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All that remained of John’s unit after Messines Ridge, only 11 of  70 left        
France, 1917 Photographed by Louis Thuillier   (John front left) 

See story on page 6 

Johns letter home from France 1917,  written on back of above photograph 
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A Short Story from Leon Daly 
 

Addition—In the June Between the Lines—The date of the newspaper article about the 
beginnings of our family history society was not mentioned so I thought it I would add it 
here.  GROUP CAN ASSIST TO BUILD FAMILY TREE by Lisa Holland, first printed on 
7th August 1993 in the ‘Courier’.  The members in the photo are :- 
 

   Back Row: Jean Todd, Liz Quantock, Peg Tippett.  
   Front Row: Peter Dodd, Adrienne & Ivan Lee. 

Online Family Trees 
 
My latest  family history research was of my 3x 
Great Grandmother, Elizabeth Medlock, born 7 
August 1793, baptised 6 October, a daughter 
to Alexander Medlock and Elizabeth.            
According to the marriage record Alexander 
married an Elizabeth Tyler at Stevenage,   
Hertfordshire on 7 August 1784. I was interest-
ed in discovering more about Alexander and 
Elizabeth and whether my Elizabeth Medlock 
had any siblings.  
 
A search of records on Findmypast revealed 2 
baptisms for an Elizabeth Tyler, one in 1757, 
the other in 1765. Both had the parent’s 
names as William & Alice. Not a lot to go on. 
The earlier one may have died but no burial 
record has been found to date. 
 
Eventually I discovered a family tree on        
familysearch.org showing Alexander and         
Elizabeth married 1784 and among the 14    
children born, between 1785 and 1810, listed 
was my Elizabeth Medlock which looked     
promising. That is until I saw the life span of 
Elizabeth Tyler, 1765 to 1793. If this was true, 
then Elizabeth Tyler was not my 4x great 
grandmother since the burial source shows 
 

that she died 4 June 1793 whereas my 3x 
greatgrandmother was born in August the 
same year. All the record sources for the     
children in the family show that their mother 
was indeed Elizabeth. Was the burial record 
source incorrect?  
 
Then found 2 burial records for an Elizabeth 
Medlock in Bedfordshire, 1835 & 1841, one of 
which may be the correct record. Makes more 
sense than the one recorded on                    
familysearch.org but difficult to prove. 
 
The bottom line: It pays to be vigilant towards 
online family trees, but they can be a source of 
good clues and do require further research to  
be comfortable that the information is correct. 
 
'Reminder:  
 
Part of the above research was carried out     
using the website familysearch.org which is 
free to join. The Society's Family History       
Library located at Lotteries House in Civic 
Boulevard, Rockingham is an Affiliate Library 
to Familysearch.org which enables               
researchers to view, print or save record       
images, resources which are not available to 
the general user.' 

mailto:vk6pq@iinet.net.au
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Around nine o’clock in the evening a small party 
of sunburnt, khaki clad men, sporting the broad 
brimmed, emu plumed slouch hats of the Light 
Horse staggered from the iconic Australian Bar 
in Ezbekiya Gardens. It’d been exactly a week 
since HMAT Mashobra deposited this lot of 
fresh-faced reinforcements in this windy, 
stinking hot land. 

 
The men were keen to get to the action. 
Although the Authorities didn’t tell them 
anything, you didn’t have to be a genius to work 
out that they weren’t going to Gallipoli any time 
soon. For the time being they were stuck in this 
pigsty of a place and they were making the 
most of it. As the best paid of the Allied troops, 
they were cashed up and ready for a good time.  

 
On the ship, the medical officer had given 
lectures on the health dangers of large cities in 
Egypt. The boys listened to what he had to say 
alright, but took it all with a grain of salt. They’d 
been told all about the brothels in Cairo and 
weren’t scared off by some pompous medico. 
Cripes, they might well be dead in a month!  
 
The Red-Light district lived up to its reputation. 
Nothing had prepared the boys for the scantily 
clad prostitutes displaying their wares on the 
balconies, alleyways and streets; or in the bars 
where women danced an all revealing version 
of the can-can. It was too much for these young 

men to resist. With the help of a little Dutch 
Courage, they’d urged one another to take their 
chances with the alluring offerings. 
 
The troops believed the filthy natives were 
thieves and swindlers. You couldn’t trust them 
with anything. Talk about dumb, these 
Egyptians had to be the stupidest people on the 
face of the earth. The troops had been told to 
be careful in the street where an Egyptian 
vendor might distract you by trying to sell you 
some trinket while their accomplice picked your 
pockets. But that night it was the brothels that 
were their downfall. Pimps had picked their 
pockets while they were busy with the women. 
Their cameras, watches and wallets had all 
vanished so they’d retreated to the bar to drown 
their sorrows. 
 
