Sergeant Thomas Daly
No.12 Commando and Holding Operational Commando.
Collection courtesy of his son Richard.
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Service in the Commandos

21 April 1941 to 15 April 1946

Tom was born in 1913 in Darlington, the 5th of six children of a master plumber (also called
Thomas Daly) and his wife, Mary Catherine. As the second eldest son, he was sent away to a
Roman Catholic seminary to train for the priesthood, but he decided this wasn’t for him, and
started working in the law instead.

He served 5 years as an articled clerk and qualified as a solicitor in 1938. He joined the forces
around the time war broke out. | remember him telling me that the soldiers he was with were lined
up and told that a new unit had been formed, and was looking for volunteers. Dad was aware of
the soldiers’ rule “Never volunteer”, but thought it had to be better than where he was, so put his
hand up. Hence becoming a commando.

He recalled training in Snowdonia and Scotland, and | think a raid on the French coast; but mainly
because of his background he was given administrative work, in particular for Lord Sysonby; and
he worked with a corporal called Fred Hunt (who always sent an Association Christmas card, and
who wrote to me after Dad’s death — see the enclosures). He would put proposals in to Lord
Sysonby, who would return them, endorsed “I concur. Sysonby”. This became quite a saying for
my Dad, to the end of his life!

He was demobbed in 1946, and went to work in a law firm in Doncaster, where he met my mother
at a New Year's Eve dance. They married in May 1949, and | was born in 1957, they having
moved to Darlington shortly before this. He treasured his green beret, though it did look
increasingly disreputable down the years. His Association wall plaque is still pristine, though.

Dad was a gentleman, and indeed a gentle man — most unlike the popular image of a commando,
but | believe he was quietly proud of his service. | well remember visiting the memorial at Spean
Bridge with him, and his sadness at the death of many comrades in the war. He died in July 2002.

Written by his son Richard Daly.
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Letter from Fred Hunt
No.12 Commando and Holding Operational Commando

16th Decembar 2002,

Dezr Ricoard,

Poank you Ier your letter of lzxat week, when 1 gaw your
aignatere as | opened the letter, 1 feared 1t was bad nesws,

l am s® very sorry to hear thzt [(om had passecd away, and I
thenk you very much for leiting me share your last few weoeks tozether,
Although your Dad and I were “friends for sl1l off &0 yesrs, our
time together was aciually only from LApril 1543 o July 19¢6, whiech
now gesoms s=uvh 8 short spzece of time, Neverlhele=ss during thome

3 years we ware very good friends, even though he rose to the

exultsd rank of 3gt snd I was & mere Corporal, when we eventually
moved to wrexham late in 1343, I eventually met and marris: a lacal
girl, and in 1945 wes had a daughter. when the time came for F=

to be christened, my wife and i would have loved to have your pad

ag her godfsther, iLhal showa how close wa are, and your Dad actuwally
approached a prieat to aes if he could fulfill this role, but dus
tne fact that we were not RHO'a this never took place, Anyway

your Dad was always welcome at our home ( I lived cutside the
. "

barrecks Bliter we were n&r:ied] and we had tany_EeaIﬁ aﬁﬁ“éienzﬂga
together, I remember sometimes your Dad would arrive with 2z large
tin of pork mezsi, 2 present from the gt Mesa, which ay wife would
leter make inlo a large pork ple, in the days of striet rationing
this was guite womething,

Jome Yyears latter of course Four Dad met Kathlesn and sftep
they were married 1t as your Mum and I who wrote the Xmas csrde, and

exchanged reporis on our various holidays that year during the Summex

months . I seenm to rember that France was a great favourite during
those ¥years, whish of ecourse you knew all about. Although I never

met your Mum, through our corresapondence she came cver as a2 lovely
lady, 2nd T alweys tbought of her as a friend, and I was quite
upget when she died.

