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RONALD & BILL KAULBACK
Some recollections of the years 1909 - 1932

Ron and | were both born in Canada while father was Staff Adjutant
at the Royal Military College, Kingston. Our parents had a delightful house
on the edge of Lake Ontario at the start - or end - of the Thousand Islands,
with a large motor-boat, quite an innovation for those days, for the summer.
In winter carriages ran across the lake on the ice, though | was too young
to take any notice. Indeed | was only six months old when father was
called to rejoin his regiment in India, and on November 17th 1911 we
sailed from Montreal on the S.S. Corsican accompanied by a very fat negress
nurse whom | dearly loved, called Elizabeth. We landed at Liverpool eight
days later and moved to Southsea where we: stayed with our grandmother
Townend in her house on South Parade, over Christmas. Father left us on
the 15th March 1912 for India on board the ill-fated R.M.S. Oceana and
when she was wrecked off Beachy Head the following day, lost all his
family papers and family possessions. He sailed again very shortly after-
wards, while the rest of us spent the next five months in a cottage at
Headley in Hampshire waiting for a troopship to take us to India. | was
able to crawl by then and found the strawberry beds an itresistable draw.

We finally reached Bombay on the troopship H.M.T. Rewa on
September 17th 1912, to be met by our father on the quay. We spent one
night in an hotel and then took the long train journey up to Naini Tal in
the Himalayan foothills. There Ron and the nurse Elizabeth both went
down with tummy trouble, following the normal fate of new arrivals in
the East, and were sent to hospital where the kindly authorities allowed
the rest of us to live also.

We were two years in India at Naini Tal, Barrackpore near Calcutta
and at Darjeeling in the foothills where we stayed at a pension called Ada
Villa while father was on his travels to Canada to settle grandfather’s estate
and then back via Japan. By this time Elizabeth our nurse had left us to be
replaced by an Eurasian woman who to our joy and strictly against all
orders, would take us into the bazaars and treat us to those delicious,
syrupy, but fly-blown Indian sweetmeats that one sees there spread out
in the sun. Alas, she didn’t last long and was soon replaced by a lady nurse,
Winnie Needham whom we adored ever after and called our ‘Auntie in
India’. She stayed out there when we returned to England at the outbreak
of the Great War and married Colonel Leake V.C., one of the very few

double V.C’s to survive both acts of gallantry and actually to receive the
bar to his V.C.

But | can recall little of these events at first hand. Cameos of
remembrance come back to me. Our native servants Barda Singh the bearer
and Latu the butler, both good friends; being carried in the hills in a
‘dandy’ - one of those Himalayan litters on poles, with two or four
porters; being taken out to see fireflies making the night bright at
Barrackpore; shooting ‘muggers’ (crocodiles) on the drawing-room floor
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with Ron to excited cries of ‘““Shoot ! Bang ! Fire!”, falling down the

khud at Darjeeling and cracking my head. Those are my remembrances
of India in those far off days and then it was 1914, the war had started
and we were all on a troopship the Kenilworth Castle, sailing from Bombay
in a convoy of 32 ships, escorted through the Mediteranean by the French
cruiser Dupleix.

Mother recalls that she had taken on a sergeant’s wife to be nurse for
us on the voyage; an indecisive woman. There is a vivid remembrance of
her dismally trying to shake suds off a sheet from my bunk in the middle
of which | had happily made a glorious puddle with a large packet of Lux
and a caraffe of water during the boredom of my enforced afternoon’s
rest. Exasperated by her moans, | counselied her to ““Scwape it, Benbow
vou fool, scwape it !”" | was three at the time, but can recall the incident
clearly as well as the retribution that followed.

We landed at Devonport in mid-winter and moved straight to
Winchester where father’s brigade was concentrating. Those were the days
when officers were expected to look after themselves and no arrangements
had of course been made to receive their families fresh off the ships from
India. Every hotel, pension and lodging was full, prices were sky-high
and there was nowhere for us to go. Then as night was falling, just by
good chance, father ran into a ministering angel in the shape of the head-
master of Eastmans College who offered to put us up in the school. So
at last we had a roof over our heads and we stayed there till after
Christmas. | recall being allowed down with Ron to dine on Christmas
night, but being sat apart with our nurse at a separate table where, insult
of insults we were given chicken and milk pudding instead of the proper
thing. It made a deep impression.

