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will you? The Royal for dinner too, don’t forget, & a lollipop at the Cinema. It’ll be like another honeymoon won’t it? 
I’m so excited, but I keep telling myself not to get worked up. If you don’t get leave I’m definitely coming to you – you 
know that don’t you? Truly! 

 I’ve started rather a nice book called “Occupied Territory”424. If you ever get a chance you must read “Don’t 
Mr Disraeli”425 which I’ve heard is marvellous. 

 Well, dearest heart, no more for now. I think of you every night – I hope you do too. 
 All the love I have and Alan sends lots of dribbly kisses. Hugs darling. Totty. 
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Mac to Iris 
 
                  [No date July] 
Darling, 
  I am just writing this because I want to think of you and be with you. I am so fed up with things. This leave is 
still on the verge and no order has yet come out although people say that it is coming. I am simply pray[ing] every night 
that it won’t be long. Anyway sweetheart don’t let me get you downhearted. Your Assam Regt broach is arriving today 
and I shall forward it to you. It is as I said before for your birthday darling and I am so sorry that I could not give you 
something nicer. By the way sweet I opened a letter of yours by mistake. I enclose it herewith. It was addressed to Mrs 
Donald Macfarlane. I naturally thought it was for myself. You don’t mind though do you sweet.   
 Yesterday there was an Urdu exam for the lads into which ‘our Les’ went. He has not done very well I fear. I had 
to listen to him speaking and it was pretty painful. I hope he’s passed actually because it will be hard luck if he doesn’t. 
Cooksey was in it and did quite well. The C.O. was taking it and the old man was there for the whole day and was 
absolutely worn out. The result of course was that I had to keep up a merry prattle in Mess last night. Most frightful. I 
got down to my pet stories of snakes swallowing whole goats and things like that. It put people off their dinner but did 
keep the place alive. By the bye did you know that we had adopted ‘Field Service Scale of Rations’. This means that 
messing is only Rs 1/-/- a day now so I should save on that. My Mess bill last month came to Rs 134/-/- 
altogether darling which when you think Rs 90/- is food and the balance booze and subs. Do you think I am being 
good. I payed back Chowdri some money this morning. He is the only fly in the ointment now and I shall soon clear 
him up. We have between us in the bank about Rs 1000/-, oh yes, minus my mess bill cheque. Not bad, but not good 
enough. Always back on this subject. Mustn’t mention it again though I thought you might want to know how we 
stood. I am expecting a reply from the Assam Company any time. I hope it is good news. 
 I am expecting the book and the other photograph today sweetheart. I hope that will arrive. It is one of you isn’t it. 
 Well darling heart please excuse the short letter but the C.O. wants me to go out to Elephant Falls and if I leave 
this till after it will not catch the post. 
 My love to all. 
 Darling I shall see you soon so keep bright and don’t cry my love. I love you. Love to Fatty, Donald. 
 
                      10.7.42   
My darling girl, 
 Just a note to say that I have sent you your birthday present from Alan and myself. I hope that you will like it sweet 
heart. It takes all my love to you my sweet. Nothing has come thro’ about my leave. I am getting quite desperate 
nowadays and I need a holiday badly. All jumpy and cannot concentrate on anything. By the way sweet if I cannot get 
away in time for your birthday and Alan christening will you please get something nice for Alan from me. Anything you 
think would be nice. God I wish I could get away. Really I am just sitting doing nothing. Ideal time for getting away 
because later we shall be busy once things start coming in. 
 No news expect[sic] that 5 officers of the 1st Bn are down with fever which I suppose means that we shall have to 
provide for them sooner or later. I saw Mortimer the other night and he said that he was going up to Naini to bring his 
wife back. I think darling that if nothing does happen soon that you should come back too. I can’t bear this much longer 
and I think we might risk it. Anyway think about it and let me know what you think about it. 
  I got a very nice letter from the General Manager, Assam Company yesterday and I have today written down to the  
Accountant asking him to send my dues, whatever they are, to me as soon as possible. It will mean that we shall be 
absolutely clear once it does arrive. Won’t it be wonderful and all because of you sweetheart. I know I could never have 
done it is you hadn’t taken a good hold of me. 
 Excuse the back of this sheet of paper but someone has been doing a sword dance on it by the look of it. 
 Well sweetheart I shall write again tomorrow. I am being good sweetheart. I have written four times in the last five 
days. You must be getting up with all my letters. 
     My love to all 
 My dearest love to you and Alan and pray that I might see you sweetheart because I do every night at 0930 hrs.  
xxxxx Donald 
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 [top of page]       The Assam Regiment, Shillong, Assam. 16.7.1942 
Most extraordinary just had a chit from a chap who was my fag at school. Funny how people meet. He is in the 
Rajputs. 
My darling, 
  I am sitting in the mess by myself with the wireless going playing some ghastly music and darling I am feeling very 
lonely and very lovesick. Do you mind the way I carry on but I am getting worse instead of better. I wish you were at 
No 4 and I was at the Jat Mess. I could come and see you, anything, anything. Darling write and tell me you love me, 
love me very much. The C.O. has just told me he wants to get some leave but what can we do. Impossible situation. I 
did not get a letter this evening. Haven’t for a while now. I hope you are getting mine. I do so love yours and the way 
you write. What am I like. I suppose I am frightful. Like everything I seem just to miss the boat somehow. The only 
good thing I ever did was to have you as my little wife and Alan as my son. I never realised that I should ever get really 
as bad as this and only hope that we shall have years and years together always loving each other and understanding 
each other. I am nearly happy but only because I believe that you love me and that maybe I do make you happy. Do I 
darling? I mustn’t go on I shall only break down all together and do something desperate. I shall finish this off 
tomorrow. 
 Darling I am afraid I missed out a day because I have been rather busy. There was a row in the bazaar and some 
people got knocked about. Some of our Naga on the rampage. I have been trying to get to the bottom of the story but have 
not yet managed. Darling heart don’t be annoyed with what I wrote above. I was feeling miserable at the time. Just 
like you feel sometimes. I am sure. 
 Yesterday we tried to play nine holes of golf in the evening but it came down in buckets and although Diana loved it 
we were thoroughly soaked. Nothing came through about leave yet but I have been   
[different type of paper] thinking seriously of getting you back here. I really don’t see any harm but of course it's the 
travelling for you. I could come down to Calcutta and meet you quite easily. Anyway I asked you in my last letter to 
think about it. Let me know your views. I don’t think your Mother would agree with you, do you? Last night you know 
I was so fed up that I had my bath and went straight to bed and had Gulab bring my dinner over from the mess. 
Strictly against all laws but it did remind me of the days when we used to do that. Wasn’t it wonderful. I had the 
photo of Fatty boy on the table beside me and the snaps of you and tried hard to pretend. 
   I see by the way that you are addressing my letters to E.F.  We have not gone over and I shall not do so for quite a 
while yet so just keep sending them here. I do wish I could see Fatty starting to eat. He must be simply wonderful. 
Darling do you ever think he will say “Da Da” really. I know he will love his Mother so much I just won’t have a 
look in. Do you love him sweet heart? Gosh I wish I could see him. See you both.   

I have not yet had [a]reply from the company as to how much they are going to give me. It will work out at 
something like Rs 600/- back pay anyway whether the half pay or not I just don’t know. Anyway we are going to get 
something. Well darling write and tell me about yourself and Alan. Love to all. 

       Hugs and kisses to you both. 
                Donald. 
 

                [No date July] 
My sweetheart, 
   I am terribly sorry about that last effort of mine but I was feeling so miserable. Lot better now in fact bubbling 
over. I asked the C.O. to have another go at General Goddard about families and he did. Imagine what the General 
said he would shut an eye to wives coming up. So darling you can come back. Of course there are one or two 
stipulations. One is that you must wait until this Congress business dies down and all is well for travelling. I shall 
endeavour to get to Calcutta and meet and bring you up this way as it is a new way and you cannot go through 
Pandu426 etc this time. But darling please please wait until I or you hear that travelling is O.K. I would simply hate 
anything to happen. What I suggest as a programme is that you leave Alan with your Mother, which, she very kindly 
said that she would look after him. You come here and then in about two months I get my leave and we can both toddle 
back and see Alan and with any luck bring him back with us. I do not think it worth while bringing him just now 
darling because?.? Anyway sweetheart what do you think of it all and what does your mother really think of keeping 
“Fatty”. This time I hope nothing will get in the way and nothing shall stop us seeing each other. I am looking 
forward to it and my life has cheered up no end. We shall only have two rooms and a bathroom which I think should 
be ample for the time being. It will be nice and cosy and especially in the cold weather we shall want a nice cosy room. 
How does one spell cozy? not right. Never mind you know  what I mean. You remember Parker, he has come up to 
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Shillong on sick leave. He has invited Andy & myself to dinner at Pinewoods tonight which will be a change from the 
ration stuff we get in the Mess. You will find things very expensive up here now. At least I think they are. I don’t care 
what they are we have plenty of money now. By the way darling talking of money. I sent Rs 300/- last month 
sometime and I am sending another Rs 500/- soon. This I think is going to start our little nest egg. We shall start 
saving in earnest now that things are clearer and see how much we can collect for going home after the war. We must 
have enough to buy a car and clothes and toys for Fatty and all kinds of things for my darling little girl. We want to 
have all the fun in world with no worries. We shall won’t we darling. 
 Well write soon. I have [not] had a letter for about 10 days now. I suppose as I said in my last letter it was due to 
your thinking I was going to arrive. 
 Let me know all about when you should come etc and what you think of it all. 
 Love to all, 
    All the love in the world to you and Fatty, 
     Yours always, Donald xxxx 
 
Iris to Mac 
 
                      [No date July] 
Darling, No letter for 4 days but it must be the breakdown in the railway. You can always blame it on that anyway! 
Your next letter must say you have got leave and I’m getting terribly excited. I met Mrs Mortimer to-day & she is going 
back to Shillong almost immediately. Which has decided me definitely. After all darling the Japs won’t come in the 
rains, & it goes on raining till November in Assam. So it is worth it. We could picnic without unpacking anything and 
live in half a bungalow if need be. If you really think it is risky I could leave Alan for a couple of months (though I 
should hate it). It would be worth it – for me – to come for a month only if need be. However we can discuss it when 
you come. 
  Billy has arrived, looking very thin and brown but otherwise the same. He says he liked Macleod but he was very 
lazy & had a stinging tongue & said things about you behind your back! She apparently is someone to keep clear of. 
Billy says, which I thought would interest you, that there is a course in Gorilla [sic] Warfare in Sangor. It would be 
grand if you could come on here after that but it’s too late now I suppose. Or perhaps you could go to it after your leave 
& I could come too. I think it would be very useful don’t you – specially for your regiment. Rather fun too. By the way, 
is your friend Werner in the 4th Gurkhas? Because if so he is missing. I hope it’s not the same one. 
[rest missing] 
 
                      [No date July] 
My dearest, 
 I’m giving this book to Mrs Mortimer to give you. I was keeping it here for you but perhaps you’ld like it for the 
train journey. 
 It makes me very jealous to think of her on her way back to Shillong. I wish I’ld made up my mind to go too. Never 
mind, if you don’t get leave, may I come at the end of August and spend a month or two with you? Unless something 
drastic happens I shall have to leave again before the cold weather so I don’t think its fair to bring Alan. Specially now 
that his food is getting complicated and he can’t just “muck in”. But you say darling. 
 Awful shock for you darling – Niall is out here again!! At Poona! And Maureens husband427. Rotten luck for her. 
 Excuse mess but I’ve just been eating a very gooey cream cake. 
 Will write to-day as well. 
 Bless you my sweet – Totty 
 
Mac to Iris 
 
             The Assam Regiment, Shillong, Assam     23.7.1942 
Darling heart, 

Just received the photo. Darling it is lovely. Really you have no idea how I am bursting with pride. Both of you 
little Fatties and how I do love you. I think Fatty has grown terrifically and his hair looks simply wonderful. You have 
no idea how much that photo made me want leave. I shall get it eventually if I continue worrying everybody concerned 
as I am doing. We have not as yet shifted out to Elephant Falls so until we do I cannot press but as soon as we do I 
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really am going to insist on getting leave as it is affecting my work and my outlook on everything. I just feel that a really 
good rest with you and Alan would make the world of different and I could get some work done. I feel so listless these 
days and with you not here I get frightfully bored and restless. Sorry darling to worry you with all these details but I 
am simply dying to get on leave. Just received your letter where you refused to go out to a dance. Funny thing darling I 
feel exactly the same as you do. I don’t feel as if I want to entertain anybody and I don’t want to talk to anybody 
because I can never talk about things that I am interested in and be sure that someone is listening even though it might 
be a lot of rubbish. Nothing is the same. No darling I will make it yet. LEAVE or BURST. You will come to dances 
etc with me sweetheart won’t you. Or maybe you don’t want the boys to see your poor husband!! 

I am sitting my Higher Urdu examination in two months time. I have sent my name in and I sincerely hope that I 
pass it. I think I will actually. Cooksey has just passed his Elementary but ‘Les’ has failed!! Goodness knows what 
happens to him now. “Pharoah” as they call it has not arrived yet which seems a bit late. Of course I wouldn’t be 
knowing but ‘Les’ seems to be a bit worried. 

You know I always harp on this leave business but last night I was dreaming I had arrived in Naini and that you 
and I were running down the main street with Alan singing and laughing and throwing flowers from baskets. Don’t 
quite get the connection (the flowers I mean) still I suppose it is the thought which running through my mind most of 
having a good time while I am on leave. 

Well darling I will write again. Give my love to all. 
Love, kisses & hugs to you and Alan, 
 Always yours, Donald 
 

Alan was christened on 25th July at St John in the Wilderness, Naini Tal 

 
Richard, Violet, Alan, Will, Iris and Robert outside the church 
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Alan and his Godmother, Suzanne Marshall 

 
 Alan and his Grandmother 
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Alan and Iris 

 
Mac to Iris 

 
           The Assam Regiment, Shillong, Assam     28.7.1942 
My darling, 
  I am afraid I did not write yesterday as I intended because I was so busy! Darling of course come on the 15th428 
but the trouble is I have been making such a row about leave that now the order is on its way I am afraid the C.O. will 
make me take it. With any luck at all I should be able to leave in about two weeks time from now. I shall then ask the 
C.O. if [he] does not mind me bringing you back. Believe it or not there is still an order about bringing wives into 
Shillong although everybody including the General seems to be disobeying it as fast as they can. I have written to the 
bankers today and asked them to send over some money to you. We have got tons nowadays darling. Don’t know quite 
what to do with it all. We shall have a good leave anyway. Darling you are rude saying that you want to laugh at my 
‘mouche’. It is a lovely one now and beginning to curl up at the ends. I know you would like it. Shant we have a battle 
royal about it. People say it makes me look very old. Quite possibly but I must look the part of Adj. even if I don’t act 
like one. 
 I have been concentrating very hard on my Urdu which I must pass. I have met an awfully nice fellow here. He is 
actually the B. Major and was in Billys Bn. Name of James Robinson [Robertson]429. Awfully nice. He was telling 
me all about Staff College and what one has to do. I should love to go just for the experience. He said the C.O. should 
give me a chance having now done Adjutant for over a year. But darling I would like to see a bit of active service first. I 
know I would be alright and then come back to S.C. and then get a staff job somewhere. Never know I may have some 
luck soon. 
  I agree entirely with what Billy says about the CO. He is extremely lazy I have found out and has a very biting 
tongue. He has never used it on me and he has never spoken behind my back as far as I know because I am very frank 
with him and I would go up in the air if he tried anything on me. I am tough darling?! 
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 Darling so pleased Alan is following Daddy’s and Mummy’s footsteps 18” round the chest!!! No, it is very good 
sweetheart. I should love to see him gurgling his food down. I shall anyway very soon. I wonder if he will remember 
me. When does Richard arrive? He should have done by now. 
 Of course I don’t object darling at putting James in the name. What was his Christening like. Did anyone take any 
photos of it. Please let me know all about it wont  you darling. 
 Well sweetheart no news. I shall send you a wire either tomorrow or day after to say that I am getting my leave and 
then I shall see you again. I can hardly wait. 
 All my love to all, 
   Kisses & hugs to you & Fatty (Dumbo), 
        Yours always, Donald 
 
 
 
          The Assam Regiment, Shillong, Assam 31.7 1942 
Darling heart, 
 I am just waiting for the C.O. to come down and ask him about leave. The order has a[t] last come thro’ and I am 
coming now if I bust. By the way I got your letter saying that you were coming here at the beginning of the month. I 
asked the C.O. and he said he was very sorry but it was against orders. Now as you know darling this is true and I 
know what you are going to say that Mrs Mortimer came up and all kinds of wives have come up. The C.O. also 
realises this but he says he will not go against the order. His wife has evidently asked to come up but he won’t let her. I 
don’t know if this is because he is having a good time without or not but he will not budge and all he said was the 
A.Q.430 would be up and he would put the matter up to him so when he does I shall personally see him. You have no 
idea how much this disappointed me but I cannot help it. I have sworn and cursed but what good does it do. I think 
everything is impossible and I don’t know where to turn. I know this place might be dangerous later on but just now 
there seems to be no reason at all for you not coming. Anyway if you do I agree about leaving Fatty. It would be better 
considering that he does have to have all that attention etc and I think the journey again would be too much for you. We 
have not yet moved out to E.F. but hope to do so in the near future. We shall absolutely be stuck there because we are 
not allowed the staff cars any more and taxis will not come out there. You know what Mr Sherifs is charging these 
days. Rs 10/- each way if you please and nobody will stop him. 
 Still if you come up we shant want to go anywhere. C.O. has just arrived and here I go darling. Pray for me. By 
God if I don’t get it…. Have seen him and it is O.K. sweetheart. Better than nothing anyway. He wants me to wait 
until Andy comes back from his course which is about the 20th of August and then he is going to take over my job for 
the time being and I shall leave as soon as possible after that. Darling don’t be disappointed. I am coming now 
definitely and maybe by that time I shall be trying to bring you back with me for a while. Actually I can hardly believe 
I am going. I am just dying for the day I drive up to Naini in the car and see you waiting, I hope, at the end of the 
Lake sweetheart. You won’t blush if I kiss you a lot will you. I bet you won’t come down now that I have said that. 
 Really I think it would be better all round, though, me coming there then, because I can see Fatty and we can fix up 
what we are going to do this winter and darling all kinds of things. I can hardly wait and all the letters I send from 
now on will be full of it. 
 I have just sent you a wire saying that I would be coming just in case you suddenly decide to depart. 
 Well sweetheart thing just another few weeks. Do you think that we can wait. I think so. So much to look forward 
to. 
 My love to all. Fondest and dearest love to you & Fatty. 
          Hugs & kisses, 
            Donald 
P.S. Will write and ask your mother if she can put me up. 
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August 
 
Mac to Iris 
 
                   [No date –  August 1942] 
My darling, 
 I have simply been rushed off my feet lately and have had no time to write for a few days, really. I am not making 
any excuses but we have started for E.F. and the work for a change is colossal. I hope by now anyway that you have 
received my wire darling. I think honestly darling that it is better idea that I should come and then the order will 
probably be finished and I shall be able to bring you back with me. I can then see you and Fatty and get a bit of a 
holiday, which you may not think, I badly need. I am getting frightfully stale these days and don’t seem inclined to do 
anything. It means anyway sweetheart that I shall see you about three weeks after you get this which will be wonderful. 
Darling I shall make love to you all day too. You just wait. You have no idea. I shall feel a bit of a stranger myself. It 
is years ago since I saw you I know darling Fatty is wonderful and it is all because of you really. I don’t admit these 
things very often but there it is. I think I can safely hand it to you as you are not within sight and I can’t see your head 
swelling. I only hope that he recognises me. Do you think he will. 
 Excuse this frightful writing but I am taking an Urdu Exam at least I am supervising an exam and one or two 
youths are puzzling their heads and looking quite lost. Just like me I suppose when I took it. Its rather fun. I often 
wondered what my school masters used to think when they were taking an exam. Actually I don’t know whether I 
should stand up or sit down or walk about twiddling my “mouche”. I decided as you no doubt see to write to you. I 
have three hours to do it in so I hope you won’t be tired with this rigmarole. How do you spell “rigmarole”. 
 By the way I got that book from Mrs Mortimer the other day and so far as I have got I love it. It is very original 
don’t you think? I am taking it very slowly as it is very hard to get any reading material up here now. Thank you very 
much indeed darling it was very good of you. 
 By the way about this leave of mine. What do you want me to bring you. Give me a list and I shall bring it along. 
Not too much darling as you know my little fad about parcels, cats and railways! 
 I have got everything packed now but somehow or other we seem to have piles of packing cases left over. I don’t 
know what was in them all? Anyway let me know what you want and I shall get the things out. You gave me one list I 
know but I am afraid I couldn’t have been a very complete one?? 
 Bruno has just arrived up here on leave and seems very fit and full of beans. I believe I told you before that he has 
made quite a name for himself and the Bn. Rather good show although I did not think that Bruno had it in him. 
Funny you know I saw Mrs Bruno yesterday and she didn’t even know that Bruno was coming and he arrived up here 
and went straight passed Elephant Falls where as you know Mrs Brown is and hasn’t gone back yet still running 
about his work etc. What would you do if I was to do that! I have, actually, quite a good idea. 
 Darling I have missed the post and have brought the letter back to my room to finish off. I am just going to get down 
to a spot of Urdu. I cannot concentrate on it but I shall try hard If you were only here you could help me I know. I am 
just looking at the photos of you and I can hardly believe that I shall be seeing you both soon. Wonderful. As I said 
before I shall harp on this subject until you get quite bored with me. These parties by the way sound terrific. Are you 
trying to get off with some one. Oh yes is that man out here. Honestly sweet I am frightfully jealous as you know and 
shall be frightfully rude, a la Bosun if I smelt him and he tries to have any of his long chats with you about the world 
and whats wrong with it. Reading that over it sounds rather nasty but it is not really meant to be but you must tell me 
that you love me more than him and will always. Darling heart if you ever made even the slightest suggestion like that it 
would hit me very hard and very deep too. You have just no idea how much I love you and how much I covet you and 
all that belongs to you my sweet. Enough you are probably saying “Don’t be silly Mac” and also you may be annoyed 
at my suggesting such a thing. I shall kiss you all the more, so there! Serenade, Yes I have the gramaphone going, 
whisky peg in my hand and I am very much in love. 
 By the way Joan Davis has had a son431 and ‘Les’ is running round in small circles. Actually I hope them the best 
as we have such a nice Fatty I should hate to wish any one anything else. He bought me a whisky soda on the strength 
of it. I don’t feel kind him just for that though! 
 Well my sweet I have written a lot of rubbish. I hope you don’t mind. 
 My love to all and my dearest love to you and Fatty and expect me soon. 
        Yrs always & always. Donald. 
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Iris to Mac 
                       August 1942    
 My darling, I’ve sent off the fateful wire to-day & I’m hoping this’ll be one of the last letters I have to write. If you 
say “no” I can’t come I shall send more & more pathetic wires – and I shall go into the most colossal sulks you ever 
imagined. Darling we mustn’t waste any more time – it is  so precious these days – it doesn’t matter if you’re in the 
middle of moving, I can sleep or eat anywhere or not at all. Please please let me come. If you’re taking your Higher 
Urdu it would be just as well for you not to get leave now & I can help you & then if nothing happens you can get 
leave then. I shall really think you don’t want me if you don’t let me come now! 

Herewith the snaps of the christening and some others – rather sweet aren’t they? I’m having some enlargements. 
Darling he can sit up by himself now! He looks so adorable sitting up in his basket and peering over the frills and is 
terribly proud of himself, my new Ayah is a perfect gem and so hard-working. Alan loves her. He has lovely pink cheeks 
and his legs and arms are getting beautifully fat and dimpled. I adore him so. 

Nothing to report since I last wrote except that I have a tummy upset & am having Epsom Salts poured down me 
which is depressing. Mrs Cargle432 came to tea & she thinks of coming back to Shillong too but is under the impression 
that September is cooler than August to travel. I have disillusioned her & she might come with me. 

My sweetheart, soon we’ll be together again & I feel quite sick with excitement about it. I will try to be nice to you 
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and not lose my temper & make it worth the expense of having me back. Truly I will. 
I’m dead tired so forgive this uninteresting scrawl. 
 Kisses from your grown-up son – 
 And all my love till we meet, dearest heart xx Totty xx 

[in pencil]  I had a horrible dream about you last night – when I came back I found you didn’t care for me any more! 
 
          [No date – 7th Aug  Violet diary - Mahjong here] 

Darling – it is 1 in the morning & I’m having another of my sleepless nights – I seem to have so many now & pour 
Asprin etc down myself without effect & get so miserable. My mind just won’t stop functioning for one moment – 
about coming back to Shillong & whether or not to bring Alan and all the other millions of problems that loom large 
when one can’t sleep. It is very silly I know but I’m made that way as you know. If only for the umpteenth time, you 
were here to comfort me & sort it all out for me. It seems an awfully long time to the end of the month just at the 
moment. 
Do I annoy you very much the way I go on? I expect I do, like in lots of other ways. Darling keep on loving me if you 
can & I may improve with any luck. You & Alan make me want to terribly but nothing much seems to happen. Oh 
how I long to be back in our little house amongst the pine trees – the 3 of us & your “T” Coy & the motor bike. One 
never really appreciates anything till after I suppose. 
  I wonder if you can read any of that written at the dead of night. [in pencil] 
It soothes me to write to you & tell you I cant sleep as I can’t dig you in the ribs as I would if you were there & stop 
you getting any! 
  I haven’t had a letter for 3 days so am waiting on tenterhooks to know if you’ve definitely heard about leave. Theres 
a marvellous film – “Major Barbara”433 – on the 28th & we’ve booked your seats so you must be here willy nilly. 
Mummy has Mah Jong party – All laughing & shrieking  making it quite impossible to write sense. People do talk 
rubbish playing Mah Jong. 
“4 Crachy-wachys” 
“One little South Wind, tra-la.  The South Wind doth blow & we shall have snow-snow-snow.” 
“Who wants a garden, a garden a ga-arden – We’ll do the keel row, tra la la la la la!” 
“Better and better. I’m clean. Clean as the driven snow.” 
“What are rings around the fingers, with rings beneath the eyes”. 
“Hell screamed the duchess as she waved her wooden leg”. 
“The dog’s eating my toes. Nobody knows tiddly pom, how cold my toes, tiddley pom, are growing.” 
“I’ve got a pong, you’ve got a pong, all God’s children go-hot pongs.” 
“Mah Jong! Ha! Ha! Hee! Hee! Clever clever clever little me!” 
  One wouldn’t really credit grown-up women with such drivel. I should love to write a play bringing in a Mah 
Jong party. 

Mrs Cargill434 brought Alexander to tea with Alan to-day – Alan was a dreadfully bad host and just lay and 
stared at him with his mouth wide open and refused to smile or move. He used to be so sociable and now he just stares 
and stares at people and I do hope he shows off all his clever tricks to you. I expect he will once he’s used to you and 
your moustache. He sits up so beautifully now and I put him into rompers to-day for the first time and he looked 
angelic. His hair is terribly soft and one can’t do anything with it except by spitting on it profusely which is a little 
degrading. 

The party is getting wilder & wilder & I honestly can’t think. Mrs Marshall & Mrs Thompson435 are here and 
they are all talking hard & fast without a breath. We must play some bridge when you come mustn’t we darling? 

