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MY OWN STORY 
 
Now that I have told you about the members of my family, I will go on to tell you 
something of the various antics that I was mixed up in. It could be that I should have 
gone deeper into the various stories of my brothers and sisters, but I could put the 
excuse for not doing so, was the fact that I was asking questions from one side of the 
world, that were answered, sometimes in a disinterested sort of way, from the other side 
of the world.  
 
Some of my family are letter writers others are not, so the task of writing up a history for 
each of them, to say the least, had it's difficulties. All that I can say is that I did my best. 
Sisters Francis, Cissie, Dorothy and Emma have, by now, all passed on, and, as 
mentioned in brother Frank's story he was killed in action in 1940.  
 
As the subject of this exercise is to let my own descendants know what went on before, 
my own story will probably end up as being much longer and less interesting than those 
of my brothers and sisters. I can only hope that the reader will bear with me and find 
some interest in what I have to say. In all cases the events that happened to us were not 
of our own choosing but were dictated by the powers that be. We were there and we did 
or suffered the things that happened to us because we had no choice. I don't think that 
any member of the family was of the volunteer type. Service in the Regular Army had 
taught us all that the "You, You and You" system was to be avoided at all costs, and that 
the "I Will'' system was completely out of the question. We were, I think, all rear rank 
men. A Hardy in the front rank meant that there was something good in the offing or that 
we were put there without option. We were all reasonably good soldiers and we all left 
the Amy with excellent references, but we left the very minute that they said we could.  
 
I was born on the October 12th 1917 at No3 Silver Walk Cottages, in Annan, 
Dumfriesshire, Scotland and was christened Joseph Stephenson Davidson Hardy. The 
Stephenson came from my Father's side of the family. The Davidson was my Mother's 
maiden name. My christian name was given to me after Mother's brother Joe, who was 
killed in action in the "War To End All Wars” in Gallipoli 1915. 
 
My family left Scotland when I was quite young, but even to this day, three or four beers 
with three or four Scotsmen and I find myself talking in as broad a Scots as the people 
with me. Given the sound of a pipe band, or to see Scots dancing, takes me right back 
to the country where I was born.  
 
My Father, as mentioned before, had returned from the War in 1916 having had his left 
leg amputated and was for quite some time in a basket-type wheelchair. It was 
whispered amongst the girls in the family, who were then in their late teens or early 
twenties, that the act of reproduction might prove to be difficult. They were quite wrong 
and Dad went on to prove just how wrong they were on many occasions. Six of the 
family were younger than I. As my story has told the Hardy's were a large family even for 
those days. I was fortunate enough to be born in the centre of the brood. Old enough to 
know the elders and young enough to know the youngest.  
 
The Great Depression was at it's worst in those days and it was the usual form for each 
of us to strike out to find work as soon as we had left school. We were not a very well 
educated lot and we had to take whatever work was available be it at home or away. 
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Most of it was away and so the youngest knew very little about the eldest after they had 
gone, and of course, the same effect in vice versa.  
 
For the male side of the family work usually meant farm labour. For the female side: 
private service. The division between the rich and the poor was well pronounced at that 
time.  
 
Memories take me back as far as starring school in Gretna Green at the age of five. But 
I was told, at the age of about three my favourite past time was to stand and watch a 
neighbour working in his garden and always to arrive home with a pocket full of worms. I 
was too young to pronounce the word "worms". The nearest I could get to it was 
"womens". I had "dot some womens". My pockets had to be searched every time I came 
home after each gardening session. Tastes gradually change as one gets older, but my 
taste for "womens" never did. Advancing years changed me from the wriggly type to the 
giggly type.  
 
My schooling was very ordinary. Dad could not settle himself down after the War. The 
family made move after move and we went to school after school. I suffered seven 
different schools between the ages of five and fourteen. There was no continuity at all, 
we just had to start in each establishment at the level the various teachers thought fit. It 
might be fair to say, that when I finally left school, at the tender age of fourteen years, I 
was not that terribly much wiser than I had been when I started the process. I was never 
anywhere near the top of the class, but I always managed to be not quite at the bottom. 
Life has taught me that, had circumstances been different, most of the family might have 
proven to be reasonable scholars. I had started school in Gretna, then to Coal Clough 
School in Burnley, then to Abel St. School, still in Burnley, to another that I have 
forgotten the name of, after which we moved to Peart St, in Burney. Shortly after moving 
there, I had a serious accident, ended up on crutches, and had to attend the nearest 
Education establishment, which was a Catholic School. The family then moved back to 
Cumbria and I attended the school halfway between Croglin and Newbiggin. Whilst 
attending this school, it was our habit to go down a valley adjacent to the place and 
collect very large branches that had been cut and left lying on the ground for anyone 
who wanted to take them home for firewood. It was a long, but very worthwhile drag, to 
get our timber home to the cottage. We took it all as being very much the normal thing to 
do. My next, and final school was that in Cleator, Cumbria. I left there on my fourteenth 
birthday.  
 
The accident that I mentioned previously was the result of a very normal trick that boys 
will always get up to. I simply had to know what was on the other side of a ten foot wall 
and it struck me that the only way to find out was to get myself up there and have a 
good look. When my up stretched arms reached the highest point my luck ran out. I 
curled my fingers around the copingstone at the highest point of the wall, slipped and fell 
the ten feet back to the ground. The copingstone arrived at the bottom of the wall shortly 
after I did. I landed on my backside. It, sixty pounds of it, landed across my left ankle 
resulting in a compound fracture of the tibia and fibula and a crushed anklebone. My left 
foot was half folded below my leg and the tibia was protruding over the top of my boot.  
 
There wasn't a great deal of pain at first. After all, I had often heard of people having 
broken limbs. As far as I was concerned at the time I had broken my leg. The Doctors at 
the Victoria Hospital in Burnley, however, took a slightly more serious point of view. After 
inspecting the mess that had been my leg, they retired to their rooms, filled out the 
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appropriate forms, went to my Father and asked him to sign the authority to amputate. 
As mentioned before, Dad knew what being without a leg was all about and he begged 
them to try to save mine. It seems the Doctors went back to their rooms to try to work 
out what could be done, and here, Lady Luck stepped in. A Professor McKenzie of 
Edinburgh University was visiting the Hospital. He joined the discussion and said he 
would take a look at my leg, presumably to advise them. As soon as he saw what a 
mess it was in he decided that he would do the operation himself.  
 
The fact that my Father had lost a leg was the main influence in the fact that I didn't. The 
Professor worked on me for over 5 hours, a long operation for those days. It appears 
that my condition deteriorated badly for the first few days after the operation. On the fifth 
day after the operation, I evidently reached crisis point, passed it, and after that I never 
looked back.  
 
A few weeks after the operation my Mother bought me a pair of new slippers. They were 
absolutely beautiful. I don't think I had ever had a pair of slippers before. Leather soles, 
black uppers and not only that, they had a bright red pom-pom on each of them. I loved 
them and couldn't take my eyes off them.  
 
You will realise, reader, that at this time of my life, I was living in a world that was 
completely strange to me. I knew nothing of tibias and fibulas, compound fractures, 
splints, doctors, nurses or hospitals. I distinctly remember being wheeled off 
somewhere, being, laid on a very hard table, under a large round set of bright lights. A 
number of nurses, who appeared to me to be seven feet tall, gathered at each side of 
the table and took a very firm grip on me, and then one of those people, who must have 
been the Devil clamped a horrible three-cornered mask over my face. The lights started 
to spin round at an ever-increasing pace and I decided that my leg must have been so 
bad, that they were doing away with me.  
 
I have suffered a number of operations since that one, but none that was even one-tenth 
as frightening as that. I often, in retrospect, feel that the five days reaching crisis point, 
were largely due to the fact, that somewhere in my mind, I had been done away with.  
 
The slippers must have convinced me that, that thought was quite wrong. There was I, 
both legs in a cage, a daily lessening of pain, and the fact that I was deeply in love with 
Mary. Eleven-year-old boys do fall in love, deeply in love, and that love was 
strengthened by the fact that Mary used to bring me sweeties, sometimes biscuits, and 
there was never anything that I asked for that caused Mary too much trouble. Mary was 
an Irish Ward maid and seemed to be in the ward polishing from dawn till dark. What is 
more important Mary also thought my slippers were beautiful.  
 
I felt that I just had to try these beautiful things on. I just had to know if they were going 
to fit. One day when the ward had quietened down, I sneaked my legs out of the cage, 
over the side of the bed and tried them on, and to my absolute delight, fit they did.  
 
From that day on each day was an age. I had to wait until lights out to try these 
wonderful experiments. First to stand up. Then, very gently put a bit of weight on my left 
ankle and then to take my first step. I would not have known what the words "Joy of 
Achievement" in was all about but there is no way in the world that these three words 
were ever going to cover my feelings. I managed to take one step. Then managed two 
steps. Then managed to walk to the next bed, two beds and then three beds. I could 
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walk! Over the course of a few days I could walk the length of the three beds without 
holding on to anything. I was ten foot tall! 
 
On Professor's next visit to hospital, he carefully read through my progress report, and 
then, with all the assurance in the world, he said: "Joe, my boy, today I am going to let 
you get out of bed and try to put a little weight on your damaged ankle - what do you 
think about that? " 
 
By this time, of course, I was well practiced at the art of getting out of bed, adjusting my 
slippers and setting off to walk round the bed. Professor McKenzie was absolutely 
astounded. Be sat on my bed and just stared at me as though he didn't believe his eyes. 
I have many times wondered just how much thought my Mother had given to the buying 
of those slippers. There is no doubt about the fact that she could ill-afford them. I 
honestly believe that she was practicing child psychology a long time before the Medical 
profession started thinking about it.  
 
I wrote to Professor McKenzie at the end of the War, thanked him profusely for what he 
had done for me, and told him the leg had carried me over half of North Africa and the 
greater part of Europe. He had told me, when I gave the "round the bed demonstration" 
that the way my ankle had healed was nothing short of miraculous, and that he thought 
it possible that I may be able to walk until I was about forty years old. The letter he wrote 
back was very complimentary to me. He said that he could remember the operation 
quite plainly, and this, coming from a man who probably did countless operations in the 
intervening years, might show some light on the degree of seriousness on which he had 
classified the wound.  
 
I was on crutches for quite a long time after my release from hospital. I had a very heavy 
limp, and learned to accept that fact as a normal sort of thing. My left leg was rather 
more than two inches shorter than my right leg. Limping about the place was a natural.  
 
After leaving school, it was very necessary for me to find work as quickly as I possibly 
could. As I had virtually no education, it was obvious that the best I could hope for was 
to try to become a farm labourer. One didn't have to be terribly clever to "muck out byres 
and loose boxes", to snag turnips or to pick potatoes. My future was mapped out, all I 
needed was to find where I could make a start.  
 
Farms, even in a small country like England, are a long, long way apart, and traveling 
from one knock-back to another was not at all easy. I ended up walking from Egremont 
to St. Lees, where I would borrow my brother-in-law's bicycle, use it whilst he was on 
night-shift, then return it, and of course, have the walk back to Egremont still to face up 
to. The system finally paid off, and I found work on a farm at Haile, some three miles 
from Egremont. Fortunately, our home was on the side of Egremont nearest to Haile.  
 
I cannot remember what my wages were; it could be no more than three or four shillings 
per week plus my keep. The people that I worked for were probably no better educated 
than I was. According to tradition, I always had to refer to him as "The Master", and to 
his wife as "The Mistress". I feel sure that they would hardly be classed as world 
travellers, and it could be that their epic journey of life was the trip to Egremont every 
week. 

 
I did register the fact that he had made at least one very intelligent remark during the 
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time I was in his employ. Whether the remark was made for my benefit or whether it 
was born of the fact that if I did not limp, I might be able to round up the animals in a 
shorter time, I just don't know. The remark, in very broad Cumbrian was: "Dus thoo 
know lad, if thoo keeps on limpun lak that, thool limp for the rest o thee life. " 
 
His conversation with me was generally: "Do this, Do that, or Do the other". He was a bit 
shy about such words as "Please and Thank you". After all, I was the serf, and he was 
the Master. But the advice he gave me in the previous paragraph, struck me as being 
very sound. Every time I walked the three or four miles home after that day, I practised 
walking without a limp. When I say the word "practised", it hardly covers the job. I had 
the limp business in my mind with almost every step I took, week after week, month after 
month. 
 
Working at Haile was a very good experience for me. It taught me that working from 
well before dawn and for a long time after sundown in winter, was all very normal. That 
all a serf could expect was the absolute minimum in wages. And it taught me, best of all, 
what a wonderful home I had been brought up in. I worked there for one winter, and 
then, my family, as they often did, moved house. That was a good excuse for me to leave 
Haile, a matter of "Hail & Farewell" 
 
The family's new address, believe it or not, was Acrewalls Mansion, Frizington, 
Cumberland. It was really a magnificent old Manor House. The name was given to it by 
the fact that it had an acre of orchard, surrounded by a ten-foot wall. The rent on the 
place was 10 bob a week. I think it had stood empty for a long time before the Hardy 
family moved in. No electricity, a mile and half from the nearest bus stop. Dad bought a 
motorcycle and brother Ronnie had the job of taking him to the bus stop. It was a very 
happy place. 
 
I found work immediately after we moved there, in the farm next door, about 150 yards 
from our back door. The conditions I had become used to at Haile, were very much the 
same, but the Master and the Mistress had travelled much more. The nearest market from 
Acrewalls was in Whitehaven, which was quite a lot further from Acrewalls than Haile 
had been from Egremont. It was whispered, quite loudly, that although he knew the way 
to market in Whitehaven, that the horse had to find the way back. Both the Master and 
the Mistress were unable to see on the way home. 
 
The wage for the not very happy six months that I worked on Acrewalls farm, 
Frizington, Cumbria, was five pounds, and "my keep", of course. I simply have to 
mention "my keep". Oatmeal for breakfast. Lunch was normally eaten sitting exactly 
where we had been working, and from memory, it was not much of an affair. I cannot 
remember much about the evening meals, but I do recall eating an awful lot of kippers, 
so many kippers, that I feel sure the Master and the Mistress must have had friends in 
Aberdeen. 
 
Hours of work were from just before dawn, until just before dark. It was the summer 
term that I worked on that farm, so that the dawn was around 5am, and daylight reached 
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well towards 10pm. I feel that had the Master really tried he could have drawn blood 
from a stone. Sunday, however, was a day of rest. The work was cut down to about two 
hours in the morning, followed by another two hours in the evening. A lot of cows had to 
be milked, and of course, the stock had to be fed. 
 
It is fair to say, that the Master treated his younger brother not at all that much better 
than he treated me. The brother, I cannot recall his name, was the proud owner of a 
brand new Hudson motorcycle. I became quite friendly with him, and as a pillion 
passenger, I saw quite a bit of the Lakes country during the off time on Sundays. He 
also took me to my first dance. I did not dare to ask any girl to dance with me. As far 
as I can remember, I was more than a little apprehensive, lest any of the ladies should 
ask me. None of them did. I think I probably went to eight or ten dances before I 
gained sufficient courage to ask for a dance. 
 
Come the end of the Term, I was paid my five pounds, and told, that should I wish to 
remain in his employ, that not only would he take me back, he would pay me an extra 10 
shillings for the Winter term. I agreed to stay on and do another term, and took what was 
fondly referred to, as the Term Week Holiday. 
 
There was a small stream running through the farm, and the energy created was used to 
run a water wheel, which in tum; was used to grind grain for anima feed. As the Master 
had been sufficiently kind to offer me another term, I suppose he felt quite entitled to 
come up to my home and ask me to help him out with the milking, the sheep and the mill, 
so my week's holiday break amounted to doing perhaps two hours work each morning, 
and about the same each evening. I feel quite sure that in his mind, the fact that he 
offered t employ me for a further term, was a perfectly good reason for him asking me t 
help out during my holiday. There was no talk at all of any reward for my trouble. To his 
way of thinking, he was a very considerate sort of boss. By the end of m week's holiday, 
I was very sure that he was not. 
 
It was the usual practice in those days; to take one's pay packet home and to lay it on the 
table. It was considered to be Family Income, and it was the usual thing for our parents 
to deal with it. My Mother managed to buy me a new suit out of the five pounds, and not 
only that, she had also bought me a canvas jacket to go to work in. The suit, as far as I 
can remember, was the first suit that I had ever owned. The fact that I had a canvas jacket 
as well was luxury indeed. I was really proud that I had something new to go back to 
work in. Little did I know that, that particular jacket was to change my life. 
 
I turned up for work on the Saturday that ended my so-called holiday, and started 
rounding up the milking cows, bringing them to the Byre and tethering each one into it's 
own particular stall. By the time I had the last one tied up, the boss, (the Master), had 
started to milk the first one. I then collected a three-legged stool and a milk bucket and 
headed for the second. The Master turned his head out of the cow's groin, looked at me as 
though I was something the animal had produced from it's rear end, and said, in broad 
Cumbrian: "Wat's thou ganna due?" 
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I was completely taken aback, I felt that when I was in the act of walking towards a 
milking cow, with a milk bucket in one hand and a three-legged stool in the other, that 
even a member of the House of Commons might have been able t deduce just what I was 
about to do. Before I could think of a suitable answer t give him, he added: "Thous nut 
ganna milk yan o my coos with that bluddy gru jacket on.” 
 
As explained earlier, I was not a well educated fellow, probably wasn't a very quick 
thinker either, so I gave him what was, under the circumstances, the painfully obvious 
answer. I set the stool down in the centre of the Byre, drove the milk bucket straight 
through it, and immediately established myself as one of the great unemployed. 
 
My Father wondered why I was home so early, so I had to explain to him what had 
happened. He asked me to go back, to apologise to Mr Lawson, and told me that one just 
could not talk to one's boss like that. Dad had had a reasonable sort of friendship with the 
Lawson’s. I believe that situation had developed on account of the fact that they had a 
radio and were able to listen to the news from London and that the Hardy family were 
not quite that well off. I had created a situation where, not only would Dad miss out on 
the news bulletins, he was also going to have an extra mouth to feed. 
 
The following Monday, I left Acrewalls and walked over to Workington, a distance of, 
perhaps, twelve or thirteen miles each way. It seemed to be an awful lot more by the time 
I arrived back home. 
 
The wage that the army paid to a boy soldier, that is to say, a soldier under the age of 
eighteen, was the princely sum of eight pence per day. I was nothing of a mathematician 
at that time of my life, but it quickly became obvious that at that sort of wage, my 
change of occupation was not going to make me all that better off. I decided that walking 
from Acrewalls to Workington had aged me by at least a year, and presumed that the 
walk back home, would age me another year. I told the Recruiting Officer that I was 
eighteen. In effect, I was sixteen, and I am sure that he knew it. It was his job to 
encourage people to join the Army, so he pulled out the recruitment forms, and started 
asking me for details. 
 
The first question was, of course: "What is your full name?". To which I answered: 
"Joseph Stephenson Davidson Hardy." He made some very rude remark about the fact 
that some people have ridiculous names, and then, he asked me to spell it. I had never 
used my full name before. I had never seen my full name written before. So when he 
asked me, was the Stephenson spelt with a "v" or "ph", I just did not know. He then 
proceeded to give me a demonstration, verbally, of the dreadful things that the Non-
Commissioned Officers of the British Army have done to the English language. 
 
The Hardy home was a place where bad language was not used, and to hear it used as he 
used it on me, came as quite a surprise. I make the excuse, that at that time, I was in my 
most impressionable years, and found that Joe Hardy was using exactly the same sort of 
language, with all the gusto that a sixteen year old could muster, shortly after I had first 
heard it. 
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I reported for duty in the Border Regiment Depot, in the Castle, Carlisle. What a 
frightsome place it was. It was all so very, very hard. So very cold. I often had the 
thought that slavery, as a farm servant had not been all that bad. But there it was, I had 
enlisted for the term of seven years with the Colours, and five years on the Reserve. A 
year at my present age is a very short time. The age between sixteen and seventeen was a 
different thing altogether. It seemed like thirty or forty months. There I was, like it or not, 
3597312, Private J.S.D.Hardy. 
 
My first medical in the Army, found that I was still able to breathe. The doctor noted that 
I had a scar on my left ankle, and that was sufficient to pass me as fit so serve in His 
Majesty's Service. He would hardly have qualified as the most observant medico in the 
service. He did not notice that my left leg was about two inches shorter than my right, 
That my pelvis was considerably lower on one side than it was on the other. And that I 
had, whilst teaching myself to walk without a limp, caused me to have severe curvature 
of the spine. In a matter of a few minutes, Joe Hardy, the crippled boy, had become 
Private Hardy, fit as a fiddle, with papers to prove it. My left leg was never much of a 
problem during my service, but shorts and puttees made my knees look a bit odd. 
 
The Regimental Depot in The Castle could be best remembered for Square bashing. We 
drilled from dawn to dark, and the shouting and cursing was endless. I had thought that 
"The Master", mentioned a couple times previously, was the "be all and end all" as far as 
bosses were concerned. But I was convinced in a very short time that compared with the 
Master in the Castle he had been comparatively angelic. There were Master Lance 
Corporals, Master Corporals, Master Sergeants, and above all, there was a Master 
Sergeant Major. He was ten feet tall, had a bristling military moustache, and he could 
shout louder than all the others put together. Company Sergeant Major Barnes, Uncle, 
veteran of the Great War, China, the North Western Frontier, The Khyber, Afghanistan, 
and God only knows where else. He had a back that was as straight as a ramrod, and 
appeared to spend the greater part of his time making sure that every recruit's back was as 
straight as his own. 
 
