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Frank William Weston 

 

My Great Grandfather, Frank William Weston, who I am honoured to be named after, was a 

soldier in World War Two.  He was not only a kind person, but a brave soldier.  I will proudly 

share how my Great Grandfather demonstrated kindness and bravery in adversity, and how this 

shaped him as a person to build a life for his family and their futures.  Despite all of the calamity 

and terror that he witnessed, he had a strength - resilience and decency - that got him through 

the war, and remained with him until his final days. 

 

World War Two, also known as The Second World War, occurred from 1939-1945.  It started 

when Nazi Germany invaded Poland.  Most of the world’s countries took part, and with nearly 

50 million deaths, made it the largest and most tragic war in history.  In 1941, aged 17, Frank 

Weston enlisted as a soldier with the East Surrey Regiment of the British Army.  He had gone 

from being a butcher’s apprentice to “fighting for King and country.”  Although legally you 

had to be 18 years old to enlist, my brave Great Grandfather was able to talk his way around it 

by saying that he would be 18 by the time they had landed at their first battle.  Frank was then 

sent to North Africa with his battalion.   

 

I can only imagine how he must have felt leaving his mother - who had been a widow since he 

was 2 years old - and his younger brother, Les, behind in England.  It must have been terrifying, 

daunting and unsettling, spending all that time on the war ship with hundreds of others with 

the same feelings and fear of the unknown.  Tensions were no doubt rising as the destination 

loomed.  However, Frank passed the time by playing cards and lifting the spirits of his 

comrades.  Using his sense of humour to lighten their moods, shows how kind he was by 

putting his buddies’ wellbeing first.  This small act of selflessness shows that he was incredibly 

brave - even though he might have been petrified, he kept his composure and didn't let it 

show.  This is a leadership quality, even though he was only a Private at the time.  “Bravery is 

being the only one who knows you’re afraid” (Franklin P. Jones).  Even after the war, he would 

joke that when they landed in Tunisia and seeing the soldiers ill with Malaria, he thought “the 

mosquitos would be more frightening than facing the Germans”! 

 

Anyone who fights in any war, is without a doubt, brave.  To witness combat, attacks, injuries, 

bloodshed and death, takes courage.  Frank didn’t often speak of what he had gone through; he 

had pushed away the nightmares and horrors of the battles.  When he did talk of the war, he 
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said, “It was hell.”  Bravely he kept on going even though at times, like many others, he had 

given up believing that he would survive.  He just did what had to be done.  When he did speak 

of his experiences he would use humour to lighten the stories from those tragic times and he 

would always focus on the beauty in situations.  He used to tell us of the “sparkling 

Mediterranean'' that he saw.  The beauty of it was clearer in his mind than the darkness, fighting 

and struggles that took him there.   

 

War also forces us to do things that are unnatural, in order for us to survive.  For example, 

Frank used to say how they had to slaughter animals as they were so hungry and desperate for 

food.  Although still learning his trade, he was able to deal with killing the animals in the 

kindest way possible, even though he still felt uneasy about it.  As a lover of animals, he was 

able to make up for this.  Towards the end of the war, he rescued some captured Nazi horses 

and cared for them.  Up until he died, he never even ‘hurt a fly’, he would always do his best 

to release a fly, insect or spider back outside.  Perhaps this was just his love of animals, but I 

think this kindness comes from all the losses he saw during the war.   

 

Paulo Coelho said, “If you are brave enough to say goodbye, life will reward you with a new 

hello.”  Once the war had ended, Frank was still assigned duties by the military.  He was 

working at the London Docks during the strikes in 1946.  The atmosphere was dismal, dull and 

dreich.  Life in post war England, and his home town was grim.  Food was still being rationed, 

job opportunities were slim to none,  and there seemed to be a dark cloud over everyone and 

everything.  During his combat he had met, and fought alongside Kiwi soldiers in Italy.  He 

got on well with these troops; they were friendly, hard-working team players, with a positive 

mental attitude.  This appealed to him as he shared their values and way of life and longed for 

the homeland they spoke so proudly of.  New Zealand seemed attractive with better 

opportunities.  There was a program introduced, by the Australian and New Zealand 

governments, to entice people like Frank to their shores to start a new life.  This was called the 

“Assisted Passage Migration Scheme”.  It only cost him ten pounds.  These immigrants were 

nicknamed “Ten Pound Poms”.  I know that this is a brave move because I have just done a 

similar thing - but it wasn’t for 10 pounds and it wasn’t for six weeks on a ship!   

