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POST SCRIPT 
 

Lance Corporal Norman Scott, Corps of Military Police 
 
 

1 Demobilisation 
 
The mass post-war demobilisation process from the three forces would have taken place at different rates 
of progress depending on official and individual circumstances, resources, demands and policies.  Long 
home leave and medical facilities would have been the immediate requirements, priority being given to 
returning Prisoners of War (hopefully). 
 
1.1 Norman Scott’s demob process 
 
My father’s Certificate of Service Book shows his last period of Army Service (after 4 years and 24 days 
as a POW) as ‘Home’ (i.e. in the U.K.) from 23rd May to final discharge on 26th December 1945.  In 
practise he would have been mostly recuperating ‘at home’, literally, no doubt under the beady eye of the 
Police Surgeon, Doctor J.D. McVean’s close supervision, with occasional visits to the Corps of Military 
Police medical, administrative and records organisations. 
 
According to his (third) newly issued Certificate of Service Book and Soldier’s Service and Pay Book it 
appears that he was required to attend the C.M.P. Records Office at the Savoy Hotel, Bournemouth on 
the following occasions (but when did he get his demob suit, I wonder?):  
 
 
22 Aug 1945 45 Medical Division Board - classified Category C2 
5 Sep 1945 Royal Artillery (Coastal Artillery & Searchlight) & C.M.P. Records - gives final date in 

C.M.P. as 17 Dec 
25 Oct 1945 Giving final date of discharge as 26th December after a further two months terminal 

furlough “for Colonel i/c C.M.P. Records” 
26 Nov 1945 Returned to duty with Bacup Borough Police Force 
26 Dec 1945 Discharged from the Corps of Military Police on medical grounds. 

 
 

 
 

Record of Service Card 
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Service and Pay Book 
 
 
 

 
 

Service and Pay Book (Page 3 & 4) 
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On his final discharge, Dad’s Service was summarised as follows: 
 
With the Colours Nine years and 2 days 
In the Reserve  Five years and 210 days 
TOTAL SERVICE Fourteen years and 212 days 
 
Military Conduct :  Exemplary 
Testimonial:  Honest, sober, industrious and self-reliant.  A very good type who  
   also served with merit in the Corps of Military Police. 
 
So he got his ‘exemplary’ conduct recognition after all - eleven years after forfeiting it by leaving 
the Coldstream Guards rather early and urgently to join Bacup Borough Police Force in 1934 - to 
whom he was now very soon about to return. 
 

1.2 Typical demob process 
 

Here is an account of the demobilisation process from an unknown but observant source.  All ex-
Servicemen and women would have gone through something very similar.  Norman Scott would 
have been no exception. 

“After a meal and a bed – they were never comfortable at those places – it was a case of sorting 
out what kit we could keep and what had to be handed in. Friday 6th October was my demob day. 
I had to be up early for breakfast. The staff at the centre had to handle a lot of service personnel 
and wanted to get rid of us by lunchtime, otherwise we would have to stay until Monday and they 
wouldn’t get the weekend off. My kit was handed in; I got my railway warrants to get home, my 
demob book – very important – and clothing coupons. 

     

           The all-important  Demob Book  -  
      Dad would have been given one of these  

 
 

Clothing was still on ration then. The women got 
coupons to choose their own things, unlike the 
men who got ‘demob suits, hats, etc. We went 
through the demob process at a rate of knots; it 
took longer to get in than to get out. 
 
 I was soon on the train to Lincoln and home by 
4pm. I was, in theory, a civilian but officially on 
leave until 10th December and could be recalled if 
needed. I had come a long way in 5½ years and 
my life had changed completely in that period.” 
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1.3 Demob experience from “When Daddy Came Home” 
 

 
 

“Never Judge a Book by its Cover” - happy on the outside . . . 

 
 

Chap 2  'Any Colour As Long As It's Black' 
 

Choice of demob shoes - a soldier's view 
 
Shortly after the VE Day celebrations in May 1945, Steve Roberts, a contributor to Soldier magazine, went 
through a dry run of a routine that by the end of the year would be familiar to over 11/2 million Service-
men and women. 
 

