
A Tribute to William Mander (1919 to 2008)

I first heard of William Mander when my sister Beldie brought him to Baldyquash to 
meet the family in the north east of Scotland
 Grannie Alexander came from ben the house to meet him and when she left, going 
down the passage to her own room she was overheard to say something like “ That’s 
mair  like it,  that’s what I would call a man”
Bill never had any difficulty after that fitting in with his new Scottish relatives 

He trained first as a carpenter then  joined the Army to fight in the second world war 
and stayed on as a regular soldier. He  saw service in Germany and Malta, fought in 
Korea trained boy soldiers in Dover and was part of a unit that defused unexploded 
bombs 
Some where along the way he was awarded a British Empire Medal
I recall a story of him  working on a new camp when the officer in charge arrived on 
inspection 
The officer was later heard telling his fellow officers in the mess “ There was Sergeant  
Mander sitting on top of the latrines nailing the roof on, and singing  “Bless this house”

Another echo from his army days greeted his son young William when business took 
him to Korea When  the people he met heard that his father had fought there he was 
made most welcome 
After his Army days he worked for Marks and Sparks in charge of maintenance at their 
Oxford store   From time to time he was offered advancement in the company but 
elected to stay put  I suppose that he and Beldie had enough of being uprooted and 
moving to another camp  But old habits die hard  Something of the army lingered on in 
his appearance, when going out, he dressed as if going on parade until only very 
recently when his health began to fail During this recent time Pauline and Peter were a 
tower of strength
I recall hearing of a headstone in the  Winchester Cathedral yard to a Grenadier of the 
North Hants Regiment dated  1764   It was said he died of a fever brought on by 
drinking a pot of cold beer on a very hot day When the memorial decayed the  officers 
of the regiment restored it and added two more lines

An honest soldier never is forgot 
Whether he die by musket or by pot

In saying farewell to William Mander I would like to quote one of the above lines

  An honest soldier never is forgot 
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