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MAJ (Retired) DICK FIELDS 
(Former Tug Of War Coach) 

 
Sometime ago a message was posted 
on Facebook informing people of the 
demise of the above.  Messages of 
condolences were posted along with 
messages from former members that 
Dickie was alive.  Confusion reigned, 
and to make matters worse, the 
current edition of the medic Magazine 
under the Obituary Section published 
under NOTICE OF DEATHS Major 

Richard (Dickie) Field RAMC; aged 68. 
 
I have taken the following, which 
Dickie requested the Webmaster of 
www.ramreunited.co.uk to publish on 
the homepage of the site.  I have also 
spoken to Dickie on the phone and he 
assures me that he is ALIVE and 
KICKING. 
 
“Dear Sir, 
 
Rumours have been circulating that I 
have died. Can you please publish on 
your website that I am alive and well.  
 
We have received several phone calls 
asking if I have died, which is 

distressing for my wife and worrying 
for our distant friends. 
 
Regards 
 
Maj (Retired) Dick Fields” 

 
7259593 SJT Francis J 
Kelly  R A M C   

 
Before we go into John Kelly’s account 
of his Uncle Francis’s story in the Far 
East during the conflict with the 
Japanese, I would like to present a 
brief history behind the building of the 
Burma – Siam Railway Line which I 
obtained from THE THAILAND-
BURMA RAILWAY CENTRE website. 
 
A brief history behind the building 
of the Burma - Siam Railway Line 
 

The idea of building a permanent rail 
link between Burma through Thailand 
to China was first raised in the 1880's 
by the British colonial authorities in 
Burma. The route considered was 
between Phitsanoluk in northern 
Thailand (then the Kingdom of Siam) 
and Moulmein in Burma. However no 
investment was forthcoming and the 
idea was shelved. 
 
As early as 1939, Japanese agents in 
Thailand were preparing the ground for 
the construction of the railway, once 
Japanese forces had taken control of 
South-East Asia. The railway was 
intended purely as a strategic military 
supply line for the movement of troops 
and equipment to the Burma Front, 
and ultimately for the invasion of India. 
The Japanese had originally intended 
to use an Asian workforce to construct 
the railway, and indeed most of the 
railway labourers were from Burma, 
Java and Malaya - some 240,000 
seems to be the most reliable 
estimate. However with the fall of 



Malaya, Singapore and Indonesia 
(then the Netherlands East Indies) in 
1942, the occupying forces found 
themselves with a large number of 
prisoners of war, an event they had not 
planned for. What to do with these 
prisoners was a vexed question for the 
Japanese military administration for 
the first few weeks of their rule. It was 
then decided that these men - skilled, 
disciplined military personnel - were to 
be used to further the Japanese war 
effort. 
 
Gradually the POW’s were grouped 
into 'Forces' and sent to work on 
various projects. Some went to Japan 
to work in mines and construction 
gangs, others to Saigon to do dock 
work, and still others to various parts 
of the newly created 'Greater East 
Asian Co-Prosperity Sphere'. The first 
group of POW’s who were ultimately to 
work on the railway, were those of 'A 
Force'. These 3,000 men were sent by 
ship to from Singapore to various 
places in Burma to work on airfield 
construction. Later in 1942 these 
isolated groups were concentrated at 
Thanbyuzayat to begin work on the 
Burma end of the railway. Construction 
began in June 1942, under the 
direction of the Imperial Japanese 
Army's 5th and 9th Railway 
Regiments. Gradually more forces 
were sent to Burma and Thailand; in 
total more than 60,000 prisoners of 
war were transported to the railway 
project during 1942-3. At the same 
time the 'Sweat Army' of labourers 
from Burma, ostensibly volunteers but 
many conscripted by the puppet 
Burmese government, toiled on the 
construction work. Conditions in 
Malaya after the capitulation of the 
Allies caused the collapse of 
agricultural production, forcing many 
undernourished Malayan plantation 
workers - mostly of Tamil extraction - 
to volunteer for work on the railway, 

the terms being "A dollar and a pound 
of rice per day". Many went purely for 
the rice. 
 
The 415km line linking the Thai and 
Burmese railway systems was 
constructed simultaneously from both 
ends, Thanbyuzyat in Burma and 
Nong Pladuk in Thailand. The 
appalling conditions for those working 
on the railway are well documented 
elsewhere. The numbers of deaths 
speak for themselves. Disease 
(particularly dysentery, malaria, 
beriberi and savage cholera 
epidemics), starvation rations, 
overwork, poor or no accommodation 
or sanitation, and the individual 
brutality of Japanese and Korean 
engineers and guards, took their 
inevitable toll. Over 13,000 prisoners 
of war perished during the period 
between late 1942 and late 1945. The 
numbers of deaths of the Asian 
labourers is harder to calculate; 
around 100,000 seem to be the most 
reliable figure. During the infamous 
'speedo' period, July to October 1943, 
the desperation of the Japanese 
engineers to finish construction on 
time, under severe pressure from their 
superiors in Tokyo, meant that many 
men were forced to do grinding 
manual labour around the clock - 62 
hours work out of 72 hours appears to 
be the record. Rest days were rare. 
This, combined with the first outbreak 
of cholera, caused the death toll to 
reach its peak during this time. 
The Thai and Burmese sections of line 
were joined near Konkoita in October 
1943. Actual construction took a mere 
sixteen months - some would say a 
remarkable engineering feat. After the 
line was completed all of the POW’s 
were transferred from remote jungle 
camps to base camps and hospitals. 
Some, after recovery, formed new 
work parties destined for Japan, others 
returned to Singapore. A large number 



of POW’s remained in the Thailand 
base camps until the end of the war. 
The majority of the Asian labourers 
remained in the jungle camps to 
operate the railway under Japanese 
command, and to undertake 
maintenance work on the line. From 
time to time POW work parties were 
taken back onto the line to carry out 
maintenance work and cut wood fuel 
for the locomotives. This work became 
crucial to the Japanese; the situation 
on the Burma Front was becoming 
critical for them and their vulnerability 
in the waters of the South China Sea 
meant that the railway was a vital 
supply route that had, at all costs, to 
remain operational. An average of six 
trains per day operated for the life of 
the line, well below original Japanese 
expectations but still a major 
contribution to their strength on the 
Burmese Front. 
 