S0 now you are on your own, but of counrse yom may have relatives
and friends to spend Xmas, and I hope you enjoy the rest of the year,
end wish you a Happy =nd pros pereus New Year, and good health for
the future, Thanks once again for taking the trouble to give nme

the news, even thought it =mas s0 sad to receivao,

Yours , moat sincerely,

BRI/




2nd |etter from Fred Hunt

with some memories of their time in the Commandos

9th January 2003,
Dear Richard,

I cannot thank you emnough to refeive yourletter asbout your Dad,
&nd the enlogy which you gave at his faneral, I was much moved that
You included me in the message, even if anonymously, thank yeu once again,

You are quite correct when you say it isnt until you lose someone

that you realise how little you know of thelr earlier life. My Daad,
vad 2 regular soldier and = erved 4 years in the trenches 1914 - 1918
and I know very litcle of the conditions under whieh he served, He

won the DCM, quite a high ranked medal but it was only after hias death,
that 1 road the citation and learnt how he won the medal,

You asked me to try and remember detaila of your Dad's career in
the commando's, well I have stretched the old braim cells and I hope the
following throws some mnew light on what you nlraci; knows

i
Early in the ::‘}1‘!'!*‘1:." 1945, Ytogether wit cther volunteer, I

~™arrived ai DorchestwStation from Aldershot, and somehow eventually
=frived at = large house in Maiden Cacstle Road, I had arrived at the HQ
of Me. 12 Commando, 1l was then sent to my civilian billet with a mr,
Bouvier at Frome Terrice, Dorcheswter who wasm a butcher so, I sat guite
wall fer a short time. The next day 1 presented myself in the Orderly
Roocm, run by R3NS Ray (Ruby) Ayres and ods second in command a certain
Sgt T. Dely. At the end of Maflden Castle Road was a Roman fortification
around whieh we had to run most days, before tossing a few tre= trunka
about, which was our PT. I had*nt been at Dorchester many days before
I learnt that we were goimng 4o move Lo Scotland for mountain wvarfare
training, and before ] knew whére | was I was on Jorchester railway
station alosg with the rest of the lads. the Adjutant was marching in
front of us with a folder under his arm, marked “Top Secret, Mova to
fraemar~ (a bit like Ded's Army). The Jjourney took about 36 hours, and
lucky for me we stopped at Leicester to refusl the engine, and | was 2ble
to ring my Dad on the phone at work, to tell him | was OK and moving up
dorth, we had to ~brew up" and cook inside the cerriages on little
urommy Cookers», I think there wes more smoke coming out of the aarriages
‘jﬁ'“ out of the funnsl, Eventually we arrived at pallater, the nearest

‘ation to sraemar, and the Pyffe Arme Hotal, he Officers were in the
Hotel but we lesser ranks were in huts in the ground s, The Orderly
Room was in a large loubge at the B . o0f the Hotel, and one of my Jobs
was ohopping up 11 trees %o kel dxs going in & e
the uqQ staff "H&mn - om Lk - the
mountsins t.u‘:n::m the week nnd cnly came into the Zotel at we kends,
we socn made £ nds with the local youhng boys and used to play them at
football on ®he famous sraemar Highl.and Games site. At weekend we
sonetimes an a dance in the willage, and it seemed heavan for the girls
from miles around te suddenly have about 200 young men arrive from what
to them was 'ocuter space’, After about 4 weesks the CO, The Lord Sysonby
1S0,2D thought the lads necded 2 break, sc we all boarded j tonners and
set off for Aberdeen, a trip of some 60 milea, Wwe were billeited in the
¥MCA for the weekoend, and we had a brilliant weekend as far as I can
Temamber, Some yeers later | toock oy wife and daughter on heoeliday to
Aberdeen (it was still standing) and we went to Hraemar, and L took tea
in the old Orderly Room, ii was quite & moment, Eventually out time was
up and we had to return to Uorchester(VWe had not invaded Norwey, =s some
brigut comrade kept telling un). Whilst the main body of no. 12 Commande
vaw in porchester, =B Troop~ were in the Shetland deing raids on HNorway
and another troop wihere in Dover doing little jobs in France and tue
Channel Islanda, I dont know whethar your pad told you this story but
on one of the raids on the Channel Jaland, a certain Capt Picknay z2nd hbs

men took some ¥eppman prigonars. and +i-a3 at




2" |etter from Fred Hunt (page 2)

with some memories of their time in the Commandos

Although this seema quite 2 reassonable thing to do, it was & parently
contrary to yeneva Convention a the treatment of prisoners, and

when Hitler eventually heard zbout it, he wai furious and issued a
proclamation that any Commando solders capture in raids on the
Continent should be shot by firing agqu=d. vhis unfortuately haprened
to a few Tommandoslaoter on

#e weéze not long at porchester, before we entzained for seston
Super mare, but not mucihi happened there apert frop the mundane life
in the asrmy. 1 aeem to remewmber we remn = Pance at tih- winter Cardsna
entitled «Welcome to the o mandes and the next week we left for
bognor Regiw.