I can hardly wait – I bet you aren’t nearly as excited. Thank goodness some of the pretty girls are going – the 
behaviour in Naini this year is so shocking they’re thinking of closing the Boat Club! Don’t look at me darling! 
          All my love to you dearest heart, 
             Yours only, 
             Totty 
 
 
 
 
Mac to Iris 
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                [No date c.10th August 1942] 
My darling, 
 Another letter from you and I am really rather upset my sweet over your health. When I come up you and I are 
going to see a doctor and get you put right. I wonder what it is that makes you feel like that. Anyway we must get you 
right and you must promise that you will go and see a doctor now or when I come. The photos were sweet and really I 
love Fatty’s expressions. He is going to be a Tartar isn’t he. Oh darling you have no idea how much I am looking 
forward to seeing you both. Only fifteen days from today and I start off. I have already started to get things ready and 
am feeling a lot better now that I know I am going to get away from it all for a while. We are naturally still very busy 
with our change over. There never seen such a crush in all my life. Men all over the place. 
 I went into the Club on Saturday in the back of a truck with the C.O. On the way back something went wrong 
with the petrol just outside the Club and we pushed and swore heartily for hours. We eventually got back about 2 
oclock feeling dead. I think I shall resign again from the Club. We cannot get in and I am damned if I will pay Rs 20 
for a taxi. That is what they are charging nowadays. By the way I played billiards all evening and I didn’t dance once. 
Very good aren’t I darling. I don’t know I just hate dancing with anybody else these days. I am just dying to take you 
out to dances again sweetheart. Won’t it be lovely. Darling tell me where you will be waiting for me when I come up. I 
want to see you just as I get over the rise of the hill at Naini. You will be frightfully shy if I kiss you darling lots of 
times wont you but I am going to do it. This is terrible writing but people keep bursting in wanting to know this and 
that. Les Davis has gone into hospital with some horrible illness. He keeps swelling up all over the place and nobody 
quite knows why. C.O. puts it down to excitement over the newly born. I didn’t do anything like that did I darling. 
Farmer436 is also in Hospital. We have now got three BOs in. If it wasn’t for my leave I should do the same. I am not 
feeling at all well these days and definitely need a holiday. Darling I am sorry I must be boring but I am feeling awful 
and am just living for the day when we are together. I hope you are right about Russia and that you will come back 
here. You have no idea how much I do. 
 I love you sweetheart and honestly hope that you are better by the time this letter reaches you. I feel almost like 
sending you a wire but it will only worry you. 
 My love to all and excuse this short note but there is really nothing going on but hard work just now. 
 All the love in the world dearest to you two. 
    Xxx Donald xxx 
 
Iris to Mac 
 
                [No date. August 1942] 
My sweet – A letter to-day thank goodness. I was beginning to think this Congress business was affecting mails. So 
glad to hear your leave is definite darling – am I thrilled! You mustn’t let yourself be delayed – I shall expect you on the 
29th when we shall go to see “Major Barbara” if you aren’t too weary. Darling will you bring these things with you. 
  My white evening coat 
  My black velvet evening coat. 
  My bright blue taffeta evening dress. 
        That tin thing with rubber attached & black tubes. 
 What about the box of books & the linen? If you think anything will happen in Shillong this winter you’ld better 
bring those too. You can book them right to Naini from Pandu – small guage – so you needn’t bother about them again. 
Will you bring the photo album too, so we can stick in the largest snaps (bring them too). If you have any time in 
Calcutta & can get to Thachers, would you please buy me “Feeding and Management in Infancy and Childhood” by 
Pattison and Smyth. I think that's all. I’ll tell you if I think of anything else. 
 Things have calmed down a bit here due to Martial Law having been declared, & shops are beginning to open 
again gingerly. We braved the madding crowd & went to the Cinema yesterday – actually nothing at all interesting 
happened & the hundreds of police guarding us looked rather foolish. Somebody went up to a little boy yesterday and 
said “You’re very naughty to be causing all this trouble” & he said “Well Memsahib they give me As 8 a day for it. If 
you give me As 10 I’ll stop”! They hold up pieces of cardboard with “We want our freedom” in drunken capitols over 
them & expect us to be impressed! 
 Mrs Marshall is still up here & has to stay till this is over. She is extraordinary – she never stops buying clothes & 
never stops telling us how posh she is – Suzanne is the same & is always borrowing bits of money without dreaming of 
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returning it! Mummy was going to Agra to-morrow, but has decided not to as Kathgodam is in rather a turmoil. 
 I haven’t been feeling too bright to-day & have spent it painting everything a sickly blue & washing all my 
stockings. Very peaceful. Yesterday we went to “The Prime Minister”437 – my old flame John Gielgud looking hideous 
as Disraeli but acting awfully well. I’m just doing nothing but wait for you now. Darling, you mustn’t be hurt if Alan 
doesn’t recognise you at first – he was very wee then and he’ll soon remember. He has such lovely rosy cheeks now – I 
hope they survive this rain which never stops. A true Scotsman, he adores his porridge. 

We call him Himpy because of the ridiculous tuft of hair on top – on The Onion! I can’t tell you how sweet he is. 
Only a little longer dearest – “Bide a wee & dinna weary” as they say in some places. 

 Love for always & longest 
 

Mac to Iris 
 
             [No date – c.17th August 1942] 
My darling, things are getting better and better and I shall see you definitely in less than two weeks time. Today I got 
the confirmation of my leave from Area H.Q. and everything is set except that I have about a week to go before I can 
move out of this. I did what you would think a dreadful thing this morning. The C.O. asked me if I wanted to go to 
Staff College and that he would put my name up. I refused darling. Now wait a minute before you say anything. 
Unless I can get some practical experience this Staff College Course is no good at all to anybody. I have been told that 
by a lot of people. I rather have some experience than go to Staff College. There is plenty of time for it anyway. Anyway 
if you think I am awfully naughty I shall ask for the next one that comes which is only three months later. I am very 
sorry to hear about Fatty not being his usual self sweetheart. There is nothing wrong with him is there. Both of you 
seem to be in the wars. Darling of course I don’t mind you writing exactly what you feel like. That is what I am here 
for and soon I shall be with you and you can tell me all about it. I am worse than you are by a long way you know but 
we shall make up for it and we shall [have] an absolutely terrific time together. We shall go for walks and play with 
Fatty and go to pictures and dances and have a really good time. We have plenty of money I can tell you oodles and 
oodles so we need not worry about that at all. While I go through Calcutta I will buy you something darling but I 
don’t know quite what you would like and by the time to reply to this I am afraid I shall be with you. Anyway I will 
see what I can get for you all. I feel terrific. Sweetheart won’t you come out to a dance with me. Just think of it. I shall 
be asking that soon and darling you mustn’t refuse! 
 Well I must get this off. My letters are getting shorter & shorter but it is all excitement really. 
 Love to all and please take care of yourself sweet and don’t worry and have really good sleeps. 
 Always always yours  xxx Donald xxxx 
 
                        21.8.42 
My darling, 
 What can I do! Four more days and I should have left that is on the 25th and what should happen but all leave 
has to be stopped. Darling isn’t it awful I nearly broke down when I heard. The order is that all leave in the Eastern 
Army has been stopped until further notice. I can’t compete. The railways are all down and nobody can get through. No 
mail is coming through and I haven’t had a letter for a week which I know must be the railways. Darling I feel so 
helpless and fed up. I can’t put my mind to anything and I just go for long walks and ‘mope’ the whole time. I had 
everything ready and sanction had been accorded by District, and everything was lovely. I did not send a wire because I 
knew you would have been so upset and I think its better to explain like this. The only consolation is that as soon as it 
is open again, leave I mean I can get away the same day as the leave I have been sanctioned lasts for three months. 
Jacobs rang up yesterday, he is A.D.C. to General Goddard and said that the General didn’t think it would last for 
more than a few days. I hope to God that he is right. I’ll come soon darling as soon as I can. Please don’t be too 
depressed because it only makes me feel very bad myself and God only knows what I am like just now. The C.O. thank 
goodness is trying to do something about it in the way of getting first hand information as to when leave does open and I 
have told Jacobs that he must wire as soon as he hears and he will probably know before a lot of people. Of course I 
might be able to leave on the 25th yet. Anyway I hope so. I shall bring you up from Bareilly. If you hear the phone 
going about 7 o’clock in the evening you will know it is me and darling I do hope its soon. Gosh I have got a fit of the 
blues. I must cheer up and just think that I am going on leave very shortly. 
 I am sorry about this moan darling and I shall try and stop. I have been working fairly hard these days as the C.O. 
seems to get lazier and lazier. Billy was right he is the laziest man I have ever met. He stops work at 12.30 everyday 
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and then you don’t see him any more. I got a nasty crack at him the other day he said “Mac you are taking and making 
to many decisions, which I should do, in this Bn.” I told him that when there was a hasty decision to be made he was 
never there. Rather shook him and he stayed till one oclock the next day but has now gone back to his old habits. He 
was sleeping evidently! I have been very quiet these days and haven’t been out of the lines except for walks and riding. I 
have set my heart on passing this Urdu examination and I am going to do it willy nilly. I only wish you were here to 
help me. I was only thinking last night how much I needed you darling and what a mess I would make of myself if I 
ever were for some reason to lose you. Why these terrible thoughts I don’t know. I love you so much that at times I seem 
to feel you near me and sometimes I say aloud ‘Iris’ or ‘Totty’ just to see what it sounds like and to see what happens. I 
suppose darling you should & are thinking me crackers but I cannot help it and it is all your fault really and you 
cannot blame me. How is my boy darling. Write and tell me all about him and yourself and what you do when you 
play with him which you must do nowadays. 
 Well darling heart I leave you much depressed but hoping that all will be well soon. My love to all, 
 Yours always, always, always xxxx Donald xxxx 
 
                    27.8.42 
Darling, 
 Still no news about leave opening but I believe things are a lot quieter and that I shall be along any day now. I hope 
sweetheart that that you are not too disappointed and just think that I shall be with you soon. Actually if all had gone 
according to plan I should have left Calcutta this morning for Bareilly. Still everybody in Eastern Army are suffering 
the same plight so I really cannot grumble to much and anyway whats the good of grumbling. I shall get away 
eventually I know. I am just looking forward to the day. 
 Things very quiet here and I am working about three hours a day at my Urdu which I must pass. Every time I do 
any I feel that it is more and more impossible and difficult. The C.O. these days is not really well and does not work 
as a consequence and I have to I shoulder rather a lot not that I really mind it but it does get a bit much sometimes. 
Especially if you are not here to look after me darling. I haven’t been in the Club now for weeks and have no intention 
of doing so. I hate the place now and without you to dance with I just give it up and play, if I do go, billiards all night. 
One of Andy’s girl friends is up just now and he is running round like a hen on hot bricks. This is wife no 4 I believe. 
Anyway he is feeling extremely sorry for himself this morning as he had far to much to drink. I found him hidden in a 
wood this morning trying to get rid of that awful feeling! 
 Had a long letter from ‘Pop’ Parker and he seems very well. Bit fed up with the job although he is getting double 
pay for doing it!! Some people have all the luck. It is our turn soon! Wonder what it will be. 
 Shillong is getting really lovely now darling and I am going to get going with my paints soon. Some of the sunsets 
and landscapes are really beautiful. I can never get down to it though. You will have to be here I think before I will do 
it. 
 Well my sweet I have really nothing else to tell you except that I love you so much and I really miss you so much. I 
really feel quite ill thinking about it. However there are happy times to come. 
 My love to all, 
    Fondest and dearest love to Alan and yourself    
            Xxxxx Donald 
 
      Noted in Violet's diary 29th August: 6 Seats Major Barbara. Iris went to Hospital. 
 
Iris to Mac 
 
                     29.8.42 
 Oh Mac darling, It can’t be true that you’re not coming. I was just expecting you to walk in any moment when I 
got your letter & it has broken my heart. Now I feel you’ll never get leave & the future looks unutterably black. Mac, if 
you really cant get leave you must let me come back. Just for a little. You must. I wish to God I’ld come when I’ld first 
thought of it – why I ever left I don’t know. There are lads here who come up on leave every month. 
 Darling I don’t want to make you depressed, but I’m so unhappy  I can’t help it. Please come soon. 
 I’m in bed at present with appendicitis and feeling pretty low. Now that you’re not coming I may decide to have 
them out, the doctor says I ought to but I was going to wait till you’ld gone. I don’t know what to do. I should have to 
go over to Ranikhet as the hospital here is so expensive – tell me what to do. I dread the thought. I seem to have spent 
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most of this year in bed or hospital don’t I?! If there’s a chance of your coming I’ll leave it for now. 
 I can’t think of anything to tell you as I’ve done nothing lately. I’ll write a proper letter to-morrow when I feel better 
about everything. I’m right at the bottom of the black pit just now. 
 Alan is very well & looking lovely. 
 xxxx Goodbye my darling – Always yours  – Iris. 
 
Darling – Am going to hospital this evening to see if I must have my appendix out. Don’t worry – I’ll wire if I’m 
having them and get your leave after that if possible. Don’t fret about me darling – it’s only a little thing – really. 
 Must get ready to go. I’ll be fit again by the time you get this. 
     All love, sweet – Totty   
 
September 
 
Mac to Iris         
 
             [No date. After 3.Sept. 1942 at Elephant Falls] 
Sweetheart, 
  You will have got at least I hope so the letters saying I could not get away and also asking you to come here. I hope 
you are getting my letters. I got your one with my mothers letter included posted on the 20th August. It arrived here on 
the 3rd Sept. Fourteen days. Darling you say you will be frightfully disappointed. Please don’t be too much. I am 
feeling awful myself but look on the bright side and it will all soon work out. Remember that before you come you must 
let me know and you must abide by my decision as to whether it is alright to travel or not. Things have not quietened 
down yet. Isn’t Fatty wonderful I wish I could only see his little face when he gets angry. He must have quite a lot of 
character by now and really begin to show moods of sorts. 
 Things very quiet here except that I am getting an exceptionally livery Adjutant and everybody in my way just now 
gets a thick ear. That's what you do to me you see sweet. I know they are praying for you to come back as they think it 
might improve me. Actually I am beginning to quite like Elephant Falls now. It is not half as bad as I thought. There 
are really some lovely walks and the scenery is really good. Soon I shall show you them all. We shall also do some 
riding as the horses are up here and they are really tame! 
 I have had Gulab working hard on clearing up all our clothes etc. I never realised we had so much stuff. If I came 
before you came darling I shall bring as much as possible but I cannot guarantee that I can bring Alans table etc. 
Anyway I shall see. 
 Les Davis has going to Digboi to sit for his Elementary Urdu which he must pass this time otherwise he drops his 
rank poor fellow. It will be rather a pity but the trouble seems that he cannot spell at all. Anyway we shall see. The 
C.O. has got very pally these days and taken me into his confidence and tells me all kinds of things about nothing. I 
cannot quite get the idea yet but probably there is a motive. I believe his wife is an absolute ‘bitch’ of a woman. She 
lead some young man up the garden path and then let him go with a bang. The lad landed up in front of the Brigadier. 
I hope she doesn’t come here or there will be trouble in the ranks. I don't think that it is likely that she will. Anyway. 
We have an extraordinary fellow just posted to us. He is a Bengalee “Oh.my!” He hears other people calling me ‘Mac’ 
so he thinks that it is my proper name. I get addressed something like this every morning. “Good morning, Capt Mac, 
Sir, It is a very good morning Sir; Yes? I have usually to turn away before I burst into undignified laughter. It is all 
done so seriously. 
 Well darling no excuse except that there is really nothing else to say. I love you darling heart and I wish I could tell 
that now. 
 All my love and kisses, 
 Always yours, Donald. 
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Iris to Mac 
 

 
Example of Iris's letters to Mac 

 
         [No date - c.4th September (before operation)]  Ramsey Hospital 
Darling one – 
 Two letters from you which cheered me up no end. I’m still very disappointed about your leave but it seems my jolly 
old appendix have got to come out willy-nilly. So it’s perhaps just as well you aren’t here now to see me go through 
another nasty phase. 
  Listen darling – you must postpone leave till after the operation unless you think there is any doubt of getting it 
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later. I’m sending you a wire to-day to tell you this in case you suddenly decide to come – I’ll send you another after the 
operation & possibly another still saying I’m going to be operated on in case you can get compassionate leave! So don’t 
get flustered – it won’t mean two operations. Do you follow? If you think that leave will be stopped later then take it 
now – otherwise wait till I’m fit again. I’m not enthusiastic about this business, but resigned. It is lucky I’ve got 
someone to leave Alan with. I miss him so much. The days in hospital are bearable, but the nights are so long as I 
can’t sleep and lie awake hour after hour feeling so miserable and wanting you so terribly. I can almost feel you 
sometimes – perhaps at the same time you are wanting me too & imagining I am in your arms. Do you ever imagine 
that? Every night I talk to you before I go to sleep, & lately when I haven’t slept I have stayed with you all night. But 
you’re not as close as I wish you were darling. If anything happened to you I think I would die. 
 Time passes slowly here, slower than when I’ve been in hospital before. I read & write alternatively and make my 
scanty meals last as long as possible. The matron cheered me a lot by saying “I don’t think you realizes how ill you’ve 
been” which made me feel highly interesting and raised my condition from “Oh just a bit of an appendix you know” to 
“Acute appendicitis my dear”. Actually I haven’t been nearly as bad as they all seem to think. 
 I’ve just finished my lunch (fish cream & baked custard!) & am wondering whether to sleep now or not. It is such 
a long time to tea & visiting time – if I have any visitors. I think I’ll go on writing my play while I’m here except I feel 
lazy & brainless. It is very naughty of you Mac to read my things when I wasn’t looking – very naughty. I shall keep 
everything locked away in future, you see! 
 Oh darling I feel so depressed – I can’t help it. Write to me often now I’m in bed. I can’t think of anything to tell 
you but I will to-morrow. Just now everything has come to an end. 
 All love dearest one –  xxx Totty 
 
            [No date - c.10th September  (4th day since operation) ] 
My darling one – I’ve just got your letter saying I can come back and am so excited I must write a line, although I still 
feel queerly weak. Darling how simply wonderful. When the Congress trouble is over I would surely be fit enough to 
travel and then I can come. Couldn’t I bring Alan though? It will be rather a nuisance for Mummy (though of course 
she will do it) as she will be moving into tents in Agra. It would be rather a tight fit for all 3 of us, but I don’t think 
that would matter. Anyway I’m coming whatever happens. 
 Well this is the 4th day since My Operation & I’m just beginning to think perhaps life is livable after all! As you 
probably know my appendix Suddenly flared up again & they operated in about ½ an hour. It was awful, I nearly 
died of fright before & when I came round – phew! I’ld rather have a baby! Mummy was wonderful & held my hand 
the first two days which were so ghastly I can’t think about them. Mine was a very special appendix (naturally!) & 
had gone septic so they had to leave the wound open & drain the poison out by a tube & that was why it hurt so. They 
took the tube out to-day finally & I feel better. The doctor dresses me every day – an intriguing performance in which 
he pulls the coverings off my wound (they always stick) pulls out the tube, squeezes firmly to see if there is anything 
septic, & then shoves another tube in. Do I hit the ceiling! I watch him do it all & it is amazing to think that they can 
just carve you up & then clip you together again! He is a very clever doctor & the nurses are so kind, which helps a lot. 
But no getting away with “Oh she had a very Easy Time” this time, darling! He says my appendix has signs of 
several earlier attacks on it, so probably that accounts for all my troubles. To-day I’ve had my first food (soup & bread 
& butter) & I slept for the first time last night so life is cheering up. My only trouble now is wind or flatulence as they 
politely call it here which rushes round the tender place without a pause. Anyway I expect you’ve had enough of my 
troubles. I hope you weren’t worried by the wires & things – it was all so sudden that was the trouble. When you 
think of the old days where nothing was clean & they cut you from top to toe! 
 It is difficult to know when to say I can come as travelling still seems risky & anyway I don’t expect I’ll be allowed 
to for a week or so after I leave hospital. If you get a chance of leave darling, do take it, & then you could take me 
back. Otherwise I’ll come at the very first opportunity & wire if necessary. I’m in here for another week about (I hope!) 
& I will talk over the question of Alan with Mummy & we’ll come to some decision. How lovely it will be darling – 
safe in your arms again without worries or pains or loneliness. 
 I am very tired so no more for now. I’m coming as soon as I possibly can but take your leave if you can get it 
darling. 
 All love for always my sweet,  Totty 
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                      11.9.42   Hospital 
My poor darling! - So you’ve had this beastly thing done to you too. I got your wire this morning and couldn’t believe 
my eyes as your operation must have been about the same time as mine, isn’t it terribly odd? I feel that it is because we 
are so close to each other in every way – a sort of telepathy. We even know what each others insides are doing! It must 
be that, don’t you think? Darling, I hope you didn’t have a bad time & that you are quite fit again. We can fully 
sympathize with each other anyway! It helps me, when I’m in pain now, to think that you have been through it all with 
me. I should have been worried to death if I’ld known before about you & I’m anxiously waiting for more news. I’m 
not sending you a wire as they are rather frightening. Anyhow you are sure to get sick leave after this, when you are 
strong enough to travel. Don’t exert yourself in any way after you get out, you will be feeling very run down. Do take 
great care of yourself darling. 
  I’m still feeling not-so-good cos of my silly tube – while that is in my wound can’t heal, but they must “drain” me 
properly, and you should see all the stuff that they get out of me every day. Its intriguing. I’m not allowed visitors except 
Mummy & I don’t feel strong enough to read so my life has just become a waiting to be washed & dressed & fed & 
washed & dressed again. I’ve been in a fortnight now! Are they kind to you in hospital? I hope so, & I hope people 
come & see you. How did you like the chloroform? We shall be able to compare notes & say how much worse I was 
than you, to each other! 
 I will try to write every day – yesterday I felt abysmal as they put me onto M & B again.438 At last I refused flatly 
to take any more & they all rushed round in small circles & gave me morphia to keep me quiet & haven’t mentioned 
M & B again! So I feel better. But oh my! The “flatulence”! 
 Patty is up again – their dog was run over & in trying to save it she got one hand badly bitten so she is a bit of an 
invalid too. 
 Am very weary so no more dearest. Get better quickly & I’ll try to too – & take care of yourself my sweet. I’m so 
sorry this had to happen to you. Poor old Porky! 
 All love – I’m thinking of you day & night. 
                For ever – Totty 
 
Mac to Violet 
 
                12.9.42   
                 Welsh Mission Hospital,  Shillong. 
Excuse this vile paper and my writing. The Orderly is to blame for the paper. 
Dear Mother, 
 What a time and especially what a trying time it must have been for you. I am really grateful and am sorry that you 
have been put to so much trouble and worry. It was all a most remarkable coincidence wasn’t it? You have probably 
heard of it all from Iris. I felt perfectly alright but a bit depressed when I got Iris’s letter saying that she had 
appendicitis and was feeling pretty miserable. Next day I had terrible pain inside and stayed in bed. This had no effect 
and the pain got worse. I decided myself to go to hospital and the doctor decided to do the operation right away. I am 
afraid I had no time in letting you know and I asked one of my friends to send a wire once the operation was over. I 
hope it arrived and you were able to sort out the puzzle. I have fixed up with the doctor that I get a months sick leave 
and I hope I shall be up in Naini about the 1st week in October. I get a month and instead of ten days which is one 
consolation. How about Iris. I hope she has fully recovered and did not have too bad a time. She is very brave and I 
have no doubt it did not trouble her very much. Don’t tell her that she will be furious. I shall have to think up all kinds 
of things to say about “My OP” although she will probably crush me in the end. I am so glad Alan is so fit. I am just 
dying to see him and his antics. In fact I am dying to see you all and it won’t be long now. My bearer has arrived and 
I shall give him this to post. Thanks for the trouble you have taken. 
 All my love, Donald 
 
Iris to Mac 
 
                [No date - c13th September 1942] 
Dearest One – I wonder how you are – quite fit again I hope. I wish we could get in touch quicker, it is very worrying 
isn’t it? I expect you are out of hospital by now, but do remember to go very slow darling – operations take it out of you. 
 It is exactly a week since I was “done” & to-day I have felt  consciously better for the first time which is a great 
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relief. I was beginning to think I would never feel well again! I still have my tube but they took the clips out yesterday 
& with luck they’ll remove it in a day or two. Once it is out I shall feel a different person. If you’re leave hadn’t been 
stopped we’ld probably both have been corpses now as you’ld have had your attack in the train and I wouldn’t have 
gone into hospital and that apparently would have been the end of me. So it wasn’t quite such a disaster really! After 
this if you can get leave you must take me back – I think it will be alright to take Alan don’t you? Otherwise I will 
come and then we can come back for Christmas leave and collect him. He is looking very sweet but is not putting on 
weight and is very underweight – he seems to get enough to eat and is So Contented, I can’t think what it is. He gets 
bread and butter now which he loves apparently. He has stood up by himself too – at least pulled himself to his feet 
and swayed about for a couple of minutes, hanging onto his pen! 
  I had a letter from Niall the other day, written on board ship, which annoyed me intensely – he is getting very 
conceited it strikes me. He said “I have given up Adjutant, but I feel guilty as I’m afraid the Bn. will suffer.”! I will 
graciously allow you to kick him in the pants (or trews) if you meet & I know you will enjoy that darling! 
  I had such a lovely dream about us last night – I nearly burst into tears when I found it was only a dream. I wish 
I could dream of you every night. I wish you would send me a photo of you – please darling – I haven’t a single one & 
you have lots of me. I would like it more than anything in the world. A swap would do. Oh how I long to feel you 
again & scratch your silly old head and curl up into a chair with you all round me. I grow more in love every hour I'm 
away from you. We are silly to have let ourselves get as bad as this aren’t we darling?! 
 Excuse paper, its all I have. 
 God bless you, my sweet – Always xxxx Totty xx 
 
Mac to Iris 
 
   Hospital 14.9.42 
My darling, 

Well another day and another day closer to you. I have not heard from you since you had your operation and sent 
the wire. I hope that all is well and I have sent one or two wires saying I am alright. I hope to have the stitches taken 
out in a day or two and I shall be allowed to get up. I shall feel thankful. Ones back gets so sore and I am just like you 
I lie awake at night and cannot sleep properly. I was always restless but this takes the biscuit and one does get so tired. 

Another fellow has come in the room with me. A large Red headed Irishman. Good fellow. Absolutely wild of course 
and has been all over the world. Hong Kong escaped from Singapore in a boat. Now he wants to join the ‘V’ Force439. 
He is in here with the most extraordinary thing. While he was motorcycling along the road he passed some coolies. As a 
bullock cart was coming from the other direction he did not have much room and brushed up against the coolies. As he 
did so he felt a prick on his leg but thought nothing of it. When he got off his bike he couldn’t stand. He had his leg Ex 
Rayed and they found a fish bone about three inches long in the middle of his leg. He remembered afterwards that the 
coolies were carrying dried fish to the market and a bit must have accidentally lodged itself in it. Fancy being all 
through the wars he has and a thing like that happening. I enclose a short letter from Alan to us. He seems very happy 
with his new job. Had some lovely flowers sent down from Government House yesterday. Getting quite pally with Lady 
Cloy440. 

Well darling there is no more news and again I am just living for the day when we are together again. My how 
much I do. 

My love to you darling and Alan Macfarlane Yours always & always, Donald 
 

  Hospital 15.9.1942 
My darling, 
 Sweetheart you are naughty imagining things the way you do. You know you have no foundation at all for them and 
you just work yourself up for nothing. You know I love you and nothing ever in this world will change me. You must 
never doubt my love for you darling because it hurts me and I feel as if I have neglected you. Maybe that is true and I 
do not realise it? Love, my love, may be not very showing but it is there very profound and deep and you my sweet are 
the cause. Please never say that I say “I love you” just because I should because besides being against my nature, I 
don’t usually, unless the circumstances press say or do a thing because I should. Now then naughty little thing just wait 
till I come up to Naini shortly and I will show you. 
 Life in here is very dull and monotonous and I feel like screaming on occasions. Never mind I am having my stitches 
out either today or tomorrow and shall be able to try my legs. I am sure I shall hardly be able to walk although I feel as 
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if I could. You I imagine will be a little later as you were operated on after me. I haven’t actually had a letter from you 
since your ‘op’ but I am expecting one today. 

Darling Alan is wearing ‘pants’ is he? I’ll bet he doesn’t like them and when nobody is looking takes them off and 
hides them in his cot. If he was anything like me he certainly would have done so by now. Being like his Mummy, 
well?? Extraordinary Alan is nine months old now. How time has flown. We must give him a bumper 1st birthday. I 
should think that he will be especially keen on the feasting part of the proceedings. 

I have forgotten all about the Bn these [days] and stopped worrying. I am afraid I used to worry unnecessarily 
about small things. Still that is what happens when one gets into a rut as I was steadily going into with the C.O. 
Anyway as I say I have forgotten about it all and just resting and looking forward to my leave and being with you. 

Well my sweetheart I have nothing else to write about. I am writing every day now so you should get letters every 
day. 

