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A Hong Kong Engagement Anniversary Story – April 2019 
   
30 years ago today Dorothy and I became engaged and we married a few months later. 
  
I was a young Acting Captain (so a substantive Lieutenant) based in Hong Kong. 
  
In the Greenjackets we had so many Generals that we were known as the “black mafia” (because our 
buttons were of the same colour rather than brass), recruited highly bright Officers and manned 
much of the Army Board itself because we developed so many Generals. The Household Division 
generated just as many of course but we were only a third of their size. Therefore there was a high 
probability that young Green Jacket Officers would get selected to become an Aide-de-Camp. 
Historically these were the fellows who charged across the battlefield on a charger delivering the 
General’s orders to the battalion commanders. Today they look after the General, adhere and 
implement protocol and play a largely ceremonial role, though naturally a personal protective one 
too should that be required. 
  
Had one been from a Regiment which only produced a General, then his ADC would have been the 
most promising young Officer of his generation. A coveted appointment. But for us in the Green 
Jackets we kept “our heads low” as there was a very high probability one would be chosen to be one. 
We did not really want to be ADC’s at all as it took us away from more interesting work into the more 
ceremonial, and dare I say, with the dreadful possibility of a “hand-bag carrying” role depending on 
the General’s Wife ... I had already endured the experience of a  General’s Wife touching my knee at 
a  regimental dinner in Germany whilst seated across the table from her husband and it had taken 
me a year or two to recover. 
  
My battalion Commanding Officer explained that I had been selected. My heart dropped as I had just 
completed two very interesting roles, commanding the Green Jacket Mountain Patrol and after that 
had “gone well” becoming the Army’s “Warrior Officer” at the School of Infantry, helping write the 
concepts and doctrine for the Army’s new armoured vehicle for the Director of Infantry – I had the 
first 10 ever manufactured - so from the peak of dismounted soldiering to the peak of armoured 
soldiering. 
  
I was informed that I was appointed as ADC to Commander British Forces (CBF) Hong Kong and 
Major-General Brigade of Gurkha’s (MGBG). My General was formerly a Gurkha Officer. The Brigade 
of Gurkha’s recruited an eclectic mix of Officers, and many were superb. Sadly in those days the 
Gurkhas were thought to face disbandment. Because they were Rifle Regiments, Officers who 
doubted a long term career possibility with them, transferred to the Green Jackets. A General selects 
his ADC from his Regiment, hence my appointment and a promotion too. 
  
Elevated to Acting Captain (receiving the pay but not the seniority as I was quite young) and having 
courted Dorothy for a  few months, I had noticed a distasteful fashion amongst my Guards chums to 
become engaged to their girlfriends when they went overseas, only not to marry them when they 
came home. So I explained to Dorothy that if I was not prepared to do the honourable thing and 
become engaged then we should sadly conclude our courtship. Dorothy kindly accompanied me to 
the airport and we parted. 
  
So off I went to Hong Kong and quickly on to Brunei for an attachment to 10th Gurkha Rifles for my 
jungle training as “my” General thought that was the only type of soldiering that mattered, and then 
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off to Nepal to visit British Forces Nepal, trek around the mountains seeing magnificent old Gurkhas, 
their pensions paid by hand, received like a king (there were only 3 things that mattered to former 
British Gurkha’s – the King of Nepal, the Queen of England and “MGBG-Sahib”) visiting the fabulous 
Gurkha Welfare Trust fitting water stand-pipes in the Himalayan foothill villages and see the 
wonderful and last remaining British Indian Army cantonment in Dharan and the newer depot in 
Pokhara which trained the Gurkhas in basic training prior to joining their Battalions (an incredible 
experience; most had never seen running water, shoes, or bathrooms in those days. The cantonment 
was something out of Kipling’s “Kim” itself – beautiful English gardens with lemon trees and 
manicured bungalows inside, white-painted stones marking boundaries, and outside the “camp 
followers” in the dirt and squalor supplying and making things to and for the camp – quite something 
and I am glad I saw the last of the legacy of the British Indian Army (the finest on earth) before the 
earthquake which destroyed Dharan the year after. I had my Gurkha Kukri’s made there, seeing them 
from blocks of metal made into blades and the wooden and leather sheaths made by hand over a 
couple of weeks. 
  