He was a soldier from tip to toe, and it was often said that he had a copy of the King's 
Rules and Regulations firmly set between his ears. He once threw a 303 rifle at me from 
a distance of about ten yards, and was not the slightest bit surprised when I caught it. 
More of Company Sergeant Major Barnes later. 
 
My first few days as a soldier were pretty awful. I had never really spent any length of 
time away from home before, and I proved to myself, beyond any doubt, that 
homesickness is the worst disease that a man can ever suffer. The extent of my misery 
was completely beyond my ability to explain. There was no one there that I could explain 
it to anyhow. 
 
Seven years! Heaven help me, and I had brought it on myself. It was a life sentence. I 
was lonely. I was frightened, and most of the time I was hungry. The food that was put 
before us convinced me that I was not hungry. Irish stew, always with a couple of large 
potatoes sitting in the middle of it. The eyes in the potatoes sometimes seemed to leer at 
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me, as though to dare me to even touch them. As I have found later in life, that Hunger 
beats the Finicky eater hands down. Within a week I was tucking into the Irish stew with 
great gusto. 
 
Again to C.S.M. Barnes. He used to inspect each squad every morning, and nearly 
always pointed out what a scruffy lot we were. The curses and threats laid on us may 
well have had more effect on me than they did on most of the Squad. They were all two 
or three years older than I. He pointed out to me on one occasion, in a voice that half of 
Carlisle could have heard, that I, despicable little weed of a man that I was, had not 
shaved that morning. He must have known by the Bumfluff on my face, that I had never 
shaved in my life before. However, he so impressed me that there have been very few 
mornings in my life, since that day, that I have not started the day with a good clean 
shave. 
 
Initial training at the Castle lasted for six months, and in the last three months of it, I had 
to suffer a fair amount on account of the family reputation.  
 
The staff in the Depot all knew that there was a Hardy in the 1st. Battalion, that he was a 
very good boxer. He was the hooker in the Rugby team. He was in the Tug-of-war team. 
He had done some steeple-chasing. He was into everything that was tough and nasty. It 
was obvious to them, that under the You, You and You system, that I would take part in 
everything that was going: gymnastics, wrestling, boxing, or what ever. I collected some 
awful hidings. 
 
For exactly the same reason, I found myself at one time, on a Rugby field on the outskirts 
of Tel Aviv, representing the Battalion in a match against the Palestine Police. All I knew 
about the game was that the ball was a different shape, and that the goal posts didn't have 
a crossbar. I was not awarded "Man of the Match", "Best and fairest" or anything like 
that, but I did collect quite a few bruises, and an extreme dislike for the game of Rugby. 
 
On the completion of our training, No. 90 Squad was posted to the 1st. Bn. The Border 
Regiment, stationed in Holywood. There was nothing Californian about the place. There 
was an "L" missing from the name, made up for by the Hell that the place represented. 
We had embarked in Heysham, disembarked in Belfast, entrained for Holywood, and 
finally detrained at Kinegar Halt, straight opposite the Palace Barracks. Why the Powers 
that be had decided on the name "Palace" was one of the odd things that happened in 
those days. There was no reason for it. 
 
We stood on the platform, wondering what it was all about, when a cloud of dust 
appeared in the lane leading down from the Barracks. From the centre of the dust, we 
saw, coming towards us, a team of four horses, at full gallop, pulling two limbers. They 
were travelling so fast, that the first limber was almost continually off the ground. The 
second, apart from the odd touch down, was airborne. The driver, of course, was brother 
Fred. The demonstration was put on entirely on my behalf, and every man jack of 90 
squad was really impressed. I walked off Kinegar Halt six feet tall. 
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There was nothing very exciting about soldiering in peace time. Army discipline meant 
that we were treated as slaves. But this sort of situation was not at all new to me, after all, 
I had worked for two years as a farm servant. It was a situation that I had been trained to 
accept. The civilian population looked on us as an expensive and unnecessary evil. From 
the Government's point of view, we were a necessary evil that had to be kept on the 
lowest budget. The British Empire, being what it was at that time, had to have it's 
soldiery posted all over the world, so that when trouble cropped up, it could be dealt with 
in a very short time. 
 
In retrospect, I suppose the system did work. The fact that over the years, so many British 
soldiers found their last resting place to be "In the comer of some foreign field " is 
sufficient proof of that. 
 
Life in Palace Barracks, Holywood was very much the normal army pattern. We were 
paraded continuously, cursed with monotonous regularity, and Square Bashed until we 
almost wore holes in the ground. We were always broke to the wide, and always just a 
wee bit hungry. My brothers Fred and Walter were a great help with the hunger business. 
They were both in the Horse Transport Platoon, and there is no doubt, that the Army 
regarded it's horses as being more valuable than it's soldiers. The horses had to have two 
riders or grooms to sit with them during the night, and to see that the animals were kept 
in meticulous condition. The men that were on duty were entitled to a supper meal. 
 
It became a routine duty of mine, to wander over to the Transport lines every night either 
of the brothers were on duty, just to check up that they were alright. To tell them that I 
was all right. To ask if they had had any letters from home. To ask had they written 
home, or any other excuse that would time my arrival at the stables shortly after the 
supper meal. There were always a couple of sandwiches to spare. Most times, bread and 
cheese. The bread was cut as thick as the normal doorstep, the cheese slightly thinner. 
But to a very hungry sixteen year old, even the fact that the margarine was uncommonly 
like axle grease, in no way affected the thought that this was luxury at it's best. I always 
felt sure, that my brothers had a great deal of influence with some of the cooking staff. 
 
In 1934 and 1935, we were turned out to quell riots in the streets of Belfast. The 
Catholics were shooting at the Protestants. The Protestants, with equal gusto, were 
shooting at the Catholics, both sides being quite sure that God was on their side. We in 
the centre were never very sure which side he was on, but there were times when he 
didn't seem to be on ours. The success of our interference may well be judged by the fact 
that now, sixty years later, both sides are still wreaking vengeance on each other. We 
found that, in spite of all the troubles in Ireland, they were a grand people. We had to 
understand that the Irish people would much rather walk towards a fight than away from 
one. The Royal Ulster Rifles were part of our brigade. They were a very fine body of 
men. 
 
Shortly after the riot duties, I was put on a draft for India. I am not sure whether at that 
time, our 2nd Battalion was stationed at Rawalpindi, or at Landi Kotal. They were 
somewhere in the North Western Frontier. Six or seven years round the Khyber Pass was 
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not a thing that one volunteered for. There was a thing that was referred to as Draft 
Dodging, and quite often, soldiers who were elected to go on a draft, took an extra couple 
of weeks draft leave, long enough to make sure that the draft had sailed without them. 
 
The Army system to best that particular trick was to make up a draft of so many men, and 
then to detail perhaps four or five "waiting men". Number one "waiting man" would 
replace number one absentee, and so on until the draft numbers were complete. In my 
case, I was "waiting man" number five, and there was no way that I could find out how 
many men had gone "Diffi". I was sent home for a month's Draft Leave, and when it was 
over, the "Goodbyes" were very hard. As told in brother Frank's story, it had taken him 
eight long years to complete his term of seven years with the Colours, and I felt that if I 
were to go to India, my Father had the thought that he might not live to see my return 
from there. He was not very well at that time, and broke down rather badly. 
 
Come to the end of my draft leave, I returned to Holywood, and a couple of days later, 
drew my Tropical gear from the Quartermaster's Store, and with perhaps about another 
hundred young men, paraded ready to march off. 
 

For a seventeen year old young man, the prospect of going to India for what would 
amount to something like seven years, was decidedly unfunny. But after all, I was 
"waiting man" number five, so there was still a chance, remote though I thought it was. 
 
The Roll Call started, each man answering to his own name. Then came the first name 
that was not answered. "Fall in No. one waiting man". The second unanswered name: 
"Fall in No. two". Then to three. Then to four. At that very moment I did not know 
whether I should be embarking on a seven year trip to India, in ten seconds time, or not. I 
then heard the wonderful words, at the top of the Orderly Sergeant's voice: "Draft correct 
and ready to march off, Sir." They were given the command to tum to the right, quick 
march, and Private J.S.D.Hardy was left standing on his lonesome. The next command 
from the Orderly Sergeant was: "Number five waiting man, DISMISS." I dismissed, a bit 
sharpish, as the saying goes. Stories of the Irrawaddy, Kabul and Kandahar were all very 
interesting, but I was happy just to listen to them, not to have to spend seven or eight 
years experiencing them. 
 
With India out of my mind, temporarily, I volunteered under the "You, You and You" 
system to attend educational classes. They taught me things like the fact that, if I had 
three apples, and was given another six apples, I would have nine apples. The nine apples 
I could share with two friends, and we should have three apples each. Without any sort of 
boasting at all, I was able to work out that sort of problem for myself before they started 
on me, but to give credit where credit is due, they kept on at me, and finally convinced 
me just how dumb I really was. I sat for my Army third class certificate, passed it quite 
well, and from that day on worked on the business and managed to improve my standard 
a little. The third class certificate proved to the Army that I was not quite as dumb as 
some of the others, so they, in their wisdom, decided that I was sufficiently intelligent to 
be sent on a Sanitation Course. 
 

\
, 
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A Sanitation Course is without doubt, the lowest form of course in the British (or I 
suppose) any other Army, but I was ordered to go, and off I went. Aldershot, the town of 
a thousand barracks, and, it seemed to me, a million soldiers. Every street, every road, 
everything was named after places where soldiers had fought, and doubtless where many 
of them had been buried. The soldiers on the course were a mixed lot, each one of whom 
was perfectly entitled to call his own unit "A Mob", or various other, not very 
complimentary names. But let anyone else decry that Regiment, and there would be a 
Battle Royal. On our first day there, I met a young fellow from The Cameroonians, a 
broad Scot, as perky as could be. In the next arrival was a tall, fine looking bloke, who 
announced, almost as soon as he had taken his pack off, that he was a Lifeguard. The 
little Scot's immediate report was: "Yes, like Oxo". They didn't ever become very 
complimentary to each other during the rest of the course. 
 
They taught us a thing or two about mosquitoes, beri beri, etc. etc., and many things that 
I had never even heard of. They taught me that many soldiers in foreign parts caught 
venereal diseases, and usually claimed that they had caught it in the toilet. We were told 
that the set answer to that proposition was to say: "What a dreadful place to take a young 
lady." My eyes were being opened to a lot of things that farm boys just don't talk about. I 
was learning. 
 
They taught me how to dig holes in which soldiers could relieve the pressure of their 
stomachs, and how to dig holes for soldiers that no longer suffered from pressure of any 
sort. They taught us how to avoid tropical diseases, and of course, a lot of time was spent 
telling us about the sort of diseases soldiers get when they go to places where they have 
been warned not to go. 
 
I returned to Holywood, certificate in hand, to prove that I could, should the situation 
arise, be used as a Sanitation Orderly. The Army, with it's usual amount of forethought, 
immediately promoted me to the exalted rank of Acting Unpaid Lance Corporal, thus 
ensuring that I would never again be asked to dig, either temporary type of holes, or the 
type used for permanent residence. My service, sadly, in later years, had me supervising 
the digging of the Permanent Residence type of holes. 
 
Neither of my brothers, Fred or Walter, were the slightest bit impressed that I, the 
youngster, had taken the first step towards the Field Marshal's baton. Both, I think, were 
more than a little disgusted that I had sunk so low as to become the Army's lowest form 
of life. But the powers that be had decided that I was to be a Lance Corporal, and that 
was it. I had been promoted to a rank that most soldiers regard as being lower than the 
part of a snake that affords it mobility. 
 
It was at about this point of my career that the dreadful Sgt. Major Barnes was posted 
back to the Battalion. Not only was he back in the Battalion, he was posted back to the 
same company as I was in. Was I never going to be able to get away from that monster of 
a man! Oddly enough, I suppose the fact that I had been promoted did make sufficient 
difference to have him, on a few occasions, speak to me as though I was a human being. 
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A Company Sgt Major has a fair amount of influence in what goes on in a Rifle 
Company. He is a man of experience; and in no mean way, has a great bearing on most 
of the decisions that are made as to who does what, and who goes where. I think that it 
might be fair to say that it was his influence that lined me up for a six week preliminary 
course of physical training, in what I think was the Victoria Barracks in Belfast. The idea 
behind the course was to see if one could qualify for a six-month's course at the Army 
School of Physical Training in Aldershot. The fact that one of my legs was considerably 
shorter than the other was no help at all. It was terribly much harder for me to qualify, 
than it was for a bloke of normal build, but I did qualify, quite well; and was again on my 
way to Aldershot. 
 
Six months of handsprings, back lifts, somersaults, swimming, athletics, parallel bars, 
horizontal bar, vaulting horse and every other piece of equipment that was used in that 
sort of establishment. I collected a few more good hidings in the boxing ring, and one of 
them I remember as though I had suffered it yesterday. We had been taught as far as left 
arm only, and were lined opposite someone approximately the same size and weight. I 
was lined up with a Corporal in the Manchester Regiment. We talked about the oncoming 
bout, and decided that it, left arm only, was just not on, so we agreed to take it easy 
during the fight, not to do each other up too badly. It was a three, two minute affair, and 
we both proceeded very gently for the first round. But come the second round, he left 
himself wide open in such a way, that I simply had to do something about it. I gave him a 
straight left, which landed much harder than I had really meant it to land, and, I feel that 
within seconds of my punch landing on him, he landed an absolute barrage of punches on 
me. This was early in the second round, and after that barrage started, the next thing I 
remember, was holding my head in a wash basin, under a running tap, with blood 
spurting all over the place. It seems that I had completed half of the second round, and all 
of the third round without knowing anything at all about it. He had not bothered to 
explain in our talks how we should do our fighting, that he was an all India welter weight 
champion. 
 
One of the odd coincidences in my life was that my wife Eva had also been seconded to the 
Army School of Physical Training, and she may well have been there at the same time, or 
very near the same time as I was there. 
 
I qualified as an instructor and left the place as fit as a fiddle. I was pleased to leave 
there. I liked P. T. but six months of it all day, every day was a bit much. 
 
The Army had probably caused me to be as fit as I ever would or could be, so to make 
sure of things being correctly balanced, they then put me on a six week's course as a 
Firing Point Instructor. This meant that I was to lie on my side for hour after hour, day 
after day, and see that each rifleman was using his weapon correctly. I had, throughout 
the course, to wear my gas mask at the alert position. I suppose the change from being 
hyperactive on the P.T. course, to being anything but active as a Firing Point Instructor, 
caused the development of two very large boils, or carbuncles, on my right shoulder. The 
gas mask straps aggravated the whole area, and I was left with a pronounced scar on my 
right shoulder. 
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In later years, one of my children asked what had caused the scar, and without giving it a 
great deal of thought, I answered that some enemy person had attacked me with a 
bayonet. I did not give the matter any further thought until some months later, I was 
asked: "Did it hurt when the bayonet went in?" It brought home the fact to me, that 
youngsters can be badly misled by what was a thoughtless statement. 
 
One of the most noticeable things about our first few months in the service, most of us 
had enlisted through force of necessity, and it might have been fair to say, that we had 
little pride in our personal appearance. In a very short time all that altered, and it became 
something of a competition as to who had the shiniest pair of boots, who had the best 
polished cap badge, or which of us had our puttees correctly spaced so that they ended at 
exactly the right place. We began to take pride in almost everything that went on around 
us. 
 
I think the thing that impressed me most was to watch the Signal platoon doing their 
drills. It struck me that a man who could wave a flag in such a manner that someone else 
could read what he was saying, was almost beyond belief. It came as something of a 
shock when the Army, following it's usual system, when they trained me for six months 
as a P.T. instructor, decided to transfer me to the Signal Platoon. A transfer that I was not 
at all happy about. How the devil, could a farm boy ever get to know about such things as 
the Morse code, sending messages with a flag on a stick, sending messages with a flag in 
each hand, and calling it Semaphore or using Duplex mirrors on something called a 
Heliograph. It came as something of a shock to learn that the Graph part of the name, 
meant that "I write", and the Helios part's origin was "by the sun." 
 
The whole set-up was, to me, quite ridiculous. Joe Hardy being called on to learn that 
sort of thing. It seemed, however, that my ability to think was definitely improving. So I 
threw myself into the work, worked very hard at it, and much to my surprise, within 
eighteen months, was promoted to Signal Corporal, and found myself standing in front of 
thirty signallers, playing absolute hell, because their timing didn't suit me. I was only 
nineteen years old at the time. 
 
Brother Fred completed his term of service, seven years, and left the Army at 
approximately the same speed as I had left the Barrack Square as " Number Five Waiting 
Man." It was normal for a soldier on Home Service, that is anywhere west of the Suez, to 
complete his seven years in seven years. As I pointed out earlier, once a soldier was east 
of Suez, it often took eight or even longer to complete one's seven years. Our, that is to 
say, The Regiment's tour of duty in Northern Ireland, came to an end, and we were 
moved to Catterick. We found that Catterick was just another Aldershot on a smaller 
scale. Not a good place to soldier, but we did not have to suffer it for too long. 
 
The Arabs in Palestine started shooting up the Jews, and quite naturally, the Jews 
returned the compliment in the same coinage. It was obvious that both sides were making 
a very large sandwich, and we, the Royal Ulster’s, The Royal Scot’s, and the not very 
Royal Border Regiment, became the meat in the sandwich. 
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Brother Walter was too far advanced in his seven year term to be sent out East, he stayed 
with the Home Detail until the completion of his SEVEN, then left at approximately the 
same speed as brother Fred had done. 
 
We were all fitted out with tropical gear and given so many needles that we lost count. 
What they used to inoculate us with, I had no idea, but I do remember that it was a very 
painful couple of days. We were all ordered to bed for at least twenty-four hours, most of 
us feeling more than a little off colour. As we lay there, bemoaning our lot, the news 
came round that two of the Ulster’s had died after the needle. We were all very pleased 
when the rest period was over. 
 
Off we went: Liverpool, Lime St, the docks, and then we were all herded on to The 
Monarch of Bermuda. We were crowded together in such a manner that I honestly 
thought the Plimsoll Line must be at least ten feet below the water level. However, the 
ship's dining room, the Mess Deck, was as large as a football field, so we all had the 
thought that things might not be too bad. There was going to be plenty of room for 
everything. We were then informed that the Mess Deck had two functions. The obvious 
one for eating, and the second one was that every eighteen square feet there were two 
hooks, spaced in such a manner, that a hammock slung between them assumed a fairly 
deep "U" shape. We had all heard of the rich people who went on Mediterranean cruises, 
but that was not to be our lot. Did someone mention the word "Sardines?" 
 
We sailed off into the night. Goodbye Blighty, and headed for the Bay of Biscay. The 
bay is said by many to be the world's roughest, most treacherous sea. When we arrived 
there, it was like glass, and it stayed that way until we cleared it. Cap Fistaire, the Straits 
of Gibralter and then into Gib. itself. To my inexperienced mind it seemed as though we 
were at least a million miles from home. Pantelleria, Malta, and into the Valletta harbour. 
One thing about the British soldier, whatever the situation he has to face, he will always 
make the best of it. 
 
I well remember one day, when about seven of us were chasing round the decks, up and 
down the gang planks, tearing round the comers, and generally making very rowdy 
nuisances of ourselves. One fellow, doing just that, travelling at top speed, bumped, fair 
and square, into the stomach region of a Sgt Major. The Sgt Major was more than a little 
surprised to be attacked in such a manner, and screamed at the top of a very healthy 
voice: "Where the bloody hell do you think you are going?" The attacker, who was 
suffering exactly the same amount of surprise, answered: "To Palestine, Sir." 
 
I think that after the original statement made by one, and then the other, there was just 
nothing more that could be said. The "To Palestine, Sir" fellow never heard the last of it 
throughout the trip. The Sgt Major never got to Palestine. He died in his sleep a couple of 
days out from Malta, and was buried at sea. 
 
It was quite early morning when we arrived at Valleta Harbour, Malta. The Garrison 
Guard turned out and gave the general salute as the Monarch sailed slowly past. It was a 
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most impressive sight. We on board, not even knowing that Palestine was no more than a 
British Protectorate, had the feeling that we were going out to protect the Great British 
Empire from all that might intend to hurt it. On to Alexandria, then up the coast to Haifa. 
 
I think we all expected to see Arab horsemen with flowing white gowns, but that was not 
to be. There were a few very dejected looking soldiers hanging about the quay, dressed in 
overcoats, shorts and puttees. To us, not being aware of the variance of the climate in the 
Middle East, overcoat, shorts and puttees looked quite ridiculous. 
 