 Give my love to all and my love to you, all my love darling. 
  Yours always, Donald 
 

   Hospital, 16.9.42   
My own darling, 
 Well darling you seem to have been through the mill good and proper. I received a form yesterday saying you were 
dangerously ill. I am afraid I got rather worried and sent a hasty wire which now I think is or was unnecessary 
because on enquiry I found that it was merely a matter of form which I sincerely hope it was. They seemed to have 
waited to long with you. Why? I wish I could be with you now. Anyway only a few weeks and all will be well. I am 
feeling perfectly fit and am waiting for the nurse to come and cut my stitches and then I am allowed to try and regain 
my equilibrium. No mean task I am afraid. Still every day brings me closer to my objective. 
 Andy and Doug Cooksey came into to see me yesterday and feel very fed up with things generally. Everybody seems 
the same. 
 I have been reading an awful lot since I have been in hospital. More I think that[n] ever in my life. They have quite 
a good library and it is full of travel books. Had a very good about Everest and one of Lawrence’s books which I hadn’t 
read before. 
 Well darling I am just dying for a letter written after your OP. I do want to know what is happening. I hope it has 
not been to hard on you sweetheart. 
 I love you darling and I [am] sick at heart at not being able to see you and hold you in my arms. Be brave little girl 
I will be with you soon. 
 All my love for always, 
 Donald 

 
Iris to Mac 
 
       [ No date ]  Hospital 
Darling – I’m afraid I didn’t write yesterday because I really felt deathly, but have perked up & feel quite human 
again to-day. It wasn’t the pain but M & B two-hourly day & night & nothing else. To-day I have been promoted to 
cauliflower soup & baked custard for lunch & a dry biscuit with one cup of tea – they tasted like caviarre to me 
(whatever that does taste like!). The doctor here is a moody little man called Sheridan441 – he was in a frightful temper 
yesterday that I hadn’t come in earlier & stood & shouted at me till I could have screamed & slapped his face. He 
said I should have come in when the pain started & I was lucky not to have died of Peritonitis & from his tone 
implied he wished I had just to serve me right! I was feeling so ill at the time I couldn’t think of anything to say, but 
afterwards thought of lots of biting remarks I wished I’ld made. I wonder why doctors can be so rude & get away with 
it. He was quite amiable again to-day. This is a nice hospital, very clean & sunny & the sisters are sweet. They are 
most of them slightly “of the country” but so much pleasanter than the average superior English trained nurses. No 
ayahs messing around you either. I’m on a special bed they wind up either end so I’m continually propped up – it’s 
alright till you want to sleep – this afternoon I wriggled down flat & slept solidly & dreamt you’ld got your leave after 
all & was furious when a brisk bright nurse came & pulled me up & washed me vigorously, making gay conversation 
about how lovely the day had turned out after all. The night nurse is a darling & we have lovely juicy conversations 
about having babies & gory operations – she is one of 7 sisters all of whom appear to have had unique & terrible times 
with their insides! 
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 Mummy and Suzanne come every day and yesterday they brought Himpy too – he should have been sleeping poor 
sweet and kept burying his head in my shoulder, the corners of his mouth going down and down. Also a Rumanian girl 
(the one who asked me to the “teeny tiny party” brought me lots of flowers & told me the horrors of having your 
appendix out. I’m reading an amusing book just now called “Warning to Wantons”442 & yesterday finished one about 
a snake farm which made me feel sicker than ever! 
 No letter from you for 2 days. Please write often to make up for not being here, darling. 
 All love & I’m still hoping. If you really can’t get leave, would you be allowed a week-end in Calcutta? 
 Hugs & kisses my dearest – 
     Yours only – Totty 
 
Mac to Iris 
 
               [No date September 1942 ]    
My darling, 
 Got a letter from you yesterday and you seemed quite happy. By now you will have practically recovered and we 
shall be together very soon. By the way darling I am very annoyed about this man Sherridan. He has no right to be rude 
to you and if I had been there I should have told him so in more than one way. What does he think he is anyway. Little 
Pup I could strangle him quite easily just now. Don’t you stand any more lip from him and tell him that he will have 
to answer to me if he does. I am furious. Well sweetheart I am O.K. now and it is just a question of time. The wound 
which is bigger than yours!!?? has healed up as far as I can see and the Doctor seems very pleased with it. The 
coincidence of you and I both have our operations for the same things is the topic of hospital. You get very good 
treatment here I must say. The food is very good, rather sloppy but I don’t mind baby food so I am alright. I was very 
amused at the way you described Alan, alias Fatty alias HIMPY eating his meal. I am glad he enjoys his food and he 
will be a great strong boy soon. Give him all the things he requires by the bucketful if necessary. As a boy I always ate 
my head off. Not so much of the boy, says you, what about now. Well darling I don’t do too badly I will admit. 
 Last night after I went to sleep and in my dreams I went to you darling and think what we did. We planned a 
house. It is still in my mind so I am drawing it on a sheet and see what you think of it. I have it all taped and there is 
only one thing required? Anyway I always think that if you dream and plan a thing long enough we shall eventually get 
our wish. Here is the plan of our little estate. 
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 Now the sitting room and the dining room would have no partition only step leading up to the dining room. The 
whole house would be made of old oak beams and the rooms about 10 ft high. Upstairs naturally we would have our 
own bedroom and the nursery for all the children?? Beside this I should like 100 acres of rough shooting and a small 
burn running through. We would have a specially made station wagon so that we could go away anywhere and camp 
for a few days. This place must be fairly near a town where we could beat it up when we thought necessary. Darling 
do you think that I am mad writing and thinking of things like that. I spend most of the day doing so. I know you 
would be so happy and that is all that I want. I have a feeling that someday we will have all these things and so we 
might as well plan them now. You let me have your version of things and then we shall get some real plans out and 
wish and wish. There is really nothing more to say darling so bye bye until tomorrow. All my love and I hope all is 
well. I love you. I love you 
         Xxxx Yours ever and ever xxxx Donald 
 
Iris to Mac 
 
             [No date c.19th September 1942] 
My darling sweet –This is the first evening I haven’t had visitors & I’m feeling rather cross, but I’ve been in 3 weeks 
to-day so I’ve been spoilt really! My eyes are dropping out of my head knitting & reading all day & my behind is 
getting very tired of being interminably sat on! But I have high hopes of getting up for a bit to-morrow & then a day or 
two later I’ll be out. I hope you’ll be starting soon – I still feel something awful will happen to put you off coming & I 
shan’t be happy till I can feel you with my hands & know you’re here. The rains are still on here, but they must have 
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stopped by the time you come and we’ll be able to go on picnics and rides. Can you sail a boat? Anyway we’ll have a 
lovely lovely  time and Himpy will adore having a Daddy again. He came to see me yesterday and was in terrifically 
high spirits, rolling about the bed and shrieking with laughter – we couldn’t do a thing with him. His latest idea is to 
laugh in the most idiotic affected way at anything he feels we’re doing to amuse him – sort of “Her-her-her” all down 
the scale – it makes me quite hysterical! He has put on 5 ozs this week which is as much as he did in the last month 
and we’re very pleased. I am knitting him a sweater and leggings in pale yellow for the winter – he has several suits 
now in all colours and looks so grown up in his little trousers. 

I had some visitors after all – a couple called Crowdie443 in the Dogias – or were. They’ve just come from Shillong 
– she was working in the Cypher Office – very sweet looking with the bluest eyes – he was at Happy Valley. They had 
no trouble on the journey apparently. I knew them here 2 years ago, or was it 3, anyway I didn’t know who they were 
at first. They had a baby444 & lost it at 7 months I believe. She says she saw you once in Shillong & remembers you 
because you were wearing battle-dress. Its funny all the people I’m bumping into this year who I haven’t seen for ages 
& ages. 

The old man next door is still alive & I’m praying he’ll pull through – though why God should take any notice of 
me I can’t imagine, as I never pray except when I want something! I’m also praying very hard you’ll be here at the end 
of this month so you must see to that even if God doesn’t! I’ve just taken a peep at my wound & there’s still a hole there 
– I wish it would hurry & heal. I was apparently lucky not to have got abcesses & things which is mild consolation. 

 Well darling darling – no more for to-night. I love you so much. 
     Hugs and kisses from us both & keep well. Always.  Totty. 

 
          [No date c. 21st September ] 
Darling, 
 Mummy didn’t come to-day so I couldn’t post this – I will add a bit more. I’ve got a letter from you, enclosing 
Alan’s. You didn’t sound quite so cheerful, I expect you were a bit fed up – I don’t blame you, I’ve been in this place 3 
weeks & 2 days now! Anyway by this time all will be well & everything comes to an end. I’m very encouraged to hear 
the journey from Shillong is quite simple & you’ll probably only take the usual 4 days. I’m definitely coming back with 
you, so we can know that it won’t be just a month with another separation hanging over us. Everybody is returning to 
Shillong & there are lots of women there I hear. So your affair with Lady Clow Will have to come to a swift end 
darling! 

I got up for the 1st time to-day & staggered a few steps, my legs feeling very cotton-wooly. They will probably let 
me out on Thursday – to-day being Monday – so life is brightening. I’m sorry you can’t sleep sweet – it is vile isn’t it 
– but we shall both be alright when we’re together again. My scar is about 3½" long. I bet it beats yours. Hurry & 
come to me darling, I want you so much. Xxx     

         Bless you! Xx 
 

                          22.9.42 
My sweetheart, 
 Two letters to-day – they always come in pairs. I’m sorry they sent you that silly thing about being dangerously ill 
– its something to do with “the military” (as they refer to us here, rather scornfully!) & it must have been a bit of a 
worry. Actually I think they were afraid of worse complications than actually took place & I was a bit ill for a few 
days but not as bad as all that. I did delay too long coming in – partially my fault & partly Staff Surgeons. He is a 
mental specialist & quite blank about anything else. His attitude was "It would be quite a good thing to have it out 
now, but you can wait if you like" so, as I was expecting you, I naturally decided to wait. When I got your letter & 
the pain hadn’t subsided after two days, I though I’ld come in here. By that time they’ld decided not to operate till I’ld 
got over this attack, & after 5 or 6 days I was on normal diet when my temperature suddenly started to mount & the 
pain crept back & that was that! 
 To-day has been lovely – I was allowed to lie on a couch, basking in the sun & there was a lovely romping breeze 
that ruffled the lake & sent all the little yachts skudding about like scraps of white paper. It is high on a hill, this 
place, looking right over the lake & the air is wonderful. The rains seem to have stopped at last and there is a clear, 
crisp feeling about everything & the sunshine is soft & creamy. You are going to be here at the loveliest time of the year. 
 Darling your letter was written in reply to one I had written in a dejected mood. I don’t really doubt your love, you 
know that, but I can’t find anything about myself that could possibly be lovable & when I’m depressed I want to be 
reassured over & over again, that you can find something. It is so wonderful to me to feel wanted that I’m in a 
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continual dread it may all suddenly come to an end. You must bear with me darling, & realise that I’m not quite 
accustomed to being really happy & wonder sometimes if its all a dream. Specially as I have been such a rotten wife to 
you up to now & deserve anything I get! I feel you understand me, though and my silly moods. What we feel goes so 
much much deeper. 
 I’m reading a terribly depressing book called “Hatter’s Castle” – by Cronin445 & very good but things are going 
from bad to worse & the chief character is too odious for words. So far one daughter has had an illegitimate baby in a 
cow-shed, the son has turned out a rotter & spent all his mothers money who has just died of cancer, & I’m wondering 
what awful thing will happen to the other daughter. The father is a drunken bully & the cause of it all. 
 The old boy next door is a little better & I think will live. I’m so glad. 
 This may be the last letter you get, but I’ll go on wiring till I hear you’re coming. Mummy leaves at the end of 
October so hurry darling! All love precious for ever  xxx Totty xxx 
 
               24.9.42 Blyth Cottage 
My darling – 
 I’m hoping you will have left by now but I’m still writing in case not. I’m out! Isn’t it marvellous? I came out this 
morning & am feeling distinctly shaky, but it’s lovely to be home again. I have to go up for dressings every day as I’ve 
still got a little hole & the plaster they put on has made me come out in septic blisters round the wound, but I shall 
soon have those clear & by the time you arrive will be bouncing about all over the place. 

I’m sitting on the verandah outside the drawing room, revelling in the evening sunshine with Alan. He is so utterly 
sweet, and very pleased to see me. He can all but crawl – he gets right onto his hands and knees and pushes violently 
with his legs, landing heavily on his face with his arms pinned under him! If you stand him at the side of his pen he 
clings on with both hands and his mouth and absolutely refuses to sit down again! He is always so cheerful which is 
such a relief, and amuses himself in his pram for hours on end without complaining. You will love him darling – at 
least I hope so – but not more than me please! 

Reggie Lowe is up, & Toinon is in hospital trying to have the baby brought on. Reggie is full of beans & hoping to 
see you before he goes. 

Darling, my tummy has swelled horribly since this operation – I shall have to do something about it when I get 
better. I was so lovely & thin before, it is sickening! I still don’t feel I can “unbend” properly but that is probably 
imagination. We will be a couple of crocks, won’t we! Patty’s husband is up too, & perhaps you’ll meet him. He 
terrifies me, but you can get together about fishing & shooting & will probably survive. 

I had a letter from Pat Travers Smith446 & she’s sending Alan a book & some cuff-links for his christening – so 
you’re doing well out of it, what with those & his gold tie-pin! 

Belinda’s kittens are sweet but 2 of them have funny tails so I don’t know if I’ll get much for them. 
Well my sweet – I’m expecting a wire any day now & terrible excited. Don’t delay a minute. 
 Packets of love & kisses from us both, 
    Always yours – Totty xxx 
 

Mac to Iris 
 
             Hospital  24.9.42 
Darling heart, 
 Feeling much better now and all those nasty pains etc in my tummy have gone. I feel much stronger too. Please 
darling I hope I have not worried you much. It has not been really much and I shall be up I hope at the end of this 
week. Extraordinary luck we are having though isn’t it. If it isn’t one thing its another. All going well and to plan I 
hope to leave here on Monday week or maybe sooner. That will land me up in Naini sometime about the 10th or 11th 
Oct. Can you wait that long sweetheart? The Doc says I will almost certainly get a months leave and I shall need it 
too. I feel as weak as a chick just now anyway. What are you doing. You must be up by now and out of hospital 
shortly. The things I have planned we are going to do when I come. I was thinking yesterday evening with the sun 
setting on the hill opposite and everything was quiet and beautiful. Then a fellow next door turned on the wireless and 
it was one of my favourite Waltz tunes. Darling I was awfully soft but tears came to my eyes and I was so happy just 
thinking of you and me. Do you think that I am soft for doing that and that I should suppress such feelings. I shouldn’t 
be worried about Fatty. If he is looking well and eating well you cannot expect much more. He has plenty of time to get 
fat like Mummy!! No really darling I should not worry. 
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 Gosh the doctor has just been in and prodded my stomach all over the place asking if it was sore. Naturally is sore if 
one is prodded in the stomach like that. Anyway he said ‘good’ as he went so he must have been satisfied. The doctor 
that has been attending me had very bad luck yesterday. He was cycling to hospital and was passing a man with a long 
pole on his shoulder. The man swung round at the wrong moment and caught Doc Russel447 in the stomach. He had to 
have an operation but I believe he has more or less recovered and he will be alright. Bad luck though. 
  Well darling I shall be able to write every day again and I shall do until I am with you. Goodbye my love. Love to 
your Mother, 
 Love all my love always  
         Donald 
Kiss Fatty for me. 
 
Iris to Mac 
 
            [No date c.27th September 1942] 
Darling one – 

My cold has reached its climax so I’m having dinner in bed and a fire in my bedroom! It is lovely. I only hope I 
haven’t given Alan my cold. He has been so cheerful to-day, but simply refuses to wear a hat, I don’t know what we’re 
going to do with him. Judging by the enclosed letter you were the same – you must have been a little sweeting, darling, 
how I’d love to have seen you in your wee tantrums! Alan’s temper is the sweetest thing I’ve ever seen and when he 
flings himself on his back, gets crimson in the face and waves his clenched fists at me I laugh so much that he had to 
join in. I’m so terribly glad we had a baby so soon, although in some ways it spoilt our first year, Aren’t you? It gives 
me a sense of security in this uncertain world, and a deep content, too, that I have at last achieved something perfect, 
done something really worthwhile. I shall never do anything well, but I have produced a son which is much more 
important than all the other things. Of course you did help, darling, but I insist on taking the credit for sons, I’ll grant 
you the girls! 

I got a letter to-day saying you were better & hoped to be here on the 10th – please take care of yourself till then 
darling! Only 10 days and they’ll fly I know. Perhaps Himpy will have a tooth by then – he dribbles so much his chin 
is perpetually sore and he looks very like a slum child poor pet! 

Patty spent the morning here to-day – she is still painfully thin but is trying for another baby – not very wise I 
think but still. Suzanne leaves I think on Sunday. She is going straight to a job where she gets Rs 125, though she isn’t 
really fully trained. Pretty good! Her boss is Oxford Groupy448 – his wife is credited to have said to a young Subaltern 
at a dinner party – “Do you know God”? to which he answered apologetically “No I’m afraid I don’t. What 
regiment’s he in?” Suzanne ought to enjoy herself! 

Well darling heart I’m very tired & snivelly. I hope these letters are reaching you quicker – this is probably the last 
you’ll get. I hope so. 

Kisses from Fatty – 
All my love my sweet – Totty 

 
Mac to Iris 
 
                       Hospital, 27.9.42    
My darling heart, 
  Still in bed I am afraid although I am feeling all right. Very weak and have gone so thin. You have no idea 
darling. You will probably laugh at your skinny husband. I have made up my mind to ask the doctor how much all this 
is going on for as I feel they are using me as a sort of an experiment. Still I have high hopes and am really alright. You 
will be up by now I suppose. You are NOT to worry about me and send wires etc darling I shall be starting my 
journey to you by the time you get this missle. I am afraid I am not in love with the hospital or any body in it except the 
Head Nurse who really is good to me. The rest just scream round the place and try and make it as unbearable as 
possible. My room seems to be situated opposite the Kitchen which is worse than any ships kitchen in a storm. 
 I must say the lads have been very good about coming in. They usually come in every Wednesday and Saturday and 
cheer me up. We have a bunch of new officers now which I haven’t met yet but whom I understand to be quite nice 
lads. All very young. 
 I cannot understand darling Andys letter only taking 4 days and you not receiving any of mine yet. I wrote to you 
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four days after the ‘ops’ until I developed jaundice and then I am afraid I did not write for a long while which darling 
I hope you will understand. 
 I have just had Gulab air all our things which I think they badly needed. I hope none of the stuff was mil-dewed or 
moth-eaten (how does one spell these things) 
 Well darling you must excuse me until tomorrow as I am a bit tired. Goodbye my love. I love you I love you,  Yours 
always & always   Donald    Kiss Fatty for me. 
 
               Hospital, 28.9.42 
My darling, 
 No really vast change from yesterday. I feel about the same. I don't know but I believe it is a very gradual recovery 
one makes. I feel weak naturally and am dying to get out of bed. I slept quite well last night after demanding a sleeping 
draught. 
 Andy came in yesterday and was very pleased at getting your letter. He is always coming in these days which is 
extremely good. Was cut short by doctors arrival to tell me I had to undergo another op. This I may add I am writing 
four days after the op. It was successful and I needed it. I have a tube in me darling and they are draining stuff out of 
me. They say it won’t take long but darling I am afraid that I shall not manage to get out of hospital before the 15th 
Oct 42. I know you are going to suggest that you come here but sweetheart I must get away for a rest more than any 
thing. I am completely tired out and my nerves are very jumpy. What we are going I don’t know because your Mother 
will be shutting shop at the end of the month as you say. Can we not make some arrangement in Naini. Take a house 
for a month or something. I am afraid I shall have to leave suggestions to you but do anything you would really like to 
do too because I want you to have a good time as well. 
  I have had quite a few letters from you and one just before they took me up to the operating room which was so 
cheering. 
 Well darling I shall write again tomorrow. 
 Please, please, don’t worry. 
        With all my love, 
         Yours always and always   
        xxxx Donald xxxx 
 
Iris to Mac 

 
                   Blyth Cottage, 28.9.42 
My own darling – 

I was terribly upset to hear last night about your jaundice. It was beastly rotten luck and I know it’s a foul disease 
and very depressing. You poor sweet, I wish I could be with you to hold your hand – I feel so helpless here. I couldn’t 
sleep for worrying last night, but asked about jaundice at the hospital to-day & they said that after the first week you 
would probably be allowed up & then it would only be a question of dieting. Darling you don’t know how miserable I 
feel when I know you’re ill – I almost ache myself and long above everything to be near you to comfort you. You must 
always remember that I’m thinking of you – that every night before I got to sleep I talk to you & imagine your arms 
round me – I do you know, even though it sounds silly. I know you so well that I know what your answers would be 
& I get very close to you. When you’re feeling low, darling, remember how much a part of each other we are & feel my 
closeness, as I do yours – feel that you have me, or a bit of me, with you, and then you will almost feel my actual 
presence. At least that’s what I find I & can wish myself into a trance that is like a dream & very satisfying. 

I am much better & my hole has nearly closed. & I will only have to have one or two more dressings. I’m not 
walking much only ambling gently round the garden & spend the rest of the day sitting in the sun doing absolutely 
nothing. Alan is playing  in his pen beside me – he is just starting to crawl and I love to watch his antics and his 
purple face as he tries to pull himself up by the bars. He has a lovely colour and I’m not going to worry about his 
weight as everything else is right and he is so happy. He’s got a huge sense of humour and goes off into peels of laughter 
at the slightest provocation. He still has hardly any hair but it will presumably grow. Speaking quite without prejudice 
he is the prettiest baby I’ve seen – I almost wish he was a girl! But of course Fiona will be just as beautiful. Had a 
letter from Joan Davis to-day – her baby weighted 9 lbs 6 ozs!! She was 3 days having him & then had forceps so I 
haven’t anything to say! They’re calling him Lewis of all things – it reminds me of the coal-black barman of the Royal 
Hotel who is also Lewis. 
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I’m going to send this Air Mail to Calcutta to see if it gets you any quicker. I’ll write every day till I hear you’re 
coming. We’ll go for picnics & lie in the sun & get quite better & quite forget all about this horrible time. I’ve had a 
note from the bank saying they’ve received Rs 800 which will see us through our leave (I hope!). thank you darling. 

Get strong quickly my sweet & don’t do anything else silly will you? Mummy sends love & Alan lots of wet kisses. 
 All my dearest love to you – for ever & longer, Iris 
 

               Blyth Cottage, 29.9.42 
My sweet, 
 How are you I wonder – getting strong quickly I hope. Take a tonic & rest absolutely. You’ll soon be fit I’m sure 
& then nothing can stop us being together. I’m getting stronger every minute & eating vastly so I shall be huge by the 
time you arrive – won’t that be a change darling. 
 To-day I made my first excursion – to the Cinema to see “International Lady”449. It was very good & I didn’t 
suffer in any way. Of course I spend a fortune on dandies these days but it can’t be helped. 

Alan has been a bit cross to-day, it may be teeth or colds which we’ve all got. I’ve been trying to buy him a hat but 
I think I’ll have to resort to an enormous solar topee! He hates anything on his head and always wrenches it off. The 
present Ayah is awful. She drives us all crazy and is completely unreliable. I’ve got my eye on a good one so hope I 
won’t have this one much longer. They’re all so filthy dirty and slapdash & if you turn your back for a minute they slip 
off to talk to the servants and leave the baby to look after himself. I think I’m a bit over-fussy but its so terribly easy to 
infect a baby fatally. I’m going to put Alan onto Cow’s Milk very soon which will be a bit more trouble but much 
cheaper. 
 The Thompsons came to lunch to-day but otherwise nothing has happened. I’m reading a nice book called “Return 
of the Soldier”450 – about a man who comes back from the war with shell-shock, having forgotten the last 15 years of 
his life. 

Darling there is nothing to tell you except I’m longing to see you & praying it won’t be long. Every day I hope for a 
telegram to tell me you’ve started. I shall probably burst into tears all over you when you do arrive out of sheer relief & 
happiness! Hurry, hurry, hurry darling. 

Suzanne leaves in a couple of days so you’ll miss your elevating talks on the weather with her! Patty will be here 
though. 

Well good-night my dearest – keep cheerful & keep fit whatever you do. 
 For always I love you. Totty 
 
 

SHILLONG 
 

In Daughters of the Empire, Iris wrote: 
 

 I went back to my mother in Naini Tal, thinking it would be a short stay, but after I left, Shillong became a 
closed area to all but military personnel. However, when Mac became dangerously ill after two operations - we 
had both got appendicitis on the same day at opposite ends of India but I recovered more quickly - I made the 
journey back to see him without being challenged. This time I left Alan and the cat behind, and though only 
recently out of hospital, there were no crowds and there were men with trays and I was comfortable and 
segregated in the way I expected. I was worried sick though, as during those four days I had no idea what was 
happening to Mac. The telegram that had reached me simply said that he had been put on the danger list after 
his operation. 
 He was alive when I reached the Mission Hospital, but unrecognisable, gaunt like an old man. In the relief 
at seeing me, the abscess that was still keeping him feverish burst, and he started to heal. All round him, wall to 
wall in the rooms and all down the corridors, were sick and wounded from the Burma campaign. His appendix 
couldn't have chosen a worse moment to erupt, to turn septic, and then lead to jaundice. The two mission 
doctors were working round the clock; one of them had himself recently walked out of Burma, but they were 
always calm and cheerful. Later, one of them was to deliver my second daughter. 
 I had to find somewhere to live near the hospital, and was told of an American lady, a Mrs Nicholls Roy, 
who let rooms. When I went to see her I discovered that her husband was a Khasi, and called himself Reverend, 
since they had founded between them a fundamental type church: The One True Only Church of God. As far 
as I could judge they were the Two True Only Members, along with their hump-backed servant girl and their 
three sons. The Reverend and his sons ran a soft drinks business, but its profits, if any, didn't come into the 
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house. Mrs Nicholls Roy and I lived on pigeons' legs perched on a few grains of rice, which I supplemented 
with corn cobs bought off the Khasi stalls. 
 Mrs Nicholls Roy lived in a fantasy world, driven there by her husband's neglect. He only made rare visits 
to the house, so was replaced in her affection and thoughts by her Daddy-God. In the evening she took off her 
red wig and let down her thin, greying hair and sang me the hymns that Daddy had dictated to her during the 
day. "Beautiful, beautiful are the children of the true church, beautiful beautiful are their lips, their hands, their 
eyes, their feet," she wailed softly in the light of the flickering paraffin lamp. I listened drowsily and explored my 
teeth for fragments of pigeon. Meals were not only scant, but often interrupted by sudden messages from on 
high, which would make Mrs Nicholls Roy leap to her feet and speak in tongues. These coded dialogues with 
God surprised me at first, but soon became part of high tea. 

When the Reverend did appear, we were both silent in his presence, she because she was frightened of him, 
I because I didn't know how to deal with his soft, insulting banter. "Such an honour," he would drawl, "to have 
an English lady at our table. You English are fighters for our freedom isn't it?" How lucky Indians were, he 
mused, to be fighting their masters wars, driving their railway trains, running their sewage farms. He himself 
had an uncle who had been sent home to England and shown forty seven sewage farms, fortunate man. 
   Now I can sympathise with his feelings, and the probable insults his half-caste sons had had to endure, but at 
the time I found him unpleasant, and harboured suspicions that he might be a spy. During our lamplit gossips 
his wife often warned me about the lusts of married men, and how wives should always keep the key of the 
bedroom strapped to their bodies. The Reverend never shot a remotely lustful look in either of our directions. 
 My days were peacefully routine: a morning walk across a meadow to the hospital; an afternoon sleep to the 
thud of rain on the tin roof; another evening saunter to see Mac, the moistened air filled with the smell of burnt 
corn. Mac improved rapidly; and I didn't mention a slight problem of my own, the fact that my wound had 
opened and was oozing pus. I covered it with cotton wool, and only occasionally felt real discomfort. One 
afternoon I woke from my sleep to a great sense of peace all over, no itching or aching from my side. I looked 
down to see an inch of pink rubber tube protruding from my scar, part of the tube that had drained me and 
had been overlooked. After its removal I had no more trouble. I don't suppose it was the first piece of software 
to go missing in a British Military Hospital. 
 A few days before we left, Mac was able to walk very slowly across the field to the house and visit my room. 
We lay together on the bed, too weak to make love, but close in a way that had to last a long time. The war was 
out there, but here on Mrs Nicholls Roy's lumpy mattress we hoped so terribly for the best. We had no money, 
no home, an uncertain future, a very short shared past; but happiness was the circle of arms and the rain on 
the roof; if Alan had been with us, we would have hoped to stay like that forever. 
 

Violet’s diary shows when Iris left for Shillong, and notes carefully my weight as I grew under my 
grandmother’s careful regime.  
 

3rd October Iris went to Shillong  
10th October 16lb 3 and a half oz 
17th October 16 lb 10 and a half oz 
24th October 17lb 5 half oz 
7th November 17 lb 11 and a half oz.  
 