From there I went to Hong Kong. In those days we had one British infantry Battalion at Stanley, two 
British Gurkha Battalions and the support units in the New Territories, comprising 48 Brigade and 
another two in Brunei supported by a third battalion of retired British Gurkhas in the Gurkha Reserve 
Unit. 48 Brigade could have been the finest “out of area” in the British Army. We used to wonder 
what would happen if the Chinese Army invaded Hong Kong.  I hope we would have acquitted 
ourselves honourably. On border patrol in Hong Kong with the Gurkhas we would wait and catch 
miserably thin and poor Chinese immigrants as they waded across into the rice paddies. Whilst 
waiting we would use our night sights to peer across the border into mainland China and the city of 
Shenzhen. Shenzhen was building its first skyscrapers. But no-one was in them. The city deserted. 
Through our night sights we used to see the watchmen going in and out of the rooms turning on and 
off lights to give the impression of them being populated. Today Shenzhen is a city of 12.5m people, 
twice the size of Hong Kong then. Hong Kong had camps for the Vietnamese Boat People in the New 
Territories. The heat was huge and they lay on triple bunks in clean but quite cramped and long 
buildings, held in detention with hugely high barbed wire perimeters after their unearthly journeys 
across the South China Sea where so many of them had died out at sea. Occasionally there were riots 
there against the conditions. 
  
Hong Kong was incredible. A Colony for sure but we had an affinity with the Hong Kong Chinese who 
spoke Cantonese rather than Mandarin. Less well known is that as we prepared for “the handover” 
to the Chinese, in the dwindling years prior to 1997, we never had to leave Hong Kong Island at all 
which had been ceded “in perpetuity” to the UK. It was only the New Territories, Lantau and most of 
Hong Kong’s 168 islands that had the 100 year lease expiring in 1997 which we had to. I used to have 
to stop my drivers gambolling as it was illegal excepting if it was under the auspices of the Royal 
Hong Kong Jockey Club. We used to go racing at Happy Valley. I had to place the small bets of the 
General and his party whilst watching the millions of Hong Kong dollars gambolled by the Hong Kong 
Chinese and whose betting totals were displayed on a screen.  Because Hong Kong was such an 
attraction compared to the damp plains of the British Army of the Rhine Germany or the challenges 
of Northern Ireland, we were visited by many Generals based in England. We had 27 during my time 
there. I used to have to meet them all on behalf of the General at the VIP part of the airport and 
remember one of them, the Military Secretary indeed,  telling me with a glint in his eye in a traffic 
queue how many Majors, Lieutenant Colonels and Brigadiers he had fired that year.  
  



 
 
 

Coltraco Limited   |   46-47 Mount Street   Mayfair   London   W1K 2SA   United Kingdom  |  +44 207 629 8475 

csphunter@coltraco.co.uk  |  www.coltraco.co.uk    3 

I had some fabulous tailors in Hong Kong one of whom continues to make my summer clothes to this 
day and amends the old ones too. Or rather his Son. They give me great pleasure. His establishment 
was a tin shack on a country lane in the New Territories. Arrayed around his hut were fading 
photographs of all the British Generals he had made uniforms and suits for over the years. Many 
from the Greenjackets. One of whom indeed was the father of our current Chief of the General Staff 
with whom I was at Durham University. The heat was so very hot. The countryside so very green. You 
could almost hear the vegetation growing in it. The General had a country retreat and the journey to 
it taken by sea in the General’s “launch”. And when his launch went into refit, it was my duty to 
“request” then “command” on his behalf  the Senior Naval Officer Hong Kong (SNOHK) at HMS Tamar 
to donate his Naval launch as a  replacement to the Army’s. I adored SNOHK and it used to give me 
undue pleasure to seek and have denied permission to take it from the Royal Navy. I remember the 
destroyer HMS Edinburgh visiting and making a very good friend of a young Naval Officer there who 
became a legendary interior designer in London, many years later re-designing the rooms in the 
Connaught Hotel in Mount Street. The Officers were very decent. It was said the Wardroom had 
been hand-picked because HRH Prince Andrew had served until recently aboard it. Unfortunately my 
friend was caught months later having an affair with a sailor and was dismissed the Naval Service. In 
those days it was impossible for an Officer to be gay. 
  
