not yet” answered Justin.

“Yer names on it you have to see the C. O, what you been up
to?” I asked

He went to have a look and on his return he looked
puzzled.

“I ain’t done nowt wrong, I’m not on a charge or owt” he
said.

The next morning we continued with our training and Justin
went to his appointment with the C. O.

We meet up with him later that day and asked what he was
wanted for.

“Some bastards been spreading stories around that I’m gay” he
said.

“Well you are” I said

“And yer did try to fuck Suds with yer soap dildo” said
Spud.

“It better not be one of you fuckers” said Justin.

“Anyway what did the C. O. say to you?” I asked.

“There was the C. O, Nosey Parker, and the medical officer,
they were asking questions like ‘Did I have a girlfriend and did I
like girls’, ‘What did I think of women’, they knew all about what
happened with Suds and the soap dildo” he explained.

“What did you tell them?” asked Smudge

“Told them it was all an act and that we were just having a
bit of fun”, then they said ‘they were going to keep an eye on me
in future and any more reports of this kind would lead to me being
chucked out of the army’.

“Who the fuck, reported you then?” I asked.

“Bet it was Suds” said Midnight.

“Look it stands to reason” he continued, “Justin tried to fuck
him, we dumped him on the barrack square, then he moved to another
section” he explained.

“Yep, you are probably right” I said.

“The grassing little bastard, I’ll fuckin kill him” said
Justin setting off towards the room that Suds was in.

Midnight grabbed him, “Hold on a minute if you do anything to
him now you will really be in the shit” he said.

“OK, then let's put all this stupid army training into
practice and do this right” I said.

“What, we going to do, get him outside on his own, when no
one’s looking?” asked Smudge.

“No” I said continuing “Gather around I will
explain”.

We all huddled together in a group.

Late that night when everyone was asleep, we sneaked into the
room that Suds was in, there were nine other lads in this room and
we didn’t want to wake any of them.

Without making a sound or speaking to each other we picked up
Suds bed and lifted it onto the top of two of steel lockers, he was
now balanced about six foot off the ground and fast asleep in his
bed. We then retreated into the corridor and set off the fire
alarm, all hell broke loose, the noise was incredible, everyone in
the whole barrack block woke up, we stayed just long enough to see
Suds sit bolt upright, hit his head on the light fitting, swing his
legs round as if to get out of bed then fall the six feet to the
floor quickly followed by his bed which landed on top of
him.

“Got yer, you bastard” whispered Justin.

We then hurried back to our room, a few seconds later Nosey
Parker comes storming into the room, any quicker and he would have
caught us, before he had chance to say anything, Justin sat up in
bed and rubbing his eyes, said,

“What the fucks happening Sergeant?”

“Fire, out of your pits and get outside now” he
ordered.

We all lined up outside like good little soldiers, by this
time the Fire Brigade had arrived and the place was crawling with
firemen.

“Oh! I do love a man in uniform” said Justin.

“Shut it yer daft twat” I said.

One fireman emerged from the building and Nosey Parker went to
meet him.

“It’s alright sergeant it’s a false alarm, there is no fire
but we found this under an upturned bed” he said, pointing to
another fireman who was carrying Suds over his shoulder.

The second fireman laid Suds on the ground.

“He unconscious” he said, giving Suds a blast of oxygen from
his air tank.

“He’s coming round”.

“Got a nasty cut on his forehead, better get him to see your
medic” said the first Fireman.

Nosey Parker pointed to me and Justin.

“You two go get a stretcher and take him to the medical
centre” he ordered.

We loaded Suds onto the stretcher and off we went bouncing him
up and down.

“Ouch me arm, I think it’s broken” moaned Suds.

“Nearly there” I said, trying to sound all concerned, really
not giving a toss if it hurt or not.

“What happened anyway?” asked Suds.

“You fell out of bed and then your bed jumped on top of you
and then you set off the fire alarm” said Justin.

“How the fuck did I do that?” asked Suds.

“Don’t know, but you did” I said, trying to keep a straight
face.

At the medical centre we were met by the medical
officer.

“Casualty from the fire?” he asked.

“There weren’t a fire Sir” I said.

“No there weren’t a fire” repeated Justin, “He fell out of bed
and set off the fire alarm”.

“Silly boy” said the doc, “How did you do that?”

“Can’t remember” said Suds.

Just then Nosey Parker arrived, no doubt to have a word with
Suds about what had happened.