The railway continued to operate, with 
some interruptions, until the final 
victory of Allied forces in August 1945. 
Slowly the prisoners of war and Asian 
labourers were rehabilitated and 
returned home. Some former POW's 
remained in Thailand and Burma to 
recover their comrades from remote 
maintenance camps, and to work on 
grave recovery parties. The railway 
then fell into disuse through lack of 
maintenance, and in 1947 the line and 
rolling stock were sold to the Thai 
Government. The money being used 
for war reparations and to compensate 
those countries who lost rail stock to 
the Japanese. By 1957 the Thai 
government re-opened the section of 
line from Nong Pladuk to Nam Tok 
(known during wartime as Tha Sao), 
and this part of the railway still 
operates today. Much of the 
abandoned section has now been 
reclaimed by the jungle, but 
embankments, cuttings and bridge 
sites can still be found. 

7259593 SJT Francis J Kelly 
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My Uncle Francis Joseph Kelly RAMC, 
his brother John Peter Kelly (my Dad) 
Royal Signals and Intelligence Corps 
and their sister Mary were Liverpool 
Irish - they came from a very poor 
background living in abject poverty in 
Liverpool. They never knew their father 
who was a Merchant Seaman - their 
sister Mary contracted Polio and was 
nursed in a hospital in Liverpool. Their 
Mother died when they were all quite 
young and the three were brought up 
by their Aunty Annie and Uncle Billy 
who they had the utmost of love and 
respect for.  
 
When Auntie Annie got the sad news 
of Frank’s execution she was that 
affected by the news that much, her 
hair went white overnight. My father 
never forgave the Japs for the murder 
of his brother and both he and his 
sister were terribly affected by Frank’s 
death. My Mums brother John Gerard 
Devaney was also a prisoner on the 
Railway but was lucky enough to 
return although it was as a result of his 
treatment there on his health that 
eventually killed him. 
 
 
First-hand account by FEPOW and 
Author Arthur Lane  

 

 
Arthur Lane - Arthur was a bugler 
and played the bugle at over 3,000 
POW funerals. 
 



Below is a partial account of what 
happened on the morning of the 
executions sent to me personally by 
Arthur Lane.  
 
“When I was released some ten days 
later I resumed my duties at the 
hospital cookhouse, having decided to 
let others take all the chances from 
now on. Then, the first week in March, 
the Japanese conducted a number of 
tenko’s (roll calls), some lasting for 
hours. I was told that a number of men 
had decided to make a run for it on the 
8th March.  
                                
During the third week news came that 
the men had been captured and taken 
to Bampong prison where they were 
tried, and sentenced to death. They 
were brought over to Chungkai and 
placed outside the guard room. One or 
two of us tried to pass food or 
messages to them, but were not 
successful. Whispering to them to see 
if there was anything they needed - 
their answer was "Keep your food 
mate - we don't need food where we 
are going" 
 
Apparently the four who had escaped 
were - Fusilier Kennealy, Sergeant 
Reay, Sergeant Kelly and Private 
Fitzgerald. They had been hiding on 
the outskirts of Bhankow a small 
village where one of the villagers 
brought them food. 
 
The Village Headman’s kindness 
however was a ruse to keep the men 
happy while he made arrangements 
with the Japanese police and soldiers, 
who attacked their position early in the 
morning, as they ran to escape 
Fitzgerald was shot in the back and 
killed. It has been reported that one of 
the escapees - Kelly had a gun and 
shot one of the Japanese dead. 
  

The three remaining soldiers returned 
to the village once the Japanese had 
gone and were sold out a second time 
and this time recaptured. 
                                
On the morning of the 23rd March 
1943, I was a reluctant witness to the 
execution of the remaining three. 
 
Arthur Lane” 
 

 
  
Arthur Lane WWII Veteran 
 

The following was published in the 
Manchester Evening News on 2nd 
March 2015. 
 
“A World War Two veteran who was 
held prisoner for three years and went 
on to be a campaigning military author 
has died. 
 
Arthur Lane, 94, of central Stockport, 
passed away in Stepping Hill Hospital 
on Sunday following a short illness. 
The great-grandad joined the Army 
aged 16 and served in the Manchester 
Regiment. 
 
He was sent to Malaya (now Malaysia) 
and was captured when the country 
and neighbouring Singapore fell to the 
Japanese in 1942. 
 
He then spent three years in slave 
labour working on the infamous ‘Death 
Railway’, which connected Thailand to 
Burma. 
Friend Joe Bamford, 63, who has 
worked on books with Arthur, said: “He 
truly lived a life. If he wasn’t the last 



veteran from the Far East he was one 
of the last. 
 
“He was a great man and a great 
character, very resilient. He was very 
outspoken, intelligent and would 
question everything. 
 
“Arthur felt that the men who fought in 
the Far East were the forgotten few 
and did a lot to address that.” 
 
Following the end of the war Arthur, of 
Charles Street, wrote dozens of books 
about the Malayan conflict – in which 
he believed 56,000 allied soldiers lost 
their lives. 
 
Many were to raise awareness of what 
British soldiers had to endure. 
He also founded the National Ex-
Servicemen’s Association and raised 
cash for Action Aid’s child sponsorship 
programme in Burma. 
 
His writing began after he was advised 
to take up the hobby by a psychiatrist 
when he returned from war in 1945.” 
 
Another bit of information about the 
four escapees - The three born and 
raised in Ireland were Keanneally who 
was from Bishoptown, County Cork, 
Reay who was from the North East of 
England (but probably of Irish descent) 
and Fitzgerald who was from 
Kilmeaden, County Wexford - My 
uncle Frank Kelly was Liverpool Irish 
but his family was from County Antrim 
with both of his parents Irish and living 
in Liverpool and, we're not sure if 
Frank was born in Ireland. Because of 
their Irish surnames and accents is 
why I presume Arthur referred to them 
as the four rebels -  One thing he says 
was that there were senior British 
Officers present plus Padre and 
Chaplain. 
 

At the actual execution all three were 
offered blindfolds and all three refused 
opting to face their executioners one 
even spitting in the face of the officer 
offering the blindfold - I'd like to think 
that was my Uncle Frank. 
 
The sent the following email I sent to 
Robert Widders Author of: 
 
 “The Emperor's Irish Slaves: 
Prisoners of the Japanese during the 
Second World War” 
 
 “A Few Deeds Short of a Hero” 
 
“Spitting on a Soldier's Grave: Court 
Martialed After Death, the Story of the 
Forgotten Irish and British Soldiers” 
 
with a bit of background on my uncle 
and Dad  
 
Good Afternoon Robert,  
 
Re: The Irishmen on the River Kwai 
Article and regarding:  I have been in 
correspondence with Mark Hennessey 
from the Irish Times who has referred 
me to you as the author of the above 
article and thought you may be 
interested in my trip to Thailand. 
I have been researching the 
executions/murder of my Uncle and his 
three comrades and your article came 
up. 
  