Of father going off to the war in Flanders | remember nothing. We
moved to the home of Uncle Frank and Auntie May Townend who lived
in a large house in the then open countryside near Croydon. There | had
my fourth birthday, clearly remembered for the large model watering
cart | was given which delighted me and which | trundled about the roads
near the house, watering the dust.

My recollections are still all glimpses at that time. llkley in Yorkshire,
it must have been still 1915, staying at the Holroyd’s farmhouse of
Hangingstone on the edge of the moors under the Cow and Calf rocks,
where mother and father had spent part of their honeymoon. The smell
of fresh bread on baking day; the farm animals: walks with our nurse in a
brown and white uniform to the tarn; the sheep dogs. Then father coming
back from the war, wounded and without his arm, but joining us to c¢climb
about all over the Cow and Calf and go for wonderful walks pointing out
the signs of the country and wild things. Then moving to Harrogate where
we stayed at Southlands Hotel and were given dancing lessons to pass the
time. A clear picture that; | was deeply attracted by a tall girl in the class,
because her feet were size 71 She was far older than | but | insisted on
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dancing with her to her dismay. Then Richmond in Yorkshire, a wonderful
old town, almost mediaeval, with clattering cobbled streets, the massive
castle dominating the River Swale, with bottomless dungeons to give one
gooseflesh, and the legend of a long lost secret passage 10 Easby Abbey.
We stayed at the Grove Hotel for a while and then moved into a house of
our own at 47 Newbiggin with our new Norland governess Audrey Bell.
Father was now on the staff at the newly built Catterick Camp three miles
to the south, and from time to time we would be allowed to go out to visit
him, taking a carriage and having to get out to walk and ease the horses

up the steep hill from the Swale.

It was 1916 before we ourselves moved on to live at Hipswell Lodge,
a large country house with attached farm buildings near Hipswell village
on the edge of Catterick Camp, and found ourselves back in army life
once more. Many of the outbuildings at the Lodge were occupied by head-
quarter’s offices - troops were everywhere and German prisoners, curious
men in strange green-grey uniforms with dull white metal buttons and
little round. flap caps with no peaks who sometimes gave us German coins
and oddities. Numbers of them were building the New Road from the camp
to Richmond station: a great improvement to the old road past Billy Banks
woods over the bridge and up the steep hill under the great Norman castle

to Newbiggin.

From the time | was 6, until | was 15, we lived at Hipswell Lodge.
There was what, for these more austere days, would be classed as a con-
siderable staff, consisting of a butler, a footman, a cook, a parlourmaid, a
housemaid, a kitchen maid and a hall boy and, outside, grooms and
gardeners. There were stables for a number of horses, coach houses and

many (to us boys) most useful and attractive barns, lofts, byres and so on;
several paddocks, one of which had a series of practice jumps for the horses;
a walled vegetable garden, with peach, pear and plum trees against the walls,
strawberries, raspberries, gooseberries and currants (the vegetables them-
selves were not so interesting in those days); and a long drive, bordered
by pinewoods, in which we had a hut of our own, with a high-class biscuit-
tin oven just outside it. From time to time we would take out rations to
this very private establishment, and cook our own lunch, to our infinite
satisfaction: and (up to the age of 9 or 10, anyway) we would sometimes,
in our generosity, deliver a rather burnt portion of stew, or a blackened
and smoky rice pudding, to the house, for the delectation of the grown-
ups at their own, duller, lunch. The offering was always courteously
received: but, as it inevitably went into the dining-room by the hand of
the butler, we never actually saw it rapturously consumed.

| have the clearest memories of space and freedom to spread our
wings. We were at liberty to go anywhere. There were the moors only a
mile or two away - not then mere tank ranges as now, but moors as they
should be, with grouse and hares, and stony tracks across them, and
heather. We knew the farms around the camp, and the farmers, and we
would be given large slabs of rich plum cake, spread with butter, and with
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