 

It was only a few months ago that my mum and I had to pack up our belongings and say farewell 

to our life in Scotland.  It made me sad to see our house gradually become bare and just a 

shell.  It wasn’t our home anymore, it was just four walls.  Our whole life as I knew it was in 
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cardboard boxes.  Saying goodbye to friends that were so close, they were like family was heart 

wrenching.  I remember driving away in the taxi.  Looking out the back passenger window, 

their figures drifted out of render.  I had a lump in my throat that was so huge... I couldn’t even 

say the words “mar sin leat”.  But I knew where I was going as I had visited New Zealand and 

my family a few times growing up.  I knew that when I got off the plane, I would be greeted 

by familiar faces and warm open arms.  What courage this must have taken Frank, to get on a 

boat taking him to an unknown country on the other side of the world.  He was on his own, 

with a simple brown suitcase with red painted stripes and “forty quid” in his pocket.  This was 

very brave because he was relying on people’s opinions of a distant land and once he got there, 

there was no turning back. 

 

My Great Grandfather made his new life in New Zealand.  He had courage to start fresh and 

begin a new chapter; away from the devastation and trepidation, the war, and its aftermath 

forced on him.   He didn’t need to be just as brave anymore.  Although, he was still 

courageous.  He took risks and chances to make the best life he could.  He was a discerning 

businessman.  Nowadays he would be referred to as “the G.O.A.T” (Greatest Of All 

Time).  Using his skills he built up many successful butcher shops around Wellington.  It 

wasn’t just his steaks, hams or mince that made his shops successful.  It was his charisma.  It 

was his spark.  It was his kindness.   He had seen so much suffering and hardship that in his 

heart he wanted to do all he could to help and to make a difference.  If a mum couldn’t afford 

the weekly meat for her family, he would let her off until she was able to pay it back.  He 

understood what it was like to be desperately hungry.  Often local kids could be found in his 

shop as he helped them with their homework - maths, spelling or just telling stories.  If a child 

needed new shoes and the parents were struggling, it wasn’t unusual for some “pocket money” 

to be in with their meat pack.  In his eyes, there had been so much suffering and hatred in the 

world.  These small acts of kindness was his way of giving back and trying to make things 

good again.  Little by little.  Returning some of the sparkle - like he saw in the Mediterranean. 

 

Adversity, no matter the size, or level of cruelty, strikes everyone daily.  It is up to us how to 

conquer these situations when face to face with them.  The way we cope with these struggles 

is what shapes us as human beings.  Everyone has different ways of coping.  Some use humour, 

some withdraw.  Some tackle these pressures while others crumble.  There is no right nor 

wrong way.  It is how we overcome these hurdles.   
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It is what we learn from what has happened and how we move forward that is 

important.  Benjamin Disralei said, “There is no education like adversity.” Bad days aren’t 

necessarily bad, as we learn from our mistakes.  With an open mind we also learn from the 

mistakes made by others.  It is about moving forward and not letting the past rule us.  In the 

Movie “Kung Fu Panda”, Master Oogway tells Po, “Yesterday is history, tomorrow is a 

mystery, but today is a gift.  That is why we call it the present.”  

 

Thank you, my Great Grandad, for being my master.“Brave men rejoice in adversity, just as 

brave soldiers triumph in war” (Lucius Annaeus Seneca).  Frank William Weston, you were 

both, and I am proud to carry on your legacy. Thank you for my gift. 

 

 