I have just returned from a visit to my 
Uncles Grave in Kanchanaburi War 
Cemetery, Thailand. What it was - my 
wife Sue was at a Conference in Hua 
Hin - we arrived on Sunday 11th 
March and had to return the evening of 
Thursday 15th. It was too good an 
opportunity to miss to visit my Uncles 
grave, so I tagged along - we only had 
time for a fleeting visit to the Cemetery 
before we had to get back to the 
Airport at Bangkok for our flight home. 



My father Staff Sergeant. J.P.Kelly - 
who was a career soldier himself and 
served in Africa and Europe through 
the war always planned to visit his 
brother’s grave when he and Mum 
retired, but he never got the chance. 
He died suddenly in 1978 aged 62. He 
tried to do his own research after the 
war but in those days it was a very 
slow process but I believe certain 
diaries/paperwork he managed to 
recover are now held by the Imperial 
War Museum in London. 
 
I always told him that I would go and 
visit his brother’s grave which I have 
now done - so I know he and Mum 
would have been made up with that.  
Frank’s (Francis) daughter managed to 
visit his grave with her husband but 
Frank’s two sons didn't manage to get 
there - they have all passed away now 
- but he still has grandchildren, great 
grandchildren and just last year has 
his first great, great grandchild. 
.  
If I had been a bit more savvy I would 
have done far more research before I 
got to Thailand and planned my visit in 
a bit more detail but I suppose I had it 
in my mind that to visit the grave was 
the main objective. I should have 
visited the execution site which, from 
the print out supplied at the Death 
Railway Museum in Kanchanaburi, I 
now know to be at Khao Pun 
Execution Site - something I didn't 
know before - I had no idea how close 
to the cemetery the museum is. The 
bodies were exhumed from Khao Pun 
and re interred at Kanchanaburi in 
1956. I really didn't know about the 
museum until I was at the cemetery 
and saw it over the hedge. Arthur Lane 
an ex FEPOW and author has sent me 
one of his books which outlines the 
details of him witnessing the 
executions so there is a bit of detail 
there but I am sure there is a lot more. 

I would be very interested to see any 
further information you have on the 
events of those sad days for my uncle 
and his mates - Arthur referred to them 
as the "four rebels" - presumably 
something to do with them all having 
Irish surnames? I would like to let the 
families of Kenneally, Fitzgerald, and 
Reay that I have visited their graves on 
they are in immaculate condition 
although the dates on the headstones 
conflict with some of the information I 
have gathered.  
 
By all accounts the four were hiding in 
a Thai village but were sold out to the 
Japanese - the first time the Japs 
entered the village the four ran away - 
it was at this time that Private 
Fitzgerald was shot dead on 8th March 
1943. 
 
The others still believing the village to 
be a safe haven returned to it only to 
be sold out again and were recaptured 
- some accounts say they gave 
themselves up. What is not in doubt is 
that they were badly beaten before 
execution by firing squad - consisting 
of some 32 men and 
murdered/executed at Khao Pun. They 
had to bring regular soldiers from up 
country as the camp guards were not 
qualified or trained to undertake an 
execution. The dates are not clear as 
the headstones say the 23rd of March 
1943 but a lot of accounts say the 
executions took place on 27th March 
1943.  
 
I have also found out that Major 
General Makoto Sasa was executed at 
the Singapore War trials for giving the 
go ahead, without trial, for the murder 
of these four brave men. 
 
The museum at Kanchanaburi has a 
lot of documentation and eye witness 
accounts. 
 



As an aside - While I was in the 
cemetery I met a wonderful Dutch 
couple who noticed the four flower 
posies made of purple orchids I was 
carrying that I had bought from the 
museum (they really were nice) and 
they asked if they could return to the 
graveside with me. (I had already put a 
rose on each grave) Turns out this 
man as an 8 year old had been a 
prisoner, along with his Mum, of the 
Japanese and witnessed the most 
terrible atrocities. He asked if he could 
say a prayer which of course I agreed - 
it was probably the most moving 
moment of my life when we stood 
there by the graves praying and all of 
us were crying. I will never forget him 
and his wife - I just wish I had asked 
for his contact details. 
He became a doctor as a result of the 
things he witnessed as a boy in the 
camps. 
 
Memories are made of moments like 
this! 
 
Robert Widders Author wrote the 
following books: 
 
 “The Emperor's Irish Slaves: 
Prisoners of the Japanese during 
the Second World War” 
 
 “A Few Deeds Short of a Hero” 
 
“Spitting on a Soldier's Grave: 
Court Martialed After Death, the 
Story of the Forgotten Irish and 
British Soldiers” 
 
 

 

 
Kanchanaburi War Cemetery where 

the four were laid to Rest In Peace 

 
  
7259593 Sergeant Francis Joseph 
Kelly - Executed on 23rd March 
1943 
 

Royal Army Medical Corps - 1 
(Malaya) Casualty Clearing Station 
 
Far East - Prisoner of the Japanese - 
Died 
 
Source: Arthur Lanes book "Lesser 
Gods greater Devils" 
Escape: 1943/03/08 Attempted 
Escape from Takirin Camp 
 
Age: 32 
 
Date of Death: 1943/03/23 
 
Cause of Death: Executed by 
Japanese 23rd March 1943 
 
Place of Death: Khao Pun Execution 
Site, Chungkai, Thailand 
 
Memorial: 8. K. 29. KANCHANABURI 
WAR CEMETERY 
 



 
  
 
4269426 Sergeant Edward Reay - 
Executed in 23rd March 1943 
 
Royal Northumberland Fusiliers 9th 
Battalion 
 
Far East - Prisoner of the Japanese – 
Died 
 
Source: Arthur Lanes book "Lesser 
Gods greater Devils" 
 
Escape: 1943/03/08 Attempted 
Escape from Takirin Camp 
 
Age: 29 
 
Date of Death: 1943/03/23 
 
Cause of Death: Executed by 
Japanese 23rd March 1943 
 
Place of Death: Khao Pun Execution 
Site, Chungkai, Thailand 
 
Memorial: 8. K. 31. KANCHANABURI 
WAR CEMETERY 
  
 
 
 
 

 
 
4271150 Fusilier Timothy Kenneally 
- Executed in 23rd March1943 

 
Royal Northumberland Fusiliers 9th 
Battalion  
 
Far East - Prisoner of the Japanese - 
Died 
 
Source: Arthur Lanes book "Lesser 
Gods greater Devils" 
 