At Bognor life wzs muc +Lthe same, ocur HQ was in & large Hoiel
opposite the Pier, snd althought the South Coast was prohibeted to the
civil population af the rest of the UK, we troo s were allowed %o
have the beaches to ourselves, It was whilst =3t Bognor thet we heard
the Bad news thet our Commando w=s to be disbanded, Our CD was
given a stalf job in wzsmington DC (Who could blame him) end the rest
of ur were re allocated in to different Commendos. It waag the luchk
of the draw, your Dad end I could have finished up dead om the 6th of
June 1944, instead we were tucked up nicely in Wrexham when the news of
the invasion was announced,

We went to Wregham in October 1943 and afayed for over 3 years,
I met my wife, Aurwel, mserried and we had our lovely daughter, Fal,
who now lives in Nth Loemdon with her husband and 2 ezildren, Deborah
and Adrian, both in their 20s, After I was married, I was allowed
to live at my wife's home, over the Barrack field wall, and ity there
that we used to invite your Dad for a mezl every now znd then, and of
courde we met up in Yrexham in the evenings. When the war final
finidhed in Burcope in M=y 1945, it soon became my job to de-mob all
the rest of the Army personnel as they became due for demoh, znd
eventually the Army Commande Group at Wrexham, was commanded by one
Sgt. T. Dzly, Cpl Hunt and 2 OR'a. The Counmandec side of the Military
was to be taken over by ithe Royal Marines, who had never guite forgiven
the Army for pineching their role, and we 4 "Pongos" joined up with
the Royal Marines in Wrexham Barracke and were transported to a place
in NTH weles called Llwyngwil, juzt south of Barmouth, where we used to
spend our evening, either at the "New White Cinema" a tin shack or
the locel hostelries. Eventually we got rid of the 2 QRs back to
k¥hier parent Regiments, your Ded was demobbed about June 1946.
Because he was that much older then me hw wzs demobbed a month before,
go that left me, I somehow got posted to 5th Wales District HQ at
Abergavenny. I remenber I got the job of collectfmg =an absentes from
Barlinney Gaol in Glasgow and taking him to Hereford, had a fortnights
leave and was eventuzlly demobbed ai Oldham in Lencas, and that is the
end of the story.

1 haope I ve fil
th=t I have nsd &

the life of Sgi

Thank you, ficnard, for your letters, it was rise to sit down

and recollect my times with Tom Daly. He used to say that really hewss
Thomas Sebastian 0'Daly but he had changed his name by deed poll, that
was yeur Dad, was'mt it, God Bless,

Yours noat sincerely,

FuerLlan




A few days later Tom
passed away.
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Two poems written by Tom Daly

Dawn (Before Embarkation)
Sweet child of night! Oh lovely dawn,
Upon the open arms of light
So gently borne,

So soon to die beneath the might
Of day,

Thy touch is hope, thy gift eternal morn.

A trumpet call, an angel prayer,
Upon the lonely mountains falls
And lingers there
In echoes, whispered from the halls
Of death.

Be free my soul!

Let heaven fill the air!

In Thankfulness (and in Memory of a Blind Soldier)
At last | see
Life’'s wonderful reality.
Beyond the vanity of dreams I've passed,
To certain rapture have | come
At last.
| live in an uplifted land

And hold the future in my hand.

What king can claim
My untold treasure, what my name,
Or what vast empire can enclose
My life?
| go in freedom, undismayed
By strife
That shadows day and burns the night;

Misfortune cannot steal my sight.



Thomas Daly
Born 18-07-1913.
Died 09-07-2002.