“You two back to the barrack room” he ordered,

Justin started to try and explain to Nosey that Suds had
fallen out of bed and set off the fire alarm, and for a few seconds
Nosey listened to him.

“Don’t be so fuckin daft, fallen out of bed, go on back to the
barracks with yer and if I find out it’s anything to do with you
two, you’ll be on a charge” said Nosey.

“Nowt to do with me I were asleep” said Justin.

I grabbed Justin’s arm and pulled him towards the
door.

“Shut it, daft twat, we’ve got away with it” I
whispered.

Back in the barrack room we told the rest of the lads what we
had said to Suds and that we had convinced him that it was the
truth, we then, all agreed to keep our mouths shut.

No one ever found out what really happen and no one believed
that Suds had done it himself, after a while no one
cared.

We heard that Suds had gone off to hospital to get his arm
set, he also had three stitches in his forehead, but because of the
pot on his arm he was unable to continue training for six weeks, he
did get some sick leave, which made us a bit jealous but that
didn’t really bother us, he had missed six weeks training and was
back squaded down to the next up and coming platoon, so he had to
repeat the last six weeks training all over again.

That was satisfaction enough for Justin.

Revenge is sweet.

Training was coming to an end, during training we had all been
badged up as the Yorkshire Brigade, but we were now rebadged with
our respective regimental badges ready to go to our chosen
regiments.

Midnight and Justin were going to the Duke of Wellington’s
Regiment. Smudge and Gapper to the Green Howards, Spud and
Schooldays to the Prince of Wales, and Taffy and me to the York and
Lancaster’s, I don’t really know why I picked the Y & L
probably because they were my home towns regiment and they were
stationed in Cyprus.

There we were all bulled up, badged up shining like new pins,
looking the same, but different, if you know what I mean, ready for
our pass out parade.

All our friends and relatives were invited and were seated on
a makeshift stand at the end of the barrack square.

We lined up behind the band, out of sight, outside our barrack
block.

“By the left, quick march” was the command.

As we stepped off the band struck up, I don’t know the name of
the tune but Midnight who I was next to started to sing.

 


Have you ever had your bollocks in a rat trap.

In a rat trap. In a rat trap.

Have you ever had your bollocks in a rat trap.

In a rat trap. In a rat trap.

 


“Silence in the ranks” came a very hushed command from one of
the NCO’s.

Marching onto the square we all tried to look towards the
stand without turning our heads, to see if we could spot our
relatives. We were marched around a few times and halted in front
of the rostrum where the C.O and another officer were
stood.

“Private Brown” the officer called out.

Schooldays snaps to attention and marches towards the rostrum,
halts, salutes and stands there riveted to the spot.

“For most up and coming recruit” said the officer, and the C.O
hands Schooldays a certificate, he salutes again, about turns and
returns to the ranks.

“Well Done Brown, that’s one up for five platoon” whispered
Nosey Parker, when Schooldays marched past him.

“Private Sidebottom” calls the officer.

“That’s another one for five platoon” beams Nosey, sticking
his chest out with pride.

“Fuck me, Justin’s won” I whispered in surprise.

“Probably first prize for the biggest dildo” whispered
Midnight.

Justin had reached the rostrum by now.

“For best recruit” said the officer and the C.O hands Justin a
small plaque, he salutes, about turns, but because he was holding
the plaque in his left hand or because he was so overwhelmed with
the occasion, he forgot how to march, instead of right foot
forward, left arm back, he went right foot forward right arm
forward.

“Fuck me he’s waddling like a fuckin duck” said
Nosey.

A ripple of hushed laughter went through the ranks.

“Shut it” someone said.

“And the award for the best platoon goes to Five Platoon,
Quebec Company” said the officer.

“We’ve only gone and fuckin done it, a clean sweep” said
Nosey, hardly able to contain himself.

Lieutenant Ponsey comes to attention and marches towards the
rostrum, dressed in full ceremonial uniform complete with sword
which was scrapping on the ground.

“Wants to get a little wheel on the end of that” commented
someone in the ranks.

The C.O handed Poncey a large silver cup.

“We’ve won the cup. We’ve won the cup, E.I.N.G.O we’ve won the
cup” chanted Justin in a hushed voice.

“Don’t know how the fuck we managed that” I said.

“Right turn, Quick march” came the command.

We stepped off and the band started playing once
more.

 


Have you ever had your bollocks in a rat trap

In a rat trap. In a rat trap.

Have you ever had your bollocks in a rat trap

In a rat trap. In a rat trap.

 


Sings Midnight once more.