Escape: 1943/03/08 Attempted 
Escape from Takirin Camp 
 
Age: 32 
 
Date of Death: 1943/03/23 
 
Cause of Death: Executed by 
Japanese 23rd March 1943 
 
Place of Death: Khao Pun Execution 
Site, Chungkai, Thailand 
 
 Memorial: 8. K. 30. KANCHANABURI 
WAR CEMETERY 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 



 
 
3651198 Private Patrick Fitzgerald - 
shot while escaping from village 
they were hiding in 8th March.1943. 

 
Royal Army Ordnance Corps attached 
9th Battalion Royal Northumberland 
Fusiliers 
 
Far East - Prisoner of the Japanese – 
Died 
 
Source: Arthur Lanes book "Lesser 
Gods greater Devils" 
 
Escape: 1943/03/08 Attempted 
Escape from Takirin Camp 
 
Age: 31 
 
Date of Death: 1943/03/08 
 
Cause of Death: Shot at Bhankow 
village whilst trying to escape after 
being betrayed by villager 
 
Place of Death: Bhankow Village, 
Thailand 
 
Memorial: 8. K. 28.  KANCHANABURI 
WAR CEMETERY 
 
 
 
The following links are associated with 
this article: 
http://www.roll-of-
honour.org.uk/Escapes/html/escape_d
atabase_34.htm 
 
http://www.irishtimes.com/news/the-
irishmen-on-the-river-kwai-1.465909 

http://trove.nla.gov.au/ndp/del/article/2
2525608?searchTerm=&searchLimits=
l- 
publictag=Japanese+War+Crimes+Ch
angi 
 
http://wcsc.berkeley.edu/wp-
content/uploads/Japan/singapore/Trial
s/Sasa.htm 
 
http://www.fepow-
community.org.uk/arthur_lane/ 
 
http://www.manchestereveningnews.c
o.uk/news/local-news/world-war-two-
veteran-dies-8753821 

 
 
 

PEGASUS BRIDGE MEMORIAL 
FLIGHT 

 
Phil Basford recently met up with Mike 
Colton, Secretary, Allied Special 
Forces Association  at the National 
Memorial Arboretum.  Within the Allied 
Special Forces area of the NMA are 
memorials to three former members of 
the Corps, Reginald Tayler, Phil 
Currass and Paddy Brady. 
 
 

 
Memorial to Reginald Tayler 
 
The Dedication to Reginald Tayler 
reads as follows: 
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“WO1 Regimental Sergeant-Major 
Reginald Tayler SRN MBE 1938-2004 
 
Royal Army Medical Corps & Medical 
Support and Training Cell of 22 
Special Air Service Regiment 1956-
1976 
 
"Sister Reg" as he was affectionately 
known, was responsible for training the 
SAS's Patrol Medics to a very high 
standard in Bradbury Lines, Hereford 
and on many operational tours from 
the Radfan Mountains of Aden 1966 to 
the secret war in Dhofar, Sultanate of 
Oman 1970-1976. 
 
He devised ways of making vital things 
simple to remember.  When faced with 
a real casualty he taught the SAS 
Medics to think of: 
 
A B C - Airway, Breathing, Circulation. 
 
This simple aide-memoire has been 
universally adopted and is now used 
all over the world to help save lives in 
First Aid Emergencies. 
 
His humour was legendary and Reg is 
well remembered in the Barrels Public 
House, Hereford whose Landlord, Staff 
and Customers gave this tree and 
plaque in memory of their absent 
friend, a kind person "WHO CARED 
AND WON!" 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Memorial dedicated to Phil Currass 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
  
 
 



Memorial dedicated to Paddy Brady 
 

 
 
 
  
The following is an extract from a reply 
that Phil received from Mike Colton 
following their meeting: 
 
“Many thanks for your message and at 
the moment we do not know.  At 
present we have spent about £9,500 
on developing the area around the 
memorial site and this includes the 
plastic footpath from the Sun Room to 
the end of the Grove and includes the 
cost of the Maquette to date.  We did 
take the model to a specialist firm 
today for "pickling" and "polishing" and 
this should be completed in early 
October.  Then we can put it on 
display or tour to help raise funds.  
  
The artisan/blacksmith will let us know 
a budget cost soon.  It will be quite 
expensive but eventually along with 
commemorative and historical plaques 
it will remind the public and future 
generations of the efforts of ordinary 
men. 
  
We will be looking eventually to 
include the names of all who actually 
landed on operation "Deadstick" and 
their respective units. 
  
I have attached our "Flyer" and a 
picture of the memorial.  Hope that this 
is of help at the moment as this appeal 
for funds get underway." 
 
Regards, 

Mike Colton 
Secretary 
Allied Special Forces Association 
Registered Charity No. 1156925” 
 
The “Flyer” Mike refers to above is 
appended to this Newsletter.  Please 
give your support to this appeal to 
raise funds for the Pegasus Memorial 
Bridge Flight. 
 
 

 
 
The picture of the Maquette (a small 
model or study in three dimensions for 
either a sculptural or an architectural 
project.) of the Pegasus Memorial 
Bridge Flight. The design is of three 
gliders descending on a giant S shape 
and gives a sense of the gliders 
coming into land in the operational 
area at night and, the wings are in 
different positions to the ground. The S 
is symbolic of this most Secret 
operation carried out in Silence with 
Speed, Stealth and complete 
Surprise. 
 
A sculpture paying tribute to one of the 
most important missions in World War 
2 - designed and built in Herefordshire 
- is to be displayed at the National 
Memorial Arboretum. The Pegasus 
Bridge Memorial Flight - built by 
Pembridge blacksmith Bromley O'Hare 
- will commemorate the "Coup de 
Main" operation. 
 



The mission was for troops to land 
near the bridge before the D-Day 
landings, take and then hold it against 
Nazi forces. Without the bridge the 
British troops who landed in 
Normandy, could have suffered many 
more causalities fighting their way off 
the beaches. 
The Sculpture, once completed will 
stand approximately sixteen and a half 
feet tall. 
 
https://www.facebook.com/bbchereford
andworcester/videos/94329281240979
4/ 

 
 

IN ARDUIS FIDELIS – AN 
ACCOUNT OF MY WORLD 
WAR II EXPERIENCE BY PTE 
WALTER HART 

 

 
 

Chapter 2 
War is Declared - Fiasco in 

France (Continued) 
 

Once a week we were marched to the 
local public baths and had a bath. 
Each day we paraded for inspection on 
the promenade.  This was sometimes 
cause for amusement.  One day the 
  
 
RSM stopped in front of a militiaman 
and said, “Don’t I know you from 

somewhere?” The man was son-in-law 
of a director of Rolls Royce and he 
replied, “Yes sir, I once tipped you a 
tanner for minding my car at Derby 
races.”  The RSM had been the car 
park attendant.  Another time he 
stopped in front of Billy Bennett and 
said, “Have a shave and get your hair 
cut. You look like Bernard Shaw.” To 
the orderly sergeant he said, “Take 
that man’s name.” The orderly 
sergeant said to Billy, “What’s your 
name?” Without blinking an eyelid Billy 
replied, “Bernard Shaw.” Yet another 
time the RSM stopped in front of a 
man who was the only one on parade 
wearing a steel helmet. To this man he 
asked, “Where’s your cap?” The man 
replied that he had lost it. To this the 
RSM said, “Were you wiv it?” On 
Fridays, the RSM would call out, “Get 
your barves in, get shaved, look nice 
and smart for the weekend.” 
 