'Today,' he wrote, 'I was demobbed - or to use the official term, "released".  It took exactly eight 
minutes. Unfortunately (for me!) it was not the real thing.  I was merely a guinea pig . . . at the first 
full-scale rehearsal at the Ashton-under-Lyne barracks' (the head-quarters of the Manchester 
Regiment). 
 
The first batch to move across the divide were men aged between 48 and 50, and married 
women.  Next to qualify was age group 38 and over.  They were promised a speedy transition.  
Those from overseas would go to one of three disembarkation camps - Reading, Oxford or 
Folkestone.  You may have to spend the best part of two days at the camp, but that is the longest 
halt you have during your soldier-civilian transformation.  And it is quite a comfortable halt with 
plenty of amenities, most important of which to the returning soldier are the postal arrangements. 
You can get in touch with your folk at home by phone or telegram. 
 
Next stop was one of nine Dispersal Units - at Edinburgh, York, Northampton, London, Guildford, 
Taunton, Ashton-under-Lyne, Hereford and Belfast.  This was where the overseas releases met 
troops stationed in the UK who were waiting to be sent to their local dispersal centre.  
Servicewomen went directly to dispersal centres. 
 
According to Steve Roberts, this was what they could then expect:  On arrival I was shown into a 
waiting room with a number of other men who had just arrived from various disembarkation 
camps and collecting units, and we were sorted into our various regiments.  Then we were 
handed an Army Book we had seen only once before, Army Book X801, the Soldier's Release 
Book, Class A.  It is a small, buff-coloured book of 13 pages all perforated ready to be torn out 
when required.  At least there had been 13 pages.  Two -  numbers 3 and 4 - were missing, 
having been removed at the disembarkation camp. 
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These two pages notify the authorities of impending release, and contain particulars which are 
filled in by your unit while overseas.  One deals with character and trade qualifications and the 
other addressed to the Regimental Paymaster tells him to which local post office to send your pay 
and gratuities after release.  Names were called by an NCO: 'Just take your books round the 
tables next door, and in ten minutes you'll be civilians again,' he said.  It did not take that long.  
When my turn came, I entered a barrack room where there were two rows of tables numbered 1 
to 10 lined down the middle.  'This way,' called an officer sitting at Table No.1. 'What's your name 
and number, and where do you live?'  This was merely a check to see if I had the correct book.  I 
had, so he stamped Page 2, the authority for my release, and tore the page out. 

 
At the next table were an Army clerk and a Ministry of Labour representative.  While the soldier 
made a note of when my 56 days leave expired - it starts the day after you pass through the 
dispersal unit - and stamped and detached Page 5 from my book, the Ministry of Labour man 
filled in the Unemployment Book, for which I signed.  He told me to hand it to my employer if I 
started work before the end of my leave.  Both books were handed to me, and I passed along to 
Table 3. 
 
There another page was stamped and torn out, and at the next table a Ministry of Health official 
filled in and handed me a Health Insurance Contribution card in exchange for a half-page of the 
book which would be sent to the Ministry notifying them that I had left the Army.  Page 7 was the 
next to go - a very complicated-looking page resembling a puzzle corner.  This was the Release 
Record, headed 'Statistical Report to Under-Secretary of State'.  It had all been filled in before-
hand. 
 
This was quick work.  Four and a half pages of the book had gone in less than that number of 
minutes, and the next table was piled high with money.  Here an officer paid the promised couple 
of weeks' allowance, for which I signed an acquittance roll.  To simplify matters fixed payments 
have been laid down as follows: Warrant Officers £10; Staff Sergeants and Sergeants £8; 
L/Sergeants and Corporals £7; L/Cpls and Privates £6. 
 
There was a surprise at the next table.  No page was torn out but instead an NCO stamped one 
and said, 'You'll want this page later on.'  It was a certificate to be exchanged at the civilian 
clothing depot.  I had to keep the rest of the pages.  One - a railway ticket - was filled in at the 
next table.  Then I was given a temporary 14 days ration card and another page of the book was 
signed for me to take to the nearest National Registration office to secure an identity card and 
civilian ration book.  Also left in the book was a certificate entitling me to free medical treatment.  
Page 13 is a claim for disability pension.  And on the inside of the back cover is the release leave 
certificate, which in addition to seeing you safely past any inquisitive policeman contains a record 
of trade qualifications and a testimonial from your Commanding Officer for use in finding a job. 
 
