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R C M Jenkins, or ‘Uncle Cyril’ as he was known in our family, married my grandmothers sister Ethel 

Jordan and lived with my grandparents in St Dunstan’s Canterbury for a while after joining 

Canterbury City Police  after WWI. He was tutored by my grandfather, PC Bertie Inge. 

 My parents moved from Canterbury in 1938 after they were married, my father having joined the 

Windsor Borough Police Force in 1936. So Uncle Cyril and Aunt Ethel were visited in Kent 

infrequently by my parents. My own first recollection of him was in 1952 when he and Ethel were 

returning from a caravan holiday in Cornwall. They called in to see us when we were living at 

Berkshire police headquarters on high ground at Sulhamptstead near Reading. Uncle Cyril was 

towing the caravan with his own car fitted with a Kent Police Radio. I was with my father at the front 

of Police headquarters in the car as Cyril called up Kent Police Headquarters, hoping that the high 

ground would enable him to radio to Kent Police headquarters. I recall that although we could hear 

the Kent transmissions, they could not hear his, so after a while he gave up. 

When I applied to join Kent Police at the end of my RAF service in 1962, my father, unknown to me, 

wrote to Uncle Cyril a personal letter to say that I had applied to join the force after 5 years in the 

RAF. It never reached him. It was intercepted and put in my file without him seeing it. He was acting 

Chief Constable at the time and no doubt someone decided that he need not see it. 

The next time I saw Uncle Cyril was at my passing out parade from the 6 District Training Centre at 

Sandgate near Folkestone in August 1962. These parades were reviewed by Chief Constables of the 

District on rotation. It happened to be Kent’s turn and he was the acting Chief Constable, so he it 

was who carried out the review. Before marching past the saluting base the reviewing office would 

walk down the ranks and speak to several of the officers that came to his attention. When he came 

to me he stopped, I do not think my name badge registered, but the fact that I was a Kent Officer 

and that I was wearing a General Service Medal for service in Cyprus caught his attention and as you 

would expect, a brief formal question and answer session followed before he moved on. 

My next, and final, meeting with him was in 1965 in the High street Junction with Guildhall Street in 

Canterbury. At that time all the London to Dover traffic would travel through the heavily congested 

High Street. The traffic lights at his junction were notorious for not operating properly; officers were 

issued with keys to operate the light manually. On just one such occasion I was getting the traffic 

moving again by manually operating the lights when Uncle Cyril saw me as he was walking from the 

Westgate Towers [and Police Station] direction towards St Georges Street, and he made a point of 

standing next to me talking about the Police, Canterbury City and my family whilst I was doing this. 

We talked for some time. As things improved I switched the traffic lights back on to automatic and 

he rightly said that I had better go to my next task!. So my last recollection of him is in a smart suit 

and brown trilby with a military bearing walking in the direction of St Georges. 

In 2013 I called in to the Kent Police Museum to say farewell to the Curator, Anna Derham, on the 

Museum’s closure and leaving the post. I mentioned the photograph of RCM Jenkins, and the 

photograph of the portrait of him by Stanhope Forbes. By coincidence, she had had a recent enquiry 

from someone in Devon & Cornwall Police, who turned out to be Mark Rothwell. 

Thus it is thanks to Mark that the family and I now know so much more about R C M Jenkins and his 

police career. It makes for compelling reading. 