As it got progressively colder, since 
there was no heating in our billet, we 
came up with an idea. In the rather 
large room where we slept was a big 
fireplace and so we explored the 
cellar. Down there was a massive 
number of wooden shelves all full of 
wine bottles; alas, all empty. We 
simply tipped off the bottles, broke up 
the shelves and burned them in the 
fireplace.  During our stay in the place 
we burned all the shelves, then the 
banisters and finally the stairs down to 
the cellar. 
 
From Dieppe we were transported to a 
village on the coast, to the north and 
not far from Le Treport. The village 
was called Mesnil Val.  We were again 
billeted in empty houses, but these 
were more comfortable. Only just more 
comfortable than those in Dieppe. 
From there, we would be marched 
each day to a place a mile or so 
inland, called Floque. Here we were to 
set up hospital each day. We had a 

https://www.facebook.com/bbcherefordandworcester/videos/943292812409794/
https://www.facebook.com/bbcherefordandworcester/videos/943292812409794/
https://www.facebook.com/bbcherefordandworcester/videos/943292812409794/


very tall major; a civilian specialist 
called up for the duration.  As soon as 
we left the houses behind, we would 
march at ease and start singing. 
The major had long strides and would 
soon be some way ahead of us and 
we would then sing “The Galloping 
Major.”  The first time he looked back 
and twigged what was happening. 
Thereafter, each day when he heard 
us sing “The Galloping Major”, he 
would stop and let us catch up. 
 
We had to build our hospital, a tented 
one, in a big field and the first thing we 
had to do was build roads so that the 
ambulances could get in. In 
Normandy, in those times, country 
roads were some 6’ to 12’ below the 
farmland. They were cut through and 
we had some tough work to do digging 
and making inclines and I do not 
suppose any of us had been navvies. 
 
It was at this time that we were joined 
by a sixth Jewish boy, Jackie Beech. 
At the same time the RSM was taken 
ill and returned to England. His place 
was taken by WO2 Plunkett, who was 
promoted to RSM. Although I 
experienced very little anti-Semitism 
among most people that I met in the 
Army, we now had three men with 
most influence in the unit, who were 
top grade anti-Semites; the Company 
officer, Captain Chadwick; RSM 
Plunkett and Orderly Sergeant Nelson. 
It was amazing that Jackie Beech did 
not get into real trouble with these 
three, as he was often late on parade. 
Usually he came on with some button 
or other on his battledress undone 
and, as he was swarthy, usually 
looked unshaven. 
The hospital we were building was 
right alongside a military cemetery, 
where some of those who fell in the 
First World War were buried.  This was 
typical of the army of that time. 
 

Being in France, I thought it would be 
a good idea to study the language and 
I sent home for a French grammar 
book. My eldest brother, Lionel, sent 
one to me. I also bought a French 
newspaper each day although I could 
understand very little of it, but it helped 
me to learn.  
 
My friends and I discovered a hotel, 
situated in a little seaside resort not far 
from Mesnil Val and called Criel Sur 
Mer.  The hotel had no visitors, 
because of the war, and the proprietor, 
an elderly man who we knew as 
Monsieur Le Mercier, welcomed us. 
Although he appeared quite old to us 
young men, he still played table tennis. 
He was a one time champion of 
France and no one among us could 
ever beat him. At the hotel in the 
evening, after duty, we would get any 
drink for one franc (about ½p) and a 
four course meal, with wine and 
brandy, cost 7½p. Later, when it got 
very cold, he would serve us with hot 
rum; half a tumbler for one franc. Not 
far away was a coffee shop and there 
for a franc we could get a bowl of 
delicious café au lait and for about 75 
centimes, the most delicious pastries. 
 
One day I was detailed to report to the 
sergeant in charge of passive air 
defence (PAD). This is a squad 
equivalent to air raid wardens and I 
was to join it for a week. He sat me at 
a table and said I was to answer the 
‘phone if it rang to warn us of an air 
raid, but went on to say, “Don’t worry, 
it is not connected.” 
 
It became icy cold shortly after moving 
to our new site and opening the 
hospital.  For a month around 
Christmas time, it snowed. The unit 
had a field kitchen and all our food was 
cooked in Sawyer stoves.  These were 
very large cast iron tubs that stood on 
a steel framework and were heated by 



a large jet of Butane gas, or 
alternatively Diesel oil. All water was 
obtained from an outside hand pump. 
When the icy weather came the pump 
froze and so we had to save some 
water each day to be boiled next 
morning and poured onto the pump to 
thaw it. 
 
Our only means of having a bath was, 
for a time, by heating water in a 
Sawyer Stove and then getting into the 
stove.  It looked as if we were being 
boiled for cannibals to eat. 
 
Between times we were given lectures 
on nursing and during a break at one 
of these, Captain Chadwick said he 
expected the war to last seven years. 
That was about the only time I was to 
think his opinion was right, but how 
dismayed we all were to think of seven 
years in the army. 
 
We eventually all moved on to the 
hospital site and began working it. I 
was detailed to report to a ward and, 
as at that time I had no army nursing 
qualifications, I was called a GDO 
(General Duty Orderly); in other words 
a “dog’s body”.  There were two 
nursing sisters on the ward and I did 
not know what to expect, especially as 
one had a name for being a bit of a 
bitch. She lived up to here name and 
tried to give me a rough time, but I 
soon got used to her and learned how 
to cope. The first job she gave me was 
to bath a scabies patient. I had to put 
him into a big zinc bath filled with 
warm water and with a hard brush and 
sapo mollis (soft soap) scrub him 
wherever he had scabie scabs. These 
were generally in pairs as the parasite 
bored its way in and out of the skin. 
The idea was to open the scabs so 
that they could be painted with Gentian 
Violet. 
 