October 
 
Iris to Mother 
 
 c/o Mrs Nichols-Roy       Mountain View, Shillong, 8.10.42 
PS. Hope Robert is better 
Darling Mummy, 

Well here I am, with a roof over my head and a bed to sleep on and its all quite surprising! I arrived here yesterday 
at 4 p.m. and went straight to the hospital to see Mac. The matron of the hospital told me of this place which is ten 
minutes walk away. So I’m very lucky and comfortable and please don’t worry about me. 
 I was shocked to the core at Mac’s condition – I’ve never seen anyone so changed and it made me feel quite faint to 
think how ill he must have been to have reached such a condition. His eyes are sunk into his head and his cheeks just 
aren’t – nothing but skin stretched over bone and his arms and legs so thin and white. It is pathetic and I could hardly 
bear to look at him at first. However there is nothing to do but slowly build him up and be thankful he has got through 
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at all. He was normal for the first time yesterday so lets hope my arrival has started the good work! Poor darling, he is 
terribly depressed and I’m very thankful I came because just now he needs encouragement more than anything. He has a 
tube of course and is getting bowel washes in case there is another small abscess they did not find. I must say I was a 
little surprised at the hospital, but Mac tells me they are rushed of their feet and anyway I suppose one can’t expect 
everywhere to be as good as the Ramsey. He’s in a room smaller than mine with 2 other beds in it and everything a 
little vague and carefree. He tells me he has never been on a diet for his jaundice and orders his own meals! But there is 
no doubt that the Dr is good and that after all is the main thing. I went in search of Minadex451 this afternoon but 
could only find Malt and Cod Liver Oil. However I think I have ½ my old Metatone452 bottle at Elephant Falls. 
  I feel rather guilty rushing off so suddenly and leaving you to cope with Alan alone – I do hope you can manage 
and can get a decent Ayah. Let me know your plans for Agra so I can make ours to suit. I can never thank you enough, 
Mummy, for being such a haven to me – I don’t know what I should have done otherwise. Perhaps we’ll be able to do 
the same for you one day! I really am terribly grateful. 
  Am very tired so I’ll write again in the morning to tell you about the journey etc. 
   All love to you and my Alan. Iris 
 
 Mac and Iris were together from October until December when they went to Agra. Alan was 
with Violet until at least 7th November and she recorded his weight in her diary. There are no 
surviving letters between Iris and her mother during this period which suggests that she and Mac 
left Shillong for convalescence in Naini Tal.  
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AGRA 

 
December 
 
Iris to Mac 
 
                   19 December 1942 
My sweet, 
 I’m rather worried as I’ve had no note of your safe arrival but hope it’s your infallible memory to blame. I presume 
you’ld have wired if you hadn’t arrived safely. Had a letter from Patty to say she can’t have me till the end of January 
as they go out camping. So I’m relying on coming either to you or someone on the Tea Garden. I don’t want to stay 
here453, besides being so expensive. Please let me know as soon as you can darling. 
 I’ve been a fool & left your present a bit late to post – it was a holiday this morning and it can’t go till Monday. 
Anyway its coming, darling & all our love with it. Think of all the Christmases we’re going to have together, when you 
open it. All the little trees with Alan and Fiona dancing round them and the paper chains and bulging stockings (one 
for me too please!) And one day we’ll have our grandchildren toddling round a Christmas tree too – I’m dying to be a 
grandmother I’ll think of you hard on Christmas day darling  - Come and see me and kiss me good morning! 
   Fatty is 1 year old to-morrow – isn’t it incredible! He is having 8 children to tea and a proper cake and I hope will 
be a good host and not grab everyone’s food away from them. I’ve got him a couple of small presents. He’s being very 
good and isn’t so much a “Mummy’s boy” now. Ratan’s getting into the swing of things. 
 No news at all from here as you know. Billy & Daddy are due to arrive to-morrow. I don’t know what Billy will 
do here as there are apparently no girls. I’ve got a single room now upstairs in the block at right-angles. I put Alan and 
all his paraphernalia into the bathroom and its quite comfortable. I’m never in it anyway. 
 I feel terribly far away from you now, as if we’ld been apart from for years. Write as often as you can just to tell me 
you’re fit & happy (not too happy of course). 
 Hugs & kisses, darling, & blessings & a Happy Xmas - 
   Always yours – Totty 
 P.S. I’m sorry my letters are so dull but there is nothing to say unless I minutely describe the process of nappy-
washing! 



 203 

First birthday   (December 1942) 
 
Fat hands, pink cheeks, blue eyes,  
Filled with surprise 
At the strange ways of the world.  
Fair tendrils of hair that lie curled 
On a damp brow.  
You are so terribly, touchingly, innocent, now 
Will it all turn to dust 
This lovely trust? 
Can we build a land of dreams come true 
Out of this chaos, my son, for you? 
 
All is for you. All that we did in the war 
And more.  
Fears in parting. Fears of being afraid.  
Long loneliness. The wireless that played  
His tunes and mine. Letters that didn’t come 
No home –  
No hope. Telegrams that we didn’t dare 
To open. No-one with whom to share 
The gift of youth and the high song we should have sung 
Together while we were young.  
 
This was our gift to you, our sacrifice 
To keep that light in your eyes.  
That you might live freely, that you might ride and run 
And sit with your knees in the sun. 
That you should have time  
To discover the earth and the mountains therein to climb 
That you and your wife 
Would gaze into your fire and plan your life.  
 
If we can give you that which we have lost,  
It has been worth the cost 
And worth the weary sameness of our days. 
If we can raise 
An ultimate, unchallenged faith for you 
Something to make you of the chosen few 
And lead you, conqueror of every breath 
Unwearying to death.  
If we can frame the clouds for your delight 
And make each night  
A wider conquest for your urgent soul 
Then we have reached our goal 
And know that all our suffering was meant 
And know ourselves Content.  

 
21 December 1942 
 Darling I’m afraid I didn’t post this as you see. I’m very worried at not having heard a word from you & am 
wiring to-morrow. Please wire me occasionally if letters don’t get through. Now that they’ve bombed Calcutta I feel 
more cut off than ever. If I can’t come back please get on a course in January or February. But you must let me come 
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back if anyone else is there. I opened Andy’s letter to you & he seemed to think the C.O’s wife was coming in which 
case I shall be there at once. 

Alan was 1 year old yesterday and had a lovely party of toddlers who took themselves off to separate corners of the 
garden and amused themselves quite contentedly without taking the slightest notice of each other! Alan, the perfect host, 
scuttled like a crab to the nearest flower-bed and sieved mud through his fingers. He had a pink cake with chocolate 
centre and ate a vast tea, mostly off other peoples plates. He has no fear of other children now. 

I’m feeling rather foul to-day – glands & throat & general wuzziness. I shall probably do the hat-trick with my 
3rd Xmas in bed! Billy has been participating in the big “scheme” down South & arrives on 23rd. 

 Dearest sweet – I wish I could hear something but I feel you’re near me & try not to let myself get too depressed. 
I think I can P.G. with someone here for January & then will probably go to Patty’s. I’m so glad I’ve got Alan, I do 
love him so and he reminds me of you in many ways. 

Have a happy Xmas my darling & write to me. 
 All our love. 
 

 
Iris, Alan, Will, Violet, Robert, Richard, Billy 
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Christmas at Agra 

 
Richard, Iris, Alan, Violet and Will 
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     The bombing of Calcutta, mentioned in the previous letter, is believed to be the start of the food 
crisis which led into the terrible Bengal Famine. I have therefore placed a short account of that 
famine, a largely invisible background to the next two years of my parents' lives, here. 
 

The preamble to the famine was fall of Rangoon in March 1942 which cut off the export of 
Burmese rice into India. Fearing a Japanese invasion, boats used to bring up seed grain for planting in 
the Brahmaputra river areas were destroyed so there was a deficient harvest. The civil unrest of August 
with the Quit India movement added to the difficulties. In late 1942 Bengal was affected by natural 
disasters. The winter rice was afflicted by fungal brown spot disease and a cyclone and storm hit the 
coast. 

The Bengal Famine of 1943-4 was a deeply tragic failure on the part of the British Government. It 
is estimated that up to three million people died in these years as a result of starvation and disease. The 
Government of India dated the beginning of the Bengal food crisis from the air raids on Calcutta in 
December 1942, the acceleration to full-scale famine by May 1943 being a consequence of price 
decontrol. Mortality had peaked by November 1943. Thereafter disease accounted for the majority of 
deaths, especially from malaria. There was also a 'cloth famine' because the British military needed all 
the textiles it could get. A turning point in news coverage was when Ian Stephens of The Statesman 
solicited and published a series of graphic photos of the famine.  

 
                    Hotel Cecil,  30.12.42     
Darling sweet, 

Another letter to-day which was lovely. I’m so glad there’s a chance of leaving the Bn. Would you still be in 
Shillong though? I’m praying I can come back and tell them I’m a super stenographer and will be invaluable to the 
Brigade. I could leave Alan a little later when Mummy’s in Naini. Darling I do hate this separation and find life 
pretty depressing here as I have no friends and don’t feel like making any among the people here. I’m sorry about 
Dewer, I know you were right in going back & I was selfish in wanting you to stay. You must always ignore me when 
I get possessive. 

Alan is being very trying, I think it must be teeth this time. He screams for his bottle and spits it out when I give it 
to him and screams more – I don’t now what’s the matter! We both have tummy upsets so are feeling generally 
disorganised. 

I had a rambling & quite inane letter from Mrs Nichols-Roy to-day & she wants Rs. 6.12 for taxis – would you 
get it to her darling? I do think she’s perfectly potty. 

Mummy & I have been busy making marmalade and are both feeling blistered about the fingers & very noble – it’s 
for War Funds. She is still insisting on getting up parties which I loathe – but she gets so angry if I refuse to go. 
That’s how I get mixed up with Americans – gertcha, I wish I could be left in peace. Uncle Roy454 is back for New 
Year & Billy’s gone to Delhi. 

Darling, I’m feeling very tired & full of grumbles so I won’t go on to-night. 
I wish you were here & I could cry on your shoulder. 

 This is the next day and I’ve got another letter from you. It would be fun if I could come and work for you and help 
you write all your important letters – we’ld do great things between us. Could I bring Alan or wouldn’t there be any 
place for him? I do hope it comes off. Will you be very liverish in the office? I hope so darling & I can cheek you back. 
 Thank you for the money which I’ll send for. I’m spending very little outside my hotel bill. Billy has saved Rs 
5,000 – doesn’t it make you weep? He never spends a sou if he can help it & has left most of his bills here unpaid! 
Oh well, he hasn’t got a couple of portly boys to hug & kiss so he doesn’t know what it means to be happy. 
 I hope my parcel to you has arrived – let me know if it hasn’t as it was registered. 
 Good-bye darling – 

Love from your naughty fatty boy – 
   And all mine for ever – 
    Totty
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SHILLONG 
 
Mac to Iris 
 
                 Shillong, 31.12.42 
My darling, 
 No letter from you for a whole week. I only hope that mine are getting thro’. Evidently another block in Calcutta. I 
am looking forward to getting thousands of letters one of these days or will it be like last time, a nice excuse for not 
writing?? 
 I have had an early bath and am missing dinner and soaking myself with medicine in one final effort to get rid of 
this blasted cold. Thank goodness I have got rid of the pains in my chest but have acquired an aching cough. 
 You will notice it's the 31st and tomorrow is the Scots big show. Well I have missed it. Andy and I were 
celebrating with dinner at Pinewoods but I am afraid that he had to go off alone. Still I should just feel miserable if I 
had gone. 
 Please let me know your plans for the next month or so. 
 I may go and see Bosun. He is somewhere near Bombay you know. Keep your fingers crossed. 
 Write and tell me how all is getting along. I suppose that he [Alan] will start walking soon. I hope we shall be 
together then. Does he still swear at his Daddy. I don’t suppose he will remember me at all. I was just beginning to get 
to know him, at least, he was one. 
 Well darling you must excuse the short note but am very busy!!?! (really) 
         All my love sweet, 
           Yrs Donald 
Kiss my Fatty. 
 

1943 
 
According to her father's diary, Iris went to Delhi on 1st January with her mother, Robert and 
Uncle Roy, and when her mother and Robert returned to Agra on the 3rd January she went to stay 
with the Hyde Frosts. The diary does not note that Alan was with her but one must assume that he 
was. 
 
January 
 
Mac to Iris 
 
                        Shillong, 6.1.43 
My darling, 
 Just got a letter of yours. They are taking ages to get through aren’t they. It was the letter in which you had the 
episode with the American. Furious of course I am furious but what is the use. I can’t do much when I am miles and 
miles away. That is up to you although I sincerely hope darling that you do not do it too often. No sweetheart telling me 
that made me feel all queer and really I felt that the world had come to an end and that you didn’t love me and that I 
haven’t given you enough happiness. There are people who could give you more I know darling but I [am]  trying hard 
to get more & more for you. But you do love me don’t you? What did this bloody American do. I hope he didn’t kiss 
you, although I suppose he must. It makes me sick, I am sorry darling but the very idea of you in any body elses arms 
just would kill me. 
 I am afraid that I am not feeling to well just now and the doctor says I have overdone things. I hope it is not true. I 
am going down for another examination today. I hope it does not mean any more hospital etc. I don’t think so. I shall 
just have to take things easy. 
 The C.O. is supposed to come back today although I have my doubts as the trains are running late still. 
 Darling I can’t get this bloody American off my head. I am awful I know. Please promise me you won’t do it 
again. I have no right to ask you to promise me but darling I am a funny person and I love you so desperately that if I 
thought you were getting keen on one of those Americans that I should  ----- Anyway darling you must tell me always 
about these things as I will and we both have been doing. 
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 I only wish to God that we were together. Life is absolutely hell up here and I am moody and in a continual temper. 
I am getting worse and I am not feeling the way I should. I need you terribly and being apart is tearing my insides 
apart. 
 Well my little girl please excuse this letter. Keep your little chin up. I wish I could kiss you now. Love to Alan and 
all the love in the world to you Iris. 
 Yours ever & ever, Donald 
 
                      Shillong , 9.1.43 
My darling, 
 I received your letter dated the 23rd Dec yesterday. I really don’t know what happens to mail. It is horrible. I think 
I shall send a wire to you on principal every week. Anyway it will bring us a bit closer together. I am afraid I wrote 
such a horrible letter last time. I am sorry darling but it is the way I am made. 
  I am frightfully busy these days but not feeling too well I don’t suppose it is much to worry about but I hate being 
continually on the verge of being alright and all wrong. 
  The C.O. has come back minus wife much to his disgust. He is just the same old dodderer. Makes me wild all the 
time. I really am beginning to hate him as everybody does in the Bn. I think, except our ‘Les’ who loves him. Birds of a 
feather I think really. ‘Les’ of course now that he has been let off taking the Urdu exam is a marvellous man. 
 I thought Alan would have cut his teeth by now. I am expecting to see [him] with teeth and talking which won’t be 
long now. By the way you haven’t told me the details of your new abode. Are you leaving the Hotel or what? Darling 
please look after yourself and don’t stint yourself in anyway. You can have all the money you want so please have good 
food etc. It is not worth it out in this beastly country. 
 Thanks very much for sending the wire to my mother. It will please her no end. I am afraid I was popping in and 
out of bed most of Christmas and New Year. So missed things and you tremendously. I did not kiss anybody under any 
tree at New Year. I was kissing you in my dreams darling and am missing you.  All my love to yourself and Alan, 
 Yrs always & always, Donald 
 
            Welsh Mission Hosp, Shillong [no date] 
My darling, 
 I sent you a wire yesterday cause mail does not seem to be getting through and I thought it just as well to let you 
know that I am still alive and kicking. Really I am as fit as a fiddle and feel better now than I have ever felt. Evidently 
at the same time as they did the hernia operation they took out a little pus from the previous operation that had been left 
behind and also one or two more stitches. Dr Hughes455 is quite mystified about it all but guaranteed that I should 
have no more trouble in that direction. I shall be having my stitches out in a day or two and hope to be back on the job 
in 10 or 14 days time. Sweetheart I hope all this has not worried you too much and I thought I would not tell you 
before about it as it would only have worried you more. Now that it is all successfully finished there is nothing left but 
for me to tell you about my 3rd ‘op’ which I shall be doing soon. 
 I have been reading quite a lot just lately. Reading all about shooting etc. That book which I got in Calcutta has 
been grand and I have been picking arguments just to show off my superior knowledge about birds & beasts. Rather 
fun. 
 I hope sweety that you are having a good time and that you went to Delhi456. I shall be sending more money soon. 
Let me know if you want any immediately as I am paying off Chowdry in large lumps so there won’t be much left. 
Who cares? I don’t, as long as I have you and Alan. 
 The news these days is pretty good isn’t it. Russia doing pretty big stuff. I don’t think that the end can be very far 
distant now and we shall go home even if we have to pinch a rowing boat. 
 Oh by the way I hope ‘Pinkie’ was nice to you and didn’t hold your hand too long. These young blokes you got to 
watch. Up to all kind of tricks. 
 I have the wireless on just now and Bing Crosby has just sung a song. He’s good darling, quite good. 
 Well sweetheart I must go to sleep as I am feeling tired. I am going to sleep thinking of you as I always do. Kiss me 
my darling. 
             Donald. 
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               Welsh Mission, 18.1.1943   
My sweet, 
 Just received three letters from you in one day one dated the 26th Dec! Here I have been blaming you for not writing 
although I know perfectly well you had. Another letter was written while you were on the train to Delhi. Darling I 
deserved it all. I am terrible. I know you love me Iris and it hurt to hear you say that anything could ever poison our 
relationship. It was all my fault and my not feeling well. I realized after I had written that letter how ‘caddish’ and 
low I had been. Nothing Iris will ever come between us. I love you so much. Please please forgive me. If I could only see 
you now I could cry quite openly on your shoulder darling. I am writing this letter very late but am just feeling so lonely 
and in love that I could go on for weeks. You must get incredibly lonely and my little sweet must not cry. Oh darling 
darling how I long for you. In one of your letters, quite by accident I am sure you left a strand or two of your hair. I 
have them now and am kissing them imagining that it is you and you are close to me. I am nearly asleep and will 
finish this tomorrow. Goodnight sweet my love. I have sent you a kiss. Bless you. 
 Next morning. The doctor has just been in and said that my stitches can come out so I shall be up by the end of the 
week with any luck. I am feeling really wonderfully fit and have no qualms at all. The doctor says I must take things 
easily for a while after. Something like three months. I think that I can manage that alright. 
 Lady Linlithgow457 was round the hospital yesterday. There was quite a flap on, everybody running round in small 
circles. She didn’t go into every ward however and I did not see her although she naturally asked about me! She must be 
getting fed up at the sight of me in Delhi??? 
 Legru458 left hospital yesterday. He was a bit sorry about it all. He has been here for six months now and the place 
was like a home to him. All the little nurses wept profusely. 
 Well sweetheart take care of yourself. I hope to see you about the middle of next month. Keep your fingers crossed. I 
cannot say more and I cannot promise anything else. 
 Again, I hope you had a good time in Delhi. 
       All my love to you and Alan, 
        Yrs always, Donald 
 
             Welsh Mission, 22.1.43 
Darling, 
 A wire and two letters in one day to thank you for. I am so glad that you went to Delhi. It probably did you the 
world of good. It must be very tiring indeed looking after Alan all the time and he must be getting quite a handful 
nowadays. I wish I could have been with you in Delhi. I would have loved going round the shops, really I would 
darling. I hope you got just what you wanted. I hope to get your clothes which are here to you soon. 
 I am feeling on top of the world still. My stitches are out and everything has gone according to the book this time. 
No complications. I shall be in here another week or so as the doctor wants me to give this wound a complete rest. I 
agree and as there is nothing much doing with the Bn it will do me good. The food is twenty times better than our mess. 
I do nothing but eat sleep and eat much to the disgust of the nurses whom I am sure have a nickname for me which 
hints at eating large quantities. I am afraid that I am putting on weight at a disgusting rate. Talk about ‘Fatty Boy’. 
 How did you find Alan when you got back. I suppose he is looking wonderful with his teeth. Has he said anything 
yet. It is about time he said a word or two isn’t it? 
 The C.O. has been ill in bed ever since he came back and I have not seen him for ages. Not that it worries me much 
mind you. Andy has left the hospital and another fellow called Elwell459 whom you did not meet has taken his place. 
The Assam Regt always has a[t] least two people in the hospital. I can’t see how they can avoid it with all those 
officers. 
 Since I have been in hospital I have got very keen on ‘Crosswords’ and yesterday I did all but four words which was 
pretty good for me. Its funny how one gets into the way of doing them. You could do them in about ten minutes, I know, 
but it is good for me isn’t it darling. 
 With any luck darling you will not have to go to Naini this year. Can’t tell you why just you pray and keep those 
fingers crossed. 
 Well darling heart I must go to sleep as my head is buzzing with words ending in ‘ing’ etc. 
 I love you my sweet. Take care of yourself and Alan. Bless you both. 
          Xxx Always yours xxxx   Donald 
Sorry for such a sketchy letter but there is really no news. 
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              Welsh Mission, 22.1.43 
My darling, 
 I have just written or at least sent you a letter today but somehow, I want to talk to you and as I cannot, do you 
mind if I just blether to you in this letter and write anything that comes into my mind. Have had a crack at todays 
crossword and have not been very successful despite the purchase of a book called “Everybodys complete Encyclopedia.” 
Actually I have given up the Crossword and broadening my mind reading this book. Quite good fun. Fellow next door 
has just had an operation and is groaning away. I hope I did not sound quite as bad as that. Yes there is the other 
fellow just come down from the operating theatre after two hours. Couldn’t find out what was wrong with him. He is 
also letting out horrible groans. This place sounds almost like a hospital really. I hope it does not go on all night. They 
are in the next room to me. 
   Darling heart I hope you don’t mind all this drivel but I rather like just jotting down what I am thinking and what is 
going on in the vicinity. You don’t mind do you. It is just about tea time now. I wish you were here to have a cup ‘a’ 
tea with me like  you used to. Legru left me a huge tin of golden syrup which I gorge myself on. ----- Better make up 
our minds where and on what (very important) we are going home. 
 The war seems to have taken at last a definite turn for the better and with any luck should be over by the end of this 
year. I hope so. I really honestly don’t see what I am going to do. Two courses are open, stay in the army or go back to 
tea until something else turns up. What do you honestly think darling. I think we might as well sort of have an idea of 
what we will be doing, some plan or other.  I must have something to keep you and Alan. Lets go to the South Sea 
Islands and make our own home and wear grass skirts and swim all day. 
 I must stop all this drivel darling. I shall write some sense tomorrow. No news yet but hope soon. I love you sweet 
more and more and hope that we shall be together very soon.   
            Always yours, 
             Donald 
 
             Welsh Mission, 25.1.43 
My own darling, 
 Well two weeks ago today since I had my operation and I feel on top of the world. I have every hope of being out of 
hospital at the end of this week. That is Dr Hughes’s opinion so I have as I say every hope. Please don’t worry darling 
because as I say I am absolutely a new man now. 
 Hospital is rather boring just now although I have the Crossword and plenty to read. I have just read a marvellous 
book called Athenian Memories by Compton Mackenzie. Absolutely terrific. I wish darling, if you can manage it, get 
me any other books of his under the following titles, Greek Memories or Athenian Memories Books 1 & 3 (it was the 
2 book I read). I don’t think I have liked a book so much since I read Lawrences works. 
 Yes darling I am so sorry the way I upset you with my letters. I deserve to be spanked. On[e] thing I don’t deserve is 
to have you the way I treat you darling. I am awful really but you must put up with me please sweet and pay no 
attention to my silly ness. Iris you know I should never do anything to hurt you intentionally and I know to that you 
love me. I am just a bloody fool at times. It shook me badly last time I left you more so than you know, because I 
realise now that my whole life just revolves round you and you again. Believe me darling girl and please forgive me. 
 Funny thing I discovered here the other day. One of the sisters (staff) told me. She said that last time I was here Dr 
Hughes was very worried about me and my condition and attributes my coming round again to your arrival. He had 
said that up to the time you arrived my condition had become serious and that I was running far to high temperatures 
for his liking. I did not realize what he was driving at when he kept asking me this time whether you were here or not. 
Just shows darling what an effect you have on me. When you arrived something just seemed to snap into place again. 
This time however it was such a minor affair that the thought of you and being able to see you soon was and has been 
enough. 
 Well after talking all about myself how is the family and my fat urchin. All the nurses here have fallen in love with 
him from vivid descriptions and the few photos I have of him. Priss was frightfully disappointed that you and Alan did 
not come back with me. Do let me know what you and Alan are doing. You know a thought has struck me and my hair 
is standing on end with guilt. I never wrote your Mother and thanked her for what she did for us while on leave. Please 
apologise and say that I am doing so and my excuse is poor, not feeling too bright and lots of work. 
 By the way I received your telegram asking me to wire my condition which I will do tomorrow but please darling do 
not worry because I am feeling grand honestly.   
 Well darling heart I must shut up now as it is late and my companion wants to go to sleep so I shall have to put 
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out the light. 
 All the love and kisses in the world darling. I wish I could have you in my arms. 
         Yours always, 
            Donald 
  
                Welsh Mission  27.1.43 
My darling, 
 Two lovely long letters from you, one with Andys letter enclosed. I have written pretty often so you should be getting 
pretty regular bulletins of my health. I still feel grand and I hope I shall be back, as you say, “to the grindstone” pretty 
soon. I am definitely going to take things easy. (Excuse my butting in but the wireless has just now announced that 
Bing Crosby is to sing, “If I had my way”. He is, I admit darling, making quite a good job of it). No Andy has not 
left yet so I shall give him your chit the next time he comes in. He has been very good about coming in and seeing me. 
He is a good bloke. I am so glad Alan is so full of beans. I should have been very annoyed if he had not recognized his 
Mummy when you came back from Delhi. 
 I am so sorry to hear about your Mother460. What dog was it that caused all the damage. I hope it isn’t still flying 
round. Keep a good look out. I don’t want either you or Alan to be caught. 
 Diana and Jenny are grand and Jenny has grown huge. She is still limping slightly but I think it won’t be long 
now before she will be O.K. 
 Letter from the Company which I enclose. The second piece of ----- I have had from them since I left nearly three 
years ago. Still if we are stuck I can always have something to fall back on. 
 Hamilton came in this evening. He has lost sight in that eye and says there is no hope for it. He sent his regards. I 
feel awfully sorry for him. Still he seems very cheerful about it all. 
 Darling please do not worry about me. I am absolutely alright now and apart from the fact that I have to take 
things easily for a while I am in far better health than I have been for a long while. Touch wood. I miss you terribly 
and I [am] sure the tables will turn shortly. At least I am more or less certain. Well my little honeybunch you must 
excuse the short note but really I have no news at all. I shall try and think of adding some more to this tomorrow 
morning. Goodnight darling xxxx 
 Nothing to add my sweet. The Doc was very pleased with my progress this morning. 
    Take care of yourself darling heart. Tons of love, 
         Yours always, Donald 
 
             Welsh Mission 29.1.43 
My darling, 
 I am getting your letters quite regularly now and how I love them. You have no idea how much I love them. It is 
getting rather boring in hospital now and I have plenty of time to think. When I do it is inevitably about you and Alan. 
I think of all kinds of things. I build castles in the air; I know darling but I love doing it. I think about your next 
birthday and what I will get you and one thing leads to another and I find that nothing could be good enough. Crash, 
down comes my little castle and I say, “Well maybe I can’t get all those things but what I do get doesn’t really matter 
it's the thought behind it.” Then I think about next Christmas and what we shall do. All three of us shall have 
stockings and we shall have a Christmas tree with countless lights and a roaring fire with Alan scooting about making 
happy little noises. We shall be together, we must be. Darling wouldn’t it just be heavenly. Am I raving sweetheart? 
Our little house at home naturally has taken up a permanent place in my thoughts. I always say that I must get it 
without you knowing and suddenly one day I will whisk you off and land you at the front gate. A funny little gate that 
always swings shut and squeaks slightly, yes darling I go into the minutest detail and go on and on brick upon brick 
and I really imagine at times that we are there. Do you think darling we shall ever have all these things? I hope to God 
that we do. 
 Its raining outside and I feel nice and cozy but missing you terribly. However it won’t be long now. Is it warming 
up in Agra now. I suppose it will be. I don’t suppose you know anybody down in the Nilgiris do you? 
 I am still as fit as a fiddle and the doctor said I can get up so I shall be back to work in a few days. I am going to 
take it easy this time. No darling I have had no nice  girls which I would like to hold hands with though mind you one 
or two have been to see me. Dora for one. She sent me some lovely flowers from Government house. Very good of her. 
General Rankin461 came in and had a chat: jolly little fellow and was quite sorry to hear about my mishaps. 
 Well my darling little girl I must finish off this. I am sorry that is so short but there is really no news. I found out 
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by the way that Iris means Rainbow in some language, Greek, I think. So my little Rainbow goodnight and kiss my 
little weeny Rainbow for me xxxx 
 Always Always yours, 
     Donald 
 
February 
                Welsh Mission, 2.2.43 
My darling, 
   Just received another letter from you and darling before we go any further you must get a decent ayah or nurse for 
Alan.  You are just tiring yourself out. Put an adv. In the paper and get a good ayah please. What does it matter what 
you pay her. I don’t mind and I think that we can afford it. I know you sweetheart you will just say “Oh but I would 
rather look after Alan myself.” Please darling promise me that you will get an ayah. I was very sorry to hear that Alan 
had tummy upset and hope it is nothing bad. I am glad that you are finding time for your book.  You have no idea how 
I am looking forward to it Iris. Not because of the money but because I would like to see [you] fulfil an ambition which 
I am convinced you are capable of. 
 Well I am up now and feeling grand. I have been up and walking (gently) about the place and hope to get back to 
work at the end of this week. I must say that I was surprised how strong I felt this time when I got up. I am not 
overdoing it though. 
 The C.O. is now in the hospital. Run down generally. I had a long talk with him this evening about the Bn and 
things in general. I think the old man was quite surprised and got an eye opener. I am afraid I got quite hot under the 
collar. He said after agreeing with most things I said “Mac you musn’t take things so seriously. They will sort 
themselves out”. I ask you, what can one do? It does get me down really and I feel quite depressed and feel that I am 
shirking my duty in this show. However I will not involve myself in a grumble, I always have you which makes up for 
all things. 
 Lady Cloy[Clow] came in this morning and had a chat. She is the most amusing little thing. I rather like her. Very 
unassuming and pleasant. 
 Andy has left now and I shall have no one who I really like left in the Bn. Actually I shouldn’t make such a 
sweeping statement. Some of the fellows are grand. You must meet Harry Langworthy462 some time. Young but 
frightfully jolly and full of heart. There is also a fellow called Bond463 who is rather a good bloke. 
 The young fellow in with me just now has just been telling me about his ‘fiasco’. They were engaged just before he 
came out. He is very young and so is she by the looks of things they both are head over heals with each other. One thing 
leads to another and it just reminds me that we shall have been married two years in a week or two. I don’t think there 
is a happier man than me in having made my choice of you. I think that we have accomplished the perfect and the way 
God meant it to be. Do you feel that as well darling. 
 I have immersed myself in a book of Pat Slade’s464 called the “Truth about Russia”. Very well written and 
interesting. I always have a secret desire to go to Russia but know that really I never shall somehow. Excuse my 
vagueness. I have decided (you  must not laugh at me darling) that having neglected my studies when younger that 
something must be done now so I read big books with long words and a Dictionary perched on a table nearby. I shall 
catch up on you one day. The worst of it is that I have not got the memory you have. I should be far happier putting 
rings on a piston of a steam engine. However I don’t think anybody has died by trying to learn out of books. 
 I have read through this letter and find I have written some pretty average ‘bilge’. But I like rambling. 
 Well my darling I must leave you and make a non-stop flight to the bathroom. Lots of love and please take care of 
yourself and Alan and do as I suggest. I won’t be long now. 
 Bless you sweet, 
 Xxxx Donald xxxx 
 