Around and around we marched a few more times and to the
applause of our relatives we marched off the square.

Back in the barrack room, getting ready to go home on leave,
we said our goodbyes to each other, we promised to keep in touch
but we knew that some of us would never meet again.

 


York & Lancaster’s

 


It was 1967, when I joined the York & Lancaster’s, who
were stationed at Episkopi barracks in Cyprus.

My first impressions of the Y & L was that they always
seemed to be having a parade, the Queen’s Birthday parade, the
Remembrance Day parade, the every bloody Saturday parade, the C.O’s
dogs birthday parade, the Sergeant Majors had a fart today parade,
you name it we had a parade for it, what was the point of all this
marching up and down, except to fill some sort of sadistic fetish
of the RSM’s ,did the Queen really care if we were having a parade
for her birthday.

The RSM, I can’t remember his name, was a bigger bastard than
Knocker Knowles at Srensell, he would stand in the centre of the
square with us marching around him, then he would point his pace
stick at no one in particular and shout

“Give that man extra drill Sergeant”.

The Sergeant would just grab the nearest man to him, this twat
had me on extra drill on my very first parade, I hadn’t been on the
bloody island a week and I was in trouble.

The barrack blocks were three story affairs, I was on the top
floor, once again in ‘5’ platoon, ‘B’ company, god was I destined
to be ‘5’ platoon for the rest of my days.

These rooms were very large with about twenty men to a room, I
won’t try to introduce you to everyone there are just too many and
I can’t recall all their names anyway.

Taffy had ended up in a different company, ‘C’ company I
think, so I didn’t see much of him.

Because of the climate we only worked until lunch time, and
then providing we were not on any other duties, the rest of the day
was ours to do as we pleased.

Some of the rules seem to have been relaxed you could call a
Corporal by his first or nickname and a Sergeant ‘Sarge’ as long as
no one of higher rank was in hear shot.

My bed was in the corner, I always got the corner bed, the
further away from the door the better, which was hard to do in this
room as there were four doors to each side of the room, leading out
on to a veranda at each side of the building.

Across the room from me, I learned, was a lad called Nobby
Clarke, he was a few years older than the rest of us and at one
time had been a corporal but got busted back down to private, god
knows what for, no one was saying and I don’t think anyone had the
nerve to ask, he still thought he was a corporal, I suppose it
takes a bit of getting used to if your busted back to the ranks. He
tried to bully other lads into having his own way and getting them
to do things for him, he tried it on with me but I was having none
of it, so he tried threatening me. This apparently was why the
corner bed was vacant no one wanted to be near him.

 


In the early hours of one morning I was awoken by the smell
of something burning, in the darkness all I could see was a large
red circle that looked to be just above Nobbys bed, I put my
bedside light on and saw that his mosquito net was on fire, not
blazing but smouldering, I jumped out of bed and grabbed the net
tearing it down from where it was secured to the ceiling, folding
it over and over again on the floor to put the fire out.

Nobby woke up wanting to know what I was doing.

“You were on fire” I said.

“Fuck off before I thump you” said Nobby.

Some of the other lads in the room were also woken up by the
shouting and came to see what was happening. I explained to them
about his bed being on fire.

“Fuck him” one of them said.

“And thanks” said one of the others, “We could have all been
burned”.

The next morning Nobby was in a right mood wanting to know
what had happened to his mosquito net.

“It was you, I remember seeing you” said Nobby grabbing the
front of my shirt, I shoved him away, he clenched his fist to take
a swing at me, just as a lad came up behind him and grabbed him by
the arm.

“Touch him and you’re on a charge Clarkey” he said.

I later found out he was Corporal ‘Davy’ Jones.

Davy explained to him what had happened during the night,
apparently Nobby had come back from the NAAFI pissed up and had
fallen asleep with a lit cigarette in his hand. He seemed to be
taken aback by this, turning back to me, “Err, Thanks mate, sorry”
he said, after that we became quite good mates, which came in handy
later on. Apparently if you have been promoted once and then get
demoted it doesn’t take long to get promoted back up again, and
Nobby soon got his stripes back, not only that, he was made a
regimental policeman (RP), it was just the job for a
bully.

 


There had been some trouble in the 1950’s on the island
between the Greeks and Turk’s, I am not going to get into the
politics of it, probably America and the UK sticking their noses in
where it’s not wanted as usual, anyway this meant that now in the
1960’s we were sent up to the village of Troodos to where the RAF
had some of those giant golf ball things and our job was to guard
them.