It was getting towards time to get back to camp, 
but not before they had some more fun. 
Seventeen-year-old Ned Jones was the kind of 
bloke that never let the truth stand in the way of 
a good story. He was rarely constrained by the 
facts. When he enlisted in Brisbane four 
months before, he’d given his age as twenty-
three, so his mother wasn’t required to give 
permission. So far no-one in his family knew 
he’d enlisted. He’d sent Ma a postcard from 
Columbo but she wouldn’t have received it yet. 
He’d tried joining up in Sydney in September 
1914, but when his brothers got wind of it, he’d 
been discharged, so the second time he’d been 
more careful. 
 
Ned sauntered along Clot Bey Street with his 
drinking mate, George O’Rourke and a couple 
of other coves from the camp. They were 
having some fun teasing and harassing the 
stupid natives. At the corner of Darg-el Hiash 
Street a crowd had gathered around a loud 
altercation between another group of Aussie 
soldiers and some foreigners who turned out to 
be Italians. They were getting stuck into one 
another good and proper.   
 
The Light Horsemen didn’t waste time trying to 
work out what was going on. They 
enthusiastically joined the stoush. Their new 
mates alleged they had also been robbed while 
visiting a brothel. These blokes claimed the 
Italians were pimps for the local prostitutes and 
asserted they were responsible for the theft of 
their money and goods as well. 

Continued next page 

UNCLE NED’S WAR STORY 
By Sue Sacchero 
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Uncle Ned’s War—cont’d 

 
Enraged, Ned stepped up to the little Italian 
weasel, grabbing him by the scruff of the neck, 
insisting he return the soldiers’ goods. Next 
thing he knew, his guts were stinging like billyo. 
Thinking he’d been stabbed; he pushed the   
Italian away and tore up the street. George 
O’Rourke hot on his heels. 
 
Ned didn’t remember any more until he arrived 
at Kar-el-Aini Hospital. It was chaotic, he     
couldn’t understand much of what was going 
on, the male orderlies and doctors were    
speaking gibberish. He didn’t trust them.        
Remembering someone in the street saying 
he’d been shot he wasn’t surprised when the 
Egyptian doctor told him in perfect English, 
 
“You’ve a severe gunshot wound, at some point 
that bullet will need to be removed. However, 
you’re not in any immediate danger. It can be 
done when you are moved to an Army hospital. 
Your bleeding is under control. There’s of 
course a risk of peritonitis. For now, you’re to 
have some bed rest while we organise a     
transfer to one of the military hospitals.” 
 
The Army didn’t rush to transfer him. The       
military hospitals in Cairo were crammed with 
wounded from the front. First Ned would need 
to face a Court of Enquiry. The following day his 
ward was transformed into a courtroom. He 
learned the Italian Consul would conduct the 
Enquiry.  I won’t understand a bloody thing, he 
worried. I haven’t learned much Egyptian, apart 
from the terms of endearment that we use with 
the natives. I don’t know a word of Italian.  
 
These concerns proved ill founded. Two young 
Aussie Officers appeared. “It will be a routine 
enquiry to decide if charges should be laid. The 
Italian Consul will arrive soon,’’ they told him. 
“The local police will bring in their prisoner, the 
Italian who shot you last night.” Then they left. 
 
Presently a couple of Kiwi lieutenants            
appeared, one was a doctor called Keating, 
who explained, “We’re here to act as             
interpreters and to see proceedings are         
recorded accurately.”  Ned relaxed a little.   
Next,   George O’Rourke, who was to be a     
witness to his injuries, arrived with their platoon 
sergeant. Spick and span in his freshly pressed 
uniform George saluted the officers with a      
respect that didn’t come naturally. He was      
going to be giving a statement to the Enquiry.  
 

 
 
Some beds were removed from the ward and 
extra chairs and tables assembled.  At ten 
o’clock the Italian Consul and his offsider       
arrived. The Consul took Ned’s statement first. 
 
“We were walking from the Australian Bar to the 
railway station. We went down the street where 
the tram goes; I don’t know its name.” Ned 
started. “I heard the report of a firearm and fell 
down realising I had been wounded. As I got 
up, I saw a small dark man running away,” He 
continued. “Running down a narrow street I fell 
down again and heard another shot. I had no 
altercation with any civilian neither did either of 
my companions.”  
 
When asked if he knew his assailant he said, “I 
can’t recognise him, although I’ve heard he was 
wounded.” 
 
The next to give a statement was O’Rourke. It 
didn’t take long, he more or less said that they 
had left the Australian Bar with Trooper        
Robinson around ten past nine to make their 
way to the station. He told the Consul that they 
hadn’t had much to drink and they were all    
perfectly sober. He said at the time of the      
incident Trooper Robinson was about twenty 
yards ahead of Trooper Jones and himself and 
couldn’t have seen anything. 
 
“I didn’t see Trooper Jones touch the Italian, but 
I heard the shots and caught him when he fell,” 
he stated.  
 
O’Rourke informed the Consul that he took 
Ned’s coat off and could see scorch marks on 
his breeches. He thought Ned had been shot in 
the groin. He added that he and some other 
Aussie soldiers waited with Ned about half an 
hour until the picquets came. When the         
ambulance arrived the picquets sent the        
soldiers back to camp. 
 