            Welsh Mission 3.2.1943 
My sweet, 
 Another letter from you. We are being good now and I am getting so I reckon your letters by the hour and not by 
days. No I am still in hospital and shall be for a few more days. They are taking no chances with my bursting 
enthusiasm at getting back to work! Talking of bursting things I nearly burst with pride at cracking the Statesman 
Crossword in 3 hours today. Pretty good what! Your thin husband is getting on. 
 I think that I am steadily going bats actually, because I have gone completely nuts on Russia. I have written down 
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to the Pelman465 place in Calcutta and ask them to teach me Russian just like that! So ifsky you metiki me againski 
please do notski be surprised at the way I talk. Russians as you know have thousands of dialects so I have left the entire 
problem of the most popular dialect to Mr Pelman. Hope he can oblige me. What about learning it with me. You know 
“enter Vodka, down with beer” sort of thing. This evening I have been amusing myself by listening to a fellow in the 
R.I.A.S.C. who prides himself by the amount of bribes he takes. Not only that but he sees how much more he can 
squeeze out [of] these fat Bania’s466 No ‘bloody’ shame at all. I won’t enter what I thought or said, it would only 
make me blush to know that I had accumulated such a vulgar verbosity. 
 I am so glad [Alan] is being good. I wonder how long it will be before he knows how to be naughty and be like a 
bag of monkeys. I trust darling you are concealing your little ways or are you teaching him so that Daddy will have two 
naughty fat things to contend with. 
 I am afraid I cannot think of any more news. One doesn’t get much in the hospital. Of course I could go on for 
quite a while telling you how much I missed you and how much I loved you. You know that though don’t you Totty. 
Next time I will tell you it will be with you next [to] me. 
 All my love sweetest girl, 
 Yours ever Donald 
 
             Welsh Mission, 8.2.43 
My darling, 
 I think that the mails have gone to pieces again because I have not had a letter from you for a few days. However 
darling I am not complaining. You have been nearly as good as I have! I have just seen the doctor and I am leaving here 
on Wednesday this being Monday. Just as well really because it is very nice here and such things as long baths and 
excellent food cannot just be thrown away. 
 I went out yesterday by myself for a walk through the wood down to the Bishop & Beadon Falls which supply the 
Electric Current for Shillong. They are a wonderful sight I must admit. Terrific drop. 
 My bedmate has had his operation and has made a very quick recovery with no complications as I had. Some people 
are lucky. Yesterday afternoon I went out to tea with the Russel’s (Dr). They are a grand couple. They lost all in 
Burma and he only gets about Rs 450 a month. It does seem a shame. He could quite easily be a Lt/Col in the 
I.M.S. if he wanted but seems devoted to this work. They have all those children too which must really be a terrific 
burden. Still it shows it can be done and there is hopes for us yet darling! Mrs Russel467 asked after you and Alan. She 
even remembered his name and she asked me if I had any photos of him. I have sent some over today so she can have a 
look. 
   I am still bats about Russia and learning the language. I think it will be rather interesting don't you? What about 
learning it with me sweetheart. We could go about being very swank by the occasional ‘eki’ to our words. I am sending 
Rs 400 this month darling. If you want more please let me know because I have it here. 
 Well sweetheart excuse this rather sketchy letter but there is really no news. 
 Things are developing alright and I may see you very soon now. 
         All my love, 
     Yours always, Donald 
 

 
                Elephant Falls, 10.2.1943 
My sweetheart, 
 Back to the yoke and feeling pretty good. Just received one of your letters which was delayed by a pretty little girl 
carrying it round in her pocket. Have just received another letter in which you were in an awful temper sweet. Please go 
back to the hotel if the food is not good enough for Alan. Rather that than for him to get really ill. I am sorry for you 
darling, it must be an awful amount of work but I hope by now that you have a decent Aya. You must not work 
yourself up. You know darling that I feel just the same. I hate the mess and only wish that you and I could have our 
own little bungalow with everything the way we want and we can do just as we want to do. 
 The[y] battalion generally I think is still bad and I have made a resolution to find the root of the trouble. I think 
that it lies with the B.O’s and senior Indian Officers. I am going to tell the C.O. this and make one or two suggestions 
to improve it even if it means getting into hot water. I think that the C.O. will listen to me. I sincerely hope so anyway 
because I have great faith in the man. 
 I found Dina and Jenny in excellent condition and Jenny has grown out of recognition although I am afraid the 
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little thing is a bit wild. I am afraid I have not got much time to get down to training here as we are frightfully busy 
just now. 
 By all means I shall send the money. Darling you are frightfully good about spending. I feel as if you are not getting 
or taking a proper share in things. Please have what you want. 
 I am so sorry this is so short and sketchy but the mail is going now so I must close. I shall write tonight and see if I 
cannot make things a bit better. 
 All my love and take care of yourself and Alan, 
       Yours ever & ever, 
             Xxxx Donald xxx 
 

RANIPET, MADRAS 
 

 The background to the rest of the account is Donald Macfarlane's transfer from Shillong to military service in 
southern India. This meant that Mac and Iris hardly met again during the war. A few details of this change are 
given in Peter Steyn's History of the Assam Regiment, from which I have quoted:  
 'The raising of a second battalion for the regiment started in 1942. Major I. N. Macleod was commandant with 
him went Captain Macfarlane and several other more recently posted officers. By 14 April, there were collected 
some seven officers and 450 men to take the field on the following day under Lieutenant-Colonel I. N. Macleod at 
a parade attended by many high military and civil officials in Shillong. The new unit got down to basic training. 
Captain D. K. Macfarlane, the Adjutant, and Lieutenants Davis and Manilal Barua had learnt the hard way of 
trial and error with the 1st Battalion. 
 Early in 1943, hopes were high that the 2nd Battalion Assam Regiment might soon be allowed to join the 1st 
Battalion on the Chindwin front, but in March these hopes were dashed with the arrival of orders for the unit to 
move at once to Ranipet in South India. It was a hard blow for the officers and men, who had trained so eagerly, 
to be moving away from the fighting front instead of towards it. However, India was then going through a difficult 
period in her internal security and the 2nd Battalion's task was to be a vital one. The 2nd Battalion Assam 
Regiment was ordered to move from Shillong to Madras to carry out railway protection duties. It moved south in 
March 1943.  
 'Ranipet is a small railway terminal on a branch line from Wallajahpat Road Station on the main Madras-
Cochin route, some seventy-five miles away from Madras city by road. The camp area, which the 2nd Battalion 
Assam Regiment now occupied, was one mile outside the town and on the bank of the Palar River, facing the 
historic Arcct-Fort on the opposite side. The greater part of the camp lay within a large toddy palm grove, the 
remainder was on the sandy bank of the Palar a position which was found to be a burial ground. Although the 
accommodation was in tents and huts, the foliage of the palms overhead provided some relief from the burning 
rays of the sun during the hottest weather. Companies were sent out for months at a stretch to patrol the railway 
lines towards Madras, Bangalore and Bombay from fixed bases. While some platoons set out on foot from platoon 
and section posts alongside the railway lines, others would travel by train. 
 On the night of 28 June and, in the early hours of the following morning, they awoke to find their worst fears 
confirmed. Many had the unpleasant experience of seeing by the dim light of dawn their kits slowly rising from the 
floor and beginning to float away. D Company, under Captain Stonor, was the worst hit for they occupied slightly 
lower lying ground than did the rest of the 2nd Battalion. The company area was soon flooded to a depth of more 
than a foot by the swirling muddy water. 
 Complete boredom was the cause of many men getting into trouble and some came into conflict with local 
civilians and authorities. It was, therefore, a great relief when 2nd Battalion Assam Regiment handed over its 
irksome duties to the 3rd Battalion (The Nizam's Own) Hyderabad State Infantry in November, and moved 
nearer Bangalore to join 150th Indian Infantry Brigade at Bethmangala near the Kolar gold mines. The 
enthusiasm was so great that the Battalion marched under a gruelling sun, some two hundred miles from Ranipet 
in full marching order without a single man falling out of the column.' 
 
 In July 1945, the 2nd Battalion left South India, and, under a new Commanding Officer, Lieutenant-Colonel 
J. F. R. Woodhouse moved up to the Gauhati area, where it went into camp on the banks of the Brahmaputra 
River.  
 
 
[Noted in Will's diary that Iris was  in Meerut from the latter part of February 1943. She motored 
back from Meerut to Agra 27th March and left for Naini Tal with her mother and Robert 29th 
March.] 
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                                                                                      Not dated or addressed 
My dearest, 
 I got a letter yesterday addressed to the new address. I am glad you are not going to tick me off darling because I 
should have felt so miserable. By the way talking of letters if I remember by the time I finish this I have an airgraph 
from your Uncle Ernest468 which came to me somehow or other. I hope darling that you have got your money. I am 
awfully sorry about it all because it is not a question this time of not having it. It is there and plenty more only the 
blasted bank isn’t simply playing. I have had no reply to my last two attempts. If we weren’t going back to S[hillong]. 
I should shift my account altogether. I am glad you have a good Aya and that you are finding things easier. You are 
very naughty to attempt doing the whole thing just tiring yourself out for no reason. It must be getting hot in Meerut 
now it certainly is here. One thing about this place is that you can get a cool night and a good sleep and if you get that 
then one can work thro’ any heat I say. 
 Not much news here. The C.O. has returned from a little jaunt in Bangalore and seems highly pleased with himself. 
 I have still to find out where all the birds, game birds to in this place. The Local policeman assures me that there 
are all kinds of things but perhaps that's just to keep on the right side of me. Anyway darling, I don’t want to sound to 
happy about this cause you might think I don’t love you, and am not missing you, on Saturday or Sunday I am going 
duck shooting. First time for a long time. I hope I shall get something. I am alas very interested to see what kind of 
duck there is about these parts. Very different I believe from up north. Anyway as you and Alan are both keen 
fishermen, I won’t disturb your waters. Of course I shall take a hand and scream fantastically when either of you are 
doing the wrong thing. It would I admit be fun to do some fishing. I like fishing very much, next to shooting I think. I 
know you will like it. One day I will row you in a boat in between the islands of Loch Morar469. Its lovely there 
darling. You seem to think that you own each little island and nothing in the world could touch you there. I used to 
stand with heather up to my waist and think that I was king over all the islands and God help anyone who tried to set 
foot on my kingdom. Silly thoughts you may say darling but wait, I always say wait, wait, don’t I, but some day you 
are coming home with me, and you are coming into my real home. 
 Well my sweet I am just rambling on because I must talk to someone and I am love sick as the devil. I read through 
this and there does not seem to be ryme nor reason.  Still you don’t mind do you Iris, 
 All my love girlie to you and Alan, 
      Ever yours, Donald 
 
March 
              14 Adv. Base P.O.  6.3.43 
 
My darling girl, 
 I feel awful just now and need you terribly. Not a very good beginning to a letter but I am beginning to hate 
everything and everybody in this damn place. To me everybody seems so short sighted and smug. The C.O. is a useless 
old man and our wonderful ‘Les’ trails him round like a dog. I have never seen a person suck up so much as he does. 
They both sit back and talk a lot and everybody else does the work. Honestly I am sick of it and if it wasn’t for you I 
should go flat out and have a row and get out of it. Its criminal the whole outfit. The men themselves are grand, you 
couldn’t have a better lot. I think I might bear it if you were here or I could see you darling girl. You really are 
everything. I simply don’t know how I am going to go on being parted. I think of you all day now. You are never out of 
my mind. Its your fault and my only wish is that you love me as much Iris. You do don’t you sweet. Say you do, say 
you miss me say you can never stop loving me. As far as I can see the earliest possible time that I have of seeing you is 
going to be July. God knows Iris how I am going to stick things as long as that. Still [for] your sake and for mine I 
shall try. Remembering you and the times we have been together makes me gloriously happy for a time and only when I 
am brought with [a] jolt to the ground do I realise how silly this all is and wonder why we shouldn’t always be 
together and happy. We will one day won’t we sweet. You do love me a lot don’t you. I am absolutely frantically in 
love with you and you must know that. Well sweetheart it is next morning and I feel a lot better for having written the 
above although I am quite sure you will think I am mad. The mail is just about due in so I am waiting in the office 
doing odd jobs until I see if there is anything in it. I don’t suppose you would have written after my effort but I live in 
hopes. NO letter darling still you have been very good and I have been the naughty one. 
 I must get this into the post today so bye bye just now.   
 Always yours darling, Donald 
Kiss my boy for me. 
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            14 Advance B.P.O. 10.3.43 
My darling girl, 
 I apologise for my miserable effort this morning. I seem to do a lot of apologising. I am naughty at times I suppose 
but it’s not done with any intention. I am sitting outside my tent and it has cooled down considerably, thank goodness. 
It gets pretty warm down here at times. I am dying to hear from you soon and get those indignant letters which will 
make me feel frightful for a time but I hope that they will improve. Also I am dying to hear whether you love me as 
much as you used to. You always used to say in your letters how much you missed me but now I suppose you are getting 
used to me. The time however isn't far now when I see you again and then we shall put things right. 
 There is no actual news. Dina, Jenny and myself lead a pretty secluded life and I am getting frightfully “jungli” 
again. Eat my food with both hands etc. You have to train me all over again when I come back to you. I still have a lot 
of work on hand and beside doing my Adjutants work I am doing unofficial S.S.O.470 of the station. I see nothing but 
paper all day long. My day usually extends from 7 in the morning until 9 or 10 a night. Still I like having plenty to do 
and should get fidgety (how do you spell the word anyway) if I had to sit round all day. I am looking forward very 
much to this new job of Training Bn. Commander. You shall definitely have to help me sweet. This time you will have 
to come in to my office and I shall give you office hours and maybe some nice uniform. Of course the main thing is that 
we shall be together and have our nice little bungalow all over again. This time I have great hopes of it remaining as 
such for a long time. I shall try also to get some really good and decent blokes for officers. I am allowed six at least. 
Two of them Captains. I might be able to wangle Andy as one. I hope so. Reading through this the writing is awful 
and I am drivelling a lot but I like it as I said before. Especially when I have you to do it to. 
 I have had a lot of trouble with one of my ears the last two weeks. No pain but just deaf in one. I have had it 
cleaned out but up till now it has made no difference. Rather annoying but I hope it will not get worse. Otherwise I am 
feeling fit as a fiddle. I take long walks in the evening as exercise and feel that I might try something more energetic 
soon. I wont however overdo it darling I promise you that. I am going to leave this now and have a bath and shall write 
the balance in bed after dinner. You don’t need to read it if you don’t want to but I was just going to tell you how much 
I love you. This time I really shall try. You must get very fed up with my efforts. 
   No luck, the 2nd in Command turned up and we were having conferences to God knows what time darling so I am 
afraid I just flopped into bed and slept like a log. I am just awaiting the post now to see if there is any news. I hope so 
because I haven’t had a letter for a few days now. 
 I have had a terrific row with our ‘Les’ and told him just what I thought of him and as usual of course I said 
something which I didn’t mean to say later on. I called him a ‘Slum Rat’ and he broke down. Pretty unfair of me and I 
feel awful about it but still I got off my chest a thing which I had meant to for a long while. 
 Well darling I must leave you as there is NO news of you in the post. Still I mustn’t complain. 
    All my love dearest heart and my love to family and my precious boy. 
          Kiss,   Donald 
 
April 
          14 Advance B.P.O. Assam Regt. 2.4.43 
My darling, 
 I apologise for my effort this morning. I was just suddenly lugged away. These things happen without ones 
knowing. By the way who is the new victim – Hugh Something. You are mothering all over India with I must see if I 
can’t try that too. I mean by getting some of Madras girl friends to motor me about a bit. I must say I never thought of 
that dodge before!! Blast Hugh and all my Madras girl friends, there aren’t any anyway. I wish I could drive you 
about. The only blasted person who has a right to can’t! Anyway we must not grumble I might be in the middle East 
or some other part of the world for all I know, thousands of miles away and would be horrible wouldn’t it? Never mind 
no fear of that yet. I wonder darling could you let me know if you could look after Diana & Jenny for a while. I am 
afraid that it is very hot here and the poor things feel it very badly. I could send them up with Gulab and your brown 
trunk if you like. Let me know soon please sweet. 
 I have been most unfair about this letter. This is the third time I have been whisked off and I am afraid I didn’t get 
down to writing again all yesterday. Very naughty of me I know darling. Your letters are getting through but the[y] 
wait and collect one or two and then send them on which is very annoying. [rest of the letter missing] 
 
              2 Assam Regt. 14 Adv. B.P.O 27.4.43 
 My own darling, Arrived back at Camp for a day or two and found your lovely letters. Really nice ones and it made 
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me feel so happy and contented. You have no idea how much I worry about how you and Alan are getting along and 
when I get lovely letters like those last few it makes me feel, as I say, contented. Alan seems to have quite recovered and 
I thought the snaps very good. He has grown hasn’t he. I must see him soon. I will actually. I shall be up on leave soon 
darling and soon as I can believe. We shall have some fun then too. I am glad you are having a gay time but feel 
awfully jealous of all these men hanging round you. Still darling I think you love me enough not to kill me by falling for 
someone else??! 
 I came back as I say with an awful liver and have been chewing everybody’s head off since I have been here. I think 
I need some leave and if I don’t get some I shall go ‘pots’. If I don’t get out of this rut I shall go crackers too. The 
officers men etc are alright and you could not wish for better there is one snag that is the C.O. I hate him now and have 
got to the state of arguing heatedly about anything he says at table or anywhere. I think he is gradually seeing through it 
all and I hope we have the inevitable ‘show down’ soon. I can’t go on with this hidden grouse and contempt inside me 
much longer. If only the Censor wouldn’t read this I could let or would like to let you know a lot more. Shall soon. By 
the way just before I forget. When I come up on leave want plenty of picnics with you Alan and your Mummy. You 
know how your Mummy makes up the tiffin basket, well like that. I could do with one like that now. Another thing 
darling which is an extremely urgent and serious affair is my not yet writing your Mummy. I feel awful about it and 
really I deserve a thick ear. Shall let her clout me but not too hard! 
 I am really very sorry and I will write honestly within a day or two. I enclose by the bye another letter from 
Mummy. She seems quite happy about things in general. Missing my father a bit. 
 By the way I arrived back and found Gulab still with poor Jenny and Dinah. Says he didn’t have enough money 
after having given him Rs 100/-. Just trying to pull a fast one. Shall send him off soon. 
 Well my love must have a bath. An event which shocks some of my woolliest Nagas and I have no screen to protect 
my birthday suit and they can’t see why I should bath at all. I must feel & smell pretty foul just now because coming 
down on the train I noticed one or two people edging of[f] in other directions. I pretended it wasn’t me & kept looking 
at the next person. Awful situation for one so self conscious!!? 
 Look after yourself Iris and my little boy. 
     I love you I love you,   
    Yours always & always, Donald 
 
Noted in Violet's diary that Mac arrived in Naini Tal for a month's  leave on 19th June 1943 and 
left 13th July.  Iris wrote this poem, probably when Mac left at the end  of his leave. 

 
I am so proud… 
 
I am so proud when you left my side 
You did the things we both had planned for you 
And climbed into our dreams, and there astride 
Rode recklessly as I had known you’d do. 
For while there is an evil to be fought 
We move together, I am not cowed. 
I cannot harbour any fearful thought 
I am so proud. 
 
I will not sigh because the life we planned 
Must not be lived, our time will surely come. 
I will be patient, it is your command 
Until the day when I can lead you home. 
And should you find a better way to go 
At the least the love we have can never die. 
Whatever happens I would have you know 
I will not sigh. 
 
I have no fear, although I know you lead 
A perilous path, through blood and sweat and tears. 
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Because of you, I can lift up my head 
And see beyond these anguished-breeding years. 
There in the future, we shall surely find 
Reality for all that we hold dear. 
So looking always forward not behind 
I have no fear. 
 
July 1943 I.M. 

 
      There is very little material, apart from photographs, for the rest if the war, so I am relying on Iris's 
later reflections to tell the rest of their story of the war years. 
 
In Daughters of the Empire, Iris wrote: 
 

 In fact I only saw Mac once a year for the rest of the war; a couple of sweet, unreal weeks when we talked 
of "after the war" as of an almost impossible dream. We would go home and live in the country on some 
unspecified income. Mac had an uncle whose death he thought was going to release large sums of money, so 
"when Uncle Robert dies" became the first verse of our own, new ballad. We knew we would never subject our 
children to the separations we had suffered. Mac had spent his holidays as a boy with relations in Edinburgh in 
whose icy house Everyone quarrelled and lectured and saved string. 
 I travelled to Quetta to have my daughter, Fiona, repeating my mother's journey across the Sind desert in 
the fifth month of pregnancy. My father was stationed in Quetta and there was a chance that Mac would get 
on a Staff College course, so I set off on another of the three day train journeys that were an everyday part of 
life in India. This time, being pregnant, I hired a servant to help me, a man of whom I knew nothing except 
what his references told me, but we all knew that references were written by professionals according to standard 
rules and not to be relied. 

* 
 Quetta was in Baluchistan, on the edge of India, high and cold and bare except that when watered and 
warmed by the spring and autumn sun it burst into amazing flower and fruit; apricots and grapes, dahlias and 
daffodils, walnuts and wallflowers, everything grew in Quetta between being frozen by the kojak winds of winter 
and being boiled by the summer sun. Its people were tall and hawk-like, men and women of the high passes, as 
different as they could be from the golden-skinned, slant-eyed Khasis. I don't know why it had been chosen by 
the British for their staff college, being remote at the end of a long, desert train journey; perhaps its emptiness 
made it right for route marches and firing off guns. In the war when I was there, it was a fairground. Every 
night was party night; non-stop we danced and drank and celebrated, though with small reason. Famine in 
Bengal could be brushed aside, but the war not. 

* 
 Quetta was totally army, everyone was in uniform, even a lot of the women. After a few months I got a letter 
from one of the top brass saying I wasn't pulling my weight in the war effort, that I should leave my children 
with the ayah as did other wives, and work in the Bomber Shop. This was a craft shop whose proceeds went 
towards winning the war, and was always over-staffed. I wrote back and said my children were more important 
than the war, and that I considered it sufficient that my husband was likely to lose his life in the Cause. Perhaps 
this cheeky missive stopped Mac getting posted to Quetta, because that was the way the army worked. A friend 
who was beautiful and sophisticated and spent a busy year entertaining the right people was rewarded by having 
her husband posted to Brigade Major, Quetta. 

* 
 There was always something to celebrate in Quetta, you would have thought we were in the middle of a 
peace time boom instead of half way through a tricky war. We climbed into fancy dress for any reason at all: a 
birthday, the bombing of Dresden, a second front opened, and at last, two years after I had fled Shillong, the 
defeat of the Japanese at Kohima. There was an all night binge when these fantastic new bombs were dropped 
on Hiroshima, and the peace that followed called for streamers all over the club for a week under which parties 
continued without a pause. 
      My sister Fiona was born on 1st April 1944 at the British Military Hospital in Quetta. Mac was 
still in the the in  South India at the time of the birth and only saw her some months later. 
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Alan, Iris, Mac, Violet, Fiona, Richard, Robert, Will summer 1944 
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    At the end of 1944 Violet and Robert left India for England after spending Christmas in Quetta, 
arriving at Liverpool 6th January 1945.   They went to Oxford to stay with Violet's sister Margery at 25 
St Margaret Road where the first job  was to find a  school for Robert as he was nearly twelve, and 
needed to be prepared to follow his brothers to Sedbergh School in Yorkshire at thirteen. A place was 
found for him at Seaford College Junior School at Worthing, Sussex.  
     Iris remained in Quetta with her father and the children until September 1945 when she returned to 
Shillong. William finally retired and returned to England in December 1945. 

 
 
In Daughters of the Empire, Iris wrote:  
 

So at last it was over, and I was in another train going back to Shillong, across the Sind desert, a stop in 
Calcutta, and then up through Bengal and over the Brahmaputra along with two children and a labrador 
puppy my mother had given me as a parting present. She had gone home, and my father was to follow a 
year later, their long commitment to India over. After my marriage my relationship with my mother was 
easier, I could busy myself with the children during the day and go partying at night without in any way 
disturbing her life; in fact, for the first time I was measuring up to the standards expected of me. She provided 
me with a home and solid support when I was ill; I nearly died of jaundice in Quetta and during that time 
she was a rock of comfort and practical help; she was always at her best when things became difficult. 
 Unexpectedly, I found myself an obsessive mother, and every waking moment of my children's day was 
spent amusing them. Alan had developed what was then known as acidosis and was frequently sick, and had 
two bouts of dysentery, so was a constant worry. Without my mother's help I don't know how I would have 
coped. I think I took all this for granted, saying thank you seems to have come hard for me all my life. 
 Back in a wooden hut in Happy Valley, I was soon pregnant again but no matter, the war was over, the 
dream had unbelievably come true. Mac was stationed in the plains but managed to get up for odd 
weekends. He had had a frustrating war from his point of view: the first battalion he raised went off to 
distinguish themselves at Kohima and he was left behind to raise another, but by that time the Japanese 
were in retreat and he only lingered on the fringes of action. He never spoke of the war afterwards, I think 
he felt faintly ashamed of his lack of having anything exciting to say. 
 Mac brought up a little pony for the children, and we sauntered across the parade ground in long 
domestic trails; children, horse, dog, ayah and my swelling self, choosing if possible a time when the colonel 
would be inspecting his men. Once we managed to do it when General Auchinleck was up on a visit, a 
masterpiece of timing. This effort at embarrassing the colonel was to repay him for putting my bungalow 
out of bounds to his officers, this being the holy misogynist who apparently saw me, bulbous as I was, as a 
biblical harlot. Fortunately, one of them ignored his orders and helped me get coal and gave me lifts into 
the shops in one of the fleet of army jeeps. Happy Valley was miles from anywhere and there were no buses. 
  My second daughter, Anne, was born in the hospital to which I had walked every afternoon across the 
field full of the smell of burnt corn; I never went back to visit my old landlady for reasons I now forget. 
Uncle Robert was still alive, so there was nothing to do but to go back to planting tea. We still talked about 
chucking it all in and getting that rose-covered cottage, but it was a bit like getting to be thirteen and 
finding my leg cured. Gradually, imperceptibly the dream thinned, faded and was gone. Instead there 
were to be twenty years of tea planting, and a repetition of all the long separations of our childhoods. 
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      Mac returned to Assam before Iris but not to Happy Valley as he was still on active service. Peter 
Steyn relates in his book on the Assam Regiment:  

 '    In July 1945, the 2nd Battalion had left South India, and, under a new Commanding Officer, Lieutenant-
Colonel J. F. R. Woodhouse, from the 10th Baluch Regiment, had moved up to the Gauhati area, where it 
went into camp on the bank of the Brahmaputra River. It had originally been intended that the 2nd Battalion 
Assam Regiment should move right up to the Burma border and be available for active service with one of 
the divisions, had the fighting continued in that theatre. The unit was again, however, fated not to join the 
active front and all hope of doing so was finally killed when the Japanese capitulated in the following August. 
But this situation could be now better borne since the Battalion was back in its own province and the men did 
not feel so utterly cut off from their homes and families.'  

 

 
 

Second Battalion Assam Regiment back in Assam, with Mac seated in the centre. 
 

 
SHILLONG 

 
Iris to Violet 
            
            Sept 27 [1945], c/o Assam Regt, Happy Valley 
Darling Mummy, 
 Thank you for your Air Letter which arrived yesterday. I expect you’ve got my airmail telling you of the journey. 
We’re really almost organised now, though a lot of small things need doing, and the whole place could do with a coat of 
paint and some floor polish. But we aren’t quite sure if we shall be staying on here or moving into our old hut, so I’m 
restraining myself. Our curtains have nearly all been eaten but are serviceable until anything else presents itself. Our 
entire dinner set was smashed alas, and we’re eating off an extraordinary collection of crockery – I’m hoping 



 224 

Gwalior471 will start producing for general use again soon. But all round we have been lucky to have salvaged as much 
as we have. The luggage I brought with me from Quetta arrived intact, but on opening the box of children’s books I 
was faced with a glutinous mass – we had packed a bottle of malt in with them and it had broken – a most depressing 
spectacle, but after a bit of sponging down the books emerged more or less intact. 