Now 6,000 feet up a mountain it tends to get a bit cold and
when it snows, it’s about 10 to 20 feet deep, we were issued with
tropical kit and believe me it was bloody freezing at night,
through the day it didn’t seem real, all this snow and glorious
sunshine, it certainly didn’t feel like a Mediterranean
island.

Usually the duty lasted for a month and to get up there we
would normally travel by truck but coming back down was another
matter, there always seemed to be plenty of ways to get there, but
very few ways to get down.

If the snow was too deep or the weather too bad and the trucks
couldn’t get through, then we were taken up by helicopter, which
was unable to land because there was nowhere for it to land, so we
had to jump out, this also meant that the outgoing guard could not
board the helicopter, on more than one occasion we had overlapping
guards, too many men and not enough beds, and some had to sleep on
the floor.

We were taking over the duty one day and this was the first
time I had arrived by helicopter, hovering over the side of what
looked to me like a cliff face.

“Jump and move out from under the helicopter as soon as you
hit the ground” said the officer in charge.

All the lads just jumped one by one with no problem, landing
in the snow they picked up their gear they moved off.

I looked at the officer in the helicopter.

“Go on then” he said “Jump”.

“How high are we?” I asked.

“Only about ten feet” he replied.

I jumped, ten foot my fuckin arse it was more like thirty, I
landed in the snow and promptly disappeared up to my waist and
unable to move I was quickly followed by a dozen pairs of ski’s
which landed on top of me much to the amusement of the other lads,
still laughing they helped me out of the snow, we collected our
gear and the ski’s together and set off towards the
barracks.

“What are the ski’s for?” I asked

“To give to the outgoing guard so they can get back down to
the snow line and meet the trucks to go back to camp” explained
Davy.

“What, they ski down the mountain?” I asked

“That is unless they want to stay here” said another of the
lads.

“I hope the snows gone before we go back, I can’t fuckin ski”
I said.

“Well you’ve got a month to learn in, or you can stay here”
said Davy.

 


The camp at Troodos was only very small, consisting of a group
of huts, there was a permanent staff of a few RAF personal a couple
of REME blokes, a couple of blokes from the Royal Signals, a couple
of cooks and some Royal Engineers but we didn’t have anything much
to do with them.

The cookhouse was just a kitchen where you queued up with your
tin tray, then went back to your hut to eat your meal. The NAAFI
was just a shop where you could buy food, sweets, cigs etc, and
that was only open a couple of hours a day, all in all the camp was
shit, not a lot to do and nowhere to go, not that you wanted to go
outside anyway.

Our barrack room (Hut) had no heating, just a pot bellied
stove in the centre of the room, this was fuelled by coke which you
had to bring into the hut the night before or you had to dig
through the snow the next morning to find it and if you left the
shovel outside at night you had to dig through the snow with your
bare hands just to get out of the hut. This stove was not that bad
once you got it going, great for warming up tins of soup or beans
and it made great toast needless to say we never let the fire go
out.

To kill the boredom we would play cards, some of us for
matchsticks, others for money, we once played Monopoly for real
money, pence I might add, not pounds, or should I say ‘mils’ the
Cypriot currency.

Someone had doctored the Monopoly board to read the place
names on Cyprus and at one point I was the owner of three hotels in
Pathos and four houses on Zig Zag street the notorious red light
area of Limasol, I should be so lucky.

I spent quite a bit of time in the Ops room with the lads from
the Royal Signals, they were in contact with various military camps
around the island, now this was what I wanted to do with my time in
the army, I wanted to be a radio operator, so on my return to
Episkopi I applied to go on the next available signals
cardre.

Our month’s duty was soon over and the time had come for us to
leave Troodos, I’ve never been so happy to leave a place in all my
life.

Now, did I learn to ski, well I could manage to go in a
straight line, at turning I was rubbish, and I wasn’t too hot at
stopping either, but I need not have worried, the snow had just
about gone and the trucks got through.

What is it about a truck load of soldiers that makes them want
to sing, you get sat in the back and without any warning someone
always bursts into song, you know the sort of thing.

 


“Four and twenty virgins came down from Iverness

and when
the ball was over there were four and twenty less

singing
balls to your partner arse against the wall

if you
don’t get shagged on Saturday night

you
won’t get shagged at all”

 


Everyone joins in with singing the chorus then each individual
has to sing a verse.

 


“The village Constable he was there the pride of

all the
force, went they found him in the morning

wanking
off his horse”

 


The chorus again, then someone would sing another
verse.