From Haifa, we were moved down the coast to Tel Aviv, and were billeted in the 
International Exhibition Complex. We found Tel Aviv to be a great place. A beautiful 
city, beaches, hotels, restaurants, cinemas, weather. We had the lot, and took advantage 
of it. I had my first beer in the Mograbi Hotel, at the age of twenty-one years. By this 
time I had been in the Army for almost five years. It may seem a bit odd that I lasted for 
almost five years before I had my first beer, but it amounted to the fact, that when I 
enlisted, at the age of sixteen, I had to become something of a "loner". I didn't know how 
to play cards, I had never really been out with a girl, I had never been in a public house. I 
was frightened of doing all of these things and showing myself up. 
 
Probably due to the fact that I had never had any sort of alcohol in my system, I stood up 
to my first bout of boozing particularly well, so much so, that I had to half carry the 
blokes I had been drinking with, back to Barracks. I had the feeling that this drunken 
business was a sign of absolute weakness. It didn't affect me in any way at all. Shortly 
after getting back to Barracks, I was violently sick, and very, very sorry. 
 
Soldiering generally was a serious business, but there were many times it was anything 
but serious. The average age of the men was probably in the 21 to 24 range, and at that 
age it is easy to laugh, easy to have a good time, easy to see the funny side of almost 
everything that went on around us. It was really good to be able to say that the Sgt in 
charge was of doubtful parentage or that the Corporal's parents bumped into each other in 
the back lane. One could also mutter under one's breath the most vile threats, and having 
no intention whatsoever of carrying them out. Officers had all been born with silver 
spoons in their mouths, and all of them spoke as if they had a turnip in their mouths. It 
was a well-known fact that the Sgts. ran the Army. Officers were at best, no more than 
ornamental. 
 
Most soldiers spoke the odd word or two, of anything up to six or seven different 
languages. They excelled with the obscene. They would poke fun at everything and 
everybody, Sliced bread, for instance, was years and tears ahead of our time. The bread 
was sliced, in a fashion, whilst being held on two pieces of 4xl wood, with a guillotine 
sort of knife arrangement at one end. One had to hold the loaf down with the four fingers 
on the top, and the thumb running along the nearside of the loaf. 
 
One dining room orderly managed to get too enthusiastic about the bread-slicing job, and 
managed to cut his thumb off. The Orderly Officer was summoned immediately, and he, 
with all the authority in the world, demanded: "How did the stupid fellow manage to do 
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that?" A second orderly, by the name of Charlie…….[note that in the rewriting of the 
original typed document somehow a page went missing…not sure what happened 
here….reader if you have access to the original document please let me know what is 
missing so that I can make the correction]. 
 
I looked into the foreman's tent one evening, for something or other, and found that he 
was busy reading, under the very meagre light, shed by a kerosine storm lamp. I asked 
him, in a disinterested sort of way: "What are you reading?" Very much to my surprise, 
he told me he was studying the Chinese language. I asked him, why the hell was he 
trying to learn Chinese. His answer, plain and clear, was because he could not speak 
Chinese. He could speak about seven other languages. 
 
There was a time, when our Arab camp cleaner came to the camp looking very worn and 
unhappy. He told me that his baby son had died during the night. I expressed my deep 
sympathies, to which he answered: "Hatha insha’ Allah • Previous to that, I had asked 
him many times, was he with a gang that was shooting us up last night? His answer was 
always a wry smile. 
 
As we, the soldiery became better known to the Arab villagers I was often given 
permission to take a medical team, three or four of us, down to the village to render first 
aid. The villagers, once they were over the shock of seeing British Soldiers wandering 
round their village, became quite friendly with us. One type of treatment we often did 
was to lodge a coin on a baby's navel, (belly button) and tie a tight bandage round the 
child's waist. 
As the villagers became more friendly, there was an exchange of names. I explained that 
my name was Joseph Hardy, which was pronounced as Yusif Hadi. As I was a Corporal 
at the time, or in Arabic, an Ambashi, I quickly became known as Ambashi Yusif Hadi. 
 
My experience in what was Palestine, was rewarded by having the greatest degree of 
respect of both Arab and Jew. It was merely the case of another Northern Ireland, with 
the Protestants and Catholics. I often think that a piece of Joe Hardy was left in both of 
these places. 
 
Quite early in our term of service in the Kafr Rai area we were awakened by a heavy 
explosion. We stood thinking that it was an attack of some sort, and later found out that it 
was some Arab, who had been walking along the road and had stepped on a land mine, 
that had, no doubt, been laid for our benefit. Our immediate thought was, of course, 
“Better him than us." A few men were sent down to clean things up, and his papers 
showed that he was a local man. That he had fought with Lawrence of Arabia and that he 
was presumably on his way into Jenin to draw his pension from the British Government. 
We also found that he had left a son of about thirteen years old. The Regiment virtually 
adopted the boy, issued him with a full set of clothing, gave him the best of food, and 
every comfort that any of two hundred men could think of, and most of all, bought him a 
donkey. He stayed with the Regiment for the rest of our stay in Palestine. 
 

1 
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It was during out time in the Kafr Rai area that the Regiment decided that in the way of 
recreational leave, that groups of ten or twelve men would be allowed to take a Cook's 
Holiday type of thing in the Lebanon. I jumped at the chance. We were sent up to the 
border under armed escort, and, would you believe, were met by a taxi on the northern 
side of the boundary line. Haifa, Nahariya, Tyre, Sidon, Beirut, and then due east and up 
into the hills to Beit Alley. The Grand Palace Hotel. I had at that time, never stayed in a 
hotel before. The Grand Palace was well named. The view down into Beirut was, to us, 
fresh out of Kafr Rai, absolutely breath taking. 
 
As we entered the place, Isaw an Arab family: man, wife and about three children, 
obviously well off, sitting in the lounge room. I greeted them in Arabic, and he answered 
in the same language and then added, in Oxford English: "I say, you're British, aren't 
you?" He then explained that he owned a cutlery business in Sheffield. We were not 
really very far from home after all. 
 
On our trips into the beautiful city of Beirut, it was our habit to get ourselves more than a 
little "tipsy". I feel that our most memorable night in that beautiful city was the occasion 
when we met up with a soldier of the French Foreign Legion We were all well aware that 
the Legion were not even as well off as we were, as far as pay was concerned. The first 
surprise for us was that he was a cockney. As we gradually became more intoxicated, 
both he and us loosened out to tell of the "How and Where" sort of stories. One of our 
people asked him how the devil did he come to join the Foreign Legion. Even though we 
were all a bit tipsy by this time, it was an ill-timed question. The legionnaire gave a very 
well timed answer: "For minding my own bloody business!" 
 
We boozed on, and from memory, somewhere in the region of 9.30pm a couple of 
French Military Police walked in to the place, stood at each side of our cockney friend, 
each putting an arm under each of his two arms, lifted him clear of the table, and dragged 
him away. He shouted over his shoulder as he disappeared through the door: "I'll gew 
strite in, but it was bluddy wurf it!" 
 
Later on in the evening, by this time we were all very well cootled, we hailed a cabbie. 
He appeared to be not too happy about his passengers to be, but we assured him that we 
would cause no trouble. That statement, was doubtless, the understatement of the year. 
One of us took over the reins, I cannot remember who, and off we went, a four horse 
team at full gallop, round the streets of Beirut. Why we were not locked up I shall never 
know. We were doubtless too drunk to have known very much about it if we had been. 
 
The taxi fare back up to Beit Alley was rather more than we could afford. We had spent a 
few dollars/piasters on some very beautiful young Greek ladies in the Kit Kat Hotel. We 
thought that we had them convinced that we were oilmen up from Basra, so to carry out 
the bluff, we had to offer to buy them something in the way of eats. When the food, if it 
could be called that, arrived, it was roasted sparrows. The young ladies were all very 
much more experienced in life than we were. The oilmen bluff had not worked, so they 
left us, a little bit less off, financially, than we had been when we met them. They were 
obviously after richer game than they had taken us to be. 
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The walk back up to Beit Alley was a long, uphill job, but we had no option. Off we 
went, not knowing at that time, that the road we were taking led us straight past the 
Foreign Legion Barracks. Corporal Smedley Butler decided that he was going to join the 
Legion. He wanted to meet the cockney bloke who had said: "It was wurf it. " It took the 
rest of us all out time to keep him from going through the gates. 
 
At the end of our holiday, a taxi called for us, and took us back down south to the 
Lebanon border. Our Cook's Tour had been a great experience. We had had a wonderful, 
at times very risky a break. Back we went to Kafr Rai. During our last few months there, 
I built a vaulting horse with sandbags with a palliasse as top cover. It was most 
successful, many of the company became quite expert. It was a good way of keeping fit. 
It was extremely important to keep fit, as, although life 
in Kafr Rai camp was usually uneventful, there were times when our fitness was severely 
put to the test. One such occasion was when we were given information that a gang of 
bandits were making life uncomfortable in the area of Umm-El- Fahm. 
 
We were called out in something of a hurry, did a bit of forced marching, and eventually 
reached the area where the trouble was supposed to be. We were often called out in that 
manner, and time after time, it would be a false alarm. The fact that it was a false alarm 
did not in any way ease the pain of our blistered feet. As we advanced over open, slightly 
hilly country, it began to look as though we had been taken in again. The Battalion was in 
open formation, that is: a couple of yards between each soldier on a Company wide front, 
that is eighty or so men. As we reached the crest of a hill, it became obvious that this 
time, it was no false alarm. We came under, what I took to be, at that time, quite heavy 
rifle fire. 
 
I heard the whisper of one or two bullets that I considered to be quite near, so I very 
quickly adopted the horizontal position, with head well down. There was a group of the 
bandit people, some couple of hundred yards in front of us, and they were, unfortunately 
for them, in fairly open country. We engaged them, with what must have been ten times 
their power, and kept shooting for perhaps ten minutes. By that time there was no 
answering fire at all. 
The Company was then ordered to advance with the idea of clearing up anything that was 
left to be cleaned up. It was the normal procedure, on affairs of this type, to be backed up 
by the R.A.F. with their, (I think) Gloucester Gladiators, whatever type they were. I do 
know that their machine guns were synchronised with the propeller. They could take aim 
through the prop, so all the pilot had to do, really, was to point the aircraft at the target. 
The arrangement was that the Company Commander could, when he saw something of a 
target in front of his troops, fire a RED verey light at the target, and the pilot would 
engage. 
 
Through my own, absolute carelessness, I, with perhaps, five or six riflemen, had 
advanced well ahead of the general line of advance, and the Company Commander had 
seen us, taken us to be bandits, and had fired the verey light straight at us. The Gladiator 
had been circling around the area, and he must have seen the verey light immediately it 
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was fired. He came straight at us. The sand started to spurt into the air about thirty feet in 
front of us, and fortunately for us, cut out just before it was due to destroy our boots. It 
seems that the only thing that saved us was the fact that the pilot had recognised the 
webbing straps on our backs. 
 
The thought that ran through my head at that time, was that this damned shooting 
business was becoming far too serious. It had been reasonably friendly in Belfast, a little 
bit more angry on our first few contacts, but it was now becoming quite nasty. I did not 
like it. 
 
I suppose it had become obvious to the British Government that this Hitler fellow in 
Germany was out to cause trouble, and as we, the 1st. Battalion Border Regiment, had 
become something like experienced soldiers. Battle Hardened would have been 
something of an exaggeration, but we had had a few shots fired at us. We knew what a 
bullet whizzing past one's ear sounded like, thanks to a very successful tour of Palestine. 
We had no notion at all of the fact that we returning to Blighty because of the threat of 
war. We were just glad to be going home. There was no panic about the move: we had 
not the slightest idea that war was brewing. We had completed our tour of duty and that 
was it. 
 
We handed over our hill station, were moved from Kafr Rai to Jenin, and were then 
embussed for Haifa. We embarked on The Dominion Monarch, and set sail for England. 
Palestine had been quite a pleasant experience on the whole. The joy that the White 
Cliffs of Dover gives to the returning service men quickly blotted out the unpleasant 
memories. I have, up to now, mentioned the names of two troopships, the Monarch of 
Bermuda and The Dominion Monarch. The Regiment and I were to have further business 
with both. 
 
A quiet journey home, Biscay was again like a sheet of glass. We, or at least, I, was 
heading for Aldershot again, and it is true to say, that I wasn't terribly thrilled about it. 
Mandora Barracks, as far as comfort was concerned, left a certain amount to be desired. 
However, the Army at that time decided to promote me to the rank of Lance Sergeant, 
and probably due to the fact that I had been slightly dishonest with the Recruiting Sgt 
when he asked me my date of birth, I may well have been one of the youngest Sgts in the 
British Army. I had just turned 22. Most of the members of the Sgts Mess had fifteen to 
twenty years’ service behind them. 
 
Brother Frank was also stationed in the area with the Manchester Regiment. He and his 
wife Ruby had a flat in the Farnborough area. I called in there to see them on a few 
occasions, but at the time I was much more interested in chasing young ladies that were 
not related to me so I might have visited them more often than I did. They always made 
me very welcome. 
 
It was at a dance in The Royal Engineers Barracks, that I first met my wife, Eva. The 
dance was held in the gymnasium, and she was employed in the canteen there. We 
danced together most of the evening, and so I naturally asked if I might take her home. I 
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was more than a little impressed with her and was a bit disappointed when she explained 
that she was already at home. Not to be put off, it struck me that the best way for me to 
handle the situation, was to get to know when was her next day off. She told me the next 
evening that she would be free, so we arranged to meet again. 
 
Our meeting had such an impact on the British population, hat we, as a nation, decided to 
go to war. War or not, when brother Fred joined the Battalion on mobilisation, I took him 
to meet my girl. Eva was on duty, no way of getting off, so it was a matter of: "Hello and 
goodbye". Disappointed, Fred and I set off to return to our Bivouac area, four or five 
miles away. A few miles was no problem in those days, and it was quite likely that 
during that journey, I made up my mind that I was very definitely, going to see a lot more 
of Eva than I had managed to do up to that time. 
 
I had explained to the Army on many occasions (under my breath, of course), that I was 
not very keen on this shooting business, but they took no notice of me at all, and to prove 
the fact that they were completely indifferent, they sent me, and every other soldier of the 
1st Bn The Border Regiment, over to France on the day that war was declared. 
Southampton to Cherbourg, then to a very temporary staging camp, then north to 
Orchies, a few kilometres from Lille. My father had fought in this area in The War to 
End All Wars, and here we were again. Both the Germans and the British had produced 
another crop of gun fodder. 
 
Most of the senior officers were of course 1st World War men, so the immediate task was 
to dig trenches. It was wet. It was cold. Our second Echelon had not yet arrived, so we 
only had the clothes we stood up in. In the evenings, we often used to take our wet 
trousers off, hang them in the billet, put "long Johns" on, puttees and a overcoat, and we 
were sufficiently well dressed to move downstairs to the l’Estanimet that was run by 
Maggie and Lucy. It was our favourite meeting place all the time we were in Orchies. 
 
Two or three weeks before Christmas 1939, the powers that be decided that the Battalion 
should suffer a bit more of this shooting business. They loaded us on to cattle wagons: 
slatted trucks with a couple of inches of straw on the floor, and we set off for the Metz 
area, a couple of hundred miles to the south east, in a slow, slow train. The cold was 
agonising, and the food supply appeared to be as badly organised as the train itself. The 
temperature was way down below zero, the wind cut into us like a knife. We finally 
arrived in Metz, but had no rest there and moved straight through the place, went through 
what we were told was the Maginot line and ended in some village or other. We could, 
on occasions, see people moving behind the enemy lines. 
 
The conditions there were woeful altogether. I am not sure what sort of a unit we took the 
area over from but they had left the place absolutely filthy. The only battle experience 
that we gained there was hardly worth the trouble we had been put to, to get there. It 
amounted to a battery of French 75s Artillery, that would come in at full gallop, quickly 
strip down for action, fire about twenty rounds, and then get to hell out of the area before 
the Germans had time to answer their fire. We just had to duck. I don't think the 
Regiment had one casualty. I could be wrong with that statement. It is a long time ago. 
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Eva had decided at this time, to send me a Christmas cake, as we were in front of the 
Maginot. 
The enemy shells always fell on the place where they had been, but where we still were. 
A lot of us had the thought that if these Frenchies were are friends; the blokes in the Field 
Grey at the bottom of the paddock might not be such bad enemies. 
 
I would add here that the masculine population of France were still urinating in the 
streets at that time. Our fellows nearly had their eyes pop out the first time they saw a 
young man, girl friend on his arm, stop and relieve himself against a hunk of very smelly 
concrete with a bit of a gutter at it's edge. To them it seemed the most natural thing in the 
world. The young ladies never seemed to be the slightest bit put out. To we, ignorant 
"Tommees", it was absolutely disgusting. 
 
Leaving the Maginot after our spell of duty, caused us no heartache at all, and the 
journey to North West France was in no way better than the trip down there had been. 
Three days in a French troop train on one of the coldest winters on record, leaves a 
certain amount to be desired. I had no knowledge of the French language in the early 
days, but a journey like that left us in no doubt as to what 8 Chavel or 40 Hommes meant. 
Not one of the 40 Hommes had ever been so cold in all his life. It was a great surprise to 
me, to know that the French seemed to care less about their soldier's creature comforts 
than the British did. 
 
Our next move was to the village of Rumegies, where we immediately started to dig the 
endless trenches. By this time the 2nd Echelon had caught up with us. So at last we had a 
change of clothing. The most prominent memory of Rumegies was that we used to have 
the lady in the farmhouse produce very excellent milk cocoa. A number of us used to sit 
in the lady's kitchen, where it was extremely comfortable, and drink cocoa by the cup-
full, just for the warmth that the place provided. At this time we were also issued with a 
second blanket and a palliasse with a small amount of straw in it. All these luxuries did 
not amount to much when one had to sleep with only the palliasse between him and the 
bare boards. For most of our time in Rumegies there seemed to be three or four inches of 
snow on the ground. It was as cold inside as it was outside. The French bread we were 
issued with always had a date stamped on it and it was generally about three months old. 
 
The dated bread was not quite as bad as it sounds. In effect the outer casing of the loaf 
was slow baked, making it as hard as a rock, but it was quite a lot better than the hard 
tack biscuits. There were occasions, when we were near enough to a Boulangerie, that we 
could buy locally baked stick loaves. They were a luxury indeed. Some of us were 
picking up a word or two of the local language, and that made life considerably easier. 
 
The months of the cold war dragged on, the weather improved and life became a lot more 
bearable. Brother Fred and I managed to get together on a number of occasions, and 
usually drowned a certain amount of our sorrows. The British Expeditionary Forces 
certainly did all it could to get its soldiery back home on leave for periods of ten days. I 
was lucky enough to get back home twice. The family was living in Kirkoswald at the 
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time and the people of that good village certainly let us know that they appreciated what 
we were doing. 
 
On my first holiday I had written to Eva inviting her to come up country to meet my 
family but the pair of us were out of luck. Just before my letter had arrived she had 
ventured out in the blackout and had slipped and fell full length into one of the thousands 
of slit trenches. She had badly bruised her lower spine, and was admitted to the Military 
Hospital. Coming up north was definitely out of the question. But the invitation proved at 
least that I was taking the business very seriously. 
 
She also accepted the idea about things being a little bit more serious so she had asked 
the cook to bake a Christmas cake to send me. Unfortunately as far as our courtship was 
concerned the almost daily letters that I had been sending her came to a very abrupt halt. 
She waited for some time, and then, I think quite naturally, decided that I had second 
thoughts, and she gave the Christmas cake to another fellow she knew. 
 
Eva had no sooner given the cake away when a letter arrived from my Mother, 
explaining that I was in a place where I would be unable to contact her for some time. 
She rushed around to the fellow to whom she had given the cake, but it seems, she was 
one slice too late. She could not send a cake that had been cut into, and it was too near 
Christmas for the cook to make another. I was out well in front of the Marginot. C' est la 
Guerre. 
 
My second leave from France was slightly more successful. As soon as Eva had the 
invitation she hopped on a train and was on her way to Kirkoswald. Fred and I met her at 
Penrith Station. She was wearing a green frock, a black Astrakhan coat, and a pillbox 
type of hat. I had been waiting for our second date for a long time and she looked great. 
We arrived home in K.0. mid-afternoon, where she was made very welcome and was 
immediately at home with my parents. The table talk was, naturally, about all that had 
happened in the village. The most important event was that the local veterinary surgeon 
had died. I suppose it is true to say that Eva would be grasping on to every word, so it 
was natural that the vet's death became top most in her mind. Come 9.00pm that evening, 
we all did what was our usual thing, and went over to the pub straight opposite our own 
front door. One of the first people that we met was the new vet, so I immediately 
introduced him to my new girl. And she came out with the classic remark, which we have 
giggled about for the last fifty years: "You’re not the one that died?" 
 
Our courtship was, I suppose, a very quiet affair. From Kirkoswald there was no such thing 
as going to a show, taking in the pictures, or anything even akin to that. I was at home, a home 
that I loved, and I was very happy to know that Eva was just as much at home as I was. My 
parents thought the world of her, and I feel sure that they decided, quite early in our holiday, 
that this was IT….That we were on our way to the altar. 
 