The local police brought in the Italian,           
Passaglia, who declared that he’d been walking 
down Clot Bey Street with his wife, his daughter 
and some other Italian men with unpronounce-
able names. According to Passaglia they’d 
been surrounded by seven or eight Australian 
soldiers who pushed him about and punched 
him in the face. He then heard shots coming 
from Clot Bey Street whereupon three guards 
seized him and took him to the Police Station. 
 

Continued next page 
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Uncle Ned’s War—cont’d 

 
Then another Italian was brought in. “I was 
walking down Clot Bey Street with Mr           
Passaglia, his wife and family when Mrs     
Passaglia said she wanted to go to the      
chemist.” He continued, “At the same time    
seven or eight Australian soldiers tried to      
embrace our party. They surrounded the     
mother and tried to take the child from her,” he 
declared, his voice conveying shock.  
 
“I was punched in the back of the head then fell 
over and lost consciousness, when I came to, I 
saw Passaglia being carried off by the police. I 
didn’t hear any shots, just the woman’s 
screams”. He added that his companion was 
bleeding from the temple. 
 
The second witness’s story wasn’t much        
different. He said his group had been surround-
ed by Australian soldiers but could not say how 
many, and that Passaglia had been punched in 
the eye and had fallen unconscious. The next 
thing he remembered was seeing Passaglia 
surrounded by native police. He said he         
followed them to the police station and did not 
hear any shooting. 
 
Well! It wasn’t likely that they were going to 
confess to shooting me, Ned thought. 
 
Then a bystander, who’d been in a nearby café 
gave his evidence. “I saw four or five drunk 
Australian soldiers teasing the natives as they 
made their way down Clot Bey Street,” he said. 
“The group came to the Italians and started to 
punch them. I heard two shots and saw the   
Italian throw down a revolver as he fled. The 
Australians ran off in the opposite direction.” 
 
“I tried to avoid trouble but was shot in the foot 
by the revolver as it struck the ground. I          

 
intended to pick it up, but instead the police 
seized me and carted me off to the police      
station. My view was clear. I saw Passaglia fire 
the shots,” the bystander ended his testimony. 
 
By this time, Ned was exhausted and the    
Consul had had enough for the day, so the 
hearing was adjourned. 
 
The following afternoon the police arrived with-
out a prisoner. The three native police gave 
consistent evidence. Only one had actually 
been present at the time of the shooting. The 
officer claimed to have seen the altercation and 
saw an Australian take hold of the Italian before 
the shots were fired. The Italian had a gun in 
his hand. The officer chased and caught      
Passaglia, who no longer had the gun, but a 
civilian bystander showed him where it had 
been dropped. He added that Passaglia had 
told him that the Australian soldier had          
molested his wife. The Consul didn’t appear to 
take any notice and didn’t ask any questions. 
 
Ned never heard another word about any      
aspect of this event. He didn’t think the Italian 
was ever charged, although the Court of        
Enquiry found Passaglia had shot him at close 
range. Ned was never called to give any further 
evidence. 
 
Once the Court of Enquiry ended, Ned was 
moved to the No.1 Australian General Hospital 
at Heliopolis where three weeks later he       
contracted mumps and was moved to the No 4 
Auxiliary Hospital, the infectious disease      
hospital at Abbassia. His recovery was deemed 
to be going to be very slow. In March 1916 
when the Aussie troops were heading to 
France, Ned was returned to Australia where 
he was discharged on medical grounds.  
 

See next page for this story 

John’s medals on display at 
Fremantle War Museum  
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John Spence was 
my Gt. Uncle, son 
of Captain James 
Spence and Lucy 
Gane, born in     
Fremantle 12 July 
1893.  His father 
was a well-known 
Master Mariner in 
Fremantle who was 
originally from      
Aberdeen Scotland. 
For the duration of 
both the Crimean 
War and Indian    
Mutiny he trans-
ferred to the Royal 

Navy transporting troops to both theatres of 
war.  James also served time on Andaman    
Island in the Bay of Bengal where the British 
had established a prison for Indian prisoners.  
James then returned to Aberdeen and           
resumed his career of Master Mariner sailing 
the seas of the world.  These voyages included 
calling into Fremantle on his way to Victoria.  It 
was on one of these such voyages he met his 
future wife, Lucy Gane. 
 
John followed in his father’s footsteps and 
joined the fledgeling Australian Royal Navy on 
the 13

th
 July 1912 and was posted to HMAS 

Cerberus in Victoria.  He was then posted to 
HMAS Encounter on the 17 August 1912 as a 
Stoker. 

John became a member of the RAN 
that was sent to the London Naval 
Depot to bring the newly             
commissioned Battle Cruiser HMAS 
Australia to Australia.  He Joined 
this vessel on the 21

st
 June 1913 

and served until 13
th
 December 

1915. 
 
At the outbreak of WW1 HMAS 
Australia lead a fleet of Australian 
vessels ordered to destroy the radio 
network the Germans had along the 
coastline of New Guinea.  John 
joined the patrols and it was on one 
such patrol he received a gunshot 

wound to his hand by a German sniper. He was 
returned to HMAS Cerberus on the 13

th
       

February 1915 to receive treatment for his 
wound and to his great dismay he was          
discharged from the RAN on the 24

th
 March 

1915 because of this injury.  
 