 


The military had their own private beach at Episkopi and
nearly every afternoon was spent there, sunbathing, swimming and
chatting up the senior NCO’s and officers daughters and in some
cases their wives.

Of course these girls were ordered by their dads and husbands
not to go near the other ranks, but did they take any notice, no
way, as they say ‘girls will be girls’.

We always wondered if the senior NCO’s ordered their wives to
have sex by numbers, they did everything else by
numbers.

‘Panties down, two three, cock in, two three, in out, in out,
in out to a regular marching pace’.

I had seen girls in swimsuits before but this was the first
time I had ever seen one in a bikini.

Wow! Wobbly bits everywhere.

There was one girl in particular, ‘Randy Mandy’ the RSM’s
daughter, now there is a certain pleasure and I don’t just mean the
sex, in fucking the RSM’s daughter, what a way to get back at
him.

Now when he gave me extra drill I would think of Mandy and
smile to myself, the whole battalion must have been through her in
the sand dunes at the back of the beach, we would deliberately kick
a beach ball in that direction just to see who was screwing her
next.

Evenings on the beach got more livelier once the family men
amongst us had gone back home to their married quarters with their
wives and little kids, their teenage daughter’s on the other hand
made all sorts of excuses so they could stay later.

We would build a large bonfire on the beach, some lads would
bring guitars and we would sit around talking, and singing the
usual dirty songs, there was a game we called the dance of the
flaming arseholes, where you each had a certain number of squares
of toilet paper which was stuck in a long trail between your bum
cheeks and set on fire, then as the flames got closer to your bum
you had to war dance around the fire chanting.

 


‘I digga zumbar, zumbar, zumbar

I digga
zumbar, zumbar ay

hold em
down you Zulu warrior

hold em down you Zulu chief chief, chief’

 


The one who lasted the longest before running into the sea to
extinguish the flames was declared the winner.

 


One night four UN soldiers arrived at the beach in a white UN
Land Rover.

“Fuckin UN, what the fuck do they want” someone
said.

As they came walking towards us I was sure I knew at least one
of them, it was hard to tell in the dark, all the girls were
flocking around them, they were in full uniform immaculately
pressed trousers, crisp white shirts, blue berets sporting the
white UN cap badge.

Now we as a battalion were not fond of the UN, not because
they were allowed to swan about in uniform and we couldn’t, who
wanted to anyway, it was because they were getting the UN Medal for
spending six months on Cyprus and we who were stationed there
permanently were not entitled to it.

“Well fuck me drunk” I said as they got closer.

“Its Midnight and Justin” I said

“What the fuck are you doing here?” I asked, greeting
them.

“Well for fucks sake”, said Midnight “Look who’s
here”.

They explained that some of the Duke’s were doing a tour with
the UN because the Greeks and Turks were fighting again.

I introduced them to the lads and they joined us around the
fire, Midnight and Justin were still surrounded by the girls. Randy
Mandy was linking Justin’s arm.

“He’s no good to you Mandy” I said.

“Why?” she asked, looking up into Justin’s eyes.

“He bats for the other team”, I said, she didn’t quite know
what I meant, so I left it at that.

“You speak for yourself” said Justin in his best camp
voice.

Before the night was over she had, had both Justin and
Midnight in the sand dunes, plus the other two UN lads that came
with them.

Now, I was confused, was Justin gay or not, perhaps he bats
for both teams.

I must admit it was great to see them again and I told them I
was joining the Dukes next year, as the Y&L were being
disbanded and I was going to transfer to them.

They told me to put in for the signal platoon, which was a
coincidence, because I had just qualified as a radio operator and
was a company operator waiting to go into our own signal
platoon.

The evening came to an end and we said goodbye to Midnight,
Justin and the other two lads, some of the lads were arguing, who’s
turn it was to take Randy Mandy home and get the last shag of the
night, Mandy herself was in between them kissing one, and then the
other, she didn’t really care which one took her home, in fact she
would have been happy if they both did.

That wasn’t our main problem, we had to get back into camp and
the only way to do that was to go past the guardroom, now the tried
and tested method was to act as sober as possible and march passed,
there was another way into the camp without passing the guardroom
but that meant climbing the 100 foot cliff face that overlooked the
beach, I had on occasion climbed down it, but that was in daylight
and before I’d had a drink, so there no way we were going to climb
up it in the dark while we were pissed, so with no other
alternative we headed towards the guardroom, and as always one or
more of the duty RP’s would be waiting for us.
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