My Father called us in, to what was called his music room, on the Tuesday night, and asked 
us the point blank question: "Do you two mean to get married?" In actual fact, Eva and I had 
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not really discussed that question at all, but I suppose it was true to say, that we had been 
making it fairly obvious that we were extremely fond of each other. 
 
Dad knew that I was to return to France on the Saturday, and it should be appreciated that his 
experience of trench warfare was that a man's life was worth about a fortnight. Five of his 
sons were in France, and he must have thought that the chances of us all getting back home 
after the War were, to say the least, a little bit remote. He put forward the idea that I had 
brought Eva from Aldershot, caused her to be out of work, and that should anything 
untoward happen to me in the trenches, she would be virtually on her own, jobless, and 
living in an area where there was little work to be had. He suggested that if we really did 
intend to get married, why not get married now, and then, should the worst happen, Eva 
would at least have a widow's pension to help her out until such time that things would be 
better for her. He suggested that we go up to the rectory and make the necessary arrangements 
there and then. We did as he suggested that evening, and found that the Vicar was on holiday 
in Berkshire, so we talked the business over with his son Roger. Roger in tum, phoned his 
father, who made, what Eva and I took to be a great compliment, saying that: "If one of the 
Hardy boys was to be married in his church" that he would be there to conduct the ceremony. 
He came back home from Berkshire the next day. 
 
Roger took us to Penrith to make all the necessary arrangements. We had a couple of beers, 
and returned home brimming with good cheer. The first thing my Mother asked was to let her 
see the ring! We had managed to get the licence, we had made all the arrangements, but we 
had forgotten to buy the ring. My Father pointed out that there was no time to worry about 
such a small detail as a ring and that we should have to use Mother's ring. I don't think 
Mother liked the idea of taking her ring off. It was the first time it had ever been off her 
finger. 
 
Weddings in those days, wartime Britain, were not anything like the weddings of today. Dad 
had meant to play the organ, he was, after all, the Church organist, but he was badly upset and 
just couldn't make it. We, the wedding party of eight, walked down to the Church, arm in arm. 
We didn't have a flower, but one thing we did have were two horse shoes the village children 
had left on our doorstep. 
 
Under the circumstances, the fact that we had no bouquet, didn't really bother us a great deal. I 
think that our happiness was such that there wasn't anything that could bother us, and when 
we reached the gate of the Church, it was very obvious that Mother Nature had catered for our 
lack of flowers. The Church and its surrounds, covering perhaps, two acres of ground, was a 
mass of daffodils. There had always been daffodils in the Churchyard, but according to what 
we heard, there was never a time that they had looked so beautiful. 
 
It appeared that the Vicar, or his son, Roger, had forgotten to inform the Church cleaner that 
there was to be a wedding on that day. She was busy mopping the floor, bucket, mop and sack 
cloth apron. She was more than a little embarrassed about the situation she found herself in. 
But Eva fixed that by inviting her to join the Wedding party. She was delighted to do so. 
 



The Hardy Story, 1796 - 2002 

  Page 25 of 61 

On the completion of the service, we set off for the long walk home, managed to get as far as 
the Church gate, only to find the village children had beaten us to it, and tied up the gate. It 
was a reasonably normal procedure, coming away from a wedding ceremony, to throw a 
couple of handfuls of small coins out to the children, so we did just that, waited until they had 
picked up every single coin, after which they untied the gate, and clambered around us to wish 
us well. 
 
The Reception, if I may be forgiven for calling it that, was in my parents home. Our wedding 
cake, (that should be plural) there were I think two dozen wedding cakes, each one wrapped 
separately in it's own paper cup. I think the cost of each of them might have been a penny 
halfpenny. 
Immediately after the reception, I started to sort out all my gear, dressed myself in khaki, 
kissed the family and my new wife goodbye, and caught the Penrith bus to start on my 
journey to France. It wasn't a very happy journey by any means, and it wasn't much help when 
my Platoon Commander told me, that had he known I was to be married, he could possibly 
have given me an extension of furlough. Had I known that I was to be married I should 
certainly have asked for an extension before I left France to come home. "C'est la guerre." 
 
I returned to the village of Rumegies to again get into the business of digging trenches and 
endless signal training. Brothers Fred and Walter evinced a certain amount of surprise when 
they learned that their young brother had returned as a married man. Walter had been posted 
to the 4th Battalion of the Regiment when he was remobilised, so to get the news to him. I had 
to do a bit of wandering. I found him alright, but he was more than a little despondent about 
being a 4th Battalion man. We knew at that time that brother Frank was in the area 
somewhere and thought that there was a chance that brother Ernie was not too far away. Ernie 
was a gunner with the Royal Artillery so it was not quite as easy to find him. 
 
It was about this time that I was promoted to Signal Sgt a rank that entitled me to a motor 
cycle. The Motor Transport Officer called me over, told me of the entitlement, and said: 
"Here you are, take this one." "This one" was a brand new B.S. A. a beautiful piece of 
machinery. The M.T. O. showed me how to start the thing and then told me to take it for a 
run. One's first ride on a good motorcycle is a really great experience. It was a wonderful day, 
and I, map in hand, managed to get myself lost. That at least would be the excuse I would 
make if there were any questions. But in effect, the place I was lost in was the lines of the 
Manchester Regiment. 
 
Throughout my life there seemed always to be things happening to me that coincidence hardly 
covers. At the Army School of P.T. I had become very friendly with a fellow by the name of 
Jimmy English. During my Palestine stint, I was out on a march with my Company when I 
saw a Platoon of some other Regiment marching toward us. The Sgt of this particular Platoon 
was Jimmy English. I shouted "Hello Jimmy!" He answered "Hello Joe!" and was gone. 
During our stint in France, exactly the same thing, in exactly the same way, happened again. I 
understand that later on, he also was to be a member of the 1st Airborne Division, as a glider 
pilot. The coincidence of my run out on the motor cycle was that when I ran on to the western 
side of the town square in St.Amand brother Frank was standing on the east side of the square, 
probably eighty yards from me. There appeared to be no real reason for his being there. There 
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was no real reason why I should be there either. Fate had taken a hand in what we were both 
doing on that day. It was the last time that I saw Frank. 
 
Very shortly after our meeting, The German Army suddenly became serious about this War 
business, so the British Expeditionary Force went up to meet them. I honestly believe that the 
greater part of the British soldiery went into Belgium quite unconcerned on their way up to 
meet the Boche. After all, our Fathers had fought them, had beaten them to a frazzle a few 
years before, on top of which, we were the first really modem army that they had had to deal 
with. We would show them a thing or two in a very short time. After all the Inspector General 
of Infantry had declared that the Battalion was ready for War. 
 
There was no doubt about the fact that we were ready for the sort of Wars that the Army had 
waged since the War to end Wars. We could handle the Afghans on the North West Frontier, 
the Jew/Arab problem in the Near East, the Northern Ireland affair was easy, but the sort of 
thing we were to face now was a different kettle of fish. One little episode when we first met 
the Germans might give some idea of what a shock was in store for us. 
Our Horse Transport Platoon had been taken away when we were "Mechanised". We did not 
know what the word really meant. Each Platoon was given a 30cwt truck, and what was called 
a Bren Gun Platoon was created, and they were given 6 Bren Gun Carriers. To we foot 
sloggers, (most of us had never seen a tank) the Carriers were the be all and end all. We were 
a mechanised force, or at least we had presumed that we were. After all, the carriers had what 
must have been almost a half-inch of metal all round, and that would stop almost anything. 
 
Our first task was to move forward to the city of Tournai, and to take and hold the bridge over 
the river Escaut. The TAKE part of the exercise was no problem at all. We TOOK the bridge, 
largely on account of the fact that there was no one there to take it from. When it came to the 
HOLD part, our young Carrier Platoon Officer volunteered to sit astride the run up to the 
bridge with the statement that he would take and hold the bridge. It must have been something 
of a coincidence that the enemy commander had given some thought to exactly the same idea 
from the other side of the bridge. His method was slightly different. He called up one of his 
tanks, one of his very, many tanks, and it came up the approach to the bridge from their side, 
fired one shot, and we lost our first Carrier, it's Officer aits crew. The tank did not even stop 
to take aim. The Carrier disappeared in a ball of flame, and the Germans came straight over. 
 
Within a few minutes of our first contact with the enemy, he had demonstrated to us the fact 
that we were perhaps, not just as modern an army as we might have been. There had been talk 
that the German tanks we saw on the Newsreels were all made of cardboard. Those that came 
toward us were certainly not made of cardboard. On top of that, they were acting in an 
extremely unfriendly manner. To complete the picture, those dreadful people turned out every 
artillery piece in the German army on to the 1st Bn The Border Regiment. In retrospect, I don't 
really suppose there was much more than a battery of guns firing at us, but to the 
inexperienced kids, which is all that we were, the number of wounded being carried in, and 
the number of dead being carried out, was enough to help us decide that, if this was war, we 
just didn't go much on it. I began to wonder why the hell did I ever teach myself to walk 
without a limp. 
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When we arrived at Tournai we moved in to a nunnery. The nuns, of course, had left. Rumour 
had it that a lot of nuns that were wandering about in the area were German snipers with their 
weapons concealed under their habits. We were shot at from all directions when we knew, 
almost for certain, that no Field Grey blokes had gone past us. The nunnery didn't get the sort 
of respect than an establishment like that deserved. As far as I can remember, there was no 
vandalism, or anything even like that, but we were tired, we were hungry and we were dirty. 
There was little we could do about being dirty and hungry. Hunger is part of a soldier's lot 
when in battle. But the sight of the dormitories, single beds with white sheets and white 
pillowcases was sufficient to make the men lose what little respect they had had for the place. 
Those of us, who were not actually at their posts, hit the beds in a very short time, boots and 
all. 
 
The passage leading from the entrance to the dormitories, was a long, not very well lit area, 
with religious statues on pedestals, just above head height, every couple of yards, for the full 
length of it. The soldiery, heavy boots, rifles, bayonets and half a ton of gear, clumped their 
way along the passage with just about as much respect as they might have had leaving a 
football match when their side had lost. 
 
As the battle developed, the building was hit many times. The surrounding areas much more 
so, and of course, they had started to carry the wounded in and very shortly after, to carry the 
dead out. Whether it was the fact that the passage way had now become the lead in to the 
Regimental Aid post, and the way out for those beyond aid, I just do not know, but I do know 
that in a very short time, every soldier that went along that passage, did so on tip toe. Few that 
moved along it did so without the occasional glance upward at the statues. I talked of that fact 
to a number of the chaps later, and one or two, including myself, thought that amongst the 
blood and filth of battle, some of the statues appeared to have a tear stain down each cheek. 
 
On perhaps the second or third day, the Provost Sgt came to me and told me that there was a 
soldier who had just come through the extremely heavy barrage that was being laid on us. In 
an effort to get his message through to the C.O. he had dumped all his gear and shell dodged 
all the way in. The shell fire that we were being subjected to were landing in fairly soft ground 
and each one of them as it hit gave off a distinct cloud of sulphur coloured smoke. The C.O. 
told me to sound a "Gas Alert". He had seen this sort of thing in the Great War. 
 
The provost Sgt then told me that the soldier, who had just lost all his gear, was my brother 
Fred. None of the bodies lying outside had gas masks, so I was beset with something of a 
problem. I immediately gave Fred orders to take one of the Platoon's push-bikes, and gave him 
a demand note to Brigade Headquarters for extra telephone cable. As the "gas" drifted towards 
us, we realised that it was no more than a sulphur type of smoke. So after testing for gas, I had 
to give the "Gas Clear" signal. I realised at that very same moment, that I had just sent my 
brother out of the battle with a false message. That was a thing, that both he and I, could have 
been Court Martialled for. I leapt on to my motorcycle, and went down the road towards 
Brigade Headquarters like the hammers of hell, but Fred, with the thought of gas behind him, 
obviously went faster than the hammers of hell rate that I was using. I caught up with him at 
home in Kirkoswald.  
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Shortly after that episode, the Bn was ordered to retire to the higher ground, a couple of 
hundred yards behind the Nunnery. We had orders to sit there and inflict as many of the 
enemy as we could, with ·everything we had, and to be prepared to die there. Lieut. Bob 
Stackwell who was the Signal's Officer at the time, came alongside me, and we both tried as 
hard as we could, to scratch something like a hole, so that at least our gas mask, carried on 
Alert position on our chests, would fit in, making our heads and shoulders just a wee bit lower 
and nearer to the ground. He didn't have a bayonet. I cannot remember what he was scratching 
with, probably just his fingers. It was an extremely uncomfortable position to be in. We 
expected to be hit at any minute by the advancing Germans. It seems that just at the critical 
moment, some unit had broken somewhere to our right, and we were given orders to get out of 
the place in a hurry. We needed no second bidding. As they say in the Royal Navy, we 
SCAPA' D. 
 
We retired to somewhere just the north side of Lille into trenches that had been dug in the 
Cold War by some other unit. There was a certain amount of relief knowing that we were now 
about twenty miles away from those terrible German people. I remember standing on the 
apron of a trench telling the occupants of the trench to do something or other when a bullet 
whizzed past my ear. Twenty miles be damned, their 5th column was everywhere, and what's 
more, they stayed with us virtually all the way to Dunkirk. 
 
It seemed that we would travel a few miles, come to a crossroad, and they would be plastering 
it with shells. We would tear through the place, breathe a sigh a relief, and then we would be 
sniped at. When we passed through the towns of Church Eglise and Armentieres, as we 
thought at the time, miles away from the enemy, there were dead bodies all over the town 
square. I saw the body of a little girl. She might have been twelve years old, lying dead in the 
street. 
 
I think that the order to head for Dunkirk was probably given in the town of Garvin, or the 
town of Loos from where we were moved north to Lambersart. As Signal Sgt, I was detailed 
to do Convoy Control work. Where the transport had come from, heaven only knows, but the 
Battalion was embussed in what were probably 3-ton trucks. Off we went, me with orders to 
keep the convoy together and in good order. I saw no problem at all in being given this sort of 
work. By this time I was quite a good motor-cyclist, and I had had to do the job many times 
before. 
 
No sooner had we started on our journey, than straggler units of the French Army would cross 
our line of advance travelling east, west, north and south. They appeared to be even worse 
organised than we were. Trying to have the leading vehicles slow down, the rear ones to speed 
up, meant that I was dodging back and forward, hour after hour. The leading vehicles would 
arrive at a crossroads that was under heavy shellfire, stop, and then suddenly make a dash. 
Two, three or perhaps four vehicles would cross, then more shells would arrive. This spread 
the convoy out over miles and miles, and then a battery of French Artillery would cross our 
path, east to west, then another one west to east. Refugees, prams, barrows, box carts, the lot. 
It was Hell. 
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To ensure that my task was made as difficult as possible, the odd Stuka would drop it's load, 
and at times a fighter would do the run along the road with all guns blazing. 
 
For a soldier, being part of a victorious army is without doubt the greatest feeling in the world, 
a feeling that one's unit could conquer anything at all. To be part of a defeated army, the 
feeling is so far down the opposite end of the scale, that there is no way that one could explain 
it. One reaches the stage where one believes almost anything. London had been destroyed. 
The Navy had been sunk. The Air Force had been wiped out. They have taken the town up the 
road. Tanks are attacking from the east, from the west. The feeling of hopelessness was such 
that we should not have been at all surprised if tanks had attacked us from above. 
 
I rode up and down the remnants of that column for hour after hour, until I finally reached the 
stage where, only every now and then, would I even see one of our own vehicles. With the 
stress and strain of the work I had to do, I was forced into making the decision that I could go 
on no longer. I pulled in to the side of the road, threw my motor cycle down and immediately 
went to sleep beside it. My column had become so mixed up, that I had no idea where they 
were, where I was, where we were going, or even where we had come from. Chaos supreme. I 
decided that the British Army could all go to Hell. That the German Army could all go to 
Hell. That the French Army could all go to Hell. That all refugees could follow which ever 
unit they chose to follow, and that I, Joe Hardy, was going to dump my motor cycle on the 
side of the road and go to sleep. I did just that. What time it was when I collapsed, I do not 
know. It was dark when I went to sleep. It was dark when I woke. 
 
The road that I had slept beside was the main road leading to Dunkirk. There were four or five 
lanes of traffic, all heading in the same direction, all of them stopping and starting every few 
yards. I have talked about coincidence before in my story, and doubtless will again before my 
story is completed. 
 
I had woken up quite suddenly, and the degree of light was such that I could just make out the 
signs on the side of the truck that had stopped virtually at my feet. Remember that it was only 
half light at it's best. There were thousands of trucks passing in four different lanes, stopping 
and starting, travelling perhaps less than two or three yards to close up with the vehicle in 
front of them. I have no idea what it was that caused me to wake up. I was tired enough to 
have slept for a week, but I woke at exactly the same time as the truck had stopped. It was just 
sufficiently light for me to make out the sign on the side of the truck. It was my brother's 
Platoon truck! It to the driver "How is Jock Hardy?" His answer was immediate "He was 
killed at Louvaine." The driver engaged his gear and moved off into the dark. The answer was 
so complete, so definite, so terminal, that I did not, probably could not make any attempt to 
follow the driver that had given me the sad news. I knew that Frank had been killed. I felt that 
it was in this odd sort of way, that things had been arranged so as to get the news of his death 
to me.  
 
Shortly after, brother Walter was taken prisoner of war he met and became friendly with 
another prisoner who had been in the same Battalion as Frank. He had known Frank quite 
well, and was near him when he was killed in action. Whereas I had been told that Frank had 
been killed in Louvaine which was the most northerly of the British advance to meet the 
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Germans, it seems to be quite likely that that name lodged itself into the driver's line of 
thinking. It now appears to be quite definite that he was killed at, or near Bruyelle, on the 
outskirts of Tournai, and within a few hundred yards of where Walter, Fred and myself were 
serving. Four brothers in the front line within a few hundred yards of each other. 
 
The story told to Walter was, that Frank, as a Platoon Sgt Major, was in charge of a group of 
four machine guns, each of which had a crew of three or four men. The four guns would be at 
least ten, fifteen or twenty yards apart, so Frank's job would entail moving from one gun to the 
next to see that all was in order. It appears that he found one of his guns unmanned. Its crew 
had taken fright and bolted. So he took over the gun himself, and kept on firing it until he was 
killed. Walter's informant told him that it was a direct hit, so it may be that Frank did not 
suffer any sort of pain. One second he was alive, and the next it was all over. 
 
Knowing Frank as I did, I feel that the moment he pressed the trigger of that gun, that all 
premonition would be swept from his mind. He was a gunner, this was one of his guns and it 
was his duty to have it in action. He would have been in his element. Brother Fred also met an 
ex-member of the Manchester’s, and he was told the same story. Brother Walter heard the 
story in Poland as a prisoner of war. I heard the story on the way to Dunkirk. Fred was told of 
it in Carlisle. 
 
As I mentioned earlier, Frank was a soldier. He lived like a soldier. He thought like a soldier. 
It seems now, that he died like a soldier. When dawn arrived, I had given up all thoughts of 
ever seeing any of the convoy again. It was quite useless to go hunting for them. With luck I 
might have bumped into the odd one, but even had I done so, any truck that I found, would be 
jammed in this convoy, and was able to move only at the same pace as every other vehicle that 
surrounded it. I started up my bike and dodged slowly into the area of Dunkirk. 
 
On arrival at what was the outer perimeter, I was ordered by some officer to run my machine 
into a field, to lay it on it's side, open the petrol tank and set it ablaze. My new B.S.A! I almost 
cried, and undoubtedly would have done so, were it not that I had so many, much more 
important things on my mind. I hated doing the job, but there was no option. I had been given 
the machine when it was brand new, and had it long enough to feel that it really belonged to 
me. To burn it seemed wrong. I was to learn that there was to be an awful lot more of this 
wrong business over the course of the next few days. 
 
Having dealt with the bike, I joined the bedraggled lot that were heading into the town area. 
There was no discipline, no authority, no anything. The British Army was on its knees. Arrival 
at the beach seemed to promote some sort of confidence in the soldiers generally. There was 
little to be confident about. There was no food, no water, we were being shelled, we were 
being strafed and the Stukas were having a ball. The only opposition to the Stukas was the odd 
bit of rifle fire that went up. 
 
There were a great number of Battleships standing off the beach, and what seemed like 
hundreds of small boats of every description, racing in to the queues of men that were 
standing chest deep in the water. The queues were very orderly. As each small boat came 
in,the men at the head of the line were helped aboard until the person in charge of the boat 
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shouted "That's enough", turned to seaward, and full speed ahead to the battle wagons. It 
struck me that we, the Army, had failed completely. But the Navy was still there, steadfast 
as ever. In effect of course, the greater part of the small boats were manned by civilians. They 
were magnificent 
 
My first thought was, how many of the family had reached the beach. I knew that Frank 
hadn't, but that still left Fred, Walter and Ernie. I spent a couple of days combing the beach, 
but had no luck at all. When I talked to my brothers after our escape from Dunkirk, I must 
have been within a few yards of them, quite likely on a number of occasions. The docks area, 
looking from the beach, appeared to be ablaze from one end to the other. Columns of thick, 
black smoke, made it seem more of a Hell than the beach itself was. 
 