One day we had an air raid warning 
and soon enemy planes appeared. 
These were the first Stuka dive 
bombers I was to see and they 
dropped whistling bombs. The whistles 
led one to believe that the bomb was 
coming straight for you. The sisters 
began to panic and I had to calm them 
down in case it affected the patients. 
The peculiar thing is, that throughout 
the war, I was never scared of 
bombing if I was in the open or 
working, but shook like a leaf if I was 
indoors and unoccupied. 
  
In February 1940, Jim and I were 
given ten days leave. I was overjoyed, 
because my second elder brother, 
Sidney, was about to be married and I 
could now attend the wedding. Alas it 
was not to be, I was to arrive home 
just one day later. 
 
Knowing that we were going home I 
bought a few things that I knew were 
already in short supply in Britain, such 
as sugar. I also bought several flagons 
rather than bottles, of cognac and rum 
and an ordinary bottle of Benedictine. 
The flat bottles I sewed into the lining 
of my official issue jerkin; a kind of 
waistcoat that goes over battledress.  
Between the bottles I put a small 
carton of cigars for my father. These 
would prevent the glass bottles 
clinking against each other.  I advised 
Jim to do likewise, but he scoffed at 
the idea. 
 
When we arrived at Newhaven we had 
to go through customs. When I was 
asked if I had anything to declare I 
presented the bottle of Benedictine. 
The official put a chalk cross on my 
pack and told me to go.  When it was 
Jim’s turn, he presented a miniature 
bottle of cognac, The Custom’s man 
then ordered him to open his pack 
and, of course, they then found the 
rest of the booze. Jim was in trouble. 



Our train was ready to leave and was 
being held up. The Custom’s man 
demanded money that Jim could not 
possibly pay and so eventually they 
impounded the booze and let him go. 
 
As I have stated, I arrived home one 
day late for my brother’s wedding. My 
father was on duty at the fire station, 
but my mother was home. She was 
astonished at all the things I produced, 
when I took off the jerkin and cut open 
the lining. It was a good thing that it 
was winter and cold, for over the jerkin 
I had to wear a greatcoat. Even then I 
could now and again hear the liquid in 
the bottles slopping, but I suppose that 
was because I knew it was there. 
 
During the ten days, I had a pleasant 
time with the family. There were a few 
air raid warnings, but apart from some 
anti-aircraft activity, nothing appeared 
to happen.  Ten days go all too quickly 
and soon I was back with my unit. I 
continued to work on the wards, 
gaining experience to obtain my first 
qualification. Then Germany invaded 
Norway and Russia invaded Finland. 
Excitement began to grow, as the war 
was hotting up.  Then Germany 
invaded Holland and Belgium. We 
heard of the terrible bombing of 
Rotterdam and on the road outside our 
hospital, traffic became much heavier 
as rich refugees in their cars began to 
leave the north. 
 
At that time and indeed until after the 
North African Campaign, there was a 
kind of phobia about communism. The 
authorities appeared to worry more 
about communists than about fascist 
and potential fifth columnists.  Monty 
Miller had for a short time been a 
member of the Communist Party and 
had once been arrested when making 
a speech in the street. Our “higher 
ups” seemed aware of everyone’s 
past. Someone was required to be 

temporarily posted to an emergency 
medical team near Calais. This was a 
chosen place for a last stand if the 
Germans broke through and few were 
expected to survive.  Monty was sent. 
 
Soon the cars stopped going past and 
horses and carts took their place. We 
became very busy, tending our 
wounded. The horses and carts also 
stopped going by and then there were 
only people on foot. 
 
Word began to seep through about the 
evacuation from Dunkirk and soon 
artillery and tanks of our army began 
to pass on the nearby road, going 
south. When questioned a tank man 
said they were going south to fight the 
Italians who had now entered the war.  
In reality they were making for Dieppe 
to be shipped back to Britain. A few 
days later all was quiet and the road 
was deserted except for civilians on 
foot, still trying to escape. The 
Germans had got to the coast between 
us and those trying to escape from 
Dunkirk. 
 
It is here that I should mention two 
things. A month or so, before Dunkirk 
all our gas masks were withdrawn. 
Apparently it had been discovered, as 
a result of an abortive air raid on the 
Germans, that when a pilot jettisoned 
his bombs they had hit a store where 
the Germans had most of their poison 
gas and that some of it was a new gas 
for which our 1917 masks were not 
suited.  When the masks were 
reissued each had a small extra 
canister fitter to the tube. 
 
The second item is this.  It may have 
appeared daft, when earlier in these 
notes it was said that the RAMC only 
moved on Tuesdays, but that was not 
all. Apparently all British stores and 
ordnance passed through Abbeville, a 
town not very far from us, before being 



distributed and, of course, in their 
breakthrough the Germans made for 
Abbeville as a priority. Only the powers 
that be know how much was lost there, 
but therein is a tale of heroism. The 
Guards division was left to protect the 
town. They had no armour and they 
fought the Panzers with only rifles and 
grenades. It was probably their action 
that saved my unit from being taken 
prisoner. 
 
The order soon came for us to 
evacuate. Now, standing orders for 
medical units say that we do not move 
to safety before getting our sick and 
wounded to safety, so we had to 
obtain transport to get our patients 
away. The local RASC provided this 
but, to our dismay and their disgrace, it 
was purloined by most of our officers 
and the nursing sisters. There was to 
be a big row over this later, with many 
of those involved, including the C.O., 
quietly disappearing from the unit. 
 
Eventually we got other transport and 
evacuated our sick and wounded. Only 
two junior officers were left and it was 
decided to split the unit in two.  One 
party would make for Dieppe on foot, 
marching on the cliff tops.  We were 
told that all the tents and buildings 
would be destroyed by the Royal 
Engineers and so anything we cared to 
take would not be regarded as looting. 
Jim and I, along with a few friends, 
decided only to take tinned food and 
cigarettes. We were to go with the 
other party making our way to Le 
Treport, to try and get a train to Dieppe 
and await the other party there. 
Hopefully at least one party would get 
away. We had learned that the 
Germans were encircling the area and 
the only way out was by sea. I had 
also got hold of a giant tin of Ovaltine 
and a Primus stove filled with Paraffin.  
We arrived eventually at Le Treport 
railway station only to see a train 

pulling away from the platform with our 
deserting officers and nursing sisters. 
All that was left was a goods train with 
open trucks, but anything was better 
than nothing and so we got aboard 
and off we went. It took 18 hours to get 
to Dieppe. From the train it appeared 
that German planes were everywhere. 
Fortunately we were not hit, but it 
looked as if Dieppe was on fire, since 
the sky had become red in that 
direction. However, when we got into 
Dieppe we found little damage as most 
of the bombs were falling outside the 
town. Arriving at the station, we found 
thousands of civilian refugees trying to 
get trains, but with the Germans 
blocking the line, drivers would not 
take their trains out. To our 
amazement we were only at the 
station about half an hour when the 
other party arrived, having lost no one 
on the way. The Germans had been 
too busy strafing the road below. Word 
came through that there were no more 
ships available to take us by sea and 
so we had two options; stay and be 
prisoners of war or take our chance by 
train, that we could pierce the German 
ring.  We chose the latter. 
 