John’s hand soon healed and on the 21

st
       

August 1915 he enrolled in the 52
nd

 Battalion 
AIF and did his initial training at the Black Boy 
training camp in Western Australia.  He          
departed from Fremantle for the Western Front 
on the HMAT Benalla on the 1

st 
November 

1916.  Before John left he was promoted to 
Lance Corporal on the 1

st
 June 1916 and just 

three months later on the 9
th
 September 1916 

he was promoted to Corporal and later that 
same day he was promoted to the rank of    
Sergeant.  

In June 1917 John served in the 13
th
 Tunnel 

Company.  He became part of the famous   
Australian company involved in the blowing up 
of Messines Ridge that had been a huge       
obstacle to the Allies advance on the German 
lines.  It was at Messines Ridge he was to be 
awarded the Distinguished Conduct Medal. 

Citation read: 
For conspicuous gallantry and devotion to duty.  
He led his men to the attack with great        
courage, capturing two enemy field guns and 
killing the crews.  He afterwards displayed 

great fearlessness in patrolling     
under machine-gun fire and worked 
with great energy during              
consolidation. 
 
Promulgated in the Commonwealth 
of Australia Gazette No.219 20

th
 

December 1917. 

John returned to the 52
nd

 Battalion 
after Messines Ridge and became 
part of the contingent that was to 
advance to Villers Bretonneux.  His 
patrol became involved with the   
enemy at Dernancourt, a village 
near Villiers and it was here he was 
awarded the Military Medal on the 

6
th
 May 1918. 

Continued page 7 

MY ANZAC HERO 

 
 
 
 
 

By Val Zilko  

Sgt. John Alexander Spence 3400. DCM. MM. 

HMAS Australia Bell at the 
Canberra War Memorial 
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MY ANZAC HERO—cont’d 

Citation read: 
Sergeant John Alexander Spence 3400 DCM.  
For most conspicuous bravery and devotion to 
duty at Dernancourt on the 6

th
 April 1918. At 

daybreak when leading a patrol he came in 
touch with the enemy and returned with         
valuable information of an assembly for an     
attack. 
  
 Later during the attack he showed great     
courage engaging the enemy at close quarters. 
After the Company had been forced to         
withdraw, he led a party into a forward position 
and did excellent work inflicting heavy           
casualties on the enemy. By his personal       
example and good leadership he continually 
rallied his men to greater efforts. 
 
Promulgated in the Commonwealth of Australia 
Gazette No. 191 12

th
 December 1918. 

It was during this skirmish with the enemy that 
John was badly injured.  He had captured four 
German soldiers and one Officer.  While 
marching them back to the Allied lines the      
Officer grabbed one of the patrol member’s 
gun’s, turned it on John and fired three shots 
which smashed his hip; despite his injuries 
John managed to bring the Officer down with a 
revolver shot. 
 
John was repatriated to England on the 30

th
 

April and admitted to the Alexandria Hospital at 
Cosham  but did not return to the Western 
Front as his injuries were too severe.  He       
returned to Australia on board the Somalia     
arriving home on the 21

st
 December 1919. 

Before joining the forces, John was a prominent 
amateur boxer, a pupil of the renowned heavy-
weight Bill Doherty. During WW1 he won the 
Army lightweight championship, competing 
against professionals as well as amateurs.  He 
defended the title successfully for three        
successive years.  On his discharge from the 
Army John fought under the name of Sonny 
Kidson.  He also turned to coaching and had 

remarkable success having coached the Army 
and Navy boxing teams. 
 
John died on the 20

th
 November 1962 at the 

Hollywood Repat. Hospital, he was 69 years of 
age.    
 
The Australian Army honoured him with a 
beautiful bronze plaque, and this was placed on 
his grave in the Fremantle Cemetery.  

A few years ago I had 
the opportunity to   
visit the Australian 
National War         
Memorial in Canberra.  
They conduct the Last 
Post Ceremony at 
5pm each afternoon 
and to my surprise I 

was asked to take part in this ceremony and lay 
a wreath and dedicate it to all my loved ones 
who had served their country in theatres of war.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

      

LEST WE FORGET  

 

 

 

 

 

Scene from Dernan-
court— Diorama in 
the Canberra War 
Memorial 
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Denzil lived in Devonport,   
Auckland when he first served 
in the Army Cadets for 4 years 
from age 15, then 6 months in 
N.A.Reg.A (Sigs), then joined 
the NZRF (Reserve Force) in 
1935 at the age of 20, served 
two and one-half years as a 
gunner at RNZA at Narrow 
Neck base, in the area where 
he lived, then discharged       
himself in 1937.  During this 
time he was in charge of the 
horses as the Army discovered 
he had a natural aptitude.  (No 
wonder when I was growing up I  
always wanted a horse,          
although a lot of girls did.)  He 
would have been eligible for an 
Exemplary Award for military 
conduct but had not completed 
3 years service. 
 