In Hong Kong my General was the 4th most important person in the Colony, having a seat on the 
Executive Council of Hong Kong Government itself. He held “3-star” status in Hong Kong because of it 
though was only a 2-star Major-General in command. Of course Hong Kong was glamorous. I had a 
little team of staff to maintain my many uniforms (14 in all)  and my many suits and my triple and 
double-height wardrobe went on for 5 yards in length. I had an apartment on the 26th floor 
overlooking Victoria Harbour and seemed to be at the same height as the aircraft as they landed into 
Kai Tek airport across the harbour. I was warmly welcomed at parties as “everyone who was anyone” 
in Hong Kong society thought the ADC had a  “black book” and keen to be invited to our many 
parties. I was the new novelty in Hong Kong. Very “James Bond” and when I went to the “Captains 
Bar” at the Mandarin Hotel on Friday evenings to meet Gurkha Officers we really did feel we were 
part of something very special. Patrician ones. I worked alongside the Police ADC to the Governor of 
Hong Kong at Government House and had extraordinary times with the Governors Royal Hong Police 
VIP Protection Unit who literally landed on the tops of Hong Kong skyscapers with 4 armed HKG 
Chinese policeman running to guard each corner of the building whilst their British commander 
nonchalantly stepped out of the helicopter. But the hand-bag carrying really did happen with the 
General’s Wife and, for me,  the shine began to go quite early on. And I missed Dorothy terribly. 
  
I realised I had made a dreadful mistake with Dorothy. A problem has to be “cut out”. So I marched 
into the General’s office on a Friday morning requesting permission to attend “a party”. The General 
was rather pompous saying he had no need of me that weekend and my social life was of no concern 
to him. I re-stated my request to attend the “party”; he agreed. I wished him a  good weekend, 
thanked him, saluted and marched out. 
  
The very nicest man in HKG was the Senior Naval Officer Hong Kong. I adored him and for 
confidentiality reasons shall call him Captain Dawlrumple-Jones, and his splendid Wife, who I shall 
call Henny. He used to “hide” me away from the General on the Naval patrol corvettes which he 
knew I adored. They were of the Peacock-class and each of the ships named after a bird, HMS 
Starling, HMS Plover, HMS Swallow, HMS Swift and, of course, my favourite, HMS Peacock. They 
were all sold to the Philippines and Irish Navies. My Son visited one of them for my company in Cork 
years later. I used to go aboard them late at night and have a drink with the young Naval Officers in 
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their cramped wardroom.  Living in my 26th floor apartment may sound “glam” but I was the only 
unmarried Officer on the Joint Headquarters base that the rest of the building housed and I was not 
allowed visitors for security reasons. In those days the Royal Navy also used to catch organised 
criminals some of whom towed stolen Mercedes cars across the Pearl River Estuary to China. How ? 
By placing them on a  raft and submerging them ! Having seen the General I spoke to Captain 
Dawlrumple-Jones and he said, “Go Carl”. 
  
So I asked one of the drivers and off we went to the old Kai Tek Airport, into the welcoming embrace 
of the extraordinary ladies of the VIP team at HKG airport who knew me well by now and promptly 
got on a flight - to my “party” - which I had received permission from the General to attend 
remember – though I had not said it was in London! 
  
On arrival to Heathrow I met Dorothy who joyously had just flown in from Washington DC. An hour 
or two later we were in her flat in South Kensington. I knelt down, and proposed to Dorothy. And she 
accepted. Later I spoke to a friend in Army Records .. 
  
I promptly returned to Heathrow and arrived back in HKG for the Monday morning. 
  
In those days an Officer had to be a Captain and above to become married. I though was an Acting 
Captain. I again marched into the General’s office, saluted, bid him a Good Morning and requested 
his permission to be married. He refused on the basis that I was not a substantive Captain. 
  
“But General, I understand that you also became engaged, when you were an ADC to Commander 
British Forces Cyprus.” 
  
“I was a Captain.” 
  
“Sir, whilst in London I took the opportunity to speak with Records. My understanding is that you 
were an Acting Captain in that august appointment. It seems to me that I find myself in the same 
position. I imagine your General must have granted you the same permission I now seek from you 
Sir.” 
  
“Shut the door please.” 
  
I came to attention, turned about, marched to the door, closed it to the amusement of the lady 
senior Warrant Officer seated at her desk behind it, who winked at me, marched back, came to 
attention, awaiting my former British Gurkha General turned Green Jacket General, who said,  
  
“Bloody Greenjackets. Too clever by half. Permission granted. Dismissed.” 
  
Dorothy and I have had had 4 glorious Children since, one of them, curiously enough, being born on 
the British Sovereign Base Area in RAF Akrotiri, in Cyprus. But that is another story… 
  
My kindest regards, 
Carl 
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