As I said the French drivers did not 
want to take us, but every major 
medical unit carried a Royal Engineer 
to operate an emergency generator 
when required and two RASC drivers. 
These men had rifles, the only 
weapons in the unit, but enough to 
persuade the French train drivers to do 
as they were told. They were also 
more amenable, when we also told 
them that we would take as many 
refugees as possible. 
 
Jim and I and our friends got into a 
truck with about fifteen children and 
old folk. Among them were a brother 
and sister. The girl was 12 or 13 years 
of age and the boy about 9. Their 
parents were Polish, but had been 



living in northern France. As the 
Germans advanced they fled, but had 
been bombed and machine gunned 
from the air and the two children had 
lost their parents. 
 
We were on the train for seven days.  
We kept shunting back and forth, 
whenever we got wind of Germans 
ahead we reversed until we could take 
another route. During all this time we 
managed to keep everyone in our 
carriage fed. Wherever we stopped 
and knew it would be for some time, 
we took turns in going to nearby farms 
to trade cigarettes for milk, eggs and 
bread. That along with our tinned food, 
the Ovaltine and hot water from the 
engine, kept us going and we used the 
Primus until the paraffin gave out. 
Those in the other trucks also had 
some food, but were nowhere near so 
well off. Eventually we realised that we 
had got through the German lines 
without encountering any Germans 
and, fortunately for us, without the 
Germans spotting us. It is quite a 
mystery how they did not. They must 
have thought the train was one of 
theirs. We got to Le Mans and found 
ourselves in British held territory. All 
the civilians were taken over by the 
civilian authorities and we knew no 
more about what became of them. For 
this effort in escaping the unit was later 
awarded a mention in dispatches. 
 
From Le Mans we were sent to La 
Baule, which was normally a fine 
holiday resort, but was now derelict of 
holidaymakers.  We became 
temporary guests of Nº 4 General 
Hospital, which was stationed in the 
casino and still an operating unit. After 
a few days we went a few miles inland 
to Guerrande, a walled ancient city 
which still possessed a moat. There 
we were to set up hospital. While 
doing that, I occasionally became the 
cook and am glad to say that my 

meals were usually appreciated. Then 
I was detailed as company courier and 
used to go out every day with the 15 
cwt truck driver, Bert Haller, to obtain 
rations and deliver and receive 
dispatches between our colonel and 
the town major. 
 
One day, on entering St. Nazaire, the 
town where we collected rations and 
where the town major was sited, I was 
stopped by a military policeman, who 
questioned me and said, “Don’t bother 
to collect tomorrow’s rations. There 
won’t be any. Go direct to the town 
major. He will have orders for your 
C.O. France has capitulated and we 
will all be going home tomorrow, that is 
if we can get away.” 
 
Sure enough we were ordered to get 
up at 6.00 am next day, to be ready to 
move off. We marched most of the day 
and got to St. Nazaire. We had to 
march open file and each side of the 
road because of German raiding 
planes, but no one was hurt. Arriving 
at the docks we boarded a Polish ship, 
the Sobieski. Was this fate?  Some 
months later, when I met my wife to 
be, Rochelle, she told me that this was 
the very ship she was supposed to sail 
on, to come to England from Danzig. 
Instead she had travelled overland 
through Berlin.  Now I was on the 
Sobieski. We had hardly got on board, 
all six thousand of us on a ship that 
normally carried 600 passengers, 
when a German raid began. They 
made straight for the Sobieski, but 
fortunately for all of us, they missed.  
The bombs fell into that water with a 
terrific bang and did no more than rock 
the ship and kill a lot of fish. A passing 
army captain said, “The pilot must 
have dropped his spectacles.” The 
ship was crammed with men, so there 
was hardly a space anywhere.  It was 
like Petticoat Lane on the Sunday 
before Christmas, but we were very 



lucky. We left the dock and went to the 
outer harbour to rendezvous with the 
naval escort ships. The Lancastria 
took our place at the dockside and 
during another raid she was hit and 
sank. No. 4, General Hospital 
personnel were on board and a few 
years later, when they took over from 
my unit in the Middle East, I learned 
that half of those on board perished in 
the incident. 
 
Jim and I were detailed to go to the 
galley and make tea. This enabled us 
to get free of the crowded decks and 
stairways. It also enabled us to be sure 
of a cup of tea ourselves and, very 
importantly, the galley staff gave us 
food. We had had none so far that day. 
However, we were only in the galley 
on that one occasion. Next morning we 
were ordered onto the top deck, which 
was no more than a big platform. We 
were told to look out for submarines. I 
suppose the usual anti-Semites 
thought they were doing us a bad turn, 
but the reverse was true. It was June 
and it was warm; not hot and not much 
sun. We had no binoculars, no training 
for the job and it was doubtful if we 
would be able to spot a submarine 
even if its skipper was so crass stupid 
as to show a periscope that near within 
the ring of escort ships. 
 
It took three days from St. Nazaire to 
Falmouth. We continually zigzagged. I 
do not know if we were dodging 
submarines and enemy aircraft or if 
they were chasing us, but we 
eventually landed safely. 
 
The C.O. and other “deserting” officers 
and nursing sisters joined us at 
Falmouth, but were soon to attend an 
inquiry and leave the unit. We were 
told to sit by the roadside near the 
Falmouth railway station and wait until 
the C.O. got orders for us to move on.  
While waiting, WVS members came 

around and gave us refreshments and 
took messages to send to our 
relatives. My parents had not heard 
from me for two months and were very 
anxious since “Dunkirk” had been the 
month before. I had been writing, but 
the letters were not getting through. 
They thought that at best I was a 
prisoner. Imagine their relief and joy 
when the WVS letter arrived with my 
message, “Safe and in England.” Later 
when in Egypt the unit was to be 
mentioned in dispatches for its escape 
after Dunkirk. (To be continued) 
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RAMC ASSOCIATION 

 
 

 
 
Chris Ellice the RAMC Association 
Webmaster is resident in Argyll, 
Scotland. He is trying to get the 
proposed New Branch for the Scottish 
Highlands off the ground.  The website 
www.ramc-assoc.org.uk/highlands is 
unique in that it is the first branch 
where members can join online.  
 