When he left the army Denzil was a butcher 
and courting his future wife Verena.  He was 
also a keen racing cyclist, winning many prize 
cups and badges over the years.  After the war 
he returned to this and I remember copying him 
when he did warming up exercises before   
training. 
 
Denzil (known to all as Lyddy) and Verena 
(known as Rene) married on 21

th
 October 1938 

in Devonport, 
Auckland and 
Rene continued 
her office job. 
 
When World War 
II broke out Den-
zil immediately re
-enlisted.  He 
was called up in 
1940 during 
which time Rene 
became pregnant 
with their first 
child.  I was just 
6 weeks old 
when Dad   final-
ly left for war, 
how hard must 
that have been. 
 
Denzil’s War Story.  When Denzil left from 
Wellington on the ship Mauretania he wrote a 
story he called THE STORY OF MY TRIP, 

SUNDAY 6
th
 April 1941.  This 

story (probably typed  by 
Mum) takes 15 closely typed 
A4 pages but stops in           
Colombo, Ceylon at the end of 
page 15, whether the rest is 
lost or it was never finished we 
do not know.  He was a     
Company Staff Sergeant. (One 
very      personal note he wrote 
showed his long held concern 
and sympathy for others       
before himself.)   

Denzil is my father. He         
obviously had a knack for     
writing (did he inherit his 
grandmother’s creative writing 
skills) as his story is fantastic 
and so well written, and he 
manages to make the trip full 
of seemingly interesting     

happenings – from  the 2    pages it took before 
getting aboard the ship, sharing a Stateroom 
on the main deck with 5 other sergeants, their 
mess-room the first-class saloon, missing his 
family and wondering if he would ever see 
them again. As soon as they were out at sea 
they struck bad weather,      typical for the Tas-
man Sea.  Their waiter was brilliant and their 
table always the roudiest with all the laughing 
at some expression of his.  Dad wrote a great  
story, from others being seasick to seeing por-
poises and flying fish.  The ship stopped in 
Sydney but no-one was allowed ashore and 
the men were so disappointed – at least they 
had a capital view of the bridge which was the 
most looked-for symbol in that city.  Here the 
‘Queen Elizabeth’ joined their squadron, also 
the ‘Ille de France’ both packed with  Australian 
troops, and the ships were off again. 
 
After they left Sydney they were joined by the 
‘Queen Mary’.  There were now five ships from 
3 countries – England, France and the ‘Niew 
Amsterdam’ from Holland, all carrying troops, 
plus their escorts.  They were also  escorted by 
Hudson bombers of the RAAF while in          
Australian waters. 

This time it was on to Perth where they did 
have shore leave for two days.  My father loved 
Perth and King’s Park where he visited.  He 
was invited to the park, people’s homes and 
beaches, and enjoyed it all, remarking how 
similar it was to Auckland harbour.   

Continued next page 

DENZIL’S  ARMY LIFE  
By Pamela Lydford 
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Denzil’s Army Life— cont’d 
 
I am so glad to think he actually 
spent time in our lovely city 
once.  I was only a few weeks 
old and he would never in a    
million years have   imagined me 
living here one day.  He        
commented on the Swan River 
and the sandbars that made it no 
use for shipping but great for 
pleasure boating and yachting. 
 
After this the ship never saw 
land again until Colombo but 
Dad wrote of many things,       
including the ‘Niew Amsterdam’ 
leaving for Singapore and then 
the two ‘Queens’ for the Naval 
Base at Trincomalee. Also what 
turned out to be false warnings of possible war 
actions, and I couldn’t put his story down until 
the end.   
 
Eventually Lyddy arrived in Egypt with 1000s of 
others on 15

th
 May 1941 as a Staff Sergeant, 

and is mentioned in his army record on 3 July 
and 8 August.  But just three months after      
arriving, on 22 August he is admitted to 2 
Comp. Hospital and on 17 September he is 
transferred to discharge depot (N.Z. Roll     
Medical) Egypt.  23 September he is awaiting 
passage – return (head injury – old).  His      
record after that mentions his journey through 
various stages until he arrives back in New 
Zealand on the ship Maunganui on 26 February 
1942.  Denzil remained in the army serving in 
Bombay, Papakura and Narrow Neck on N.Z.R. 
pay rate until his total discharge from the forces 
on 23 December 1943. 
 
Although medically 
unfit for service 
overseas Denzil was 
fortunately able to 
stay in the army for 
a while, and he and 
Mum’s son was born 
on 29

th  
December 

1942. 
 
Denzil was so lucky 
insofar as he came 
home early.  His 
best friend and my 
godfather Chris 
McCarthy served 
throughout.   His 
 

 
friend Frank Coughlin was a   
prisoner-of-war, and another 
friend was killed.   
 
Denzil’s only comment about his 
war effort was that he didn’t want 
the flag or his medals on his     
coffin when he died as he didn’t 
see active service.  Of course 
they were on show as he did go      
prepared to see action.    

 

(Medals 1939-45 Star, War   
Medal 1939-45, Africa Star, New 
Zealand War Service Medal.) 

