
The Rothienorman L.D.V.
I well mind the date, May 10th. 1940, because it was the occasion of the roup at 
Baldyquash farm. We knew nothing of the momentous events unfolding elsewhere, 
being very busy that day and thereafter out of work, except for Mr Parker the grieve. 
He was asked to stay on to see the new farmer settled in and see to it that we got our six 
months pay.
 I think it took some time for the foreign news to sink in  The Germans were through 
the Allied lines like a knife through butter and the BEF  were said to be in full retreat 
Worse was to follow, the Highlanders  were reported to have surrendered  at a place 
called  St. Valery.  Folk were stunned and loth to believe it, especially Mrs Garden of 
the sweetie shop at Culsalmond, a lady whose small stature belied her fighting patriotic 
spirit. I expect it was from her that I first heard of the Local Defence Volunteers or 
L.DV. being formed at Rothienorman, and I cycled over to investigate. So, along with 
lots of other farm labourers and a sprinkling of farmers and some tradesmen, I  signed 
on.

The Laird of Rothie was, very properly, appointed C.O., although I don’t remember 
ever seeing him thereafter. His son, young Crawford, was to be our officer. He had been 
to a good school, and attended O.C.T.U., whatever that was, and so was eminently well 
qualified.  (Shortly afterwards he joined the Army, and won a George Medal for the 
rescue of men at sea and also the Military Cross for bravery and died of wounds age 22, 
and was buried in the Beach Head Cemetery at Anzio)
But the real organiser was Mr MacGillivery, the railway station master who became the 
Sergeant. He was not only station master, but ticket collector and porter besides. 
Moreover he had two very pretty daughters. I would have been delighted with either 
one, had they looked my way, but maybe because of the concession travel they headed 
down the line for the delights of Inverurie, a great sadness to us local lads. However Mr 
MacGillivary’s chief claim to fame was his experience as an N.C.O. in the last lot, and 
he set about teaching us the rudiments of military deportment and licking us into some 
kind of shape.
Most of us had a shotgun or could lay hands on one, and it was said that ball cartridges 
would soon be available, although there was some delay. At first we had only the 
L.D.V. armbands and, of course, our bikes for transport. We paraded and drilled of an 
evening in the school playground, sheltering in the bike sheds if it became wet, until 
Mr. Murray the Innkeeper took pity, and let us use the hall alongside the pub, and no 
doubt his trade picked up as a result. 
As time went on we acquired denim fatigues as uniform, and some rifles arrived 
although there was a dearth of ammo. It was said that the ball cartridges never appeared 
because the Laird was fearful for his game with so many would be poachers having the 
run of the countryside, but eventually clips of five bullets  were issued to the cycle 
patrols at the weekend. There were strict instructions not to fire them. It was somehow 
decided that if the Germans were to land it would most likely be at the crossroads 
known as the Drum of Wartle. It had a small shop at one corner and even a garage. 
Farmer Watson provided a caravan as a blockhouse.  There, working in pairs, we 



stopped such traffic as came our way, waving a hurricane lamp after dark, and 
challenging all comers with “Halt who goes there?” Then, “Ach ye ken fine, its me 
Charlie” would be the reply. When things were slack, as was not unusual, we took turns 
to doss down in the caravan, the lookout keeping a weather eye towards Rothienorman, 
in case Mr. MacGillivray decided to ride out on a snap inspection and neglect to light 
his lamp.
The name L.D.V. gave way to Home Guard and there was great excitement when we 
heard that we were to get a machine gun. Everyone volunteered to be in the machine 
gun squad, that is until they saw it. Designed for a two man operation it needed nigh on 
half the platoon to shift it. Even when broken down into its component parts it was a 
handful on a cycle patrol. There were two circular panniers for the ammunition but 
sadly they were both empty. I think Mr MacGillivray shunted it away into a siding 
somewhere for it seemed to disappear from view.
By this time my birthday had come and gone and even with the deferred service, orders 
eventually arrived for me to report to the Lords Cricket Ground in London and I gladly 
handed in my denims for the promise of Air Force blue. But sometime, long after the 
war was over, I heard that the Luftwaffe went to considerable trouble to photograph 
and plot the Home Guard strong points, but whether they discovered farmer Watson’s 
caravan at the Drum of Wartle I canna be sure.

Epilogue

When the war ended, those of the Highland Division who had survived as prisoners 
came back generally looking fit and well. For the most part they gave their parole and 
worked on the farms of eastern Germany and Poland. They got on fine for the work 
was familiar and they were used to the outdoors. Even the diet was similar, plenty of 
tattie soup and the dry black German bread instead of the oatcakes
. However one chap I knew was not so lucky. He was posted to Singapore and became 
a prisoner of the Japanese. Nothing was known of his whereabouts. His widowed 
mother lived on in her cottage hard by the railway line where it passes under the road 
bridge just through the moss of Wartle and not far from the Drum  Some of the trains 
would slow down by the brig just enough for the fireman to lose his footing 
temporarily and a shovel full of best steam coal would land on  the track side instead of 
in the fire box, and so the mother kept the home fires burning against the day when her 
son would return.
And the miracle of it was that he did return, desperately thin and a shadow of his 
former self.  She set about nursing him back to health and on fine days he would sit 
outside in the tiny garden by a railway very different from the one he was used to.
 The engine drivers would sound a blast on the whistle in recognition as they passed by, 
but the coal deliveries stopped, for the man of the house was home and would take care 
of such things himself.  


