
Ho Ho Ho, a very merry Christmas to you all. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A Christmas message from our  LVP 
Christmas again and 2005 almost gone, for me Christmas always 
brings to mind my regimental days with all the Troop, Squadron, 
Regimental and Mess parties that saw out the old year, the most 
monumental of them all, being The Brick Hanging in the W.Os 
and N.C.Os Mess. 
The legend of our Brick Hanging is that towards the end of the 
19th century a group of senior members of the Mess lead by the 
Forage Master-Joe Holland-were having a few and lost track of 
time, so easily done. At any rate the barracks was undergoing 
some repair at the time and the workmen being Irish had concocted 
a bit of a game ie, throw a brick up in the air and while its in free 
fall drink as much beer as you can, the man left with the most in 
his glass, pays for the next round which could be a bit hectic. 
Some bright spark in Joe Hollands group suggested they might 
play this particular game in the Mess and one of the “experts” was 
sent to get a brick from the pile outside the Mess. 
Of course when they flung the brick into the air not only did it do a 
fair bit of damage but they also found that it was back on the Mess 
carpet before they could take a respectable swig. 
The Mess Caterer then suggested that they tie the brick up to the 
Mess roof which was a great success and the gang continued 
drinking into oblivion and forgot to take the brick down. 
The next day the RCM on his rounds had questions to ask about 
the state of that brick ,his Mess and of course required retribution 
from Joe Holland and the rest of the lads, however ,when it was all 
over Joe Holland took the brick away, had it cased in a silver 
jacket and presented it to the Mess with the suggestion that every 
year at Christmas the Brick should be hung in the Mess and that as 
long as the Brick was hanging, the Mess would stay open. 
The proposition was approved and Joe Holland hung the Brick in 
the WOs & NCOs Mess every year till he died in 1933 and from 
then to the present day ,it is hung by the oldest surviving RCM 
who has not taken a Quartermasters commission. 
Its quite a tradition and I first attended one in 1949 and had the 
very good fortune to win the first prize in the Raffle ,which was a 
14lb turkey that I carried home to Yorkshire later that day as we 
went home on leave for Christmas. My old dad gave me a £5 for it 
as a reward for good effort, which as we were only on 24 bob a 
week in those days, was a fortune to me. I cant remember what I 
spent it on, probably the church with pint pots instead of bibles. 
Best wishes to you all for Christmas and the New Year, have a 
great time with family and friends, thanks to you all for the tre-
mendous support and enthusiasm you have given to our Club over 
the past year and a very hearty 3 cheers to all our committee so 
ably led by Bob, for all their efforts on our behalf. Don. 

Penny Embley. 
It is with great regret that we have to report the passing of Penny 
Embley, on the 23rd of November, at her home. Penny had been 
unwell for some years and although she was confined to her 
home, never lost her sense of fun and her love for a good 'chat'. 
We all send our sincere condolences to Bill and the family. 
 

Now on a happier note. 
The Christmas meeting went off with its usual flair and fun. The  
magnificent show of moustaches, some real some not so real, 
not to mention  the odd dead rat. Still ,  pretty convincing never 
the less, until some of the beer soaked replicas started fall ing to 
the floor. The Mess cat had a nervous break down and has not 
been seen since.  The display of masks was remarkable and 
would have put any Viennese Ball to shame. The ladies look 
wonderful in the party best and the food, fit for a King, and most 
of his army. Having had their fill the merry throng fell onto the 
dampened streets just in time to see their horseless carriages turn 
back into pumpkins, oh yes they did, and swearing to ‘ repeat the 
movement’ in just fifty two weeks from now.  P.T.O. for pics. 
 

Kings Lynn. 
Not for the first time the ‘Gang’ of twenty one (not aged you 
will understand) assembled at The Plumbly Hotel, just in time to 
partake of the now traditional ‘heart starter’ . Val’s kitchen gave 
a good impression of the London Underground in the ‘rush 
hour’ . Mounted up in both the mini bus and the overflow car, we 
set of for the ‘party pad’ ably piloted by the ever steady Wayne, 
with his two female navigators. Having arrived in good time and 
spirits the inevitable bomb burst salli ed forth to surround the bar 
and loos. The dinner and event was of its usual very high stan-
dard and the Colchester ‘Bandits’ made off  with many of the 
raff le prizes as usual. The guest of honour was the Colonel of 
The Regiment Sir Michael Rose, who gave a very interesting 
address covering his recent trip to Iraq and gave a timely warn-
ing, that we must all be vigilant to the fact that if the Ministry of 
Defence has its way, it will at some time in the future try to 
amalgamate all the Foot Guards Regiments. He stressed that if 
this was to happen, it is upon us all to appose the move in any 
way we are able. It was also great to see our old friends Mark 
Etherington back safe and sound from Basra and of course his 
lovely wife Laura. It was then time for the homeward trek. Much 
snoring was heard until we again were washed up on the shores 
of The Plumbly Hotel, where Basil and Sybil Plumbly, once 
again served us with a going home mammoth snack, accompa-
nied by a littl e light liquid refreshment. As always, our sincere 
thanks to Paul and Val for their wonderful hospitali ty.  
 

And Finally. 
Scrooge had no further intercourse with the Spirits, but lived 
upon total abstinence principle, ever afterwards; and it was al-
ways said of him that he knew how to keep Christmas well , if 
any man possessed the knowledge. May that be truly said of us, 
and all of us! And so, as Tiny Tim observed, God Bless us, 
every one. 
 

REMEMBER THERE IS NO MEETING IN JANUARY. 
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                                             What would men be without women? Scarce, sir ... mighty scarce.                   Mark Twain. 



 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
      Young 
Callum 1 year 
just signed up. 
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A man that never made a mistake, never made anything. 