 
 

 

 

 

 
 
My father died on 25

th
 May 1960 just before his 

47
th
 birthday, from a blood clot. As far as we 

know it could have been travelling around his 
body for years until it became large enough to 
stop his heart.  

########### 

P.S.  We four children never knew anything 
about a ‘head injury’ until we received Dad’s  
Army Records 10-15 years ago, and also never 
knew of his early army life.  I wonder if the 
head injury happened during cycling in his early 
20s, or being kicked by a horse during his first 
stint in the Army.  I am looking into it. 

Denzil (on left) and Chris 
McCarthy in Egypt 

Dad at 44 

Two years later 
Dad at his first 
Army Reunion, 
weeks before 
he died (same 
man) 
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In the tourist season 2018/19, Albany,     
Western Australia received over 51,000      
visitors. Most of them would have visited the 
‘Amity’ replica … the ship that brought with it 
the first British soldiers to the West. On 26 
Dec 1826 a mere 20 soldiers of the 39th    
Regiment arrived on detachment from New 
South Wales to declare this remote portion 
of the Australian Continent for the British 
Crown. Over the next four years or so, the 
soldiers, a handful of civilians and around 
two dozen convicts at any one time,            
endeavoured to establish a settlement at 
King George’s Sound. They were not always 
the same soldiers – 57 different troops came 
and went under the command of four          
different Commandants with orders from    
Army HQ in Sydney and the New South 
Wales Colonial Government. 

Although Captain James Stirling had taken 
the reins of government upon arrival at the 
Swan River Colony in 1829, he said himself, 
‘I believe I am the first Governor who ever 
formed a settlement without Commission, 
Laws, Instructions and Salary’. This was    
rectified in March 1831 when Stirling was 
proclaimed the King’s representative in 
Western Australia. That was the death knell 
for the essentially New South Wales settle-
ment at King George’s Sound. A detachment 
of the 63rd Regiment from Hobart arrived at 
the Sound on 27 Feb 1831. This party of one 
officer, a sergeant and 20 rank and file was 
to relieve the recalled 39th. 

Of the original 20 to arrive in King George’s 
Sound in 1826, one had died (Private William 
Banks) and the remainder had returned to 
NSW by 1829. Except one; only one man who 
arrived on ‘Amity’ would return on ‘Isabella’. 

None of the 39th detachment settled in   
Western Australia. Yet it seems strange not 
to acknowledge this body of men in some 
way. So, if I am to pick someone, I think it 
should be the last man standing who        
happened to be …… 

A Very Good Soldier, all but forgotten 

Family Background 
Corporal John Shore was born in Oldham, 
Lancashire, and baptised at St Mary’s Parish 
church on 10 March 1793. He was the eldest 
son of James and Sarah (nee Needham) Shore 

who had been married the previous year in the 
same church. John’s father was working as a 
gardener when John was born, but when John’s 
three brothers and three sisters came along, 
James was described as a sawyer. James died 
in 1832 aged 68; Sarah his widow died 20 years 
later aged 85 while living in the village of Auster-
lands, about two miles from Oldham, with her 
married daughter Ann. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Oldham was England’s centre for the hatting   
industry. Young John Shore had a trade before 
he became a career soldier. He could have 
started (or even finished) his apprenticeship as a 
hatter by the time he was 16 years old.  But 
however dangerous John’s soldiering might     
become, he was better off out of the hatting 
trade due to the mercury used in the work. 

The King’s Shilling 

John enlisted in the 39th Regiment on 15       
February 1809 at Manchester. The 16 year-old 
took ‘Mad’ King George’s shilling, but he was 
under-age and thus his first two years did not 
count  towards his ‘reckoning’ in the service.   

John Shore became Private #8 and for four 
years and four months was plunged into the 
Peninsular War; and to date the French and her 
allies were getting all the play. John was in a     
re-formed 2nd Battalion with the new name 
Dorsetshires, made up of new recruits and     
militia men. John arrived in Lisbon in June 1809 
and was there when the Torres Vedras            
fortification lines ordered by Wellington were 
constructed. In September 1810 he was present 
at the Battle of Bussaco, an Anglo-Portuguese 
victory. In the new year he was at the First Siege 
of Badajoz (victory to the French). In May, he 
was with Allied forces engaging the French 
‘Army of the South’ and won the Battle of         
Albuhera where, despite small numbers, the 
39th distinguished itself. Thereafter he was at 
Arroyo Dos Molinos, Vittoria, and from 25-30th 

Continued page 8 

A VERY GOOD SOLDIER, ALL BUT FORGOTTEN 
Part One 

From Diane Oldman   

St. Mary’s, Oldham 
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A Very Good Soldier cont’d 

July 1813 he was at the Battle of Pyrenees.  
Now in the 1st Battalion, he took part in Nivelle, 
Nive, Bayonne, Garris, Orthez, Farbes and      
finally the Battle of Toulouse with a decisive    
victory by allies Britain, Spain and Portugal. It 
was considered to be the last battle of the              
Napoleonic Wars when Napoleon abdicated in 
April 1814 and was banished to the Island of  
Elba. 

