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MILITARY EULOGY FOR BILL MORRIS
It was no surprise to me to learn from Pat that Bill had left detailed instructions on the conduct of his funeral.  After all, Bill was an Army Staff College trained Staff Officer.
One instruction from Bill was that I should deliver the military eulogy. Bill had, of course, prepared a Word document entitled: “Excerpts from Bill Morris’ Memoirs for Don Grocott”. How very Bill!
Bill had two parallel careers: one in British Telecom and the other, the focus of this eulogy, as a part-time soldier. I’m not sure that “part-time” really applies to Bill – he was, somehow, always a soldier first and anything else he did was informed and guided by his military mind-set.
That mind-set meant that you didn’t need to spend much time with Bill before you knew he was a soldier. He seemed superbly self-confident and sure of the correctness of his own view. That certainty could be attractive; it could also be thoroughly irritating!  In fairness, Bill was usually justified in his self-belief. But one vignette – not in Bill’s Memoirs – shows doubt! It is from John Ruske who was Bill’s Troop Sergeant in Alpha Troop in the 1970s. Bill invited John into his office and, after some masking preliminaries, asked John if he thought Bill “abrasive in any way”. “Not at all, Sir!” said John. What a diplomat! 
John subsequently realised that the word “abrasive” had appeared in Bill’s Annual Confidential Report and that it had rankled. Reflecting on this now, it seems unlikely that Bill was wanting confirmation that the CO who had written the report (probably John Brian) was right. Bill wanted confirmation that the CO wrong… That was Bill. Wonderful.
But, lest this eulogy fails to do Bill justice, John goes on to tell of how thoughtful and helpful Bill was in preparing John for his commissioning interview – going to John’s house to put him through the interview paces. Very Bill.
One young officer fresh from University Officers’ Training Corps, reports that when he formed up for his first meeting with his new OC, Bill, he encountered “a slightly prickly character to start with, inquisitive but measured, mentally circling to see if I could hack it.”  Later that young officer observed that Bill “had an affinity with the soldiers and a collaborative approach with the Officers and Sergeants that allowed them some freedom yet always focused on the task at hand – complete your task and if you can’t, Bill would pitch in and help…”
Incidentally, that young officer went on to be a Major General, Steve Potter who is, of course, like John Ruske, here today.

I’ve mentioned the first impressions Bill made: “superbly self-confident”, “slightly prickly character to start with, inquisitive but measured”.
Another is from Mark Tymieniecki, also here, who recalls his first impression when Mark was an Officer Cadet in London University Officers’ Training Corps and joined 31 Regiment on its Annual Camp in Belgium. Bill greeted Mark enthusiastically from his bed in the room they were to share. Bill was spraying his feet with deodorant. That Mark recalled this incident some fifty years later shows what an impression Bill had made. Incidentally, it is doubtful that Bill was spraying deodorant – much more likely was that this very technical officer was using WD40. 
Bill was very much the technical officer – with a profound understanding of the various forms of communications deployed in the regiment. This ran in parallel with his civilian career in BT. 
There was always a certain sharing of resources between BT and the Royal Signals TA. It would be fair to observe that the balance of sharing leant heavily in favour of the TA. I recall some trunking in one of the technical vehicles that had BT’s company logo stamped on it.
Personnel sharing was also evidenced. This from the memoir: Bill reports going, in his BT role, to a certain “secret address” in SW London where he encountered, to their mutual surprise, a senior member of Royal Signals TA. Bill rather relished such overlaps.
Bill had a good sense of humour – and, surprisingly, his memoir has a touch of the Jane Austen’s (“a single man in possession of a good fortune, must be in want of a wife”)… Bill recounts that a female member of his squadron needed to move from the front seat of a long wheelbase Landover to the back where Bill was sitting.  The memoir does not explain why.... One might wonder!
Anyway, as it was in Belgium and pouring with rain, she clambered over the internal division between the front seats and the back. In doing that, she accidentally planted one foot in Bill’s face. The wife had been discovered…
I won’t take you through Bill’s CV – Pat especially asked that I did not. But I must mention (it was in the instruction!) that he commanded the Middlesex Yeomanry squadron, then went as second-in-command of 39 regiment and on to be the senior staff officer in Brigade HQ where he reigned for four years – conducting his role from an armchair in the brigade command post. Only Bill could have got away with importing such an item onto the loading list for field deployment. Was this his finest hour?
Socially, Bill was always a keen member of the various associations which were related to 31 Signal Regiment. Particularly, he was a member of the regiment’s Colonels’ Club and attended their black-tie dinners at the Army & Navy Club with enthusiasm. Bill’s sociability is reflected in comments from other members which included: 
“He was great company and an absolute joy to sit beside at our gatherings.” 
“Not only was Bill excellent company at dinner, he was also very patient explaining multiplexing!!” [that’s a technical reference!]
Bill was especially proud of his service with the Middlesex Yeomanry – often remarked as the cream of 31 Signal Regiment…
That brought Bill to join in the Middlesex Yeomanry Battlefield tours where his insightful contributions and good company were much appreciated. He was due to join us in a couple of weeks’ time in Ypres – he will be sadly missed.
Last – my time is more than up: Bill and I attended John Eversfield’s funeral a couple of years ago. Realising that I had given up my car on moving into London, Bill offered Trisha and me a lift. 
Since then, there have been several funerals of other former members of 31 and before each, Bill has been in touch to offer a lift in his splendid top of the range white Volvo. A very characteristic kindness.  I was half expecting a call from him over last weekend…
Farewell, old friend – with great affection and respect