When I had searched, Heaven knows, how many miles of beach, through Heaven knows, how 
many thousand soldiers, without a sign of a Hardy, there seemed little object in going into the 
docks area to try to look. I turned back to continue the search along the beach. Writing this 
story all these years later, as explained in their separate stories, they were both in the docks 
area. 
 
Without either food or water, my searching had been a tiring sort of business, so I decided 
to sit myself down and have a rest. A Sgt of the Royal Engineers had the same idea. He 
picked up an empty kerosene tin, turned it on its end, sat on it, in spite of all the hell that was 
going on around him. Sat there as cool as the proverbial cucumber. I heard him say to the 
young fellow that was with him: "I am going to have my last cigarette." He sat there, 
smoking, with the whole damned area erupting around him. He might have been watching 
children playing in the garden. His life ended at the same time as his cigarette. 
 
Shortly after that incident, it struck me that it was quite useless to continue the search. The 
only option left was to join one of the queues and take my turn at getting away in one of the 
small boats. It all seemed very hopeless. From the beach the lines of men never seemed to get 
any shorter. As all the queues seemed to be about the same length, there seemed little object 
in being choosey. I tagged on at the end of the nearest, and just stood waiting, ankle deep. I 
stood there for hour after hour, became knee deep, waist deep and finally, lower chest deep. 
After I cannot imagine how many hours, I reached the head of the queue, only to meet a very 
young and extremely gallant officer organising the loading of the boats. I asked how long 
had he been there, and his answer was that he did not know. I knew that if he stayed there not 
very much longer, that he would go under. It is not usual for a Sgt to give orders to an 
officer, but under those circumstances, it was doubtless the right thing to do. I ordered him 
to be the first man in the next boat and explained that I would take his place. Three or four 
men that were at the head of the queue, bundled him aboard the next boat and followed him 
until the owner of the boat shouted: "That's enough," and then pulled away. 
 
There was no pushing or shoving or squabbling of any sort, as soldiers from different 
units all patiently waited their turn. Quite often, men who were next to go, would tum 
around to the bloke behind, and say," You take my turn mate; I will take the next one. " I 
was proud indeed, that two or three men of our Regimental Band, reached me at the head 
of the queue, and immediately volunteered to stay with me and help organise the loading. 
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We loaded boat after boat, for many hours. I have not the slightest idea, but we decided, 
by mutual consent, that we had enough, so I waited until the next Sgt came along, asked 
him to take over, and he did as though it was the most natural thing in the world. He 
shook hands with us, wished us the best of luck, and helped bundle the bandsmen and 
myself into the next boat. We headed for the nearest ship. 
 
The nearest ship was an old Dutch Coastal vessel at it's best. A dilapidated old tramp steamer. 
However she was quite close in, so we scrambled up the nets, over the dock, and straight 
down into the hold. As far as we were concerned, this dilapidated old tramp was the greatest 
ship that had ever slipped down a runway. My crew were no sooner aboard her, when the 
Captain gave orders to pull up the nets, and made ready to pull away. The ship's -motors 
started up, the old girl shuddered, shuddered and shuddered, and the tide went out. 
 
I had noticed that there had been, perhaps three or four not very senior officers aboard, 
but they decided in a very short time to try their luck elsewhere. I checked around and 
found that I was the senior Army person on board, so I decided that the correct thing for 
me to do, was to report to the Captain, to ask what action might be best. I explained to 
him, that there had been one or two officers on board, but that they had left, and that I 
was now the senior soldier on board. Captain Philpot RNVR made a point of letting me 
know that Naval Officers don't desert their ships as soon as there is the slightest 
difficulty, making it very obvious that he was going to stay where he was. His advice to 
me was, that the men down in the hold were at least sheltered from shrapnel, and that as 
the next tide came in, he suggested that I have 50 or 60 men strip off, jump over the side, 
and put their weight under the hull. 
 
He ordered the ship's Bosun, that come full tide, he was to go down into the hold, and 
have the rest of the men run from one side of the ship to the other, in conjunction with the 
men in the water, to wriggle the ship off the sand. It all seemed to be a very good idea, 
the weight of 60 or so men off the ship, and the transference of the weight of all these men 
in the hold from one side of the ship to the other, all engines at full bore. We just couldn't 
go wrong. 
 
I explained the situation to the men, and there was no shortage at all of men to strip off, 
and jump overboard. Almost everyone on the ship was willing. No problems at all. 
There were as many as the ship's Captain thought would be necessary. At the critical 
moment they went over, and standing the ship's full length, they were variously neck 
deep to waist deep in the water. The Ship's Bosun then ordered the men below to stand in 
the centre of the hold, and then to move quickly from one side to the other. "OVER. . .. .. 
and BACK AGAIN. " The motors roared into full bore, the old lady was just about to 
clear herself, when some very efficient German officer, fired a couple of dozen airburst 
shells, that burst immediately above our heads. Most of the volunteers who had gone over 
the side, were hit, most of them with slight flesh wounds, but as they left the water to 
scramble up the nets, the blood from even quite small wounds, mixed with the saltwater, 
and it gave the appearance that each man was wounded at least ten times more seriously 
than he really was. The deck was awash with a mixture of blood and salt water. The place 
looked like a slaughterhouse. 
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The bandsmen who had helped me at the head of the queue did a mighty job, tended the 
wounded and brought back some sort of order. There had been a very small quantity of 
food somewhere down below, so my bandsmen took charge of it, and I asked around for 
anything edible that any of the men might have. It was all pooled, and we managed to 
give every man on board a couple of mouthfuls. 
Having accomplished this, I remember quite clearly, that as I was climbing up the 
bulkhead ladder, to seek advice from the ship's Captain, one of the soldiers shouted: 
"What's your name Sgt?" I answered: "My name is Sgt. Hardy, but you don't know me." 
His answer was a great compliment to me: "No, I don't know you, but I shall never forget 
you." I can vividly recall those words after fifty years. It may be that he can too. 
 
We had by this time, reached a stage where it seemed that no matter what we attempted 
to do, that there was no way at all, that we could improve our situation. It struck me that 
it might be a good time to go to the bridge to find out what the Captain thought of our 
plight. He agreed with me that it was a "damned if we do, and damned if we don't" sort of 
thing, but during our talk, I noticed that he had a very good-looking torch. I explained to 
him that I was a signaller, and made the suggestion that come evening time, I would start 
to signal toward the Battle Wagons in the hope that we might get some sort of help. He 
wrote out the following message: "Ship aground, many wounded on board, please send 
help. Philpot, Captain R.N." 
 
Come darkness, I took up position with the torch, sent the message seawards, and then 
repeated it at intervals, all through the night. There was no answer, of course. There was 
no Battle Wagon, no destroyer, no ship of any sort that was going to send an answering 
message in the direction of the shore. I knew perfectly well, that my message was being 
read. I was well aware that no one out there could send any message of 
acknowledgement. I was also painfully aware that our situation was becoming desperate. 
We had given up the idea of getting the ship away again. She was sinking deeper and 
deeper into the sand as each wave broke over her. 
 
As dawn broke, the tide was fairly well in again, and I spotted a wooden rowing boat 
about twenty or so yards away. It appeared to be half full of water, and there were a great 
number of holes in it's sides, but it struck me that with two men paddling with their hands 
and two men scooping the water out, it might just be that I could get a message out to one 
of the Battleships. I was well aware that it was going to be a dicey sort of business, and 
that anyone that was going to risk it with me would have to be a reasonable sort of 
swimmer. My position was then, that I had a hold half full of wounded men, a lot of 
whom were suffering pretty badly, and left me no option but to try to get out there and let 
someone know just what our position was. I put the idea to the Bandsmen, and they 
responded exactly as I knew they would. 
 
I asked them all if they were quite sure that they could complete the distance by 
swimming, should the boat go down on us halfway out to the ships, and each one of 
them, tongue in cheek, assured me that it would be no great problem. Each of them 
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showed more confidence than I was able to muster and I was quite a good swimmer at 
that time of my life. 
 
We pulled the boat in, clambered into it, and set off on our way out to the nearest ship 
that was standing off. To paddle with one's hands is anything but funny, and to bale out a 
boat when the water is coming into it at about the same rate as one is baling water out of 
it, leaves a certain amount to be desired. We all worked frantically and managed to get 
perhaps, a third of the way toward the ships. I then told the men to strip off, and be ready 
to hit the drink. At that very moment one of the small boats pulled out from behind one of 
the ships and took us aboard. 
 
The owner, master, Captain or whatever he happened to be, didn't have a great deal to say 
on the run out to the battleships. He acted as though picking up three or four soldiers, 
perhaps saving their lives, or at least saving them from being taken Prisoners of War, was 
the most ordinary every day happening. He knew the drill so very well, that it was 
obvious that he had carried it out many times. I didn't even ask him his name, nor did he 
ask mine. He pulled into the side of a destroyer, and held fast until we were well on our 
way up the nets. 
 
The stretcher-bearer lads were immediately ushered below decks by the crewmen of the 
destroyer and I immediately went along the deck to where I thought the Captain would 
be. I was not familiar with Naval badges of rank at that time, but when I reached the 
place where I thought the Captain might be, I found a very large group of officers, three 
or four of whom looked as though they might have held a rank far superior to that of a 
Captain of a destroyer. It looked to me as though all the British Shore Establishment 
Officers had jumped on board the first ship that was headed for the French shore. 
 
The officer who was most senior, turned to listen to my story regarding the wounded 
men, and then said: "Alright Sgt get down below and have some hot coffee." My 
immediate thought was that he had not understood me, so I asked: "Will you be able to 
do something, Sir?" He gave me the sort of smile that a father might give to a naughty 
little boy, and said: "There are probably twenty thousand wounded men on the beach, 
laddie. Our priority is to get as many off there as we can, and there is not a lot time left. 
Go below." I went below, but I had a very guilty feeling about the whole affair. I hated 
the feeling that I had somehow let down the skipper of the grounded ship. I suppose that 
he, Captain Philpot, his crew, and all the wounded men in his ship's hold, would have 
ended up as Prisoner's of War. I have always had the thought that some of those men 
might have presumed that I had deserted them. The circumstances were such that I had no 
option. 
 
On arrival below decks on the destroyer, I found that soldiers occupied every nook and 
cranny. There was not an inch to spare, but in one way or the other, four or five men 
moved closer to each other to allow me a place to sit down. I had no sooner found a place 
to sit, when the ship's engines roared into life. She swung round, and at long last, we were 
on our way to England. A number of the Lufwaffe tried to alter the plan, we heard a 
number of near misses, and a lot of anti-aircraft firing, but the destroyer never seemed to 
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alter course. The Captain had pointed the bow of the ship toward England and no enemy 
pilot was going to alter that. We landed at Margate, and disembarked to the cheers of 
dozens of ladies who plied us with sandwiches, cigarettes, and postcards to send home. 
We were loaded into trains, heading, we had no idea where. I remember eating far more 
sandwiches than I should have. And then I slept. 
 
When we finally awoke, we found ourselves in Wrexham, North Wales, where, very 
much to our surprise we were waited on at the table by young ladies in khaki uniform. 
The fact that the German Army had given us a dreadful thrashing didn't seem to worry 
anyone at all. In retrospect, I think that we all felt that we should have done better against 
them. But there was also a general feeling that what we had suffered was no more than 
the first round, that we would make them sit up and take notice in the second round. "The 
exuberance of youth!" Had we had a brain in our heads we should have hoisted the white 
flag from every flagpole in Great Britain. It has often been said, that the British can never 
see themselves as being defeated until their backs are against the wall, and that they then 
can never be defeated. 
 
Whilst the country was on it's knees, our Prime Minister did a national broadcast that 
sounded something like this... "We, the people of Great Britain are delighted to hear 
today that the Italians have declared War on us. We take our pleasure from the fact, that 
had they come in on our side, and supplied us with ten divisions, we should have needed 
five divisions to keep them in the front line. By virtue of the fact that they have gone in 
with the enemy, we shall only need one division to fight them. This means a direct saving 
of four divisions. " 
 
Absolute nonsense, of course, but great stuff to hand out to a Nation that seemed to be 
suffering defeat everywhere we turned. We didn't have much idea as to what was going 
on from a National point of view. But whilst we waited for the Nation to make up its 
mind I remembered with some degree of concern, that my wife and I had been married on 
the 13th April, and that I had returned to France on the afternoon of that particular day. It 
was not a matter of great concern that the Nation, the Army, or my own Regiment in 
particular, could decide what was to be done next. Yours truly decided to send a telegram 
back to Kirkoswald with the suggestion that my wife move down to Wrexham as quickly 
as possible. Eva complied very readily but I had been unaware of the fact that in 
Wrexham there were two railway stations. She arrived at one whilst I waited at the other. 
 
We finally met, and found ourselves lodgings somewhere near the barracks. I had to 
report to the barracks each day and Eva was faced with the dreadful problem of having to 
go round menswear shops enquiring about the availability of men's underwear. You will 
realise, reader, that when we had arrived in Margate, a few days earlier, we were not 
carrying packed suitcases. We had what we stood up in. 
 
Orders did come through after a fortnight or so. I was to make my way to the mining 
town of Crook in County Durham and Eva had to return to Kirkoswald. I found myself in 
charge of a platoon of about thirty men, armed with about six or seven rifles and a very 
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small amount of ammunition. Had the enemy put in an attack at that time, he would have 
beaten us with balloons on sticks. 
 
There was scare after scare. We were moved from place to place. Threats of invasion 
from all directions, but little by little, we, the British Army in general, and the Border 
Regiment in particular, were getting to be just a wee bit better off. We were a long way 
off being ready for War, or anything even approaching warlike activities, so much so, 
that the Adolph bloke across the Channel, decided that the British were so well beaten, 
that they were not worth worrying about. So he took on that decadent race of peasants, 
the Russians.  
 
Meanwhile, we trained, trained, and better trained, and watched the war maps to see that 
the peasants were retiring at approximately the same speed as we had done before 
Dunkirk. It was fortunate for us that the Russians were retiring towards their country, at 
the same time, causing the enemy to be stretched out a long way from his home. The 
powers that be had the idea, that when we became strong enough to strike back, that 
places like Norway, with it's mountain country, would be the most likely place that we 
could strike back. 
 
Transportation, in mountain country, would no doubt, present certain difficulties, so the 
Battalion was moved down to Crickhowell, in South Wales, and introduced to mule 
transport. Puttees and Lewis guns had been bad enough in 1939, but most of us had the 
thought that mules could hardly be classed as a modern type of transport. It is often said, 
that sheep are very stupid animals, but I feel that those good people who make that sort of 
statement, had never suffered the training necessary to become mulesters. We loaded 
them and cursed. We off loaded them and cursed. We rearranged the loads, and then 
reweighed them. This sort of business went on for week after week, month after month. 
We were ordered to make all sorts of alterations to the loads, sometimes adding and other 
times subtracting. 
 
At this time, the Battalion was commanded by an Officer who made it very obvious that 
he didn't hold Sgt J.S.D.Hardy in high esteem. He made a point of questioning every 
single act that I committed, generally pointing out, that whatever the act was, I should 
have done it better, longer, wider, sooner or what have you. It became very obvious that 
he hated my guts. He left the Regiment in something of a hurry. It was said, in disgrace. 
 
Regarding the varied weights of our mule loads, after heaven knows, how many 
alteration orders, he lined us all up one day..... for C.O.'s inspection. He inspected 
perhaps, ten or fifteen mules and their loads, and then stopped immediately in front of my 
mule, inspected it from every angle, then asked:" What weight is your load?" I answered 
with all the confidence in the world: "One hundred and twenty pounds, Sir. " I had the 
thought to myself, previous to the inspection, that if my load was within ten per cent of 
being correct, that, that weight would be fair enough, and that I would probably get away 
with it. The C.O, turned to the R.S. M. with the words: "Weigh it. " My load was put on 
the scales and I watched the needle. It stopped exactly on 120lbs. One needed to have a 
bit of luck once in a while! 
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We must have climbed every hill in the county of Brecon a hundred times. We must have 
loaded twice that many times. We even developed a grudging liking for those four-legged 
monsters, those long-eared, vicious monsters. The result of all this really hard training 
was what one might have expected. Orders from the War Office that we were to become 
an Airborne Unit. They did explain, in a War Office sort of way, that we were all to be 
considered VOLUNTEERS, and conceded that any soldier that did not want to be in an 
Airborne Unit, could report to the Orderly Room. As far as I can remember, there was 
only one soldier in the Battalion who had sufficient guts to admit that he did not want to 
be in an Airborne Unit. 
 
All this re-organising meant that I had become the Signal Sgt of No. 1 Platoon, of No. 1 (HQ) 
Company, of the 1st Bn The Border Regiment, part of the 1st Airlanding Brigade, of the 1st 
Airborne Division. As explained in a previous chapter, I was not terribly keen on being 
the first at anything as far as the Army was concerned. 
 
I was not very keen on the Airborne idea at all. I had never been anywhere near an 
aeroplane, much less having flown in one. But one learns to accept those sort of things, 
largely because one has no alternative. Rumour had it, that the Airborne Training 
establishment, was to be at Ringwood, near Manchester, and that they were training 
Glider Pilots up there. They were supposed, at that time, to be flying gliders that were 
loaded up with sandbags, and that they would very soon be asking for volunteers to 
enable them to fly live loads. Quite a number of the men in the Regiment belonged to the 
Manchester area, and given the thought that they would be flying from the Ringwood 
area there was no shortage of men putting their names forward. 
 
Eighteen men were chosen from the many volunteers and off they went. As flying at that 
time had not yet got around to being the normal sort of thing that the working man got 
around to, there is no doubt in my mind, that it would be the first time off the ground for 
most, if not all of them. It saddens me to relate, that it was the last time off the ground for 
all of them. The Glider crashed and they were all killed. This was not really a great 
morale booster for those of us, almost all of us, who had never flown before. 
 
It was painfully obvious to me, that the Army should have given us some sort of 
explanation as to what had gone wrong, to have assured us that it was something 
that was not likely to happen again. But not a word. We were left to wonder. The loss of 
eighteen men in time of War was routine stuff, men were expendable. But the loss of 
eighteen rifles, however, plus eighteen sets of equipment, simply had to be accounted 
for. There is only one-way to do a job in the British Army, and that is, to do it correctly. 
Each rifle and each piece of equipment had to be collected from the crash site, brought 
back to Andover, and neatly laid out in front of the dining hall, so that it could be 
checked and struck off the inventory. 
 
The equipment was not any worse for wear than one would have expected it to be after 
crashing, at perhaps, 180 miles per hour from ten or twelve thousand feet. 
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But a lot of those men, like myself, who had not flown before, and who had to walk past 
the twisted heap six times a day on the way to and from the dining hall, could perhaps 
hardly be blamed for thinking that our officers had certainly not been trained by the 
Diplomatic Corps. 
 
My own first flight came in a Hotspur glider from an airfield just outside Oxford. The 
Hotspur was something like the same shape as a Spitfire, the fighter aircraft. It carried a 
first and second pilot, and six men. Three men along each side of the fuselage facing 
inwards, legs interlaced, not really the most comfortable way to fly. I was lucky, there 
was no second pilot available for my trip, so, as I was the most senior soldier, I took the 
second pilot's seat, and we took an extra man. It was a wonderful day for flying, not a 
cloud, not a bump of any sort. I almost enjoyed the experience. 
 
We cast off about ten or twelve miles away from the landing field, and started the glide 
back. Whilst in tow, a glider normally flies above the slipstream of the plane that is doing 
the tow, and the noise in the glider itself is almost deafening. At cast off, the noise of the 
plane ceases and is replaced by the almost beautiful sound of the wind on the airframe of 
the glider. One really feels as near to being a bird as a human being can ever get to feel. 
Perhaps half-way home, the pilot, an Australian, evidently got the idea that unless he did 
something to prove to us, the crew, that we were actually airborne, we would get back to 
the ground hardly knowing that we had flown. 
 
To prove the point, without giving us any warning at all, he stood the glider on it's nose, 
did a dive of perhaps 500 feet, pulled out, gave me a wry sort of smile, then came in for 
a perfect landing. The dive, to we inexperienced soldiers, was absolutely hair raising. 
We could almost see them scraping our gear off the ground and stacking it to be checked 
outside the dining hall. As soon as we got out of the glider, I asked the pilot what had 
happened to make him do the dive. His answer was, that if he had not done something 
like that, we should have come back to earth never knowing that we had been flying. In 
the circumstances, I had to smile and say. "Oh, I see." I felt at heart, that he should have 
been rewarded with a boot in the backside. Had he explained what he was going to do, I 
am quite sure that we should all have enjoyed it very much, but to do a thing like that to 
people taking their first flight was extremely unfunny. 
 