 

The Military General Service Medal was issued 
in 1848 to all those serving in the British Army 
present at specified battles during the period 
1793 to 1840, who were still alive in 1847 and 
applied for the medal. There were 21 clasps 
available with the Medal for Service in the      
Peninsular War. John Shore would have been 
entitled to nine of them. 

Hostilities in North America 

At the end of the hostilities in Europe, the 1st 
Battalion was ordered to North America as a 
consequence of the trouble between Britain and 
the United States. They arrived in Quebec on 5 
August 1814. After an unsuccessful engagement 
at Plattsburgh on Lake Champlain, they retired 
to Lower Canada, and returned to England      
arriving at Portsmouth in July 1815. 

After the Wars Were Over 

After the Battle of Waterloo an Army of            
Occupation was organised for France from 1815 
to 1818, and John and his Dorsetshires joined 
the rest of the British Army regiments involved in 
the occupation force. By December 1815 the 
39th was camped at Pas-de-Calais, moving 
each year to the camps of St. Omer and          
Valenciennes until 1818. 

Now to Ireland 

On 30 October 1818 the regiment returned to     
Portsmouth, England on 11 November. The    
following month the regiment embarked for      
Ireland arriving at Cork on 26 December 1818.  

 

The next six-and-a-half years were spent in    
various places in Ireland – Castlebar, Dublin, 
Cork,    Tralee, Limerick and Buttevant –         
frequently split into small detachments of         
between 12 and 30 men. 

It seems that John probably married in Ireland – 
but not where. Nor whether his bride – Mary – 
accompanied him on his postings after his      
service in Ireland. But we know he was in 
Buttevant celebrating 14 years Army service in 
February 1825. He was then earning 1s. 6d. a 
day on his Corporal’s pay. 

Guarding the Convicts 

In mid-1825, the decision was made for the 39th 
Regiment to proceed to New South Wales, and 
ultimately to India.  The Regiment returned to 
Chatham, and given orders to proceed to New 
South Wales, the troops to act as convict 
guards.  Detachments of the 39th boarded 14 
convict ships during the years 1825 and 1826 – 
bound for either Van Diemen’s Land or New 
South Wales. John was among those who left 
Deptford on 23 March 1826 on the convict 
ship Earl St. Vincent.  

The Long Voyage Begins 

The ship sailed from Deptford to Portsmouth on 
1 Apr 1826 where 160 male convicts embarked 
from two hulks sitting offshore there. If John did 
not already know his companions on this        
voyage, for reasons that will later become clear, 
he would be at sea with some of them again    
later: Privates William Banks, Patrick Boyle,   
Thomas Cook, Michael Galvin, James Gambler, 
Michael Quinn and Stephen Thornton. Earl St. 
Vincent set sail on 25 Apr 1826. 

 
The ship was supposedly bound for NSW, but in 
fact she arrived and disembarked convicts and 
soldiers alike in Hobart Town on 8 August 1826;  
Three weeks later the 39th set sail 
on Portland and disembarked at Port Jackson, 
NSW on 12 September 1826. 

Part Two of John’s Story  
In December’s BTL 

Toulouse 
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Like many people who were involved in wars 
they never seemed to wish to talk about what 
happened to them.  My father James Anderson 
was one of those people, so I only got a few 
"snippets" of information during his lifetime.  
 
He had told me he was at the Dunkirk and had 
been left for "Dead" and had "come too" among 
other bodies, and he told me he had help from 
the French Resistance.  He never went into    
details and unfortunately I never asked enough 
questions in those days.  
 
I also knew he had been in the Army and was 
in the Lothian Border Yeomanry. I knew he had 
served on the Gold Coast Africa, also in Burma 
and India.  So all other information is from his 
sister (now deceased) and his Army records 
that I acquired in 2016.  
 
Born in 1912 died in 1975 his first Army         
enrolment was in the Territorial Army, Royal 
Army Reserve in May 1929 joining the Fife and 
Forfar TA, Royal Tank Corps as a Cadet in   
Cupar, Fife, Scotland; he was 17 years 8 
months of age.  He attended Training Camps 
including a Gunnery School in 1936 until 12th 
May 1939 when he enlisted in the Lothian    
Regiment.  
 
He was shot and injured on the 29th May 1940 
at Dunkirk.  He was hit by a Shell on the left 
side of his face which broke his jaw and he lost 
his teeth.  The first entry in his Medical Army 
Records is 6th June 1939 where he is in      
Clatterbridge Hospital, Liverpool then         
transferred to Broadgreen Hospital, Liverpool.   
In mid-July he was visiting family in Cupar, Fife 
and while there having a cup of tea the post-
man delivered a Telegram which was to         
regrettably inform that he was Missing at     
Dunkirk. (A bit late arriving!)  He was finally   
discharged from Broadgreen on 6th July 1940.   
 