Release day was over for Steve Roberts.  ‘I realised that getting out of the Army was a much 
quicker and smoother process than getting in.’ 

 
After receiving an advance of pay and travel allowance, returning soldiers had one last duty to perform 
under King's Regulations.  It involved a visit to the quartermaster's stores, now known as the clothing 
depot.  Servicewomen were spared this experience.  They were given 56 clothing coupons and some 
cash, and were told they could keep their underwear.  The men, however, had to go for a complete civilian 
fitting.  Their model was a middle-class family man dressed for church: 
 
 Hat 
 Suit (jacket, waistcoat and trousers) in some 7 or 8 different styles and colours from town to 
 sporting, in 40 sizes, or sports jacket and flannel 
 Trousers 

Shirt with two collars 
Tie (in many patterns) 
Two pairs of socks 
One pair of shoes (black or brown) 
Raincoat (in four styles or mackintosh in two styles) 
Two studs 
One pair of cuff-links 
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Among the items they could keep as a reminder of their army days were: 
 

Ankle boots, 
Cap badges, 
Identity discs, 
Braces, 
Drawers, cellular, short, 
Gloves, knitted, drab; 
Shirts, ample, drab, 
and a rich variety of brushes: 
Brush button, brass 
Brush, hair 
Brush, shaving 
Brush, shoe 
Brush, tooth 
Plus their 'comb, hair and razor, safety'. 

 
The utilitarian civilian outfit was designed for a fit and complete body.  Those with injuries were assumed 
to have been discharged earlier, and though in most cases this was self-evidently true, the rigidly defined 
clothing allocation created difficulties for the inevitable exceptions to the rules.  This was where the forces 
charities came into play.  Disabled ex-servicemen who find it absolutely necessary to use Zip Fasteners in 
connection with their personal clothing can obtain them free of charge upon application to the British 
Legion.  A limited stock of Zip Fasteners is being held by the Legion by arrangement with the Board of 
Trade. 
 
Millions of information booklets were distributed by the government and by each of the services.  They 
made a huge effort to avoid the gobbledygook of the half-literate bureaucrat.  The chummy tone was set 
by the publication ‘Release and Resettlement’ from HMSO, which appeared just before VE Day: 
 

“When Germany is defeated many men and women will be released from the Forces and in this 
booklet you can read how these releases are to be made in what is called the interim period from 
then until the final Cease Fire.  There can be no general demobilisation until Japan also has been 
beaten.  There must be no break in our efforts until then. 
 
Whether or not you are due for early release, the Government wants you to know what your rights 
are and what is being done to help you in getting back into civilian life.  You will find it all in the 
chapters of this booklet.  They have been written as clearly and simply as possible but some 
chapters may be more difficult to read than others.  That is because some matters must be stated 
precisely and fully - you must be in no doubt about your position. 
 
One thing more - if you are not due for early release you can be sure that your rights will be 
safeguarded. All the help and advice described here will be waiting for you when you return. “ 

 
1.4 Post-Demob Traumas 
 
Here are just a few quite common and typical experiences of returning Prisoners of War and long-term 
military absentees.  They speak for themselves.  How many my father would have identified with is 
something none of us will ever now know.  They include very pertinent statements that I do know applied 
to him (and therefore also affected Mum & me).  I can remember the moaning and groaning in the night 
(of disturbance, not of passion), the sleeping on the floor on his own – and the recurring bouts of malaria.  
And that’s from a relatively cushy number working on a farm in Austria.   
 
They are quotes taken from Professor David Kynaston’s detailed study of the immediate post-war years 
titled ”Austerity Britain”:  
 
i) “Perhaps the POW experience was so alienating because it defied the national narrative of 
victory.  For men like Jim Long and George Chippington, indeed for most former POWs, the Second 
World War ended on a sour note.  Their experience was not one of glorious triumph over the enemy, but 
rather of personal defeat and a sense, however unwarranted, of shame.  For the men swept up in the 
mass surrenders of the first three disastrous years of the war, the fighting came to a sudden and jarring 
halt.  They were not fated to take part in the better years to come.  Their role in the final defeat of the Axis 
was as passive bystanders.  The injustice of this rankled.” 