It is a normal expression in Army language, during kit inspections, referring to articles of 
underwear, to say: "One on, one at the wash." Had the glider's dive lasted for another 
hundred feet, I feel quite sure that the "one on" would quickly have reached the stage 
where it was due to join the "one at the wash". I decided there and then that flying was 
for the birds, and with each crash, or very bad landings, that I suffered during the next 
two or three years, I became more convinced that my initial feeling about copying the 
eagle was very, very right. I have flown in many different aircraft, under all sorts of 
journeys and conditions, and to me, the greatest thing about flying, is getting off the 
plane at the point of arrival. 
I do believe that, had I ever had the option of flying a plane or glider myself, it would 
have been an entirely different kettle of fish. By the time we got started on the flying 
business, I was very old, almost 24 years old, and the pilots generally looked as though 
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they should still be at school. The fact that they had parachutes, and we did not, did 
nothing to boost our confidence at all. I always consoled myself with the thought that 
should any pilot ever want to parachute from a glider in which I was a passenger, that he 
would be a dead man before he could reach the door. To be fair to them, our experiences 
with Commonwealth and Glider Pilot Regiment Pilots, could not have been better. 
Trained initially by the R.A.F. they were extremely efficient and proved time and time 
again that they had all the guts that it took to do the job. 
 
In 1942, for some odd reason, the Army decided that I had sufficient experience and 
qualifications, to become an Officer, so I was sent off to an Officer Cadet training unit in 
Dunbar, Scotland. I passed the course quite well, was commissioned as 2/Lieut. and then 
immediately promoted to Lieut. and posted to a Recruit Training Depot at, of all places, 
World's End Camp, Ballykinlar, Northern Ireland. The same place as I had first been 
promoted to the exalted rank of Acting Unpaid Lance Corporal. 
 
On arrival there, everything about me was brand new. So the Sgts naturally took it that I 
was a wartime job, that I had no experience at all and so they felt entitled to take a rise 
out of me at every opportunity. That was a very normal procedure. The N.C.O.'s run the 
British Army. The Army had such things as Officers merely to see that the N.C.O.'s run 
the job properly. 
 
On one occasion, I was coming out of the Orderly's room, both arms full of something or 
other, the three Sgts walked past, saluted me, and because my arms were loaded, I could 
not acknowledge the salute. They knew damned well that I couldn't, but there was no 
excuse at all. I had boobed, and to make sure that I was aware of the fact, the three of 
them, in absolute unison, after about twenty paces, screamed the order: "To the right 
Salute." This was merely a demonstration to help me realise, that I was a civilian, a 
person who had been commissioned merely because I had attended a Public School or 
University, that I was a product of some rich family, and that I had no right to ignore the 
salute of such experienced soldiers as these three felt they were. 
 
The next day I gave orders that the recruits were to train in a certain area until a certain 
time, left the area to do some job, and returned to find the three Sgts and ninety recruits in 
the canteen queue, half an hour before the place opened. I called the three Sgts to one 
side, and pointed out that my job was to see that these ninety recruits were being trained 
so as to help them still be alive at the end of the War. The Sgts in turn told me that they 
were all men of experience, that they had been training recruits for long time. I asked 
them just how much experience they did have, and they told me that they had been in the 
Army, each of them, for over two years. That they had been training recruits for most of 
that time. The way in which their answer came over implied that I was new to the work, 
they knew the ropes and should be left to get on with the job as they saw fit. It 
was not an undisciplined answer, all three of them were very correct, they just wanted to 
imply that they were the experts, and that I was there merely to learn how to do the job. 
 
From the position where we stood, the hut where I had first started my journey 
towards the Field Marshall's baton was about two hundred yards away. I pointed to the 
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hut, asked them all if they could see it quite plainly, then explained that I had been 
promoted to the dizzy rank of Acting Unpaid Lance Corporal in that particular hut at a 
time when they were all going to school. That I had been training soldiers ever since, and 
that I had seen an awful lot of soldiers die, including one or two who had died because 
they had been badly trained. 
 
None of the three Sgts had ever heard a shot fired in anger. I was one of the few, not by 
choice, who had. I had no further problems for the rest of my very short time in that 
establishment. 
 
I was quite surprised to find that most of the establishment Officers were in the same boat 
as far as active service was concerned, and I had the thought that quite a lot of them were 
quite happy to stay that way. The main thought in their minds was to hang in there until 
their next promotion. I suppose I let this idea get on top of me to some extent, so I wrote 
a letter to the C.O. of the Regiment that had sent me to be commissioned, and pointed out 
that I felt that I might be of more value in an active unit than I would ever be in a non-
combatant unit. The C.O. did not answer my letter, which was a little bit disappointing 
for me, but within about ten days, I was sent for, told that a War Office urgent 
memoranda had been received, that instructed me to re-join the 1st Bn The Border 
Regiment at once. An enlisted man in the British Army is never, except when promoted 
in the field, returned to the unit that he was promoted from. I was one of the very few 
men in the Army posted back to what had been my own unit. The first time I walked into 
the Officer's mess, I was welcomed like a long lost brother. They were all extremely kind 
to me, from the C.O. down. I felt completely at home there in a very short time. With the 
members of the Sgts. mess, it was a bit more difficult After all, these were the blokes who 
had seen me and been with me in all sorts of mischief that people of that rank get up to. 
Almost every time I was saluted by one of my mates, the salute was accompanied by a 
half smile. I became Lieut. J. Hardy in a reasonably short time from the official side of 
things. In the Barracks room I remained Joe Hardy for the rest of my service. 
 
I knew this to be so, and was perhaps a little bit proud of the fact, but it did bring out one 
or two odd situations. At one time I had given orders for a kit inspection. That meant that 
every soldier had to lay out his complete set of equipment and clothing in a regulation 
pattern, everything neatly folded and of course, spotlessly clean. I walked into one 
Barrack room just as they were putting the final touches to their kits, and my arrival was 
quite unnoticed by everyone. I stood behind one soldier who was giving his layout a 
last check over, and not knowing I was standing directly behind him, came out with 
the statement: "I'm afraid Joe is going to be terribly disappointed when he inspects my 
gear." Under the circumstances, I had no option but to agree with him. He was a well-
brought lad, well spoken and very polite, not the usual type of soldier at all. When he 
realised what had happened, he did not know where to put his face. When I walked out of 
the Barrack room and closed the door behind me, I heard a peal of laughter that was loud 
enough to be heard in the nearest village. I believe Percy, the soldier in question, died 
in an aircraft crash in Norway, at the end of the War. 
 



The Hardy Story, 1796 - 2002 

  Page 41 of 61 

The War progressed. The Japs gave the Americans rather a nasty boot in the butt. So a 
short time after that, we found a number of their airborne personnel were seconded to us, 
presumably to see how well, or perhaps badly, we, of the British Forces were doing the 
job. A group of six top Sgts. were attached to us, and they naturally fitted in to the Sgts. 
mess, took part in everything we did, and in a very short time proved themselves to be 
extremely good blokes. However, they were Yanks, so it became normal procedure to 
play every prank on them that we knew. Each one of them took our pranks beautifully, 
joined us in the laughter as the prank came to fruition. But the thing that we could not 
understand was that they never made any attempt whatsoever to get back at us. I 
suppose we all reached a stage where we just could not understand why these damned 
yanks did not have a go at us, at least to get a bit of their own back. 
 
They were with us for six or eight weeks, shook hands, mentioned a few of the pranks 
we had played on them, and off they went. A few weeks later a Regimental order was 
published that a number of senior N.C.O's were to parade at a certain time, and to be 
taken to some airstrip near Bath for training in aerial map reading. We arrived to see 
quite a number of Tiger Moths on the strip, plus the six American pilots that had been 
attached to us They were all smiling in such a way that it became obvious that they were 
going to enjoy the aerial map reading an awful lot more than was intended. 
 
They had made arrangements to show us how the intercom worked between the two 
cockpits whilst we were on the ground, then as soon as we were airborne, they started to 
talk into the system, at the same time, telling us that the intercom was not working very 
well. Unknown to us at the time, was that the thing was not working well, only because 
each of them in each of the planes, was plugging and deplugging the thing as they were 
talking, finally deplugging the thing altogether and then explaining to us, by hand signal, that 
they had stopped working altogether. Having pulled the plug out completely, they then had to 
give hand signals to denote what was to be the next manoeuvre. With each of the signals, that 
my fellow gave me, my only answer was to shake my head from side to side. His answer to 
that of course, was to nod his head up and down, give me a knowing smile, then put me 
through a system of aerobatics completely beyond my ability to explain. 
 
I am not familiar with the terms they use for this type of flying. I remember an Immelman 
tum, falling leaf, looping the loop, side flip and heaven knows what else. 
 
When we finally got back to earth and talked to the other N.C.O's, each told exactly 
the same story. Not one of us had even looked at a map. They paid us back in full a hundred 
times over for every trick we had done on them. The full process had taken us about six 
weeks. They completed their side of the business in approximately two hours. I was quite 
convinced that every time I left the ground, that the pilot of whatever I was flying in, was out 
to convince me that flying was for the birds. 
 
Some few weeks before "D" Day, we had to do an exercise that took us from Andover, west 
towards Bristol, south to the English Channel, east until we came due south of Andover, then 
north back to Andover. I believe someone amongst the "Powers that be" had decided to show 
the enemy what we had in store for them, because the whole thing could have been done over 
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the southern countries but we had Air Superiority and the War Office evidently wanted to 
prove the fact. My load was a jeep and two trailers, three men in front of the vehicle, and two 
others with me in the tail unit. We were flying in a Horsa Glider. The tail unit of a Horsa is so 
arranged, that with very little effort, the tail falls clear of the main fuselage and with a pair of 
steel ramps form the means of getting the vehicle on to the ground. As we flew along, I 
noticed that each time the glider hit an air pocket, or suffered a bump, the space between the 
facia at the end of the fuselage, was getting a little bit wider. The two fasciae should have 
been absolutely flush with each other, and as each air pocket or bump seemed to increase the 
distance between them, I became convinced that the tail unit was coming apart. 
 
The distance between the top of the vehicle and the highest part of the fuselage, was perhaps 
about ten inches. I could see the three men sitting at the front end, but only just so. I could see 
sufficiently well to know that all three of them were fast asleep. The noise from the towing 
aircraft blotted out any sound I was able to make, but I did eventually wake one of them up. I 
shouted as loud as I could to explain that there was something wrong with the tail, but none of 
them could hear me. The only way I could get the message across was to signify with my 
hands that the tail was coming loose, followed by a spiralling action with my hands. 
 
The situation is a little bit difficult to explain, but what I was trying to do, was to pass a 
message along a wooden tunnel, perhaps a hundred feet long, through a ten inch gap, with a 
slip-stream of air rushing past us at about 180 miles per hour, plus of course, the noise from 
four very healthy bomber engines. One of the men in front finally understood what I was 
trying to tell him. He opened the cabin door, and said to the pilot: "The Officer at the back 
says the tail's coming off." The pilot, an American, said "SOAM AH", hit the release, and then 
started looking for a place to put the glider back on the ground. This was quite definitely not 
the safest way to get out of that sort of predicament, but once the tow release has been hit, 
there are not really an awful lot of alternatives. We were on our way back to earth hoping that 
the earth was going to provide a reasonably flat piece of ground to ensure that we were not to 
come to a halt too suddenly. 
 
We were lucky; the ground was not flat by a long, long way. It was, in fact, very, very rough, 
and there were quite a few channels and drains running across our path. Not very deep, but 
deep enough for us to realise that we had not landed a regular airstrip. 
 
Gliders are constructed with a very light framework, covered with very thin plywood and I 
imagine an awful lot of glue. The noise they make coming to land on an ordinary airstrip 
leaves one thinking that the thing is about to fall apart. Coming in over rough ground is quite 
an experience. 
 
However, the pilot did his job quite well. The glider itself was not too badly damaged, and as I 
said before, luck was very much with us on that day. The nose of the glider at the time it came 
to a standstill, was about three feet away from a wall. None of us was really much worse for 
wear. The jeep and trailers had not moved at all. In really bad landings, they had a habit of 
breaking the moorings, and running through the cockpit. 
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Quite a few of us had "gone through the seat" as we landed. The seats were made of not very 
thick plywood. But the glider itself was not too badly damaged. We tumbled out, a bit shaken, 
but not really hurt in any way. Whilst I was checking around to ensure if everyone was O.K. I 
looked over the wall onto the road, and saw a very frightened, but nevertheless, very gallant 
policeman coming towards us on a cycle. 
 
The type of airborne smock that we were dressed in, and the type of helmets we wore, made 
us look exactly the same as the German airborne troops. The constable was quite sure that that 
was what we were, but he never faltered. He dismounted about twenty yards away from us, 
leaned the cycle against the wall, and strode straight up to us. We were the enemy, and he 
demanded to know as was his right "Wot goes on yur?" I honestly believe, that had we 
actually been Germans, he would have demanded that we get back into our damned flying 
machine, and get back to where we came from. It took me three or four minutes to convince 
him that we were British troops, that we were taking part in an exercise and that we had crash-
landed. When he finally accepted the fact, I asked him to take me to the nearest phone so as I 
could report the fact that we were down. He told us that we had landed in the Shepton Mallet 
area. 
 
This worked out to be something of a coincidence, as my wife Eva, earlier in the war had been 
living in London, and because she was pregnant, she was moved out of the city on account of 
the bombing, and our son, David, was born in Shepton Mallet. The constable explained that 
the nearest phone was at the farmhouse of a Mr Davidson, which of course, is also my name. 
As soon as I reported our landing, Mr Davidson said: "I will get my wife down to make some 
tea." He went to the foot of the stairs and called: "Can you come down, Eva, and make some 
tea. There is a crew of soldiers here that have crash-landed up the road." Her answer was that 
she was just putting David into his cot. I was more than a little intrigued by all this, so I asked 
him his Christian name. It was Joe. 
 
I have got fairly well ahead in my story, in relating the Shepton Mallet incident. We had a lot 
to do before we came to that. The powers that be decided that the North Africa campaign had 
reached a stage where victory was more or less assured, so we were shipped out to Oran, in 
what had been French Morocco, into the American sector, presumably to help finish the North 
Africa affair, and then to take part in the Sicily job. By the time we arrived there the battle was 
over. We missed out on the African Star medal by two days, which was rather a good thing, as 
most of the soldiers that were awarded that medal had fought like hell to be entitled to it. 
 
The Battalion then got orders to fly over the Atlas Mountains to the Souse area. But I was 
given the job of second in command of the transport, with orders to take a column of vehicles 
to join up with them in the souse area. It was a distance of over nine hundred miles, through 
desolate country, with extremely bad roads, at a speed of 18 miles per hour. As most of the 
vehicles were jeeps, pulling two trailers, any speed greater than that was just not on. Such a 
journey with today's type of transport would hardly be worthy of mention, but at that time it 
was quite a thing. It got so very hot at times, that we had two or three windscreens just 
shattered with the heat. 
 



The Hardy Story, 1796 - 2002 

  Page 44 of 61 

The journey in itself was uneventful, but on a lighter note, it might be worthy of mention, that 
as we attached to the American forces, we were naturally issued with American rations, and 
the type they issued us with, was the famous "K" rations."K" rations amounted to six tins per 
man, three tins contained stew or hash, the other three, a few biscuits, a few sweets and about 
half a dozen cigarettes. We all ate exactly the same, under exactly the same conditions, and 
the effect it had on our stomachs had to be smelled to be believed. Early in the piece, one of 
the crew would raise a cheek, and relieve some of the pressure, and everyone else would raise 
an eyebrow, and come out with language that was as strong as the reason for using it. It was 
hot. It was dusty. There was hardly a breath of fresh air at all, and we found that after each 
burst of flatulence, we would have to travel perhaps a mile to clear the air. North Africa never 
at any time, smelled like a bed of roses, but the smell we created, each one of us, with the 
same intensity, must surely have diluted the oxygen content in the area. Under normal 
circumstances, one would give a distinct glance of disapproval to anyone that is sufficiently 
rude to relieve himself in company. I think each crew member, in a very short time, decided 
that the only way to remain comfortable, was to grant one's self immediate relief. I would 
therefore be one of the few men who have delivered a convoy of vehicles that smelled like a 
sewerage works across half of the North African continent. 
 
We finally arrived in the Kairouan/Sousse area to be greeted with the news that there was 
insufficient British (Horsa) gliders available and that any airborne operations were to be done 
with American Waco gliders. Having spent months on loading our own type, we were faced 
with the problem of arranging new manifests to get our gear and equipment into the "Wacos". 
We did not like them at all, they were constructed of tubular steel and canvas covered, and we 
formed the opinion that they were not half as good as the Horsas. The added torment was that 
they were to be flown by American pilots, and we were quite sure that few of them had ever 
heard an angry shot fired. To see heavy anti-aircraft fire coming upwards is a beautiful but 
nevertheless frightening experience. We were used to the thought that the R.A.F. boys had 
done it all before. 
 
At the final preparation time for the Sicily invasion, about twelve or fourteen of my men were 
Despatch Riders, and there always seemed to be a certain amount of trouble starting up their 
motorcycles when they off-loaded. What effect altitude had, I do not know, but it was a 
recognised problem. To make sure that all the bikes were in tip-top condition, I had them all 
tuned to perfection, and twenty-four hours before take-off time I took the riders on a test run, 
issued orders that I would be riding at about ten miles per hour, and that no-one was to 
overtake me. To make sure that they were all using every care, I was continually looking over 
my shoulder, and in doing so, hit a pot-hole, sprawled all over the road and collected a very 
nasty gravel rash. I felt that I could not possibly have looked more foolish, and the looks on 
the faces of the Despatch Riders, showed me quite plainly that they agreed with me heartily. 
On return to the camp I had to see the doctor, and although there was virtually no damage 
done to my arm, he insisted that I put my arm in a sling. 
 
There is only one signal officer in a Battalion. Communications between units are of utmost 
importance, and there was I, within hours of take-off, with my arm in a sling. The C.O. saw 
me and went into a mild panic, until I assured him it was no more than a safety precaution that 
I would still be able to fly. It was about this time that I received a telegram from home to tell 
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me that my Father had passed away. He was not an old man, but service during the Great War, 
being badly wounded and having lost his left leg, had taken it's toll on him. That, plus the fact 
that he had had one son killed in action, one son taken prisoner, one son at sea with the 
Merchant Navy, one in North Africa, one in Malta, and one in Gibraltar. Father was interred 
in the cemetery in Kirkoswald, the church where he had been organist, and where Eva and I 
had been married. 
 
Dad was born at No.2 Stordy's Square,King Street, Carlisle, Cumbria. I have no date of his 
birth, but I know that he was registered on the July 28th 1873. He passed away on the August 
11th 1943. 
 
His passing meant the break-up of the family home. We had been living in Wordsley House, 
Kirkoswald and the place became too much for Mother to manage on her own. She lived with 
various relatives for a time, and then rented a Council house, I think No. 2 Second Avenue, 
Stobhill, Morpeth, for a few months, leaving there to live with my sister Emma. Eva and I 
invited her to spend Christmas 1948 with us, in Glywood Gardens, Sherriff Hill, Gateshead, 
Northumberland. She arrived in November, but was obviously not at all well. Our family 
doctor pronounced that she was suffering from Parkinson's disease, after which she asked, 
would we mind if she went to stay with her sister in Morpeth. She passed away on the January 
3rd 1949 and is interred in the Morpeth Cemetery. 
 
To return to my story: Getting into the glider I dropped my torch just inside the door. It· went 
straight through the canvas and on to the ground below. I remember quite plainly, thinking 
that if all the Italian Army is laying on a reception committee I will still be very glad to get 
back onto the ground. We took off and flying over Malta I looked down and remembered the 
day that I first entered the Valletta Harbour and wished that I was down there now. I did not 
know that brother Jack was down there. He was at that time loading Assault Craft, preparing 
for the same sort of job as we were doing. 
 
As we approached the coast just below the city of Syracuse it seemed that all the Italian Army 
was trying to blast us out of the sky. The slow curve the tracer formed as it came up was 
almost nice to watch, but the speed at which it flew past the window was apt to make one wish 
the flying part was over. We were supposed to land a few hundred yards in from the sea, but 
most of us found that we were gliding some long time before we should have been. The 
moment that a glider releases the towrope it must necessarily head downwards. Whether my 
glider pilot hit the release switch or whether it was the Tug aircraft that cast us off I shall 
never know. The Tugs naturally wanted to get away from that flack as quickly as possible. It 
was decidedly unhealthy. Who was to blame, I do not know. I do know that the 1st Air landing 
Brigade lost a terrible amount of its men through drowning. 
 
My glider hit the water about two hundred yards from the shoreline. The complete fuselage 
sank below water level, but the wings kept the framework from sinking altogether. My seat 
was near the door at the rear of the glider, and when I heard the shout "Going in the drink!”; a 
split second later found me completely in the drink. The tail end was completely submerged, 
an air lock in the part of the fuselage connected to the wings left just enough room for most of 
the men to get a gulp of air. I managed to get the door open somehow, managed to get my 
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fingers around the tubular steel on the upper side of the fuselage, so I kicked my way along 
the top, tearing the canvas with each kick. Two or three heads popped out, then the men 
started to tear at the canvas from the inside. To crash in the drink in the very early morning, 
black dark is not a nice experience. To clamber on to a glider wing and find oneself two 
hundred yards from a cliff top manned by Italian machine gunners who did little to enhance 
the experience. If we ducked there was a fair chance of getting drowned. If we didn't there was 
a fair chance of getting shot. It was a nasty situation; sand it did not take me long to decide 
what to do about the situation. 
 