He then transferred to the 4th Battalion    
Cheshire Regiment, was in France January  to 
May 1940 and then stayed in UK June 1940 to 
November 1944, where I do know he had a lot 
to do with Motor Bikes and taught Dispatch 
Riders - he did tell me that.  The rest of his time 
in the Army was spent in The Far East. 
 
Now I know why he used to say "Don`t give me 
my drink too hot" but he never said why!! 

JAMES ANDERSON AT WAR 
 By Suzanne Marshall 

James in tropical Uniform 1944-45 

Copy of newspaper item – 13 July 1940 
 

Fife Man, Home on Leave, Reported  
Missing 

    
While a Cupar Sergeant sat in his own home 
and chatted to his wife, the postman called 
with a letter which announced that the hus-
band was missing.     
    Recipient of the letter was Mrs. Anderson, 
9 Bonnygate, Cupar.  It was written by her 
husband’s regimental paymaster, who stated 
– “I have learned with regret that the above 
soldier is missing”.  
    The letter asked Mrs Anderson to fill in 
forms in connection with maintenance. 
    Mrs Anderson’s husband, Sergeant James 
Anderson, Fife and Forfar Yeomanry, had 
arrived in Cupar the previous day for fourteen 
days leave.  He was wounded during the 
evacuation from Dunkirk. 

James aged 17 



 

“Between the Lines”    13  

Speakers Corner  
  
Lorna Cross works out of Rockingham City 
Council offices overseeing our libraries and 
gave us great insight into how they work and 
what they can do to assist people.  There are 
pop-up libraries at various events, Outreach, 
swap libraries and house-bound deliveries, as 
well as all they do in the libraries.  Lorna showed 
us the annual usage in 2021/2022, from 650,000 
circulation transactions to 25,000 technical and 
eResource queries and so many different        
things, plus many specific programs they have 
running, including STEAM and technology.  
There are many Online resources too.   
 
Then came COVID and everything changed to 
mostly online work. Librarians had to re-organise 
and change the way they and libraries worked, 
and when they reopened there were strict      
conditions, still on-going. 
 
Lorna finished her talk with all the facilities   
available for researching family histories,         
soon including podcasts, and reminding us we 
can access the National Library of Australia from 
our libraries, and even send a book into space. 

Assistant Dogs—one of the many 
successful programs run by libraries. 

 
 
Our August speaker was Angela Heymans 
who gave us a very interesting talk on the 
Western Australian Military Digital Library 
(known as WAMDL) and the 17,000 plus      
records already held there.  These records    
began with Western Australia veterans and 
now includes numerous records from many   
other countries where there is a WA      
connnection, including Germany and Japan.  
All this is done in conjunction with the Army 
Museum of WA, and everything already         
digitised is free to view.   
 
Records cover men and women, all the        
Services and branches, nurses, and during and 
between the two world wars.  Included are 
scrapbooks, memorabilia, publications and 
photograph albums—all donated.  WAMBL is 
also on Facebook, Twitter and Instagram and is 
very easy to navigate.  Apology from Gynn    
Williams who was ill, Angela doing the whole 
talk on her own. 

See next page for Anthony Alborn’s talk 
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Library Opening Hours 
Ground Floor, Lotteries House,  

Civic Boulevard 

Tuesday 1.00 pm—4.00 pm 

Wednesday 10.00 am—1.00 pm 

Friday 9.30 am—4.00 pm 

Closed All Other Days and Public Holidays 

General Meetings 

All Members and non-members are welcome to attend 
the General Meetings of the Society held every 1st      
Saturday of the month in the 1st Floor Meeting Room, 
Lotteries House, Civic Boulevard, Rockingham. 
   
Guest Speakers for :  October, November, December. 

October 1st Darryl Brady 
Problem Solving with 
your DNA 

November 
5th  

Peter Godfrey 
Revisiting my Family 
Tree 

December        
3rd   

Christmas Quiz 
With Members and 
Public 

LIBRARY MATTERS 
Co-ordinator—Verna Nazzari 

Useful Websites 

https://anzacportal.dva.gov.au/ for all infor-
mation on our defence forces from beginning 

https://www.govt.nz/browse/history-culture
-and-heritage/nz-history/ for all military     
history 

https://www.nationalarchives.gov.uk/help-
with-your-research/research-guides/british-
army-muster-rolls-pay-lists-1730-1898/  

 

If any of you come across an interesting site 
perhaps you could let me know and I will put it 
in the next BTL so that all of our members can 
benefit. 

Welcome to New Members  

 
The Family History Society of Rockingham & Districts 
Inc. would like to welcome our New Members: 
  
 

No new members this quarter 

    

The Early Settlers of Perth was Anthony     
Alborn’s talk on 3rd September and was very 
well delivered.  He told of the very beginnings of 
settlement in Fremantle and Perth, with the            
inclusion of those who settled further away.  The 
early settlers all got choice free land, then     
farmers, next Crown employees, soldiers with 
their families (to help and protect), then the 
Clergy (for churches), lastly schools. 
 
This talk proved particularly informative into the 
very beginnings of Western Australia with much 
information we hadn’t known. 

The first reading of the Proclamation in May 1929 
In Fremantle 