 7 

ii) “Alan Dixon, who like Jim Long had been through the debacles of Dunkirk and Singapore, found 
himself seething with anger at the humiliations he had been forced to undergo on account of the blunders 
of other men.  His regiment had had a disastrous war, yet those in command who had made such a mess 
of things were never punished.  By the end of the fighting 'I had been pushed around and ordered about,' 
he wrote later, 'often by people who either ought not to have been in positions of authority over me, or in 
the case of the Japanese, had little interest in whether I lived or died.  This feeling of resentment has 
never really left me.'  He emigrated from England in 1954, still angry about the waste of six years of his 
youth.” 
 
iii) “Through no fault of their own, some ex-prisoners of war were dogged by a sense of disgrace for 
the rest of their lives.  Barbara Webb believed that it was the reason her father, who had been captured in 
North Africa, never joined the British Legion or any other veterans' organisation.  One day, over twenty 
years after the war ended, he suddenly announced to his wife, completely out of the blue: 'I think we 
should have fought and not given ourselves up to those Italians without a fight.'  'Those years clearly 
preyed on his mind,' Barbara believed.  'I think he was always looking for some kind of peace that he 
never found.  He was never at ease. . . he lived in a kind of half-life.  In captivity, I think, he was so 
desperate to get back to ordinary life and imagined all his troubles would be over.'  But the mental 
liberation he sought eluded him.” 
 
Dad never joined the British Legion, nor any other such ex-Serviceman’s mutual aid or self-interest 
society.  When the opportunities for rightful promotion came in his resumed Police career he refused to 
apply – I suspect he did not wish to be associated the power-wielding ranks that he felt had deserted and 
abandoned the common soldier on the beaches of southern Greece.  I could be wrong – maybe he was 
just more at ease as a Bobby on the Beat. 
 
iv) “Many men must have hidden their torments, perhaps even from their wives or children, afraid of 
being called weak or mad.” 
 
Dad would very rarely mention anything about his war experiences – this applied equally to my mother as 
well as myself.  As a hero-worshiping young boy I distinctly remember asking him outright to tell me all 
about it but he fobbed me off with an excuse something like “You wouldn’t understand”.  He was right, of 
course – I wouldn’t have understood.  Not then – but I might have had some information to carry with me 
into the future when my understanding might have improved.  And this piece of work could have had a 
little more first-hand information in it, instead of having to rely on so many parallel experiences, close to 
his as they might be. 

 

2 Return to the Police Force 
 
Dad returned to duty on Monday, 26th November 1945 - exactly a month before he was due to be finally 
discharged from the Army.  He appears to have been the last of the returning demobbed Policemen, as 
the following statement from a copy of the Bacup Times reports: 
 
“From September to December, that steady flow of man-power which in 1942-1943 had helped to swell 
the nation’s reservoir, was trickling back.  P.C.22 John Matthews returned to the force on the 10th 
September; P.C.25 George Wilkin on the 15th September; P.C.26 Leonard Halliwell on the 8th October; 
P.C.9 Frederick Oxford on the 13th October; P.C.23 (now P.S.4) Henry Marsh on the 12th November, and 
P.C.20 Norman Scott on the 26th November.” 
 
They would all have had a lot of adjusting to do - Dad probably more than most, having spent four years 
as a Prisoner of War, on top of the fighting in Greece.  It would be good to think that they all looked after 
and helped each other combat the difficulties of their return to civilian life - but I’m not sure if that would 
have happened.  Men were different then (some still are!) - closed, introvert, undemonstrative, stoic, stiff 
upper lip, insensitive - call it what you will.  Dad didn’t want to talk about his own personal experiences - 
maybe the others didn’t either.  I just don’t know.  But I do know that they would all have been welcomed 
back into the Force with great joy, relief and genuine thanksgiving by everyone from the Chief Constable 
down. 
 