It quickly became obvious that we were not the only crew that had hit the drink. Obvious that 
a lot of soldiers were going to be machine-gunned as the light approached. It was a fairly long 
swim so I asked for volunteers to swim in with the object of trying to do something about the 
machine guns. 
 
I was wearing a brand new pair of boots at the time, so I took them off, tied the laces together 
and hung them around my neck, dumped all my gear except my revolver, and three of us slid 
quietly into the water. To swim in the Mediterranean in the dark is an almost unbelievable 
experience, the phosphorous in the water is so concentrated that the arm movements caused 
what seemed like a million lights with each stroke. We all reverted to breaststroke to try to cut 
the water movement down and I swam completely from under my brand new boots. My dress 
therefore, for my particular invasion of Sicily, was bedraggled hair soaked to the skin, shirt 
and shorts that hung on me like a potato bag, hose tops, which had slid down my legs and 
were wrapped around my ankles, and of course, stocking feet. Anything less like a soldier 
could hardly be imagined. When we made it to the shore, we found ourselves at the foot of a 
perpendicular cliff that was impossible to climb in the dark. 
 
Very shortly after our arrival there, a Wellington Bomber, still with it's bomb load aboard, 
crashed into the water about fifty yards from us. The three of us were standing with our backs 
to the cliff, perhaps a yard apart. The bomb blast did not affect the two of us that were 
standing on the outside. The chap between us was hurled against the rocks and his neck was 
cut almost from ear to ear. As soon as it was light enough, we could see that gliders, an awful 
lot of them, were floating past us with the current in the bay. The wounded bloke was to have 
a dressing of some sort for the wound, so I swam out to the nearest glider, duck dived and 
swam along the inside of it, tore the first aid kit off the wall and managed to get out again. 
There were a number of dead still inside the thing. It was a very nasty experience. The kit 
contained both field dressings and the new penicillin powder, so the doctor immediately 
applied both to the wound. The regimental doctor had been the third volunteer; the wounded 
man was my ex-Signals Officer who was at that time Adjutant. The doctor told me, probably 
under the stress of the moment, that there was no doubt that I had saved the Adjutant's life. 
 
By the time the wound was dressed, it had become light enough for us to scale the cliff, so up 
we went, looking absolutely ridiculous, and on arrival at the top, we ran straight into the 
Italian machine-gunners. They were so surprised to see us appear a few yards in front of them, 
that they just couldn't decide what was best to do, so I shouted in my very best mixture of 
obscene English, French and Italian that "La Guerra Finito, Mussolini Kaput! " They were 
very willing to agree to that suggestion, so I immediately relieved one of them of his boots, 
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and then demanded that the rest of them should show us how to use their weapons. We took 
the weapons, explained to them that they were prisoners, to stay exactly where they were, and 
that they would come to no further harm. I don't know if any of them ever gave any thought as 
to whom they were prisoners of, they were perfectly happy with the "Guerra Finito" story, so 
that was good enough. 
 
By the time the C.0. had joined us, and he suggested to me that he must get to where the 
Regiment was supposed to be, to get command of whatever troops that were available, so he 
and I set off. As the pair of us had to go through perhaps a mile and a half of what we 
presumed to be enemy held territory, I thought that his idea was extremely unfunny but one 
does not argue with one's C.O. and off we went. 
 
Progressing down a hillside lane, after we had travelled perhaps a half-mile, I looked over a 
wall on the lower side of the lane, and found myself looking directly into a quarry, in which 
there was something like eighty people. About twenty of them were females; the remainder 
were Italian soldiers, all fully armed. I gave them the "Guerra Finito" business, and was then 
left with no other option but to go further down the lane, turns left, and then left again into the 
quarry, and walk up to the soldiers as though I was leading a thousand men, and again explain 
that Mussolini was Kaput. 
 
I then got hold of one of the soldiers, made him lean his rifle against a very large rock, raise 
another rock above his head, and throw it down as hard as he could, onto the rifle. The ladies 
in the group all started to cheer, the soldiers all lined up to do the same thing with their 
weapons as the first bloke had done. As soon as it appeared to me that they had accepted the 
idea of destroying everything, I turned my back to walk out of the quarry. For the twenty or so 
paces that I had to take to get back into the lane, I felt that my back was at least four yards 
wide, and that it was due to get the sharp end of an Italian bullet at any second. I was terribly 
pleased to get to the corner. 
 
My C.O. Lt.Col. Britain, who spoke in very, very Oxford English, told me, without the 
slightest sign of a smile, that "That was the foulest use of French, Italian, Arabic and English 
that I had ever heard." I really thought at the time, that he might possibly have said something 
like "Well done, Hardy. " He had watched the whole procedure over the wall of the lane from 
where we had first sighted the Italians, but I think that the thought that was predominant in his 
mind, was that he must get back into command of the Regiment, that disarming sixty or so of 
the enemy was rather a waste of time. We finally arrived at what had been our first objective, 
to take the city of Syracuse, and then were given orders to proceed no further. We Airborne 
troops were considered to be extremely valuable property, so we were sent back to North 
Africa for the next operation. 
 
Throughout the War, I was always extremely well pleased to find myself coming out of 
action, but I did get the thought that any further airborne attack was going to be a little bit 
difficult, when half of the gliders were at the bottom of Syracuse Bay. 
 
We were shipped back to North Africa in American Assault boats. On the way across the 
Mediterranean on the first night of the journey, we heard the sound of aircraft, heading in the 
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direction that we were heading away from. They were directly overhead, and the Americans 
had orders that no friendly aircraft would be flying above them. It seemed every ship in the 
convoy opened up, and as soon as they did, the planes started to shoot the white verey lights 
out. The insignia on the side of the fuselage, plus the three white bars on the wings, made it 
very, very obvious that they were our planes, but I had to run up to the bridge and scream to 
the Captain that his men were shooting down our own planes before he would stop his gun 
crews firing. The planes were our own parachutists, going in to do a drop on the northern side 
of Mount Etna. I didn't see any plane brought down, but our fellows up there must have been a 
bit worried with the amount of our own anti-aircraft fire that was coming up at them. 
 
Back in North Africa for not very long, and we were bundled into Battle Wagons, and back 
across the Med. at full speed to take Taranto. I was aboard the "Dido", a light cruiser, and the 
Royal Navy did everything in their power to make things as comfortable as they could for us. 
We even had white bread to eat. 
 
One sad thing about this trip, was that the harbour in Taranto had been mined with magnetic 
mines. The safeguard against this type of mine was, British ships were fitted out with an 
apparatus that we knew as the Asdic System. It had the effect of rendering the mines useless, 
as long as it was working. But when it was working, the noise it made was a very high pitched 
scream. It seems that the Captain of the vessel thought that as he was inside the harbour, that it 
would be perfectly safe to switch it off. At the time he switched it off, the greater part of the 
soldiers were down below getting their equipment on ready to disembark. The ship was 
evidently right alongside one of the enemy mines, and it was almost blown out of the water. 
There was a dreadful loss of life, and for the next few days, there were bodies washed in with 
the tide all round the harbour. 
 
One member of the 1st Parachute Regiment told me, 50 years after the event, that he was 
collecting dead bodies on the eastern side of Taranto Harbour. It had been part of my, not very 
pleasant duty, to collect bodies on the western side of the harbour. 
 
An American fighter pilot crashed in our lines whilst we were still in the Taranto area. He was 
no worse for wear, and I was given the task of escorting him back to his unit in Bari, on the 
opposite side of the heel of Italy. On arrival they invited me to have a meal in the mess and it 
struck me that it might be a change from the corned beef and biscuits that we had to suffer. 
They offered me roast chicken and ice cream. 
 
Once the Taranto area was cleared of the enemy, or at least, the German part of the enemy, 
quite a lot of the Italians had decided by this time, that we were going to be the winners, so 
that it became obvious to them that we were the side to be on. We started the advance up the 
peninsular. We followed the enemy up fairly closely, but apart from a few bursts of machine 
gunfire, there was little resistance. In the Pitigniano area, the resistance hardened a bit so we 
prepared for a direct frontal attack. But again their rear guard fired a few bursts, packed up 
and left. 
 
We did not really meet up with them again until we reached the city of Foggia. I believe that I 
was the first British soldier into Foggia. The city was deserted. I asked an elderly Italian chap 
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who was sitting on the side of the road, as to why the area approaching the city had been 
bombed so much. The place looked like the pictures we had seen of places like the Somme in 
the Great War. He explained, in Italian, but nevertheless in a way that I could easily 
understand: "Americano-Bumba-Bumba-Bumba......R.A.F. uno finito". It was obvious that the 
place had been a power station, and that it had. been bombed time and time again, on the 
carpet bombing method, ploughing the whole area for a mile around, and that finally they had 
sent probably a R.A.F. Typhoon in and done a low level attack, and produced a direct hit. The 
Typhoons were deadly accurate. 
 
There was little resistance within the city, but we all knew quite well that the enemy was due 
to counter attack, so that small units were posted at every road leading into the town from the 
northern side. We were very thin on the ground. I had a small detachment on the northwestern 
side of the city, but we had little idea as to who was where, what to expect or anything else. 
What I was faced with was the last thing I expected. I was standing in the centre of the road 
and saw, perhaps a hundred yards away and coming towards me, a very ordinary jeep type 
vehicle. As it drew nearer, it became obvious there were five soldiers on board it. 
 
Some little old Italian lady ran out to me, grabbed my arm, and kept on screaming the word: 
"Tedesci! Tedesci!" She was so insistent in screaming and pulling my arm, that I suppose she 
took my mind off the approaching vehicle, so I allowed her to pull me off the road into the 
side behind a small building. By the time I was safely behind the building, the vehicle was 
speeding past me, and I could see that it contained four very senior German officers and a 
driver. 
 
My field telephone was placed behind the same wall. By the time she let go of my arm, the 
thing was at my feet. It was on a direct line to H.Q. about a mile down the road, so I picked it 
up and told them: "There is a jeep load of senior Germans coming straight in towards you, will 
you fix them up, please?" A few minutes later there was a long burst of bren gun fire from the 
edge of the town. Although I do not speak Italian, I will never forget the meaning of the word 
"Tedesci", nor will I ever forget the little Italian lady who taught me. 
 
By this time it was becoming obvious that the way to Berlin was across the English Channel. 
It had always been the plan and the time was approaching for the plan to be carried out. We 
were relieved in the Foggia area by Canadian troops and I understand that the Germans 
counter attacked the following day. It may have been that they expected to meet lightly armed 
airborne troops, so it may have come as something of a shock when they found themselves 
against the normal weight of arms of the Canadian troops. We were on our way down to 
Taranto, embarked, and back to North Africa, then quickly shoved into troop ships and on our 
way back home. 
 
The trip was uneventful as far as the enemy was concerned. But a few hours after leaving the 
Straights of Gibraltar we heard and felt a terrific sort of bump and were all quite sure that we 
had taken a torpedo. We heard later that the convoy orders had in some way been 
misunderstood, and that the "Monarch of Bermuda", the ship on our port side, had " zigged 
when they were supposed to have "zagged" so the nose of our ship, "The Dominion 
Monarch", cut rather a large hole in the side of her sister ship. She was so badly damaged, that 
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she was turned back for repairs to Gibraltar. They had to spend the Christmas there. We sailed 
merrily onwards and had the festive season at home. 
 
The Monarch was a very fine ship. It was always a pleasure to be aboard her, particularly 
when she was heading homewards. The next time I came in contact with her was under 
completely different circumstances and will be explained later on in this story. 
 
We arrived back in England. We were stationed at Woodhall Spa, in Lincolnshire. We were 
made up to full strength again and of course started intensive training with the new men. They 
were all volunteers and as there was plenty of soldiery available, we were able to pick and 
choose. The tests we put the men through were extremely hard and a lot of the chaps failed 
and were returned to their units. Those that stayed with us were men that really wanted to 
have a go. 
 
When we considered ourselves to be fully trained, H.M. King George 6th came to the Spa to 
inspect us and I had the honour of dining at the same table as the reigning Monarch. The King 
was quite a heavy smoker at the time and when he rose from the table his ashtray had three 
cigarette ends in it. One officer grabbed hold of them and, I was given to understand, sold 
them for the sum of thirty pounds and passed the money to some benevolent fund. 
 
One other great experience of the Woodhall Spa time was that we were stationed next to No. 
617 Squadron, the Pathfinders. These chaps were the absolute cream of the Bomber 
Command, and probably the most famous Squadron in the R.A.F. I watched one of them get 
terribly drunk one night they were visitors to our mess. I asked of another the question: " What 
is Mac celebrating?" Mac was a very large American who had transferred into the R.A.F. from 
the American Eagle Squadron, who had been fighting with the R.A.F. a long time before 
America came into the War. The man I asked the question of, explained to me that Mac's 
father was a tycoon in big business in New York, and that he had developed the habit of 
sending Mac a cheque every time he was awarded a medal. He was at pains to point out that 
Mac was celebrating the fact that his Father had sent a cheque, not the fact that Mac had just 
been awarded the third bar to his D.S.O. The D.S.O. is the next highest award to the Victoria 
Cross. For a serviceman to win ONE is a great honour. Mac had FOUR. 
 
Wing Commander Cheshire V.C commandeered the squadron at the time. The Commander 
before Cheshire was Guy Gibson V.C. For the type of operations this squadron undertook, 
they did not deserve medals, they should have been awarded the place the medals were made 
in. 
 
The Battalion reached the stage where we considered ourselves to be fully trained, ready to 
go, and that we should be the " first in" come " D Day", but that was not to be. The Americans 
now had two Airborne Divisions in readiness and there was the 6th British Airborne Division. 
It was necessary to keep one Airborne Division in England on the theory that the enemy 
would need at least five Divisions to cover the places where we could drop in on them and we 
were the last division to have been in action. 
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We stood by to fly on sixteen different occasions, all of which were cancelled because of the 
weather or because the ground troops had reached the place where we were supposed to drop. 
Most of these planned operations were not cancelled or postponed until a few hours before 
take off. It was very hard on the nerves. However, they did not get around to cancelling the 
17th operation. During the next few weeks, there might have been many of us that wished they 
had. We had the doubtful honour of being the first British troops over the Rhine and the 
Germans who were supposed to have been very thin on the ground were in effect extremely 
thick on the ground. Not very long after our arrival in the Dutch city of Arnhem they began to 
show us that we were not very welcome there. It was a nasty affair, claimed to be one of the 
epic battles of the war. But so much has been written about it since then, that there is little 
need for me to expand on it for the sake of this story. 
 
One or two incidents that I was personally involved with may be of some interest. I was still 
Bn Signals Officer, and shortly after getting to the ground, I was unable to contact "B" 
Company, who were supposed to be in Renkum. It was obvious that they would be likely to 
meet the first attack from the western side of the perimeter, and also painfully obvious, that 
we would want to know about it when they did. I decided to run a telephone cable out to them, 
so I grabbed the only man available, my Signal Sgt, and off we went in a jeep, running the 
cable out as we went. 
 
No problems at all on the way out. We reached "B" Coy. in a very short time, set up the 
phone, reported to H.Q. and was given orders to get myself back there as soon as possible. By 
this time, it was quite dark, so the pair of us leapt into the jeep, Jock McClusky driving and off 
we went. We passed the "B" Coy. sentries, and about a hundred yards further on, I could make 
out the shape of steel helmets against the skyline. The thought that ran through my mind, that 
it was a bit odd that sentries were so far out from the company. Jock realised at exactly the 
same moment as I did that the helmets did not belong to "B" Coy. He slammed on the brakes, 
and the vehicle came to a very sudden stop. I half jumped and was half propelled straight over 
the top of the bonnet, landing at the feet of two very large German soldiers. I believe that I 
was so scared at the time, that all I could think of to say was: "How's about it, chum". It must 
have been a terrifying affair for the Germans, one minute they were marching along the road, 
then there was a scream of brakes and a British soldier pointing an automatic machine gun 
into their lower regions. It is difficult to explain how they could have been, but I really believe 
they were both just the tiniest bit more frightened than I was. 
 
They both dropped their weapons. Jock did the fastest about turn that I ever saw a jeep do. We 
then bundled them aboard and took them back to "B" Coy. We had a couple of Dutch 
interpreters with "B" Coy. and the German boys gave them all the information they asked for. 
They told us that their unit was marching along the road, that they were part of a German 
Division that was closing in on Arnhem, and that they had been the connecting file between 
two companies. It seemed that Jock and I had arrived at the crossroads at exactly the right 
moment. We had taken the two prisoners and the company in front and the company behind 
the two soldiers had no idea that they were gone and they just marched on. 
 
It was then obvious that we had virtually been surrounded, by heaven knew, how many times 
our own strength. I was asked/told to take over second in command (B Coy 2 in command had 
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gone down somewhere on the flight in). So I got on the phone, reported the situation to H.Q. 
and asked for orders. The order that came back was very simple and straight forward: "Fight 
your way out!" 
 
We were about eighty strong. The interpreters had told us that the enemy were at Divisional 
strength, perhaps a thousand. All we knew was that there were an awful lot of them. To plan 
any sort of attack from the position we were in was extremely difficult. The orders had been to 
delay the enemy then to retire towards the perimeter round Arnhem. The Company 
Commander had chosen a position with his back to the Rhine, perhaps a hundred yards from 
the road that we were supposed to have retired along. And of course, there were Germans 
travelling along the road between us and Arnhem. The only advantage we had was that the 
enemy was still not aware that we were there. 
 
When it became daylight, we could see that they had chosen a very large house straight 
opposite our position and formed some sort of H.Q. there. We sat and watched. As time wore 
on, a despatch rider, motor cycle and side-car, with three soldiers on board, arrived and as 
usual, an awful lot of enemy soldiers gathered around them, presumably to find out what the 
news was. They were no more than 120 yards from us, and I had perhaps, thirty rifles and four 
bren guns lined up on them. I gave the order to fire, and the result was terrible altogether. It 
was a shocking thing to have to do. But the War is a shocking business. After perhaps thirty 
seconds, I ordered a cease-fire so as to allow them to get their wounded away, after which 
they started to return the fire in no uncertain manner. There was no way that we could have 
put in any sort of attack at all. 
 
We were in a pocket, and it seemed there was no way out of it. I went back to the Company 
Commander to ask what he was planning, and was fortunate enough to realise that the Rhine, 
like most rivers flowing through flat country, had banks that were about eight feet below the 
general ground level. I could see that if we were caught down there that we would end up 
roughly the same as the enemy that we had attacked in the first place. But it was also obvious, 
that if we did not get out that way the only alternative was a complete wipe out. I suggested to 
the Company Commander that he start pulling out along the riverbank and that I stay to give 
the impression that the whole company was still in position. Our descent down to the water's 
edge was completely covered from where the enemy was. We had of course, to leave the six 
pounder anti-tank guns, our vehicles and stores, plus of course, a lot of ammunition. But we 
got clear of the place with very few casualties. The two German boys I had captured the night 
before, were both killed by their own men when they were shooting at us. 
 
We kept ourselves down at the water's edge for perhaps a mile or so, then saw, as the river 
direction had pulled away from the road, that there was reasonably open ground between out 
position and the place where H.Q. was to have been set up. I was given the task of explaining 
to the men, that whatever resistance we came up against, we were going straight in with 
bayonets fixed. The men were in terrific form, we had possibly killed at least our own weight 
of the enemy, with very few casualties ourselves. We had escaped from a virtually impossible 
situation, and here they were, in line abreast, hopefully with no more than token resistance 
between us and the H.Q. I felt that we must meet up with the enemy on the way in. I had no 
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doubt at all that we were in such spirits that we would overcome any resistance there was. 
There was none. 
 
As a result of the last orders that H.Q. had sent out to us: ("Fight your way out"), they had 
presumed that they could expect no more than a few survivors, as all that would be left of the 
company. When we arrived in position, almost at full strength, we were treated as something 
like heroes. In effect, everything about the affair had been sadly wrong. We, us a unit, had 
been very, very lucky. 
 
It seems that I had what one might say, was a stroke of luck about the Renkum affair. Major 
Tom Armstrong, "B" Company Commander, had ordered me, after I had taken the two 
German lads prisoner, to take over 2nd in Command of the Company. His own 2nd in 
Command had not yet arrived in Arnhem. They had crash-landed, and then had to wait until 
the next glider was available. I believe that his 2nd in Command, Captain W.P. Scott, arrived 
on the 18th  
. 
Tom Armstrong evidently thought that the help I had given during this part of the action was 
worth the following citation: 
 

On the 28th September 1944 at Arnhem, lieut. Hardy as Signal Officer was ordered to 
lay cable from Bn HQ to B Company, which was on isolated detachment two miles 
from the remainder of the Battalion. Shortly after arrival in this Company area, the 
enemy attacked in considerable strength and the Company was surrounded. Lieut. 
Hardy immediately assumed duties as second in command of the Company and under 
intense mortar and machine gun fire; he toured the Company area encouraging the 
men to greater effort. When orders eventually reached the Company to break out and 
re-join the Battalion, lieut. Hardy personally led the first troops, and though still 
under intense fire he succeeded in breaking out and was largely responsible for the 
successful of the withdrawal of B Company back to the main Battalion positions. Had 
this withdrawal not been successful the whole Battalion position would have been 
gravely jeopardised. Throughout the entire operation, lieut. Hardy's vigour and 
contempt of danger were an inspiration and a source of encouragement to all around 
him. 
 