This is really a very nice little hut, and Mac has fixed one of our lamps in the drawing room and another in my 
bedroom so that we’re almost civilised. The end bedroom which Mac and I used to have is the children’s and I sleep in 
the little middle room with the front one as a dressing room. The chief snag is the bathrooms or rather commodes which 
are filthy and as far as I can see irreplaceable. The children’s potty is beginning to leak too and I can’t get another so 
its all rather slummy. They themselves are simply blooming and fatten as you look at them, and are very cheerful. We 
have a little pony for Alan which was brought out of Kohima with the battalion. It is a dear little thing and very quiet 
although quite untrained, Fiona loves it and has to be forcibly pulled from its back though Alan is a bit blasé and 
merely uses it as a conveyance. I’m hoping to collect a few chickens too, eggs being a major problem. Housekeeping is 
wildly expensive but one can get most things – except fresh butter, we eat tinned margarine and like it. I think things 
will improve when the Yanks clear out. I will send you some rice and marmalade each month, but I’m afraid sugar is 
still strictly rationed – we get 6lbs a month which goes nowhere and cant buy tins here either. I will send some Golden 
Syrup which we eat on porridge etc. if it isn’t too heavy. 

I will also send you some warm material for a dress and an odd tea cosy of ours – I’ll send them to Daddy rather to 
take home. The few decent warm things I possessed were burnt when the Modern Cleaners caught fire just before I left 
Quetta so I haven’t a stitch to wear this winter myself.  I put Fiona’s new white sweater on the other day as the 
Iliffs472 were coming to tea and when I turned round to dress Alan she got hold of my lipstick and was inches deep in it 
by the time I saw her – disastrous for the sweater, and we cant get it off though it doesn’t stay on my face two minutes. 
My so-called Ayah doesn’t appear very often, her baby always seems to be ill or something so I find myself pretty busy. 

Mac got up last week-end473 and we took the kids for a picnic which reminded me of ones at home – food gulped 
down and stowed away quickly with one eye on huge black clouds overhead. Its still raining a lot and I’m still enjoying 
it. The Iliffs are off in a week back to tea. They are a quaint couple, they live on absolutely nothing and must have 
amassed a quiet fortune. Both the children are hanging over me and making dives at the keys so I shall have to close 
down for a bit. 

Shillong is full of traffic and uniforms but otherwise the same. Not nearly so many things in the shops as in Quetta 
though. We went to the club on Saturday and saw some of the same faces, including Dora – do you remember her? We 
are all allowed to go round in military trucks which is nice, and Mac hopes to be able to bring up a Jeep next time he 
comes. 
 I got a wedding invitation from Aileen which peeved me rather as now I suppose I shall have to send her a present. 
Also heard from Patricia Pettigrew telling of Teddy Stewards474 death, right at the end of the war – very sad. Patricia 
seems comfortable and has acquired a nurse from somewhere. I saw the arrival of a daughter for Sheila Kitson475 to-
day. Noreens infant thrives and she is being very successful with its feeding this time. I think I shall probably have a 
crack at another during this hiatus in our hectic lives, so if you see the odd tin of Groats it will probably come in useful. 
Alan demands a brother.476 I have sacked my whole staff to-day and Abrar and I are going to cope, for the time being 
anyway. He is doing very well at the moment. I must write a line to Mac before the children wake for some of his bn. 
to take down to him this evening. 
          Lots of love from us all, 
             Iris 
                   Happy Valley, Oct. 16th [1945] 
Darling Mummy, 
 Another  Air Letter to thank you for – I hope you’ve got my Air Mail by now. Glad to hear A.M’s [Aunt Margery] 
operation was a success. Life at home sounds very drab, and I’ll try to send some food - am completely paralysed at the 
moment by not being able to get into Shillong or leave the children - it’s a helpless feeling. I find being abandoned here 
very difficult, as nobody cares a damn about me and I can get no rations etc. We have no coke or coal in the house to-
day, and as far as I can see will have to starve to-morrow! To add to my difficulty I’ve had Rs 140 pinched from my 
bag, but can’t get hold of the police – not having a husband in this place, seems to cut one off completely. Actually its 
rather thoughtless of the Bn. here, but they seem a paralytic crowd all round. 

In spite of all this we’re all well, the children particularly, though Fiona is cross with more teeth cutting. Some 
tommies I met have made them a beautiful painted cart they can sit in, and various other small toys so they’re pretty 
well amused. We took some snaps the other day which I hope come out, as its our last reel.   
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Alan is a very handsome little boy and at the stage of asking endless questions. He wanted to know where his food 

went to when he eat it, and when I told him demanded a looking glass to see it all happening! Fiona is sweet, but her 
hair still disappointingly straight. 

You probably won’t be surprised to hear I have started another infant. Almost on the dot of deciding as far as I can 
make out! It isn’t due till the beginning of June (a reasonable time for a birthday, at last!) and we are both very pleased 
about it. I shall have it in the Welsh Mission as the Ganesh Das is in the charge of an Indian Lady Doctor now and 
nobody seems to go there - a pity, I should have liked to have it there. It all fits in quite well as I shall take the whole 
caboodle down to Tea in October. I’ve engaged a super super Ayah (at a super wage, Rs 70 plus rations!). She has 
been to England 3 times and has superlative chits, I feel she’ll probably be too grand altogether, but am beginning to 
weary already of looking after both and will have to get one eventually. I haven’t thought about a trousseau, but if you 
have any baby wool, I’d love a couple of little coats like the ones you knitted Fiona. He will need very few warm clothes 
until he’s over a year, so I don’t think there’s much to do. I’ve got all the dresses, blankets etc. from the other two, and 
also discovered the Maternity dresses I wore for Alan, so with luck he’ll be an economical baby. I hope so as this place 
is ruinous. Alan is enchanted at the thought of a baby, and frequently says in a preoccupied way “Now I must do my 
knitting” – he sits down with a piece of stick and some wool, making “socks for the baby in your tummy”. 
 Mac hasn’t been up much in the last three weeks, odd day, but I hope will get this week-end. He always brings toys 
or sweets, and is looked on as a sort of Father Christmas by the kids. I get completely ignored while he’s here. The Iliffs 
have gone but there are still two children left who will be off very soon too. I am playing bridge this evening with some 
of the A.L.F.S.E.A.477 lads next door. I went last week in fear and trembling but ended by winning off the Colonel, so 
am more confident this time! Do hope you’ll get your cottage soon, thing ought to be a lot easier in the country. Much 
love from us all, Iris. 
 
                     December 3rd [1945] 
Darling Mummy, 
 Thank you for your Air Letters of the 10th. I’m glad to hear you’ve got some help in the house at last and hope it 
lasts. I’d be most grateful for a couple of little coats and two sweaters of about 9 month size – I only have about 8 ozs 
baby wool which I was going to knit into jerseys for coming home for whichever needed them most – Fiona and the 
infant I think as Alan is still well set up by you! I spend all my time on socks now and never seem to have enough. It 
has suddenly turned cold and as usual I find myself with no warm clothes and unable to get into the ones I have but I 
shall hold out somehow as prices are still shocking. I’ve sent the material for you to Daddy and he seems hopeful of 
getting a boat at last so perhaps you’ll get it for Christmas478. Would you buy a book for Robert for me – there is 
nothing out here. I owe Daddy some money and will add Rs 10 for that. We went into Shillong this morning to get 
presents for the children but its all very make-shift and expensive. Mac hopes to get 10 days leave but what with 
Gandhis visit479 and the I.N.A.480 trials they’re expecting trouble just at the wrong time and he may not make it. We 
shall be terribly disappointed as we’ve planned this Christmas in the certainty of spending it together. Mac has just 
been up for the week-end and brought a goose he had shot. I’m still feeling pretty sick and rather tired of it but should 
be over by Christmas and the Ayah is coping marvellously. The kids still thrive, Fiona is huge and growing more 
attractive daily – she reminds me distinctly of Belinda – the same black-fringed turned up blue eyes exactly! The snaps 
are disappointing but I’ll send a couple of them Air Mail and write more fully then. My love to Billy if he’s with you – 
I’ll be writing again before Xmas so will save my greetings. Saw Mrs Macartney in the shops this morning! 
            Much love from us all, Iris 
 
    My mother left Shillong with three children (Anne had been born on June 3rd) on July 26th 1946 
to go to Mohokutie Tea Estate to join my father. The subsequent events of twenty years in tea will 
be told in a later volume. However, before I end this part of the story I must go back to the 
beginning and write what I know of my father's life before he met Iris. 
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Donald Macfarlane before he met Iris 
 

 I have to piece together my father’s life from fragments. Unlike my mother, he did not write 
down memories of his early life, or, if he did, they are lost. But from various sources it is possible to 
build up some picture of the man who, more than any other, influenced my later life – though in 
rather indirect ways.  
 Donald Kennedy Macfarlane was born on 31st October 1916 in El Paso, Texas, son of a mining 
engineer, Archibald Kennedy Macfarlane of Argyllshire, Scotland. He spent his first eleven years in 
Mexico and Texas, and had a happy childhood with a lot of freedom with his younger brother and 
sister.  
 

   
    He came to Scotland for the first time on the ‘Andania’, via Montreal, Quebec, arriving in 
England on 1st December 1928, soon after his twelfth birthday. He came with his mother, Florence, 
who was leaving him in the care of Archibald's sister and brother-in-law, James Elliot in Edinburgh, 
to be sent to boarding school, Dollar Academy, Clackmannanshire.  He clearly had a strong 
American accent which would have marked him out from the other boys and was nicknamed 
"Texas" from the start. 
    I shall give the brief account of his life from his younger brother Alan's Reminiscences.   
 
‘Donald, my brother – 2 years older than me.    
 

He was brought to Dollar Academy in 1928 aged 12 and surprisingly was very home-sick for nearly a 
year. I think this affected his whole school life for though intelligent enough he took no interest in school 
work, so that by 1933 I would have been in the same class as him if he had not left to become an 
apprentice engineer with John Browns Shipping and Engineering works [on the Clyde]. He was an all-
round athlete – winning the mile. In the cross country race for what was called the Butchers shield he and 
a boy called Harvey kept changing places for the lead – however about 200 yds from the finish, without a 
word spoken to each other, they stopped racing and walked in “first equal”. However they were both 
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disqualified for not trying after an almighty row. This also affected Donald so all in all his school days 
were not happy. On finishing his apprenticeship Uncle Jim used his influence and got Donald a job in the 
Assam Tea Company round about 1936/7.’ 

 
Alan described how Donald was not only an excellent athlete but could have been a Scottish 
International rugby player if he had gone to university. As a rugby player he was very obstinate and 
determined.  
 Alan joined him  at Dollar two year later. Donald warned him that there were some bullies in 
their house and they tried to make you cry. Another boy did cry and was bullied for a couple of 
years – but Alan took Donald’s advice and the bullies soon gave up. Donald stopped the bullying 
when he went up to a senior house. He was well liked as a boy.  

 
Donald in the school uniform that his mother bought just before she left to return to America 

 
 Another shock for me is what the photos reveal about my father’s physical development. Because 
he ended up well over six foot, I had imagined that his tough physical background in Mexico meant 
that he at least came to the school tall and tough. This does not seem to have been the case.  
 Donald's first full rugger season would have been in 1929-30, so the first photograph, of the team 
in 1930-1 was in his second full year, when he was about fourteen. It may have been unusual for a 
second year boy to get into the team, reflecting his ability and determination, but the fact that he is 
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still so small (he is the smallest boy in the photograph), suggests that he had not put on much weight 
and height during those first two, reputedly miserable, years. The other shock is how much like me 
he looked at that stage.  
 

 
1930 – Donald – bottom right 
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My father aged seventeen or eighteen, with his sister Sheila, brother Alan and father at Morar 
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  My uncle Alan ascribes my father’s failure to succeed academically not to his lack of talent, but 
rather to the fact that he hardly tried at school. It is clear from Alan’s account that the two boys 
came with a heavy academic disadvantage, little knowledge of English history, bad spelling etc. and 
that Alan only overcame this by working twice as hard as others, which he could do because he was 
relatively happy (partly with an older brother to advise and protect him). My father seems to have 
despaired and given up academic work.  
 It is clear, as Alan says, that he was an intelligent man who later became a very proficient 
engineer. Yet he remained intellectually insecure, especially in comparison to his younger brother 
(and sister) who both went to university. This insecurity was no doubt exacerbated by marrying a 
naturally highly intelligent and intellectually ambitious wife, Iris, and having two children who went 
to university and taught in universities. This academic capitulation would affect all our lives. I never 
found it difficult to talk to him, or found him in the slightest bit anti-intellectual or dismissive of 
intellectual things. As I grew more engrossed in things of the mind, rather than my earlier 
enthusiasm for sport and fishing, we found less to talk about and share.  
 I have mentioned my uncle’s account of my father’s rugby and running and his great potential. 
He was later to put energy into rugby, polo and other sports in India and we always had a bond 
through games. I suspect that much of my intense concentration on games and reckless daring in 
rugger came out of a desire to please him – alongside a recognition that sporting prowess gave one 
status.  
  My father appears to have stayed on at Dollar, but not long enough to take his 'Highers'. 
Certainly there seems to have been no question of going to university and no discernible sign of a 
move into the Church, to follow his uncle and grandfather, both named Donald. Uncle Jim Elliot 
had been a tea planter in Assam and it may have been his knowledge that engineers were in 
demand on Indian tea plantations, which led to my father to become an apprentice at the Glasgow 
engineering firm of John Brown on the Clyde. I never asked him why, but I do know that he was 
advised to go into tea by his uncle.  
 My father left for Assam aboard the 'Modasa' travelling first class, the day after he was formally 
recruited into the Assam Tea Company on 7th November 1936, aged just twenty. He went out as 
an engineer and assistant manager.  
 I know nothing about his time in Assam between his arrival aged about twenty in 1936 and when 
he met my mother in October 1940. The only photographic records I have are for polo.  

 

. 
Mac in a polo team at Nazira in 1938 (far left) 
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Nazira Club Polo Team: 1939 L to R - A.G. Morris, H.D. Starkings, C.D. Hollroyd, D.K. Macfarlane 

 
With the outbreak of the Second World War and the need to augment the army in India, and 

with the agreement of the Assam Tea Company, Donald, like many tea planters,  took an 
Emergency Commission as a 2nd Lt. on 25th April 1940 with the 4th Bombay Grenadiers. It was as 
a soldier that he first met Iris, and the rest is my history too.  
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A Chronology of 1939-1945 
 

[Personal materials are in lower case. Larger events of the War are in Capitals.] 
 

1939 
 

15 March  HITLER INVADES CZECHOSLOVAKIA 
25 March Iris and Violet set sail for India 
April Iris and Violet arrive in India 
1st September HITLER INVADES POLAND 
3rd September BRITAIN AND FRANCE DECLARE WAR ON GERMANY 
 

1940 
 
25 April 1940 Mac received an Emergency Commission as 2nd Lt with 4th Bombay Grenadiers.  
26 May DUNKIRK EVACUATION 
11 June  ITALY JOINS GERMANY IN WAR 
22 June FRANCE SIGNS ARMISTICE WITH GERMANY  
10 July - 31 October BATTLE OF BRITAIN (Air bombing)  
Saturday October 4th 1940       Iris and Mac meet in Bareilly 
December 1940    Iris and Mac engaged 
 

1941 
 
March 1st Iris and Mac married 
March  - two weeks honeymoon in Delhi (Cecil Hotel) then Jaipur 
No 10 Hut, first home Bareilly, parents went to Naini 31st March and Iris probably went up end of 
April 
Mac heard about Assam 5 May, to move in c. 3 weeks to Shillong 
Blythe Cottage, Naini Tal, from May 14 
30th May Mac made adjutant in Assam Regiment – getting a bungalow in Shillong 
15 June 1st Battalion of Assam Regiment formally inaugurated, Mac gets his commission to the 
Regiment 
22 June HITLER ATTACKS RUSSIA  
June to Halcyon House, then to Shillong, 21 Cantonments 
Mac – Course at Sangar - September 
September 27th   Assam Regiment. Happy Valley, Assam   
7 December PEARL HARBOUR, JAPAN BOMBING 
8 December BRITAIN AND US DECLARE WAR ON JAPAN  
8 December JAPAN ATTACKS HONG KONG 
December 20 – Alan born 
 

1942 
 
January JAPANESE INVADE BURMA 
31 January JAPANESE TAKE MALAYA 
15 February SINGAPORE SURRENDERED 
April-May BRITISH EVACUATE BURMA 
14 April 2nd Battalion Assam Regiment inaugurated, Mac made adjutant 
May 5 Happy Valley, Shillong, order to leave 
May, c.10 Iris to Naini Tal, via Calcutta with Alan 
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Alan christened July 25th in Naini Tal 
August-September QUIT INDIA MOVEMENT ACTIVE 
6th September. Iris operation  
Mac Welsh Mission Hospital, September 
October, Iris leaves Alan with Granny and goes to Shillong, Mac in hospital recovering.  
Sept. and October . Iris and Mac very ill with appendicitis 
29th September   - Iris to Shillong 
23 October. BATTLE OF EL ALAMEIN 
November 1942 BATTLE OF STALINGRAD 
Christmas, Richard and Billy also at Agra for Christmas 
 

1943 
 
Mac another operation, Shillong, c. 11 Jan.  
March Orders for 2nd Battalion Assam Regiment, with Mac, to move to Ranipet near Madras 
12 May AXIS SURRENDER IN AFRICA  
3 September ITALY SURRENDERS 
 

1944 
 
January LENINGRAD RELIEVED 
April 1st Fiona born (in Quetta) 
March to July BATTLES OF IMPHAL AND KOHIMA  
6 June D-DAY NORMANDY LANDING  
25 AUGUST - PARIS LIBERATED 
 

1945 
 
8 May VICTORY EUROPE DAY 
May RANGOON RETAKEN BY BRITISH 
8 May GERMANY SURRENDERS, VE DAY 
6 August ATOMIC BOMB DROPPED ON HIROSHIMA 
10 August JAPAN SURRENDERS, VJ DAY 
 

1946 
 
June 3rd    Anne born 
16th August.  to Mohokutie T.E., Assam. – arrived c. end July 1946.  
Left for England in March 1947  
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ENDNOTES 
 

Particularly valuable sources for both the text and notes are the following.  
Peter Steyn, The History of the Assam Regiment, vol. 1(1959) 
Christopher Bayly, 'The Nation Within': British India at War 1939-1947, Raleigh Lecture at the 
British Academy, 2003.  
The Indian Army Lists (1940-5), as well as other materials, can be found at: 
www.britishmilitaryhistory.co.uk 
 

1Iris, aged sixteen, and her mother (with two dogs) left London on the "Strathaird" for Bombay on 25th March 1939. 
2Naini Tal in the Kumaon hills of Uttarakhand was a British hill station , the summer headquarters of Eastern 

Command of the Indian Army. Iris's father,  Lt.-Col. Williiam  Rhodes James, was from November 1938 Deputy 
Director Military Lands and Cantonments and was based there in Summer and at Bareilli in the plains in Winter. At 
this time Iris and her parents were staying at a lodge at the Royal Hotel. 

Pre-war, India Command was divided into four commands, each headed by a General or Lieutenant General, namely: 
Northern, Southern, Eastern and Western. Eastern Command covered the north-central, and north-eastern provinces 
of British India, and several Princely states. It was a Lieutenant General or General’s appointment, with a full staff of 
personnel at Command Headquarters, which were located at Naini Tai. Later, as the Japanese Army advanced up 
through Burma, it was necessary to change the status of the command to an operational command tasked with 
defending the eastern frontier of India, therefore, it was re-designated as the Eastern Army on the 13 April 1942, with its 
headquarters located at Ranchi. 
3A school friend in England. 
4Rosamond Mary Tyndale-Biscoe was born 1912 at Broxford, England. She was the daughter of Lt.-Col. Arthur 

Annesley Tyndale-Biscoe and Emily Beatrice Duff. She married Lt.-Col. Reginald John Felix Milanes, son of Juan 
Henke Milanes, on 17 April 1940 at Peshawar. 

5Rail junction before Delhi where the branch line went up to Katcodahn. 
6Major-General Ian Macpherson Macrae, (1882-1956) C.I.E.,O.B.E., M.B., Indian Medical Service, Honorary   

Physician to The King, Deputy Director of Medical Services, Eastern Command. 
7Lt-Col. G.D. Jameson, Royal Army Medical Corps,  Asst. Dir. of Hygiene and Pathology, Eastern Command. 
8Boys' boarding school established 1869. 
9Lt-Col. Gordon West Hodgen (1894-1968) Royal Indian Army Service Corps, on the Unattached list. 
10British film (1938) starring George Formby. 
11Major John Ralph Willoughby Curtois (1897–1970). As Acting Lt-Col he was appointed to command the 103rd 

Heavy Anti-Aircraft Regiment, Royal Artillery on 4 July 1940. 
12Lt-Col. Charles Sydney William Rayner bn. 1890, Dep. Judge Advocates General A. Hdqrs. Circuit. 
13Maj-Britt Malmstrom, born 1919. Her father, David, was an engineer according to the ship manifests in which are 

recorded several sailings to and from England to India. The family were all recorded as Swedish. 
14Major J.H. Whalley-Kelly, South Lancs. Regt.. Eastern Command, Dep. Asst.  Adjt.-Gen. from, 1.1.39. 
15All Saints' College, Naini Tal, founded in 1869 as the Diocesan Girls' High School. In 1892 All Saints' Sisters', an 

Anglican religious order took charge of the school and it's name was changed. 
16A type of palanquin. 
17Whalley-Kelly 
18Government House was built in 1899 as the residence of the Governor of North West Province.  The Golf Course was 

built in 1936. It also had a garden and swimming pool. Sir Harry Graham Haig KCSI CIE (1881-1956) was 
Governor from 1934– 7th December 1939. 

19Barbara Horton, born 15th April 1922, daughter of  Ralph Albert Horton, Esq., C.I.E., Inspector-General of Police, 
Uttar Pradesh and his wife Mabel. 

20Capt. John E.B. Freeman, Aide de Camp to the Governor, Sir Harry Graham Haig. 
21See later 'Boon' 
22Possibly Martha Helen Godwin who was the only daughter of Lt.-Col. G.W. Godwin. She was born in Murree, 

Punjab, in 1912. 
23Capt. Alexander Morrison Pugh (1912-1968), M.B., Royal Army Medical Corps, based at Naini Tal. 1st Comm. and 

present rank 25-4-35. He married  Isabella Smith Fraser (Lala) Hay (1914-1986) in London in November 1935. 
24Lt. Richard Cleave Simon bn. 1916, joined 5.4.1938 17 Dogra R. On the Unattached List July 1940. Died 25th June 

1942 in Iraq. Buried in the Basra War Cemetery. 
25May be an error for Santa Faulkner, nee Lillicrop who married Major Gilbert Faulkner Faulkner in Bombay in 1936. 
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Major Faulkner was born in 1897 and was in the 8th Punjab Regiment. He was in the unattached list in July 1940 
but noted as 2nd in command of the regiment 22 January 1940. 

26Maureen Baird, daughter of  of Gen. Sir H.B. Douglas Baird, General Officer Commanding-in-Chief, Eastern 
Command, twin sister of Niall. 

272nd. Lt. Niall Caldecott Baird, Aide-de-Camp to his father, General Baird. 
28George Alan James Boon, bn. 1912. Indian Police. Joined the service in U.P. in November 1933. Aide de Camp to Sir 

Maurice Hallett, when he became Governor of U.P. 7th December 1939.. 
29Hugh Dunstan Holwell Rance, bn. 1912. 1st Commission 1932 1st Gurkha Rifles. July 1940, Indian Political Service. 
30Book written by Lady Ethel Mary Boileau published in 1932. 
31Yvonne de Hamel bn. 1921 daughter of Felix Curzon de Hamel and Miriam Ella Stewart Blane (the daughter of 

Captain Gilbert Gordon Blane and Mabel Augusta Stewart). She went to Sydney, Australia, with her mother in 
1934 (both domiciled in Scotland) and to India in October 1938, alone. 

32The Venerable Henry Wilmot Stapleton Cotton (1894-1979), Senior Chaplain, Archdeacon of Lucknow, Naini Tal. 
33American musical starring Deanna Durbin (1939). 
34Major Lawrence Edward Lockhart Maxwell (1901-1975). Hodson's Horse, General Staff Officer, Eastern Command. 
35A hill station north of Naini Tal, headquarters of  the Kumaon Regiment since 1869. 
36Apsley Cherry-Garrard's memoir of Scott's Antarctic expedition. 
37Upat, a viewing point 5km from Ranikhet. 
38Major-General Francis Lothian Nicholson (1884-1953) 17th Dogra Regt. 
39There were four Niblett brothers, all born in India, three were in the Army in India Reserve of Officers in July 1940, 

all with the rank of Captain. The fourth brother was listed in the H.Q. of the Army in India, Adjutant General's 
Branch without army rank. Not only were they all born in India but so was their father and grandfather. 

40Col. F.J. Biddulph, M.C.,British Service., Royal Engineer, (Ty. Col). (In list of officers of and above the rank of 
Colonel). Indian Army list July 1942. 

41Military Engineer Services. 
42School friends 
43American author Louis Bromfield, published 1937 
44Peter Graham Haig son of Sir Harry Graham Haig, born at Benares in 1920, died in New Zealand 2008 
45American film 1938 
46Margaret 'Margot' Evelyn Crawford Boyd was born 2nd August 1916, daughter of Thomas Crawford Boyd (1886-

1967) and Dora neé Godsall. Her father was a Colonel in the Indian Medical Service where he was first listed in 
1908. He married in 1915 and he and his wife were in India until their final return to England in May 1945. 

47Bluebirds were the equivalent in India to Brownies as the junior branch of the Girl Guide movement. 
48Girls' school founded in 1882. Moved to Smugglers Rock Estate and reconstructed in 1887. 
49Harold Henry Berridge, Eastern Command, Ordnance , C.O.M.E. since 1-4-39. Married Elizabeth A. Rogers in 

1922. His wife had travelled back to India in January 1939. 
50Cynthia and Noreen daughters of John Patrick Nicholson and Maria Angeliki Diamantopoulos. Cythia was born in 

1912 and Noreen in 1916. Their father was born in India as was his father. He was a Magistrate according to the 
manifest when they all returned to India from London 23-12-38. According to the Registers of Employees of the 
East India Company and India Office: Nicholson, John Patrick, United Provs., (Mag. and Collr.) bn. 14th Jan. 1888 
- joined the service 22nd June 1907; dep. collr. Apr. 1911; offg. mag. and collr., May, 1931; confd. 1934. 

51Major A. Bennetts, bn. 1900, Eastern Command, Staff Officer, Royal Engineers, 3rd grade. 
52Elizabeth H. Harris, daughter of Rev. John Philip Sydney Harris and Laetitia neé Symington, of Clenchwarton, 

Norfolk. Born 1918. 
53British film 1938 
54Play by J.B. Priestley published 1938. 
55Hugh Arbuthnot Inglis (1890-1948), Indian Police Superintendent. He married Sylvia Stewart Blane in 1922. She was 

younger sister of  Yvonne de Hamel's mother. 
56British film 1939 
57Buchanan 
58Major William Charles Likeman (1883-1960) and wife Eileen neé Pike (1909-1976). Major Likeman, Special 

Appointment, Eastern Command, as Education Officer from 14-4-1939. 
59Capt. Ian Connail Anthos Lauder, Eastern Command, General Staff Officer, 3rd Grade since 17-7-39. 5 Mahratta 

L.I. Bn 1904, married Ethel Eileen Hickman Barnes at Coonoor, Madras, 8th February 1932. He died in Jamaica,  
West Indies in 1962 

60Maharaja Bahadur Pateshwari Prasad Singh (1914-1964). In 1932 he married  Maharani Rajya Laxmi Kumari Devi 
(1918-1999), daughter of HH Maharaja Chandra Shumsher Jung Bahadur Rana of Nepal. Balrampur House was 
built in the 1890s as the summer palace of the former Maharajas of Balrampur. In 1930, the property was rebuilt by 
Mr. Mortimer, a popular European Architect. He redesigned the property in the style of a French Chateau. 

61Blairs' home. 
62Temporary Brigadier Arthur Victor Trocke Wakely, (1886-1959). R.E.,Eastern Command General Staff from 6-2-

1938. In 1913 he married Ruby Clone Jellett, daughter of Judge John Wakely and in 1919 changed his name by 
Deed Poll to Wakely from Robinson. 
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63Bhowali, 11km. from Naini Tal where there was a T.B. Sanatorium established in 1912. 
64Rev. Henry Wilmot Stapleton Cotton married Elaine Christine Isabel Iredale in 1923. 
65American film 1937 
66Hony. Capt. A,K, Nehru, Military Estates Officer, Cantonment Dept. from 23-212-39 Benares Cantonment. 
67American film 1939 
68American film 1938 
69Stella's nickname. 
70Mrs Barbara Donaldson. Born in United Provinces c1910; married John Coote Donaldson, I.C.S. who served in U.P. 

