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 POST-SCRIPT 
 

Trooper Frederick David Cozens, 3 RTR, RAC 
 

      
Fred’s daughter’s final word on her father: 
 
“I was born on 12th June 1946, a year after he came home.  I was very close to my dear Dad. The whole irony is that 
he was killed in an electrical transformer explosion May 9, 1972.  After the war he found it difficult to get a job in 
England.  He tried his hand at several jobs and finally found a career as an Underground Jointer with the South West 
Electricity Board.  The transformer was second hand, never checked as it should have been.  A fault developed close 
to it and Dad repaired it.  The Foreman threw the switch without warning, the transformer’s cooling oil instantly heated 
up and the whole lot exploded!  It’s devastating not to be able to be prepared for it or say “Goodbye”.  
 
I’m glad he talked to me from six years old about his war experiences or all that would have been lost.  He talked to 
me because no one else wanted to listen to him but he needed to do some healing.  As it turns out, I was the lucky 
one.  He was an incredible person.  Never held a grudge and never hated any person.  He taught me to never hate 
anyone because it will kill you and I think he’s right.  (You can hate the deed, never the person).  Dad was always a 
very sympathetic man to people in all kinds of situations.  If he could help them out, he would, no matter how much 
time and concern it cost him.  He played Austrian tunes on his piano accordion until the day he died.  The key to 
survival he said was to never lose hope; it will keep you alive!  I always thought him very wise and took it on board. 
 As I said, I am the lucky one!” 