Dad appears to have been issued with his new uniform on or before 24th November, when he signed the 
back cover of his new National Registration Identity Card - with endorsement (Police) - see below.  Under 
the stick-on label showing the change of address to Sharneyford, date-stamped 30th Sep 1946, must be 
the original address of 3 Gladstone Avenue.  For some reason it was over six months after re-joining that 
the ID Card was countersigned by Inspector Russell (25th May 1946) - see below. 
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The returnees would have found quite a few changes in their absence.  For example, mobile VHF radios 
in the patrol cars and WPCs (Women Police Constables) in the station and out on the beat (having been 
recruited to fill the depleted male ranks whilst the boys were away at the war). 
 
The senior officers, too, had gone - retired or been promoted elsewhere.  So too had his father-in-law, no 
longer resident in the accommodation block at the central Police Station where Dad had left his exhausted 
wife and new-born son nearly six long hard years before.  What did he think or feel when he stepped 
inside that Station House again for the first time after such a traumatic enforced absence?  Did he see the 
ever friendly Grandma and Grandad, Mum with a babe in arms, jolly times over a pint with his mates?  Did 
he hurt at the loss of six years of his life that he should have spent bringing up his son, who had 
welcomed him home - but didn’t really know him?  Or did he just suppress it all and get on with the job?  
Who knows now - who knew then? 
 
Mum tells me that Dad was definitely not happy finding himself now living on the Thorn Housing Estate.  A 
pretty rough area in his professional opinion, (especially along Fairview further up the hill - it still is!) and a 
potential source of strife that a Police Constable could well do without.  So he soon applied to move out of 
town into a police-owned house on the moor-side at the earliest possible opportunity. 
 

 
 

Dad’s ID Card, originally dated 24 November 1945, 2 days before returning to the beat 
 

 
 

ID Card interior, countersigned 25 May 1946 
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3 Recognition 
 
3.1 Lance Corporal Scott’s Medals 
 
In July 2010 I was informed by the Ministry of Defence Medal Office that these medals were issued to my 
father on 26th November 1948.  They were the 1939-45 War Medal, 1939-45 Star and the Africa Star. 

                         
 

Dad’s Medal entitlement received in November 1948 
 

3.2 One he didn’t get 
 
What he did not live to receive, but was justly entitled to wear, was a medal first issued by the Greek 
Government to Greek soldiers, and much later (in1999) after considerable lobbying by the likes of Frank 
Gill and Edwin Horlington, to surviving British veterans.  He was probably never aware of its existence. 
 

                                
  

The decoration he didn’t get - the Greek Campaign Medal 
 

“This campaign medal was issued by the Kingdom of Greece (not to be confused with its equivalent 
'Greek Star' issued by the Allies, awarded to Allied and Greek soldiers who fought in the same campaign) 
to Greek soldiers who fought during the Second World War against invading Italian forces in Greece and 
Albania and later on against the German Wehrmacht in the north of Greece. On the front it has a picture 
of the King of Greece and the royal Greek crown at the top. On the obverse it shows the date of the 
campaign 1940-41 and it lists (in Greek) the names of the places where the fighting took place, Epirus, 
Albania, Macedonia, Thrace and the island of Crete in the Aegean Sea. The medal is completed with a 
ribbon in the blue and white colours of the Greek flag.” 
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3.3 Permanent Record at the National Archives 
 
The vast majority of returning Prisoners of War were required to complete a standard debrief 
Questionnaire for the benefit of MI9 (Escape and Evasion etc) recalling where and when they were 
captured and incarcerated, what employment were they obliged to carry out for the enemy, their medical 
and welfare treatment, whether they had engaged in sabotage or escape activities, and if they had 
witnessed treacherous, barbaric or heroic behaviour from friend or foe.  These records are filed away in 
thousands of  typical 1940s foolscap-sized buff-coloured Civil Service folders at the National Archive at 
Kew.  Probably well over 90% of all PoWs’ questionnaires are publicly available for anyone to read – but 
not my Father’s, goddamit!  Why not!   
 
The nearest I can get is the questionnaire of Corporal Sam Brearley, Dad’s pal and fellow-Bacupian: 
 

 
 

Sam Brearley’s PoW Questionnaire, Page 1 of 3.   
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Sam Brearley’s PoW Questionnaire, Page 2 of 3 (Page 3 not in my possession).   
Certain aspects of Dad’s would have been very similar, as Sam and he had been together 

since capture and up to Sam’s departure from Stalag XVIIID to Stalag 383, Hohenfels in 1942. 

 