1920-46 and was Secretary to Governor 1939 
71Berkeley Square, American film 1933 
72Frederick Randolph Stockwell, Indian Police. Assistant Superintendent U.P. from November 1936. bn. c1915. 
73American film 1938 
74American film 1938 
75Lt.-Col. George William Godwin (1886-1960) Assistant Director of Veterinary Services, R.A.V.C., Eastern 

Command, from 3rd February 1936. His successor, Lt.-Col. F.B. Hayes took over from him 3rd February 1940. 
76Maj. H.M. Gillespie, Deputy Assistant Adjutant-General, Eastern Command, from 1st August 1939. 
77Lt.-Col. Harold Henry Daw, (1885-1959). Staff Officer, Royal Engineers, 1st grade, from 14th November 1938. He 

married Amelia Gertrude Jane Hitching in October 1908 in Thanet, Kent. He then married Joan Frances Cecil 
Northcott neé Muntz on 3 December 1942 in Westminster, Middlesex. Her first husband died 1937. 

78Possibly G.B. Hobson  The Welch Regiment, Territorial Army, 2nd Lt., first commission 13th July 1938. 
79Capt. Austen Maxwell Best, M.R.C.S., bn. 1912, first commission 1st January 1939, I.M.H., Lansdowne 
80Kinkead, Miss I.E. A.R.R.C. Queen Alexandra's Imperial Military Nursing Service. Principal Matron:Date of present 

rank 30-8-38 Date of compln. of Indian tour or age of retmt. 13-5-42. Naini Tal. 
81American film 1938 
822nd-Lt. Ian William Pitcairn-Campbell (1918-1978), Royal Welch Fusiliers. [arrived in India 4th December 1938, 

from Sudan] First commission 25th August 1938. 
83The highest peak near Naini Tal. 
84Not possible to identify any of these photos 
85British film 1935 
86Lt. Michael H. Mullholland, Oxfordshire and Buckingham Light Infantry (arrive in India March 1922) First 

Commission 30-1-36, date of rank 3-10-39. 
87British film 1938 
88Brig. George Burton Henderson, bn. 6-7-90. Comdr. 8th Indian Inf. Bde. Ty. Brig., 7 Sep. 1939. Unattd. 

[Unattached to a specific regiment at first.] List July 1940. Married Muriel Edmiston 23rd June 1915 from whom he 
was divorced. He was then a Lt. 16th Sikhs. He died 1st August 1940 at Bareilly leaving a widow, Mary Barbara 
Regine Henderson. Their daughter, Barbara Mary married Lt. George Frederic Walker, Westminster Dragoons, at 
Camberley 1st February 1941. 

89Bertram Hutchinson Ormaston, Forest Officer, bn. in India in 1895. Married Ethel Hall in Oxford in 1920 and  
joined the Indian Forest Service in December 1920. They went to India together in 1921. 

90Philip Herbert Joseph  Measures, C.B.E. (1893-1961) Superintendant of Police. Joined the service in 1913. He died in 
the Isle of Man. Administration to his widow, Lady Muriel Clarice Measures. 

91Bt. Col. Frederick Paston James Williams, bn. 1888, R.A. Eastern Command, Asst. Dir. of Ordnance Services. 1-4-39 
Contr. of Army Clothing Supplies, Army Hdqrs. 

92Capt. M. Darell-Brown, Adjt. Oxfordshire and Buckinghamshire Light Infantry. First Commission 28-8-30, date of 
rank 28-8-38. 

9352nd Sikhs - 12th Frontier Force? 
94American film 1939 
95Major Bertram Edwin Hallett (1896-1959), Eastern Command, Deputy Adjutant  Quartermaster 
  General's Staff from 5-5-39. He married Lillian Taylor Jefferson in 1926. She was born 1897. They left Liverpool 

for India 8 Apr 1939. She returned alone Jan 1948. 
96This passage about Glad Hallett makes no sense. 
972nd Lt. Robert Hornsby-Wright. 1st Commission 21-1-37. Lt. (acting Capt.) 28-1-40. Oxfordshire and 

Buckinghamshire Light Infantry. 
982nd Lt. R.J.N. Bartlett. 1st Commission and date of rank 3-7-39. Oxfordshire and Buckinghamshire Light Infantry. 
99The Oxfordshire and Buckinghamshire Light Infantry. 
100 Unattd. Lt. Raymond Clive Murphy, bn. 4-5-12, Appt. Indian Army 4-11-33. 10 Baluch Rgt. (Noted as an 

Interpreter, higher standard Pashto.) 
101 British film 1938 
102 American film 1939 
103 Capt. Austin Bernard Dempsey, (1911-1975) F.R.C.S. Royal Army Medical Corp, 1st Com. 28-10-35, July 1940 

Ranikhet, Jan. 1941 Bareilli.. 19-9-46, Col. (actg) Mentioned in recognition of gallant and distinguished service in 
Burma. Promoted from Major to Lt.-Col. 13-12-49. No marriage found. 

104 Ordnance Clothing Factory Shahjahanpur has a very old historical background. In the year 1879, Sir Ashley Eden, 
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Lt. Governor of Bengal founded 3 clothing factories in Bombay, Alipur and Madras for stitching of garments. In the 
year 1914, a part of the Alipur factory was shifted to Shahjahanpur on an experimental basis for 1 year and named 
as Army Clothing Factory Shahjahanpur. In the year 1925 the entire Alipur Factory was closed and work was 
permanently transferred to Shahjahanpur. 

105 Edyth Webster wife of Cyril Heathcock Webster bn. 9-4-90. Army of India Reserve Officer. Two ships' manifests 
described him as an opium officer. 

106 Elaine Webster born c1921 made several crossings between Britain and India with her parents. She returned to 
England alone in 1947, occupation 'Teacher'. 

107 Unattd. List William Rhodes James, bn. 25-4-19 Transfer to Ind. Estt. 22-3-39. 6th  Gurhka Rifles. 
108 Unattd. list Capt. Ronald Allen McConaghey bn. 21-5-12. 1st Comm. 28-1-32. 8 Punjab Regiment. 5-6-37 Ind.Poll. 

Serv. 
109 La Martiniere College established 1845. 
110 Imambara, Lucknow. 
111 Unattd. List Cecil Frank Allen, bn. 28-11-18. Transfer to Ind. Estt. 22-3-39. 5th Royal Gurhka Rifles. 
112 John Frederick Willoughby Harris, Indian Police (bn.  in India 19-6-12). Joined the service as proby. asst.supt., 

United Prov., 1-11-31;  Assist. Superintendent in 1937. Died in New Zealand in 1995 and in the burial record noted 
as native of Darjeeling, India. "ex Indian Police Officer born 19 June 1912 died 13 November 1995. Loving 
husband of Ruth Lydia H. born 2 October 1906 - died 30 March 1998. Loved parents of Elizabeth and Patrick". 
Had left England for Sydney, Australia to settle with wife and 2 children 5-4-1949. Granted New Zealand 
citizenship in 1979. 

113 Sidney Ferdinand Plew (1917-1983) listed  under Indian Police, Assist. Superintendent in 1937. 
114 Lt. Rollo Edward Cruwys Price (1916-1995). South Wales Borderers. 1st Commn. 30-1-36. Rank 30-1-39. 
115 Lt.-Col. R.G. Lochner, M.C. South Wales Borderers. 1st commn. 5-10-10. Rank 18-3-38. 
116 Maj. Roland Richardson, M.C. bn. 25-3-96. 1-7-38 & 1-4-40 Dep. Dir. of Staff Duties, Army HQ. 
117 Author Ann Bridge (1932). 
118 Edward Frederic Gilbert Chapman, Indian Police, (1895-1958). Joined service 1921. Superintendent, United 

Provinces. He married Mary S. Ferrier (aged 20) in September 1927. 
119 Victor Whitehouse, Indian Police, bn. 31 May 1915, Apptd. Asst. supt.., United Provs. on probation, 1st Nov. 1935. 

29, 4, St. George Sq., Worcester, Indian Police, travelled from Bombay to Liverpool Aug. 1944 
120 Unattd. 2nd Lt. Simon Anthony Cunningham Trestrail, bn. 30-9-17.1st Commn. 26-1-39 (Had been in the ranks 3 

yrs and 12 days). 11th Sikh Regt., 4th Batt. 12-1-40. He died 16-5-1945 at Coriano Ridge, Mount Cassino, Italy.  
121 Founded in 1862 as a result of the high demand for army and police clothing after the Mutiny. Gradually Cawnpore 

became the most important textile centre in Colonial India, reaching its peak during World War II. Iris wrote about 
this visit in her book The Black Hole or the Makings of a Legend (1975), p. 17. 'At the age of 16, new to India but with a 
family background of Indian connections stretching back to 1785, I was taken into a cotton mill in Cawnpore. 
Thirty years later the experience has not faded. I can remember the inferno of that room, the infernal heat, the 
infernal noise, the bits of cotton waste floating about to choke the men who had to sit there hour after hour in an 
atmosphere that we could hardly bear for five minutes. I remember going back for drinks on the shady verandah of 
the owners of the mill, and being told how lucky were the workers employed by them in that hellish place. To 
employ a man in such conditions seemed cruel enough, to call him lucky as you lounged in the beautiful house built 
from the sweat of his toil, gave me a pain in the pit of my stomach, a pain which rarely left me for the next twenty-
five years.'  

122 Possibly Herbert Hill, noted as a mercantile assistant on Bombay-bound ship's manifest July 1938. He continued to 
travel between England and India (later with wife and sons) by ship until the end of the 1950. Described as  Co. 
Director. 

123 American film 1939 
124 Antonia White (1933) 
125 General H.B. Douglas Baird's nickname. 
126 Eileen. 
127 5 miles north of the city. 
128 Unattd  2nd Lt. Peter Ronald Barnes Mitchell, bn. 20-2-18. Appt. to Indian Arm 13-9-39. 10th Baluch Regt. 
129 Unattd. Lt. Thomas Paul Greenwood bn. 13-4-15. 1st Comm. 30-1-36. Appt. to Indian Army 17-3-37. 10th Baluch 

Regt. 
130 Unattd. Lt. Alec Addison Hallilay, bn. 19-1-12. 1st Comm. 27-8-36.  Appt. to Indian Army 1-11-37. 18 Royal 

Garhwal Rifles. 
131 American film 1939 
132 Maj. James Henry Souter, bn. 2-3-95, Rank 14-7-34. 10th Baluch Regt. 
133 Eric Walter Raynor B.A., Indian Forest Service bn. 20-9-96. Joined service as Asst. Consvr. 12-12-1923. Still listed 

1937. Travelled to India with wife, Mona Dorcas (aged 32) and daughter Pauline Sylvia aged 5 in October 1930.  
He and Mona (aged 28!) travelled out again in October 1937 with another daughter, Daphne aged 5. Mona Dorcas 
Raynor and Pauline Sylvia were in the electoral roll,  living in Farnham together in 1949. Mona Dorcas Raynor of 
Green Lane Hospital, Farnham, single woman, died 27 Feb 1956. Probate to Daphne Jill Raynor, spinster. Her age 
at death was given as 57. Eric died in Hindhead, Surrey,  1988. Pauline S.R. married Basil J.E. Veale in 1949. 
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Daphne J. married Bernard Hamilton at East Dereham, Norfolk in 1956.  

134 Unattd. Capt. Charles Hubert Sanderson, bn. 27-3-11. Appt. to Indian Army 31-3-37.Indian Army Ordnance 
Corps, Ag. Capt. to 25-12-39. Ty. Capt 26-12-39. 

135 Unattd. 2nd Lt. Desmond George Barry Badham-Thornhill, bn. 16-11-17. Appt. to Indian Army 25-10-39. 2nd 
Punjab Regt. 

136 Unattd. Lt. Edward Rowan Knyvet Humphries, bn. 6-9-16. Appt. Indian Army 1-11-37. 17th Dogra Regt. 
137 Lt. Col. Robert Reginald Balfour McLean (1892-1964) (supy. list). Dy. Asst. Director, Mily. Lands & Cantts. (under 

Defence Dept.) Special appointment from 22-10-39. bn. 5-11-92.  Karachi to Liverpool arr. 24-2-1938 with wife Ida 
Mary and daughter Eileen Mary (aged 18). Eileen married Thomas Richard Wegulin 27-9-1945 at Secunderabad, 
India. 

138 Maj.-Gen. John Stuart Marshall. Eastern Command. Dep. Adjutant and Quarter-Master-General 17-3-38. bn. 24-2-
83. 1st com. 3-12-04 I.R.R.O. Married 23-3-1920 at Lucknow, Alice Deborah Cree. He and wife (aged 21) arrived 
in London from Bombay 13-12-1920. He died in Delhi 5-5-1944. His widow married Major Arthur John Dring, 
Indian Political Service, at Simla 20-3-1946. 

139 Unattd. Lt. Arthur John Whittingham, bn. 17-5-16. Appt. to Indian Army 19-3-37. 2nd Punjab Regt. 
140 Unattd. Capt. John Raymond Louis Denis Brett bn. 2-4-10. Appt. Indian Army 24-11-35. Royal Garhwal Rifles. 

[He reached the rank of Lt. Col. and after the war joined the Colonial Service in Nigeria. He died in Humberside in 
1993.] 

141  Unattd. Capt. Phillip Geoffrey William Miller Coke bn. 8-8-11. 1st com 27-8-31. Appt. Indian Army 25-10-32.  18 
Royal Garhwal Rifles. 

142 Unattd. Oliver Brian Masters North bn. 20-8-09. Appt Indian Army 1-11-30. 17 Dogra Regt. (M.C., Capt, Ag. Maj. 
18-4-43) 

143 Unattd. William Saffery Cooper bn. 17-1-03. Appt Indian Army 15-10-24. Poona Horse. 
144 John and Maria, parents of  Noreen and Cynthia. 
145 Jheel - a sheet of water or lake replenished by monsoon rain. 
146 McLean 
147 Paternal grandmother May neé Herklots died at Guildford, Surrey 21st May 1939. 
148 Possibly Mair E. Jones, 27, beauty specialist, left Liverpool for Bombay 18-10-36. 
149 Possibly the wife of Maj. Alan Whiteside, bn.12-3-97. 2nd Punjab Reg. 26-10-39 transferred as Dep. Assist. Adjt.  

Gen. Northern Command. 
150 Unattd. Lt. George Allen Coombe bn. 7-6-17. Appt. Indian Army 6-10-38. 10th Baluch Regt. 
151 Maj. Jaswant Rai Dogra, M.D. bn. 9-6-08 1st Com. 15-11-30 Indian Medical Service; date of rank 25-8-39. May-40 

M.H. Secunderbad. 
152 Mr. Gerald. James Hoodwerf, bn. 8-10-18.  Indian Police, travelled from Liverpool to Bombay 5th Nov. 1938. Died 

Dec. 2002 at Tunbridge Wells. [Letter from him in the St. Joseph's, North Point, Darjeeling, school magazine for 
1940 (p. 32) which indicates that he was at the school  in 1930. It also confirmed that he was an Asst. Superintendent 
of Police, stationed at Jhansi, U.P.] 

153 Unattd. Maj. Ernest Rupert Ridley bn. 22-5-97. 6th Rajputana Rifles, 2nd Batt. 2nd-in-Comd. 17-1-38. 
154 Unattd. 2nd Lt. Anthony Francis Vernon bn. 5-4-19. 1st Comn. 1-7-39 12th Frontier Force Regt., 1st Batt. 
155 Unattd. Lt. Peter Evans Campbell bn. 7-4-17. Appt. Indian Army 28-4-39. 10th Baluch Regt. 
156 Unattd. 2nd Lt. Michael Andrew Innes Cowan bn. 18-4-20 1st Comn. 3-7-39. 12th Frontier Force Regt., 1st Batt. 
157 The tomb of Mirzā Ghiyās Beg, given the title of I'timād-ud-Daulah (pillar of the state), is often regarded as a draft of 

the Taj Mahal. 
158 Sikandra. 
159 Unattd. 2nd Lt. Patrick Lloyd Ker Thompson bn. 5-1-18 1st Comn. 3-8-39. Appt. to Indian Army 29-1-40 11th Sikh 

Regt., 2nd Royal Batt. 
160 Her mother's younger sister, Sylvia Stewart Blane, was married to Hugh Arbuthnot Inglis, a Superintendent in the 

Indian Police. 
161 Her brother Richard then at Oxford. 
162 H.Q. of Muttra District in the Agra Division of the United Provinces. 
163 Maj. Thomas Coutts Duguid (1890-1968), previously attd. Burma Rifles, and wife Margaret nee Dewar (1891-1980). 

Margaret returned alone from Bombay to Liverpool with wives and children, arriving 5th June 1944. 
164 Red Fort 
165 Brig.  John Nicholson who planned and lead the storming of Delhi during the Indian Mutiny, dying as a result of his 

wounds. 
166 A restaurant near Connaught Plaza. 
167 Lt. Col. (local Col.) George Frederick Joseph Paterson, (1885-1949), Director of Military Lands and Cantonments, 

Defence Dept. from 2-7-35. Married Janet Ada neé Beavor, father of Xenia born 1919. 
168 British film 1939 
169 Minaret 
170 Joan Horan-Brown bn. 1921, daughter of Lt. Col. Hubert Horan-Brown, M.B. Directorate of Medical Services 

(1886-1976) and his wife, Doris. 
171 American film 1939 
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172 Mary Webb (1924). 
173 Maj. Ernest Henry Powell Mallinson, bn. 14-6-98, 1st Comn. 31-1-18;  date of rank 1-8-38; from  Special 

Unemployed list - 17th Dogra Regt. 
174 Lt. Bruce A.E. Maude,  R.E., 1st Comn. 30-1-36 King George V's Own Bengal Sappers and Miners. Present Appt. 

1-9-39 6A. Tps. Coy. 
175 Lt. Richard W. Horne 1st Comn. 1-2-35, rank 1-2-38. South Lancashire Regt. (The Prince of  Wales's Volunteers). 
176 Lt Frederick C.S. Hipwood 1st Comn. 2-2-33, rank 2-2-36. South Lancashire Regt. (The Prince of  Wales's 

Volunteers). 
177 Capt. I. St. Q., 1st Comn.30-8-26 R. Signals. date of rank 30-8-37. Indian State Forces. 
178 American film 1938 
179 Likeman 
180 General Baird 
181 Lt. A.H.S. Northcote, 1st Comn. 27-8-36, date of rank 27-8-39.  South Lancashire Regt. (The Prince of  Wales's 

Volunteers). 
182 Unattch. 2nd Lt. Dennis Douglas Wallace Dunlop. bn. 23-1-19. 1st Comn. 26-1-39. Appt. Indian Army 2-1-40. 18th 

Royal Garhwal Rifles. 
183 British film 1938 
184 British film 1939 
185 British film 1938 
186 Maj. James Aloyius Guinee, bn. 27-10-95, 1st Comn. 28-8-17; 21-12-35 D.A.D.T., Meerut Dist. Royal Indian Army 

Service Corps. Formerly Royal Sikhs Regt. 
187 Unattch. Denys Ford Wharry, bn.3-11-19, Appt. Indian Army 29-1-40 2nd Punjab Regt., 1st Batt. 
188 British film 1939 
189 Budaun is a town about 49km from Bareilly 
190 Unattch. 2nd Lt. Frank William Mason bn. 21-9-16. Appt. Indian Army 29-1-40 2nd Punjab Regt., 1st Batt. 
191 American film 1939 
192 Lt. Edward March, 1st Comn 20-3-32, Qr.-Mr., 1-1-39. 18th Royal Garhwal Rifles, 11th Batt. 
193 Harris 
194 Whitehouse 
195 Margaret, daughter of Tennant and Gladys Hope Sloan. [Tennant Sloan, Esq., C.S.I., C.I.E., Indian Civil Service, 

Adviser to His Excellency the Governor of the United Provinces. Knight Commander of the Order of the Indian 
Empire (KCIE). 1942 New Year Honours]. Apart from a number of earlier arrivals in India as a young child, the 
most recent was in October 1937 when she was aged 18 and travelling alone. 

196 Frederick Randolph  Stockwell, (1914-1999), Assist. Superintendent, Indian Police from c1934. 
197 Veronica Devonport Rice possibly daughter of Lt. Col. Henry James Rice bn. 20-10-94, Dep. Assist. Dir. Med. 

Services, Southern Command. 
198 Unattd. Maj. Hugh Oliver Wilson Fowler, bn. 13-3-99' 1st Comn. 27-10-17, Trans. to Indian Estate 27-10-35. 18th 

King Edward VII's Own Cavalry. 
199 American film 1937 
200 Capt. James William Bowden, M.B, bn. 16-11-02, 1st Comn. 20-10-32, Rank 1-5-34 Civil Surgeon, Ganjam, Orissa. 

Indian Medical Service. 
201 Presumably dress. 
202 Characters in 'Gone with the Wind'. 
203 American film 1939 
204 Punjabi word for the common raddish. 
205 Engaged to David Jardine Paterson  
206 2nd Lt. Gerald Noel Morton Bray, supernumerary, United Provinces Horse (Southern Regt.), 3-1-40 A.D.C. to 

Governor of United Provinces. 
207 American film 1939 
208 American film 1935 
209 American film 1939 
210 Unattch. Lt. Peter Evans Campbell bn. 7-4-17, 1st Comn. 28-1-37, Trans. Indian Army 28-4-39 10th Baluch Rgt. 
211 British film 1939 
212 Maj. Arthur De Burgh Morris (bn. 11-12-02), Ist Comn. 31-8-22, Trans. Indian Est. 22-2-36, date of rank 31-8-39 

8th Gurhka Rifles. Staff Capt. A. & T. Forces. Eastern Command. 
213 Unattch. 2nd Lt. John Hooker Thistleton-Dyer, bn.26-5-20, 1st Comn. 3-7-39 10th Baluch Regt. 
214 No name looks likely in the South Lancashire Regt. list for July 1940. 
215 Eleanor [Clarissa Percy, bn. 1905] wife of Capt. Eric Lawton Sumner, bn. 15-8-01, Army in Indian Reserve of 

Officers, called to Army Service 20-11-39. Indian Signal Corps. 
216 Betty, daughter of Lt. Gen. C.N.F. Broad who was taking over from Baird as the head of Eastern Command from 1-

4-40. 
217 Unattch. Lt. Gen. John Parke Fullerton, bn. 8-9-94, 1st Comn. 14-1-14, Trans. to Indian Estt. 5-3-14, date of rank 6-

12-27. Apptd. Commandant 21-10-38, 17th Dogra Regt., 3rd Batt. 
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218 Unattch. Lt. William Hugh Macdonald Lane, bn. 25-8-16,  1st Comn.27-8-36, Appt. to Indian Army 1-11-37 10th 

Baluch Regt. 
219 2nd Lt. J.K. Henderson,  R.A., date of rank 24-8-39. A.D.C. to G.O.C.in C, Eastern Command. 
220 Queen Alexandra's Imperial Military Nursing Service. 
221 Emy Elizabeth, bn. 22-6-89 in Sweden. Wife of David F. bn. 14-8-86 in Sweden, noted variously as mechanic, 

engineer and manager. 
222 British film 1940 
223 Unattch. Lt. Edward Rowan Knyvet Humphries, bn. 6-9-16, 1st Comn. 27-8-36, Trans. Indian Army 10-10-36, 

rank  27-11-38 17th Dogra Regt. 3rd Batt. 
224 American film 1939 
225 Coarse silk. 
226 American film 1939. 
227 Unattach. Lt John Arthur Gregory Buss, bn. 10-10-14, 1st Comn. 2-2-34,  Appt. Indian Army 11-3-35, rank 3-5-36 

3rd Gurkha Rifles - Indian Poll. Service. 
228 Patricia Joan Bailey was born on 28 July 1921 in Naini Tal, Uttaranchal, India, to Gertrude (Topsy) Stuttard, age 

31, and William Alfred Bailey, age 33. Her father was in the Indian Forest Service. 
229 Lord Peter Wimsey was the sleuth in a series of detective stories by Dorothy L, Sayers. 
230 Character in the novel 'Rebecca' by Daphne du Maurier. 
231 Daughter of Lt. Col. Cecil Hungerford Jackson, Recruiting Officer at Rawalpindi. She was born c1920. 
232 Capt. (ag. Maj.) R.A.G. Nicholson, R.E. Attached to staff , Eastern Command from 21-4-40.. 
233 Col. (temp. Brigadier) Edward Lionel Farley. Chief Engineer, Eastern Command from 23-12-39 
234 To the east of the lake. 
235 Unattch. Capt. Arthur Grant Chitty, bn. 16-4-08, 1st Comn 2-2-28, date of rank 2-2-37 10th Baluch Regt. 
236 Wife of Capt. Rupert Crowdy  (1910-2017) of the 17th Dogra Regt. They had married in Ceylon in November 

1939. Norah (c1915-2006). 
237 American film 1939. 
238 Margaret P., daughter of Capt William Thomas Clyde bn. 28-3-95, 1st comn 10-4-15, married Phyllis Amy Booker 

19-6-1920 in India. Retd. list 31-7-33 to 2-9-39.  (bt. Maj. 3-9-39 Indian Regular Reserve of Officers, inf.). His wife 
and two daughters, Margaret 18 and Anne 10, came out to India from Southampton 28-11-1939. 

239 Bhowali, 11km from Naini Tal. 
240 Government House. 
241 Gladys Constance Mabel  neé  Veasey, wife of Sir Maurice Hallett, Governor of United Provinces. 
242 Unattch. Brig. Wilmot Gordon Hilton Vickers, bn. 8-6-90, 1st comn. 29-1-10, com. Allahabad Area 1-7-34, ty. Brig 

5-7-39. He married Mary Catherine Nuttall in India in 1923. She apparently died in Cheltenham in August 1938. 
243 Lt. Col. John Parke Fullerton, bn. 8-9-94, trans. Indian Army 6-12-37 17th Dogra Regt., appt. Commandant 21-10-

38. 
244 Voluntary Aid Detachment 
245 Capt. Leonard Joseph Kewley (1908-1995) 8th Punjab Regt. married Isabella Macdonald Fraser (1907-1989)  26th 

June in Naini Tal. 
246  Hugh Arbuthnot Inglis, Superintendent, Indian Police. His wife, Sylvia, was Yvonne de Hamel's aunt. 
247 American film 1939. 
248 Unattch. 2nd Lt. Richard Lawrence McKinley, bn. 6-12-18, 1st comn. 26-1-39, 3-1-40 16th Punjab Regt. 
249 Another hill station, c63km N.E. of Naini Tal. 
250 Lt. Christopher T. Vesey, R.A. 1st comn. 27-8-36,  date of rank 27-8-39, 83rd F. Bty. 
251 American film 1939 
252 Possibly error for  Dinkeldein. (John K.) Suptd. Survr. of works, Eastern Command from 1-4-40. 
253 2nd Lt. J.R. Griffin, 1st comn. 27-8-38. Lincolnshire Regt. [Regt. arrived in India, 19th January 1936, from Hong 

Kong.] 
254 Lt. C.J.S. Burne, 1st comn. 30-1-36, R.A., rank 30-1-39, present appt. Subaltern. 5-2-39 11th (Dehra Dun) 

Mountain Battery. 
255 Unattch. Major Thomas George Atherton, bn. 31-7-00, 1st comn. 17-12-19, rank 17-12-37, Royal Deccan Horse. 

With 7 Lt. Cav. General Staff Officer, 3rd grade, Eastern Command. His wife was Olga Margaret  bn. 1911, died in 
Portugal in 1961. 

256 American film 1939 
257 Lt. Col. John Henry Sykes, bn. 15-10-96, 1st comn. 16-12-14, Eastern Command, Supplies and Transport, 1-12-37. 
258 Rev. Alwyn Alfred Edwin Binns. Headmaster of Sherwood College 1932-1947. 
259 2nd Lt. A. C. Lynch-Staunton, 1st comn. 27-1-39, Queen's Royal Regt. (West Surrey) which arrived in India, Dec. 

1934 from China. 
260 Lt. Col William Rudolph Moll, bn. 22-1-94, 1st Comn. 4-1-14, rank 14-1-40, 16th Punjab Regt. 4th Batt. 
261 Each pays own bill. 
262 Unattch. Lt. Kenneth Gough Breaks, bn. 21-12-09, 1st comn. 30-8-34, rank 30-11-36, 9th Jat Regt 
263 Period 
264 Lauder 
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265 Lt. Col. J.W.C. Stubbs, 1st comn. 30-1-14, rank 26-9-35, date completed tour 16-9-40, Royal Army Med. Corps. 
266 E.C. (Emergency Commission) 2nd Lt. Miles Milward Bason, bn. 27-6-06, comn. & rank 25-6-40, 4th Bombay 

Grenadiers. 
267 Capt. Charles Graham Parbury, bn. 4-2-05, 1st comn. 29-8-29, Trans. Indian Est. 10-2-36, rank 1-8-38 13th Duke 

of Connaught's own Lancers, 26-3-40 Indian Cavalry Training Centre, Light Tank Wing officer. Married Frances 
Josephine Parker in Spring 1939. 

