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FOREWORD 
 

Lance Corporal James Kelso, Corps of Military Police 
 

Jim Kelso was my uncle by marriage, though I have no recollection of ever meeting him (he lived in 
Northumberland and we lived in the Lancashire Pennines).  My father and Jim joined the Coldstream 
Guards together in 1931 and became good friends.  One of Dad’s sisters (my Auntie Olive) went down to 
London from Tyneside to enter into domestic service.  No doubt Dad introduced his pal Jim to his sister 
Olive when they met up on some social occasion (all Geordies together in a foreign land) – and the rest, 
as they say, is (family) history. 
 
After their time at the Colours both Dad and Jim became civilian Policemen (Dad in Lancashire, Jim in the 
Metropolitan).  Consequently, (still being on the Reserve), at the outbreak of the Second World War they 
were mobilised and quickly transferred into the Corps of Military Police.  In February 1940 they were 
posted to Palestine with the 1st Cavalry Division.  Before the year was out they were in Greece guarding 
captured Italian soldiers.  The Greeks were holding the Italians back on the Albanian border at that point.  
A few months later Jim and my father were “on the beach together” (my mother’s words – presumably 
referring to Kalamata) “a boat took Jim off, saying we’ll come back for the rest of you.  It never did”.  My 
father became a Prisoner of War the following day.  Jim was taken safely back to Egypt (possibly by HMS 
Hero).  
 
All of the detail referring to Jim Kelso that is related in this Archive folder is taken from my research for my 
father’s story.  Nothing comes directly from Jim – and indeed, excruciatingly little from my father.  It is 
mostly gleaned from other documentary archives – and other peoples’ “parallel experiences”.  As always, 
regrettably, there are many loose ends and unanswerable questions. 