Signed: B.L. Montgomery Commander in Chief 21st. Army Group 
 

I firmly believe that what I had accomplished, was done in the very early contact with the 
enemy and might have been quite commonplace as the battle developed. However, Major 
Armstrong recommended me for the Military Cross, and I am very proud to wear it. King 
George V presented it to me in Buckingham Palace. 
 
I think that it was on the following day that a very distressed corporal came running in to 
Battalion H.Q. to tell me that his patrol section had been under extremely heavy fire, and that 
one of his men had been badly wounded. I went out to see what could be done and found the 
man, who looked as though he might possibly have been seventeen, lying on his side, with a 
hole in his back that obviously meant that he had no more than a few minutes to live. I 
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comforted him as well as I was able but I shall never forget the look in the lad's eyes. Death by 
this time was becoming commonplace one just had to accept that sort of thing. But what that 
lad suffered between the time he was hit, and the time he passed away, possibly 30 minutes of 
absolute agony would have convinced anyone who saw it, that War is a complete and utter 
waste. 
 
On my return to Battalion H. Q. I was informed that the Artillery Officer, who was with us to 
direct the fire of the Airborne Artillery, had been killed. I then had to take over the job of O. 
P. (Observation Post) to direct the gunfire. The only problem there was the demand for 
artillery fire throughout the Division was such that at best they could only give me a few 
rounds. I did manage to get a few shells over in front of the rifle companies that were being 
hard-pressed. I think it was probably on the 8th day that my request for gunfire was answered 
in a Texas drawl. It told me that the person speaking was in the Nimegan area, that he had a 
battery of "Long Toms" and that he would put down a barrage wherever I needed it. I 
explained the Company position and left it to him. The Americans were obviously not short of 
ammunition. 
 
It was abundantly clear that the Germans were not at all short of ammunition. Over the nine 
days of battle they never seemed to let up at all. Their Commander, General Bittrich, said of 
the 1st Airborne Division, that in all his experience of War he had never fought against better 
soldiers. A compliment of that sort, coming from a soldier of his experience, was a 
compliment indeed. 
 
Over the next few days the fighting intensified, and there were many acts of great bravery, 
most of which were never recognised. It was a frightening experience, the part of Oosterbeek 
that we had to defend was very heavily wooded country, so that quite a lot of the enemy shells 
hit trees, and the noise of the explosions, of the odd ricochet, the shrapnel and the falling trees 
and branches made Arnhem not a very nice place to be. 
 
One of my closest friends, an ex bank manager, whom I had recommended for acceptance into 
Airborne Forces, came up to me at one time when it was particularly nasty. He had never been 
in action before, was obviously more than a little tense, he laid his hand on my shoulder, and 
said: "Joe, isn't the noise dreadful. " After a short pause, he added: "Aren't you frightened 
Joe?" and he said it as though he thought as though I did not look it. I answered: "Dennis, I am 
frightened to bloody death, and have been ever since the moment we landed in this damnable 
place! " I believe that he was quite relieved to know that I was suffering the same sort of fear 
that he was. The only difference between him and myself, was that I had sufficient experience 
to be able to hide my fear, or at least some of it. 
 
Part of the load that I carried into battle was three carrier pigeons. I took them in case 
everything else failed. I released the first one with a message to Air Defence, Great Britain, 
from a senior Air Force officer who had flown in with us. The second was released with 
another message, and on the fifth or sixth day, it struck me that I had no pigeon food left. That 
I was going to have to release the last bird, or it would be too weak to make the trip home. The 
C.O. gave me permission to release it, and suggested that I put some sort of message on it. I 
wrote the following message: 



The Hardy Story, 1796 - 2002 

  Page 55 of 61 

 
From Lieutenant J.S.D.Hardy 

Have to release birds owing to shortage of food. 
About eight tanks laying about in sub-unit areas, very untidy, but otherwise not 
causing any trouble. 
Now using as many German weapons as we have British. M.G.'s most effective when 
pointed towards Germany. 
Dutch people grand, but Dutch tobacco rather stringy. 
Great beard growing competition on in our unit but no time to check up on winner. 

 
Pigeon M.S.S. book is now in Regimental Museum, Carlisle Castle and in the Doc. Dept. of 
Imp. War Museum in London. 
 
The message of course, was a load of nonsense. It amounted to the fact that my C.O. had no 
message to send. I had made up the thing merely because had the bird reached home without a 
message, people at home would have wondered what was going on! However, the news 
hounds got hold of the thing, and the headlines stated that the 1st Airborne Division was 
fighting on without food, knocking out enemy tanks with their weapons, using their 
ammunition, killing the enemy right, left and centre, and implied that we were laughing our 
heads off about it all. 
 
The message itself, I understand, ended up in the British War Museum, gained the sort of 
fame that it was never intended to have, and has been quoted by many War historians and 
published in many books since then. As I said before it was a load of absolute nonsense. When 
we finally pulled out of Arnhem, we all wanted to get a message off to England in a hurry, 
because the home newspapers had now cottoned on to the fact that we had been having a 
rough time. Casualties had been very heavy and were no doubt causing our next of kin a lot of 
worry. 
 
There was no hope at all of getting a message away; the lines were too busy on important 
things. Whilst awaiting transport out of the area, we were attacked by the British newshounds. 
Would we please give them something for their paper, any story at all. We were all so very 
tired, that we suggested, not very politely, that they go and jump into the nearest lake. Then I 
had the bright idea that if I gave them some sort of story, it might well be published in the 
home newspapers a long time before I would have the chance to send any message home 
myself. I called one of them over and told him that: "I, Lieut. J.S.D.Hardy, of Kirkoswald, 
said that Dunkirk, compared with Arnhem, was a quiet weekend" 
 
The statement made headlines in the papers the next day. My wife's father read it and sent a 
telegram to her in Alford to look at the front page of the Daily Telegraph. This all proved to 
me that there are more ways of killing a cat than feeding it with canaries. But I have never had 
a great deal of faith in what the papers say since then. 
 
When we arrived back in England, we were made up to strength again, and of course, the 
usual training had to start all over again. We, as a Battalion had been decimated on three 
occasions; Dunkirk, Sicily and again at Arnhem. We wondered what they could do with us 
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next. But the war was drawing to it's close and we were given something of a plum. At the end 
of the fighting, the German Army in Norway was still at full strength and presumably quite 
well equipped. We had the thought that an airborne operation in the mountain country of 
Norway would not be the most pleasant way to put in the last few weeks of the war. But 
fortunately for us, the German Commander realised that further resistance was futile, and was 
given orders to retire three miles from the coast, and to leave all stores and war-like gear 
exactly where it was. 
 
The 1st Airborne Division was loaded into every sort of plane that was available. We took off, 
and when we reached Norway the whole country was covered in what was known then as ten 
tenths cloud. There was no radar. To find the airstrip at Gardemoen, situated in the mountains, 
was just impossible. The pilot of my plane, however, decided that if he could not put us down, 
it would not be his fault, so we wandered the place looking for a hole in the clouds. After 
perhaps an hour of circling, we saw what appeared to be a hole. The pilot put his nose down, 
and when the cloud thinned sufficiently to see through it, we saw a shoreline of lake with a 
very steep mountain behind it, and the nose of the aircraft was pointing straight at the place 
where the two met. The pilot almost stood the plane on it's tail, and sheered off at right angles 
to what had been our original course. Had I been flying in a Tiger Moth or some sort of plane 
that could tum, as the saying goes, in it's own length, I would have been quite surprised at the 
degree of tum, and the rate of climb. In a Halifax Bomber I found it hard to believe, and was 
very relieved when we had gained enough height to look down on that very large white carpet 
of cloud. We headed for England. 
 
We flew again the next day, landed at Gardemoen, to find about half a dozen of the bombers 
had landed the day before. Nearly all of them had had very rough landings. Most would need 
major repairs before they would ever fly again. Then we heard the news that a number of 
aircraft had presumably carried out the same drill as we had the day before: (Search for a hole; 
descend through it; and the low cloud had left no room for manoeuvre). The Officer who had 
taken over the Signal Platoon when I was promoted Captain, with the whole platoon, men who 
had been with me from the outbreak of war and before, crashed with the loss of all hands. 
Some of them had been at the War since it started, and died at the side of a mountain in 
Norway as the War ended. One of my Platoon was awarded the Queen Wilhelmina medal on 
the day he died. 
 
Norway, apart from the loss of life at the onset, was a holiday. We did a Guard of Honour for 
King Haakon when he arrived back to his home from England, and the population treated us 
as guests of honour. I was there for about six months, in Oslo and then up country to 
Lillehammer, where I had the wonderful experience of seeing the sun set as low as the top of a 
distant mountain, and without going out of sight, start to rise for the next day. Darkness did 
not register at all. 
 
Back to Oslo, and back to more training. This time we thought we were due for a stint in 
Malaya. I reached the stage where I thought I had had enough, so I applied for an interview 
with the C.O. Lt.Col. C.F.O. Breese, and asked him for a posting to home details. My main 
reason for having done this was that Eva was in billets at the same place as the home details 
were stationed, and she was about to produce our third child. When I asked the C.0. for the 
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posting, I really thought he was going to have a fit. He told me that what I was asking was 
quite impossible. That we were still on active service and that my duty was with the 
Regiment. He then added that he was just about to leave for Brigade H.Q. and that he would 
see what he could do for me. In effect, he and I had started our army careers at the same time, 
he as a 2nd Lieut. and me as a private soldier. We had both been with the Battalion every time 
it had fired a shot since Belfast. 
 
He sent for me two hours later, and told me to pack my gear, that I was to be posted to home 
details immediately. The flight home was, for those days, quite an experience. There was no 
radar across the North Sea, so the plane had to take the long way round. I had my breakfast in 
Norway, my lunch in Copenhagen, tea in Brussels and supper in London. 
 
On arrival in Alford, I took command of the Home Details and immediately started the 
process of demobilising. I had been told in Norway that as I was leaving an active service unit, 
that I would have to be demoted to Lieut. So I discarded one pip. Two or three months later, 
when the Battalion returned to England, I had to meet the train, and as the C.O. stepped out of 
his carriage, he gave me a wry smile and said: "Hardy, you are improperly dressed. As a 
Captain you should be wearing three pips." 
 
Very shortly after that, Captain J.S.D.Hardy MC, Border Regiment, paid at the rate of 16 
pounds Sterling per week, became Joe Hardy, unemployed and unable to get work. I was 
given twelve weeks of paid holiday, joined the Fire Brigade on my last week, largely because 
I could not get work anywhere else and at the end of my first week as a Fireman, collected the 
wage of four pounds Sterling. 
 
To have one's income cut by 75% is a bit of a shock to the system, so I decided in a very short 
time that I had no intention of being a fireman for very long. I was stationed at Pilgrim Street 
Fire Brigade H.Q. and as it was quite a busy station, I quickly gained a fair amount experience 
in the fire fighting game. I sat for and passed promotion exams and within a very short time, 
was promoted to Leading Fireman. A few months later I sat the Sub.Officers exam and was 
the only one in the station who passed it. Hence I became the only one that could be up- 
ranked. I was transferred to the Durham County Fire Brigade as a Sub Officer in charge of the 
station in Dunston, and after a few months there, was lifted to Station Officer and took over a 
five-appliance station in Hebbum-on-Tyne. 
 
There was a fair amount of luck to this rapid series of promotions. I happened to be there and 
to be qualified just at the right time. Having reached the stage of being in charge of a five-
appliance station in a heavy fire risk area, I was well on my way, so I carried on the studies, 
sat for and passed the Graduate of Fire Engineering exam. This qualified me for a further four 
ranks which of course included a Chief of Fire Officer's job. 
It was during my service as a Fireman, that Eva and I bought our first home. My final pay in 
the Army was sufficient to pay cash for the place we bought. So we moved into Kenilworth 
Road, Newcastle-on-Tyne. As we were the only part of the family in the area that had our 
accommodation, quite a number of the family on the younger side of me, used the place as the 
family home. Brothers Fred, Walter and Ronnie had been married before the War, so they had 
their own places. Kenilworth Road became something of a haven for Mother, sister Mary, 
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brothers Ernie and Jack, and of course, our own three children. It was not in a good area, so as 
soon as I had learned something about being a civilian Eva and I decided to move. 
 
Our move took us to Glynwood Gardens, Sheriff Hill, Gateshead, County Durham. It was a 
very happy place, in an extremely nice area. And as each member of the family moved on, so 
to speak, we found ourselves virtually on our own. A couple of the odd sort of things that 
happened to us there, were perhaps a little out of the normal run of life. 
 
The first of these, was that whilst I was at work at one time, Eva answered a knock on the 
door, to find three young men standing there. They said that they were told that we took in 
lodgers, and wondered if there was any chance of my wife taking them in for what was to be a 
two or three weeks stay. They had obviously been travelling, had unsuccessfully been looking 
for digs, and looked very tired. So Eva invited them in for a cup of tea. She explained that I 
was due home from work at 5.30pm and that she would wait until she and I talked over the 
idea. They were nice young blokes, so I suggested to Eva, that if thought she could manage 
the accommodation, it was alright with me. They were to repair the church steeple of St. Johns 
Church at the lower end of the street. 
 
I thought it might be of interest to them to have a look over the Fire Station so I invited them 
down to Pilgrim Street Fire Station and explained what the various machines were all about. 
They thanked me profusely for the evening and invited me to have a look over their work. As 
they were steeplejacks, it struck me at the time, that I might be as interested in their work as 
they had proved to be in mine, but they had me in a corner so I agreed to climb the steeple the 
next day. 
 
All four of us arrived at the top of the steeple, and the three of them wandered about on twelve 
inch planks, with approximately the same amount of care as they might be expected to show 
on a twelve foot pavement. The planks were anything but firmly fixed to the steeple, so I had 
to wander around in exactly the same careless sort of way that they did. I was pleased to get 
back down to earth. A few days later, a miner friend of mine invited me to have a look around 
a coal mine. It was a very deep mine, and I was as much out of my depth down there, as I had 
been at the top of the steeple. I registered in my mind, that if at any time in the future, I was 
offered work as a miner or as a steeplejack, I would rather be on the dole for the rest of my 
life. My miner friend explained what it was like to do an eight-hour shift in a two foot (Just 
over half a metre) seam. Neither of those jobs were for me, of that I was quite convinced. 
 
The next incident that I considered to be odd in it's own way, was that whenever I was off 
duty, I would take the children up to the local farm to look for rabbits. I always let them run 
up the hill first, and I would walk slowly up behind them. On one particular morning, for 
some unknown reason, I told the children to stay at the foot of the hill and that I would walk 
up there first. As I reached the crest of the hill I saw, a few metres into the valley, the body of 
a young soldier who just committed suicide. Whatever it was that made me change the routine 
on that particular day, I shall never know. Had the children seen him first, it might have had 
almost any sort of effect on them. I made no attempt to cut him down. I just turned, shouted 
"No rabbits!" and walked back to the farmhouse. I phoned the Police from the farm. 
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It may be worthy of mention, that during my spell with the Hebburn Fire Brigade, I had 
another encounter with the Monarch of Bermuda. She was docked in the shipyard undergoing 
major overhaul perhaps a quarter mile from my station. A fire started aboard her, and although 
I was actually off duty at the time, the station informed me that she was well alight. I booked 
myself on duty went down to the dock-side and there she was, alight from end to end and the 
fire was of such intensity, that the plates along her side were, at quite a number of different 
sections, absolutely white hot. Before we gained control of the fire she was completely burnt 
out internally. We managed to save the hull. The Insurance agents evidently decided that there 
was enough of her left to rebuild. This event took place roughly at the same time that I was 
considering coming out to Australia. So it was coincidental that when the repair job was 
completed she was renamed the Empress of Australia. At the time my application to come to 
Australia was granted, I felt almost sure that she would be the vessel that would bring me 
here. 
 
That was not to be. We sailed from Southampton in February 1956, and arrived in Sydney on 
the 13th March. It was the Strathnaver that brought us here. We called at Alexandria, then at 
Aden, Colombo, Perth and Fremantle and in each of the last four ports we were in harbour 
long enough to have a good look around. Then to Melbourne, where we spent about 36 hours, 
and on to Sydney. It was a wonderful trip. We enjoyed every minute of it. 
 
We arrived in Leeton the following day, and after a journey of 14,000 miles, found that there 
was no-one at the station to meet us. A Mrs Green had nominated us for Australia, but as she 
explained later, she could not come to meet us because her cows had broken the fence and 
were out on the road. In effect, they had not broken the fence at all, they had walked straight 
through the fence, and for the next sixteen or eighteen years that we lived in that area, Mrs 
Green's cows were always out on the road. 
 
She was a very kind-hearted soul, but the condition of the farm had to be seen to be believed. 
She was a "bush woman", had been born and brought up in Carrathool, and that is about as far 
in to the bush as one would normally want to go, much further than I, as a newly arrived 
immigrant, wanted to go anyway. Her farm, which she ran all on her own, was farm 796, 
Gogeldrie. It was a wilderness of dead trees surrounding a broken down house. No electricity. 
No refrigerator. No bath or shower. No fly-screens around the verandah, resulting in the fact 
that the turkeys and the poultry roosted on the verandah, and of course, what they left on the 
floor of the place, was what poultry normally leave on the floor of a hen hut. I looked around 
the place and thought to myself: "Good God, what have I done to my wife and family?" 
 
Mrs. Green took it all as being quite normal, she had been born in the bush. She first saw a 
house with a wooden floor when she was eighteen years old, and first visited the "city" of Hay 
at the age of twenty-four. Hay at that time, was no more than a collection of small bush 
cottages. I had no transport; my very small amount of money had not yet been transferred 
from my bank in England. We were left with no option but to get stuck into the thing and 
make life as pleasant as we could. And we did just that. My wife worked like a slave in 
temperatures around the hundred mark to make the place more liveable. Mrs Green was 
delighted and thought the place looked like a palace. The fact that she could return to the 
house at evening time and sit down to a cooked meal was a great joy to her. Six weeks of this 
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luxurious living was all that I could stand. So I found another job with the Kirkup family at 
farm 1690 Gogeldrie where I worked for about two years. 
 
It was extremely difficult to get the children to school from Gogeldrie so we left the place and 
moved into the town of Leeton. Over the next two years or so, the boys and I made, I don't 
know how many thousand, sand and cement bricks, built a large garage, lived in it, and then 
went straight on and built a house; No. 42 Railway Avenue, Leeton. It was a very good house. 
Eva and I worked very, very hard to get it, both of us working in the Leeton Co-operative 
Cannery, saving every penny we could to buy sand and cement. Eva worked two seasons in 
the cannery and then took a job as cook in the Marist Brothers College in Leeton. And then 
worked in the Leeton Hospital. 
 
The Cannery, as a job, was alright, but the prospects of promotion were virtually nil. They 
installed Australia's first Tomato Paste machine during my third year on the job. It was a very 
complicated affair, and I was chosen as one of the operators. The job brought slightly better 
pay, but not good enough to make me want to stay at it. I was due for a month's holiday, so I 
handed in my notice, left the place, bought a small truck and started a vegetable round. This 
eventually led me to the new town-to-be, Coleambally, but as the farms were perhaps, an 
average of a mile apart, with a fifty mile journey, both to get there, and of course, to return 
home it was a dreadful struggle. The roads were not built up and the weather was a nightmare. 
I applied for a small piece of ground, and after waiting what seemed to be an eternity, was 
granted a seventeen-acre farm on the south side of where the town was to be built. We sold the 
house in Leeton and moved out to live in a very small shed, cleared the ground, and started to 
grow my own vegetables. 
 
As time went on we moved the business into the town itself but working shop hours during the 
day and then vegetable growing until dark proved, over the years, to be a bit too much for me. 
We sold the shop and then the farm and moved into Bluebonnet Crescent and into retirement 
and on to the pension. This was a good time for my wife and I. The pension was not all that 
good but I was well known in the area, and earning a few dollars on the side was no problem 
at all. I did tractor driving for half a dozen different farmers, worked odd days in a Hardware 
shop and finally worked keeping the accounts for a firm of plumbers. 
 
By 1980, Eva had to undergo a series of operations, had a kidney removed, and after returning 
to Coleambally became seriously ill. It became necessary to fly her down to the Austin 
Hospital in Heidelberg. When she recovered, the Doctors advised me not to return to the bush, 
to stay near where there were hospitals equipped to deal with her particular problem. 
 
We were fortunate enough to be granted the tenancy of one of the R.S.L. Cottages in Bell 
Park, Geelong, and after three years, were given a transfer to the R.S.L. Village in Heidelberg. 
At the time of transfer, Anzac House asked me if I would consider the job as Supervisor of the 
Village. As they had been so considerate to me over the years I had no option but to accept the 
job. 
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Now reader, if you have been sufficiently diligent to have been with me throughout this 
rigmarole, you will have a rather better knowledge of what the Hardy family was all about. 
We have been reasonably successful in many ways, not very successful in others. But do not 
try to judge us too harshly. There were times when things were not as easy as they might have 
been. 