268 Michael Hadrill [John Michael Wallace-Hadrill (1916-1985)] whom she first met at Oxford 27th April 1938. This 
reference in her diary reads: "....We had a nice drive to Oxford arriving about 4.  We dropped Mr.C. and went off to 
have tea with Michael Hadrill.  In spite of all my resolutions I was as shy and tongue-tied as ever, but he is awfully 
nice.  My tongue loosened a bit afterwards and he really is a dear." The link is Bromesgrove School where Wallce-
Hadrills father was a master and so was Ernest Mashiter, a close family friend. 4th May 1938 they were again in 
Oxford...."We met Mummy and Richard at the Martyrs' Memorial after going over Keble and a few other colleges.  
They were all charming.  We saw "Light of World" original.  Michael Hadrill came to tea.  He and Mummy got on 
very well together.  I wonder if he likes me.  I like him awfully.  He's so completely un-snobbish.  I hope I go to 
Bromsgrove when he's there sometime...". 

269 Youngest brother, Robert Vidal, as described in the early life of Iris, above.  
270 Bath ready [Urdu] 
271 David Jardine-Paterson noted in manifest of "Strathnaver" leaving Southampton for India 26th July 1940, aged 26. 

of Balgray, Lockerbie, Merc. Asst. He was born 3-5-1914 and died in 1971. 
272 Bishop of Lucknow, Rt. Rev. Sydney Alfred Bill (1884-1964). He went to India as a probationary Chaplain in 1911 

in the same year as he married Margaret Alice Ford (1886-1955). 
273 She married John Buss. 
274 Unattd. Lt. William Roxburgh Howson, bn. 3-6-14, 1st comn. 30-8-34, rank 30-11-36. 6th Gurkha Rifles - Indian 

Police Service, (Ag. Capt to 1-2-40, ty. Capt 2-2-40). 
275 Named after Sir Henry Ramsay (1816-1893), Commissioner of Kumaon. 
276 American film 1936 
277 Geoffrey Alexander Haig, (1909-1986) son of Sir Harry Graham Haig and Violet May,  baptised at Mussoori. I.C.S. 

Served in U.P. from 1931; Secretary, U.P. Dept. of Food and Civil Supplies 1946. He died in Oxted, Surrey. 
278 Central Provinces. The town was the meeting point in 1871 for the Great Indian Peninsula Railway (616 miles from 

Bombay) and the East Indian Railway (220 miles from Allahabad), and the completion of the first Bombay-Calcutta 
trunk railway line. Had large railway workshops and the oldest Ordnance factory in Central India. 

279 J.M. Barry, author of 'Peter Pan'. 
280 E.C. 2nd Lt. Donald Kennedy Macfarlane, bn. 31-10-16, 1st comn. & rank 25-6-40. 4th Bombay Grenadiers. 
281 Unattach. Lt Col. John Rochfort Armstrong Henry, bn. 20-11-90, 1st comn. 1-1-14, rank 1-10-40. Indian Inf. 

4th/9th Regts. [from 27-12-40 Recruiting Officer in Delhi] 
282 American film 1940 
283 Ian Urquart Alexander, bn. 13-6-15, noted as civil servant in ship manifest 1948 
284 Unattach. Capt. Jack Hamilton Gunning, bn. 5-2-07, 1st comn. 30-2-26, rank 30-8-35, appt. Indian Army 20-12-27, 

4th Bombay Grenadiers. He married Judith Clowes Castle in July 1938 and they travelled together to India in 
October of the same year. She was ten years younger than her husband. 

285 Mappin & Webb, the London jewellers had a branch in Bombay since the 1890s. 
286 Cynthia Nicholson married Hugh Patrick Hearn 14th December 1940. He was Unattach. Lt. Hugh Patrick Hearn, 

bn. 17-3-12, 1st comn. 27-8-36, rank 27-11-38, appt. Indian Army 3-11-37 13th Frontier Force Rifles. (Ag. Capt to 
8-5-40, Ty Capt, 9-5-40.) 

287 American film 1939 
288 A purgative. 
289 American film 1940 
290 George McCausland Hoey (1885-1960) was State Engineer for Jaipur. He had been resident as an engineer in India 

since 1907. 
291 Generally six-inch knitted squares which could be sewn together into blankets. 
292 E.C. 2nd Lt. James Drake Leggatt Whiteside, bn. 23-3-09, 1st comn. & rank 3-10-40. Indian Army Ordnance Corps, 

Ordnance Services. 
293 Conductor. Edward Richard Daw, bn. 8-6-98, rank 21-12-38, Indian Army Ordnance Corps. 
294 Gardener 
295 Grassroot screen [Hobson-Jobson]. 
296 Wife of Reggie Lowe 
297 Possibly a servant. 
298 A servant from Blyth Cottage. 
299 Name given to potential daughter 
300 Ponies 
301 Senior Chaplain, Rev Edwin Aubrey Storrs Fox (1888-1975), Indian Ecclesiastical Establishment from 1916. 

Married Winifred Charlotte Ida Goold in 1919. 
302 Capt. (Dept. Commissary) James Grahame, bn. 30-8-90, 1st comn. 17-5-36, rank 21-11-38, Royal Indian Army 
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Service Corps. Supply and Transport. 

303 Unattch Col. Dysart Edward Whitworth, bn. 13-7-90, 1st comn. 29-1-10, Ty. Brig. 7-5-40. Married Helena 
Margherita Powell in London in 1916. 

304 None of Mac's letters survive at this time. 
305 Maj. Richard Arabin Armine Wimberley, bn. 10-5-97, 1st. comn. 9-9-15, trans Indian Est. 14-1-19, rank 28-5-34 

4th Bombay Grenadiers. Married Isabel Alison Urwick in 1927. 
306 British film 1940 
307 A hill station established by the British as the civil station of the Khasi and Jaintia Hills in 1864. On the formation of 

Assam as the Chief Commissioner's Province in 1874, it was chosen as the headquarters of the new administration 
because of its location between the Brahmaputra River and the Surma valley, and particularly because the cool 
climate. Kench'e Trace was part of Laban village which was absorbed into Shillong in 1878. Hubert Kench was a 
British engineer who designed the narrow gauge mountain railway with the ultimate ambition of connecting  
Shillong to Calcutta. It was destroyed by earthquake in 1897 and never repaired. 

308 E.C. 2nd Lt. Leslie Strangways Davis, bn. 7-6-12, 1st comn. & rank 15-2-41 6th Rajputana Rifles then transferred to 
the Assam Regt.  Like Mac, was a tea planter, but not with the Assam Tea Co. Wife Joan Elizabeth bn. c1921. 
Leslie died in Worthing, Sussex, in 2005 and Joan, in 2008. 

309 Ursula (born 1917), Sheila  (born 1923). Their father was a planter in Assam.   
310 Railway station 
311 Railway station. 
312 Urdu word for bedding. 
313 Unattch. Maj. Ross Cosens Howman, bn. 17-7-99 (died 1976), 1st comn. 31-1-18, rank 31-1-36 8th Punjab Regt. 

Acting Lt. Col of newly raised Assam Regiment 5-5-41 to 13-7-41, ty. Lt Col 14-7-41. Married to Cecil Isobel Elles 
(1905-2004). 

314 Dr. H.Gordon Roberts was the founder of the hospital. He arrived in Shillong in 1913 and started work with a small 
dispensary at Mission Compound near the KJP Girls’ High School. He started the construction of the building of the 
hospital in 1915 with the permission given by the government of Assam. The work was started on the edge of the 
town, in the part called Jaiaw where it stands to this date. The hospital was officially opened on the 25 March 1922 
by the then Governor of Assam, Sir William Marris, as a 90 bed hospital and was known as the Khasi Hills Welsh 
Mission Hospital. Roberts was the founder and the first chief medical officer of the hospital which is still known as 
"Dr. Roberts Hospital" by many people. 

315 British Military Hospital 
316 Dalmatian dogs. 
317 Sir Robert Neil Reid, Governor of Assam 1937-42. 
318 Amy Helen bn. 1888, daughter of George William Disney, married Robert Neil Reid at Muzaffarpur, Bengal, 17th 

November 1909. 
319 Died 14th July at Naini Tal. 
320 Travers Smith 
321 Pinewood Hotel was one of the oldest buildings in  Shillong built by a Swiss couple during the late 19th century.  It is 

still run as a hotel. 
322 The foundation stone of the 32-bed hospital was laid by Lady Keane, the then wife of the governor of composite 

Assam, in 1933. It was completed in 1935. Named after Ganesh Das Goenka and paid for by his family. 
323 Harold George Dennehy Esq., C:S.L,. C.I.E., Indian Civil Service, Chief Secretary to the Government of Assam. He 

married Constance Isolda Alexander in 1932. 
324 Sir Syed Muhammad Saadulla. In post 17th November 1939 until 25th December 1941. 
325 Archibald Percival Wavell served as Commander-in-Chief, India, from July 1941 until June 1943 and then served as 

Viceroy of India until his retirement in February 1947. 
326 A chain letter claiming to raise money. 
327 Daughter of Maj. Gen. J.S. Marshall, Adjutant-General & Quartermaster-General's Staff, Eastern Command, Naini 

Tal, October 1941. She was later to be Alan's godmother. 
328 Capt. James Mottram, bn. 21-4-13, 1st comn. 2-2-35, rank 31-8-41 4th Bombay Grenadiers 
329  E.C. 2nd Lt. James Bryan Fitzgerald Rayner, bn. 29-1-14, 1st. comn. & rank 15-11-39 (W.S. Lt. 1-6-41, Ag. Cpt to 

31-5-41, Ty. Capt. 1-6-41) 4th Bombay Grenadiers 
330 Assam oil wells. 
331  General Baird's wife died in London in 1935 so unclear who this is. 
332 Maj. Gen. Thomas George Gordon Heywood (1886-1943) [32-36 Military Attaché to France, 36-39 Brigadier Royal 

Artillery Aldershot Command, 39 Army Representative on British Military Mission to Soviets, Jun 39-40 General 
Officer Commanding 7th Anti-Aircraft Division, 40 Head of British Military Mission to Netherlands, Nov 40-41 
Head of the British Military Mission to Greece, 15th Sep 1941 to 19th Mar 1942 District Officer Commanding 
Presidency & Assam District, India, Mar 42-Jun 43. He died in a plane crash on the way from Delhi to Calcutta 
27th Aug 1943.] 

333 Roualeyn Charles Rossiter Cumming (1891-1981), Indian Police. 1-1-41 Appointed Inspector-General of Police and 
Joint Sec. of the Home Dept., Govn. of Assam. Married Pauline Grace Parry c.1915. 

334 The Anglo-Soviet invasion of Iran, also known as the Anglo-Soviet invasion of Persia, was the joint invasion 
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of Iran in 1941 during the Second World War by the British Commonwealth and the Soviet Union. The invasion lasted 
from 25 August to 17 September 1941 and was codenamed Operation Countenance. 
335 Brand of toilet paper 
336 E.C. 2nd Lt. Melville John Eaton Gow, bn. 28-12-20, service for promotion from 5-7-41. Assam Regt. 
337 Glucose sweet 
338 E.C. 2nd Lt. Andrew Lindsay Munro, bn. 7-1-10, service for promotion from 19-7-41 Assam Regt.esprit 
339 E.C.2nd  Lt Alexander David Cleland, bn. 30-2-18, service for promotion from 26-10-40 Assam Regt. 
340 Inspector General of Police 
341 Capt. Lewis St. John Daly Collinson, bn. 24-8-08, service from 2-2-28 (Gloster. Regt), rank from 2-2-37 (19th 

Hyderabad Regt). Assam Regt. 
342 British Officers 
343 Maj. William Felix Brown, bn. 29-1-99, 1st comn. 31-8-18, rank 31-8-36 (8th Punjab Regt.) Assam Regt. Married 

Isabel Eileen. [Their daughter Elizabeth Mary Boyce Brown was born in India 4-7-36].  He was killed in Burma 4th 
January 1945. Buried Taukkyan War Cemetery, Rangoon. 

344 E.C. 2nd Lt. James Askew, bn. 6-10-16, 1st comn. 15-2-41 11th Sikh Regt., now Assam Regt. 
345 Famous Italian restaurant,  Chowringhee Rd. 1917-1960. 
346 Unattch. Maj. Reginald Higgerson Lowe, bn. 1-10-01, 1st comn. 14-7-21, rank 1-8-38 9th Jat Regt., later Assam 

Regt. Married Marie-Antoinette Jeanne Renee Ghislaine Douxchamps in August 1937 in Belfast when she was 20. 
She was known as Toinon 

347 Unattch. Capt. Graham Ross Sell, bn. 1-11-20, 1st comn. 22-10-39, rank 22-4-41 9th Jat Regt. (Ag. Capt 30-4-41, 
Ty Capt. 1-5-41) 

348 Bombay Presidency, Karnatika. Officer Training Schools which closed Sept. 1939 at the outbreak of war. 
349 E.C. 2nd Lt. Ronald Douglas Cooksey, bn. 30-5-16,  service from 5-7-41 Assam Regt. 
350 Arrangement 
351 Major Brown. 
352 In the St. Joseph's College at North Point, Darjeeling, school magazine for 1940, Frank Belletti of 6 Cantonments, 

Shillong, He was at the school in 1929. 
353 Emergency Commission Officers 
354 British film 1940 
355 Regimental Colonel 1940–1948: Gen. Sir Harry Beauchamp Douglas Baird, KCB, CMG, CIE, DSO. The South 

Lancashire Regiment (The Prince of Wales's Volunteers) 
356 Major Joseph Henry Whalley-Kelly, South Lancs. Regt. 
357 Margaret Irwin pub. 1939 
358 Sheila Macfarlane (1920-1991)  was, like Mac, born in El Paso, Texas. She too was sent back to Scotland for school 

but before leaving Britain in July 1938 she had signed naturalization papers in London to become a citizen of the 
United States. Clearly Mac did not support her decision, nor her engagement to an American. In fact she did not 
marry until after 1946. 

359 American slang: sensational. 
360 Unattch Lt. John Halifax Patrick Sloan Emerson, bn. 28-8-18, 1st comn. 25-8-38, rank 25-11-40 4th Bombay 

Grenadiers (Ag. Capt. to 22-1-41, Ty. Capt 23-1-41). 
361 Cecil James Flux (1897-1969), Assam Tea Company 1918-1949. He married Marion Elizabeth Grove (1898-1976) 

in 1925. 
362 Maj. Albert George Porter, bn. 19-94, 1st Comn. 27-5-15, rank 3-2-34, 4th/9th Regts. (Ag. lc. to 1-1-40, Ty. lc. 2-1-

40) 
363 E.C. 2nd Lt. Bhola Sing Lama, bn. 26-7-07, Service for promotion & rank from 15-6-41 (W.S. Lt.) Assam Regt. 
364  Morgan Besley Hatfield (1893-1967) was an engineer. He married  Kathleen Everson in Bombay in 1932.   
365 The wedding was to be in Naini Tal on 14th October. CHECK 
366 He was promoted to Major General 23-6-41. 
367 Elizabeth Ruth Bannatyne  (1921-2012) married Ian Charles Justice R.A. in 1939 in India. They had a son born in 

August 1940 in Lucknow. Ian Charles Justice killed in action in Eritrea 13-2-1941 aged 24. His widow married Maj. 
Philip Burridge in Delhi in December 1943. 

368 Horse 
369 Staff College 
370 Madras 
371 Patricia Joan Bailey married Alan Christopher Cowan (1915-1992) I.C.S. (appointed October 1938), at Naini Tal on 

14th October. 
372Jacqueline daughter of Sir Reginald Hugh Dorman-Smith (1899-1977) who left Liverpool for Bombay in February 

1941 with his wife and two daughters, Governor Designate of Burma. The elder  daughter ("J" in the manifest) was 
19. She married Capt. E.T. Cook on 27th September 1941 at All Saints' Church, Maymyo, Burma. 

373 American film 1940 
374  Unattch. Major Gerald Crompton de Vere Moss, bn. 21-6-03, 1st comn. 30-8-23, date of rank 30-8-40 4th Bombay 

Grenadiers. 
375 Phyllis Edna neé Yates, wife of   Capt. Peter Storrs Fox, M.R.C.S., L.R.C.P. bn. 27-4-09, Date appt. & rank 3-2-41, 
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E.C., Indian Medical Service, Land Forces. He was son of Noel Storrs Fox so a relative. They married in 1936 and 
went to India in October of the same year.Their son, Jonathan, was born 26-3-42. 

376 Acting Lt-Col., Eastern Army. 
377 American film 1940 
378 Gurkha Rifles. 
379 Lt. Col. William Reginald Bridgwater, bn. 1-4-96, date rank 15-7-40 7th Gurkha Rifles. Regimental Centre, 

Shillong. Married Eveline Agnes Image in 1919. He died in 1973. 
380 Capt. John Truman Harford Morris bn. 6-8-06, rank 1-9-36 7th Gurkha Rifles. He died in 1965. 
381 Major John Lindsay Smith, bn. 7-3-04, rank 26-8-41 7th Gurkha Rifles. 
382 E.C. 2nd Lt. Montague Roy Deane, bn. 14-10-11 (W.S. Lt. Ag. Capt to 25-1-41, Ty. Capt. 26-11-41) 7th Gurkha 

Rifles. He married Janet Elizabeth Paine in 1939. Their daughter, Margaret Jane Deane, was born on 23rd 
February 1942. 

383 Maj. Ian Norman Macleod, bn. 17-1-94, 1st Comn. 29-3-18, rank 20-12-36 6th Gurkha Rifles. [This was Billy's  
Regiment.] 

384 Possibly Maj-Gen. Harry Macdonald (1886-1976) from 1939-40, Army H.Q., 25-1-40 to 15-1-43 District Officer 
commanding Meerut District.   

385  E.C. 2nd Lt John Karl Dinkeldein bn. 1905, rank. 1-4-40. Attached to the Staff H.Q., Naini Tal. Married  Vera 
Mabel Russell in 1934. He died in 1977. 

386 E.C. 2nd Lt. Stanley Victor Meinhardt bn. 30-12-14, 1st comn. 1-11-41, 7th Gurkha Rifles, Regimental Centre. He 
married Kathleen Mary Ramsey Hughes-Hallet in 1940. 

387 E.C. 2nd Lt. Manilal Barua, service from 15-2-41 Assam Regt. 
388 Servants 
389 Michael John Jardine Paterson born in Lucknow 24-2-42. 
390 John Alan Macfarlane, bn. 20-7-18. Royal Naval Volunteer Reserve, Temporary Surgeon Lieutenants. J.A.M. M.B., 

Ch.B. (proby). 27-3-42. 
391 Desmond Joliffe Tufnell Turbett bn. 10-11-23, Iris's cousin, Naval Cadet - Special Entry 1-9-42. Midshipman. 
392 Kitchen helper 
393 One of the hill tribes of  Manipur, some of whom were recruited into the British forces, but others who hated the 

British  Raj contacted the Indo-Japanese forces before the invasion, and later helped them. 
394 From Burma 
395 The Assam Railway and Trading Company laid the 65-km-long metre-gauge line between Dibrugarh and Makum 

collieries in Margherita to start a railway operation in 1881 for transporting tea and coal from the region to other 
places through the Brahmaputra Waterway.  

396 Mr D.L. McCallum I.C.S. died at Sagaing, Burma, in early February 1942. Assistant Commissioner, Burma, 1937 
397 Still with the 17th Dogra Regiment 18-4-43. 
398 For benefit of Indian hospitals, members were required to supply two or more articles of linen before the middle of 

September each year.. 
399 Munro 
400 Stool 
401 American film 1941 
402 2nd Lt. G.W.  Kelley Brit. Serv.-Attd., Regtl. Centre (Service for promotion from 22-8-41) 7th Gurka Rifles. 
403 Lt. Charles Robert Stonor, (1912-1982) Brit. Ser.-Attd.  (Service for promotion from 22-6-40). Assam Regt.. 
404 Naga 
405 Indian Military Hospital. 
406 Bir Bikram Kishore Debbarman Manikya Bahadur GBE KCSI (1908-1947) Maharaja) of Tripura State, (also known 

as Hill Tipperah), south of Sylhet, west of the Lushai Hills. 
407 Chevrolet 
408 Cecil James. Flux (1897-1969)  with Assam Tea Company 1918-1949, married Marion E. Grove 1925. 
409  Colin David Holroyd, (1892-1948)'  with Assam Tea Company 1915-1946, went to Assam as an engineer in 1915 

but returned to England in 1921 as a tea planter. Returned in 1946 with wife Ruth Jane neé Wrightson  (born 1912, 
whom he married in 1927), and daughter, Anne. 

410 Thomas Ralston Darby, bn. 8-9-10, tea planter with Assam Tea Company since 1934, his wife was  Alice Elizabeth.  
He was listed  as a 2nd. Lt. Emergency Commission 16-3-41 but does not appear in the July 42 list. 

411 Mechanical Transport 
412 Probably a money lender. 
413 Unattch. Gen. Henry Hampton Rich, bn. 30-3-91, Divisional Comdr., (Ag. Maj. Gen. 22-3-41) 
414 James Stenhouse Elliot (1870-1953), Mac's guardian while he was at school in Scotland. 
415 American film 1940 
416 Lt. Denis William  Daly, bn. 1895 Ireland,, married Ireland 1932 Mael Virginia Lennon. When they sailed to 

Toulon in 1934 he was an army captain but was not in service. Brit. Ser.-Attd. (Service for promotion from 17-8-40) 
Assam Regt. 

417 In fact a month later. 
418 Violet's diary records first visit to "Ramsay" was 1st June. On the same day she noted that Robert had chicken-pox. 
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419 Col. Edward Lionel Farley, bn. 27-7-89, 1st comn. 23-12-09, R.E., Chief Engineer. Eastern Army (Ty. Brig). Died in 

Devon in 1968. 
420 Queen Alexandra Imperial Military Nursing Service. 
421 EC 2nd Lt. Peter Osmond Myers, serv. from 11-12-41 8th Gurkha Riles (Regt. Centre, Shillong) 
422 EC 2nd Lt. Richard Edgar Jenks 20-11-41 Assam Regt. 
423 2nd Lt. Gerald Sydney Lionel Jacobs (1920-1998) Brit. Army (The York and Lancaster Regt.) 22-2-41 Assam Regt. 
424 Alice Ritchie (1930) 
425 Caryl Brahms & S.J. Simon (1940) 
426 Pundu port on the banks of the Brahmaputra river serving Gauhati. 
427 Maureen married Colin Douglas Hunter (1914-1997) at Oxford early in 1942. He was also in The Queen's Own 

Cameron Highlanders and listed in the Indian Army list until October 1945. 
428 No letter from Iris survives with this date. 
429 Unattd list. James Alexander Rowland Robertson (S.C.) bn. 23-3-10, 1st comn. 28-8-30 6G.R. Ag. Maj. 9-9-40, Ty. 

Maj. 20-9-40 to 7-7-41. In Oct 1943 Army List - Captain, 6th Gurkha Rifles. 
430 Assistant Quartermaster 
431 Lewis Strangways Davis 
432 Cargill see later ref. 
433 British film 1941 
434 Wife of William T.S. Cargill bn. 27-7-1901 in Scotland. He was a tea planter at Duflating T.E., Titabar, Jorhat. A 

birth notice for Alexander dates the event as 30-1-1942. 
435 Phyllis Margery neé Pritchard  wife of Maj. Chadwick Eckersley Thompson, bn. 15-5-00. 1st comn. 30-8-22, from 

12-3-42 Deputy Judge Advocates General, Eastern Army (Naini Tal) 
436 2nd Lt. S.R. Farmer only appears in the Army List under Assam Regt. from April 1943 as Brit. Service attd. His 

service dates from 21-12-40. He may have come from the Gloucestershire Regt. 
437 British film 1941 
438 Sulfapyridine antibacterial tablets, made by May and Baker.  
439 If the Japanese had invaded India after the monsoon season ended late in 1942, V Force was to harass their lines of 

communications with ambushes and sabotage, and to provide intelligence from behind enemy lines. 
440 Error for Clow - Ariadne Mavis Dunderdale (1888-1968) married Andrew Gourlay Clow  in 1925. He was Governor 

of Assam from 4th May 1942 until 4th May 1947. 
441 Lt. Col. Arthur Manus Sheridan (1901-1954) M.B. F.R.C.S. Jointed the Indian Medical Service in 1929 and was by 

this time civil surgeon at Naini Tal. "Being in 'residual' posts on and after the outbreak of the late war, he was 
frustrated in his ambition of active service and allotted the harder task of keeping the civil medical service going, 
which meant always double and sometimes treble the amount of work normally entailed in the positions he 
held....only those close to him knew with what envy he regarded his more fortunate juniors when they were recalled 
to military service which was denied to him" (British Medical Journal obituary) 

442 Mary Mitchell (1934) 
443 Unattch. Capt. Rupert Crowdy Crowdy (1910-2017) 17th Dogra Regt. Served with the 1st Burma Division which 

was relocated to Shillong where Norah [Gwynne neé Jones], his wife, was employed in intelligence work. 
444 Michael Anthony Crowdy Crowdy died 11th April 1942. 
445 A.J. 
446 Working in Delhi 
447 Dr Stanley Farrant Russell (1903-2001) had been a medical missionary in Burma and after the Japanese invasion, in 

May 1942, lead a party of 24 over the Pangsha in the Naga Hills into Assam. Reunited with his wife and  children in 
Shillong, he joined the Welsh Mission Hospital where he remained throughout the war. 

448 The Oxford Group was an evangelical Christian organization founded by the American missionary Frank Buchman  
449 American film 1941 
450 Rebecca West (1918) 
451 Appetite restorative. 
452 Tonic of vitamins and minerals to restore health after illness. 
453 Cecil Hotel 
454 Violet's brother in law. H.Q. of the Army in India (Delhi). General Staff Officer, 1st Grade. Lt. Col. R.L. Lemon, 

I.R.R.O. from 2-5-42. He had retired from the army and was living in Oxford until, in November 1941, he got 
orders from the India Office that he was to return to duty in India. 

455 Dr Robert Arthur Hughes (1910-1996), a well qualified surgeon with additional training in tropical medicine, came 
to Shillong in March 1939 and he became senior medical officer in 1942 on the retirement of  the medical 
missionary Reverend Doctor Hugh Gordon Roberts (1885-1961), the founder of the hospital. He achieved miracles 
in that period, from 1942 to 1945, treating thousands of Indian, British and American wounded officers and men, 
who had retreated from Burma. Hughes was assisted by Khasi doctors and started the first blood bank in Shillong 
and introduced the latest anaesthetic machine and other facilities. Hughes raised the standards of midwifery and 
succeeded to a remarkable extent in eradicating malaria, and set up a travelling dispensary which later became the 
beginning of the Rural Health Centre movement.  
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456 According to Violet's diary, Iris went to Delhi on 10th January to see Pat Travers-Smith, leaving Alan with Violet. 
457 Wife of the Governor General and Viceroy of India, 1936-1943. 
458 Possibly Lt. Harold Leonard Legry, Temporary Sub-Conductor, Indian Army Service Corps., bn. 12-7-17, date of 

rank 1-10-41. 
459 EC 2nd Lt. Donald Seymour Elwell, bn. 21-6-11. 1st comn. 15-11-42 Assam Regt. 
460 Violet's diary. 16.1 On the way to Thrift Shop was badly bitten in thigh by dog - 3 stitches. 
461  Col. H.C.D. Rankin, M.B. 1st comn. 25-7-13 Royal Army Medical Corps. (Ty. Brigr. 14-11-41). D.D.M.S., G.H.Q. 
462 EC 2nd Lt. Harry Vincent Douglas Langworthy, 1st comn. 4-4-42 Assam Regt. 
463 EC 2nd Lt. Patrick George Bond, 1st comn. 4-4-42 Assam Regt. (W.S. Lt. 4-10-42). 
464 Lt. Philip Ridd Helyar Slade, M.B., Royal Army Medical Corps. bn. 31-5-16, 1st comn. 1-8-40 (W.S. Capt. 1-8-41) 
465 Pelman Inst., Clive St., Calcutta advertised "speedy language learning by the Pelman method". 
466 Baniar = rich trader [Hobson-Jobson] 
467 Muriel neé Selwyn, had been a missionary nurse in Burma when they married in 1934. She had been flown out of 

Burma with their four children in 1942. 
468 Ernest Mashiter 
469 In Scotland where Mac spent several holidays. 
470 Special Service Officer 
471 Gwalior Potteries, Lashkar. 
472 EC 2nd Lt. Hubert Durnford Iliff, bn. 9.6.13, 6th Gurkha Rifles. With the Indian Tea Association Labour October 

1945. 
473 Gauhati. Mac was in a camp on the banks of the Brahmaputra. It was originally intended that they move right up to 

the Burma border but the Japanese capitulated in August. 
474 Col. Edward Knyvet Steward, Royal Corps of Signals. Died in Burma 24th July 1945 
475 Wife of Major. John.Alexander Kitson. bn. 30-5-08, 2nd King Edward VII's Own Gurkha Rifles 
476 Anne was born 3rd June 1946. 
477 Allied Land Force South East Asia 
478 He arrived at Liverpool 25th December 1945. 
479 8th -14th January 1946 
480 Indian National Army 
 