The Branch’s aim 
 
It is known that there are a large 
number of ex members of the Defence 
Medical Services and members of 
Corps that supported medical units, 
scattered across the Scottish 
Highlands. Unfortunately numbers in 
any one location are often too few to 
warrant formation of a branch. The aim 
of this branch is to provide a 
framework where members can meet 

www.ramc-assoc.org.uk/highlands


from time to time at locations across 
the Highlands. Meetings will be held in 
rotation at different locations 
throughout the Highlands. The 
inaugural meeting will likely be held in 
Inverness. 

 
National Association Events 

 
As a member you will have the 
opportunity to attend a number of 
events where you will have the chance 
to meet old friends and make new 
ones. The main events are: 
 
Annual Service & Association AGM 

The Annual Service and Association 
AGM is held at the National Memorial 
Arboretum, Lichfield in May. 
 
Corps Day Functions 

This is currently held in Aldershot in 
June. 
 
RAMC Charity  

Welfare is an important part of the 
RAMC Association and for those in 
need, details of this and how to apply, 
can be found on the Association web 
site under 'Benevolence'. 
 
The RAMC Association is a not a profit 
organisation and it is part of the RAMC 
Charity 1129091 
 
 Branch Committee 
 
During the process of forming the 
Highlands Branch, the posts below will 
be held by appointees to form an 
interim committee. They will all resign 
at the first AGM of the Branch and may 
stand for election if they so wish. 
 
Chairman    
Vice Chairman (Eastern Area)    
Vice Chairman (Western Area)    
Secretary    
Treasurer    
Welfare Officer    

Publcity    
IT 
 
 
Membership Application 
  
Membership is open to serving and 
retired members of the Defence 
Medical Services and personnel who 
have been attached to a medical unit, 
e.g. RASC, RLC, ACC, AGC, who live 
in Argyll, Caithness, Inverness-shire, 
Ross & Cromarty and Sutherland. 
 
There is an admin fee of £2 on joining 
and an annual fee as may be 
determined by the Committee, 
currently £1 per meeting attended . 
You can join on line by clicking the 
button below when you will need a 
recent passport photo of yourself. You 
will receive an electronic temporary 
membership card and when your 
application has been finalised by RHQ 
RAMC, your permanent card.   
 

DISCOVER WARWICK'S 
HISTORIC MUSEUMS 
 
Mac McHale and I along with our good 
ladies Norma and Gloria were staying 
in Coventry during the weekend 12/13 
September.  We decided to visit 
Warwick and take in the sites. Whilst 
sat outside a very pleasant Cafe taking 
in the picturesque scenery, one could 
hear the beating of the drums and the 
playing of flutes. Mac immediately 
regressed to his boy service days at 
Rhyl and stated "Its Saturday morning 
RSM’s Parade."  He recollected the 
Saturday morning parades and 
marching onto the square to the sound 
of the Regimental Band of drums, 
bugles and flutes.  It was not long 
before we witnessed a procession lead 
by the musicians, followed by the 
Mayor and Mayoress and a number of 
Council Officials, who processed into a 
small park located alongside the 



town's Court House.  We visited the 
park and were greeted by the local 
band who were seated and playing to 
the crowd that was gathering.  Various 
stalls were on display collecting for a 
varies charities.  On leaving the park 
we walked along the Court House and 
noticed an entrance into the cellar of 
the building.  On proceeding, we found 
ourselves entering the Warwickshire 
Yeomanry Museum.  We were greeted 
by a gentleman and Mac introduced us 
as former medics and with Mac's 
knowledge of military history was able 
to converse with the gentleman. The 
visit was very worthwhile and if any 
members find themselves in Warwick 
and want something to do then I would 
thoroughly recommend this very small, 
tidy and well laid out museum.  
 
Warwickshire Yeomanry Museum. 

 
Is a Regimental Museum located at 
Warwickshire Yeomanry Museum, The 
Court House, Jury Street, Warwick 
CV34 4EW. The Museum is 
completely supported by Volunteers 
and our aim is to safeguard the 
heritage and collective memory of 
those who have served with the 
Warwickshire Yeomanry so that both 
present and future generations may 
learn the importance of the past 
through its history. 
 
Opening Hours  
 
Easter - October  
Saturday, Sunday and Bank Holidays  
1000 - 1300 & 1400 -1600 
Admission is Free but donations 
appreciated (it helps to keep the 
Museum running) 
 
www.warwickshire-yeomanry-
museum.co.uk 
During the 2012 RAMC Reunited 
Reunion at the Royal Court Hotel 
Coventry, a number of members took 

the advantage of a Coach Trip that 
was laid on to visit Lord Lycester 
Hospital, 60 High Street, Warwick 
CV34 4BH.  This is another very 
interesting place to visit as it houses 
The Queen's Own Hussars Museum.  
 
The Lord Leycester Hospital 

 
The Lord Leycester Hospital is not 
now, and has never been a medical 
establishment. The word ‘hospital’ is 
used in its ancient sense meaning “a 
charitable institution for the housing 
and maintenance of the needy, infirm 
or aged”. 
 
The Hospital is an historic group of 
timber-framed buildings on Warwick 
High Street dating mainly from the late 
14th Century clustered round the 
Norman gateway into the town with its 
12th Century Chantry Chapel above it. 
 
For nearly 200 years it was the home 
of Warwick’s medieval Guilds. In the 
reign of Queen Elizabeth I it became, 
under the patronage of Robert Dudley, 
Earl of Leicester, a place of retirement 
for old warriors. So it remains today as 
an independent charity providing 
homes for ex-Servicemen and their 
wives.  The buildings are open to 
visitors and can be hired for civil 
ceremonies, receptions, dinners, 
parties and other events. 
 
http://lordleycester.com/ 
 
Opening Times 

 
The Hospital welcomes visitors from all 
over the world throughout the year. It 
is open to the public Tuesday to 
Sunday including Bank Holiday 
Mondays during the following hours: 
 
Summer 
10:00 am – 5:00 pm 
 

http://www.warwickshire-yeomanry-museum.co.uk/
http://www.warwickshire-yeomanry-museum.co.uk/
http://lordleycester.com/


Winter 
10:00 am – 4:00 pm 
 
Please note: 
The Regimental Museum of the 
Queen’s Own Hussars (housed in the 
Hospital) is closed on Saturdays and 
Mondays. The Hospital is closed on 
Good Friday and Christmas Day. The 
Master’s Garden is open from Easter 
until the end of September 
 
Admission Charges 
 
All our admissions include access to 
the Regimental Museum of the 
Queen’s Own Hussars. 
 
Adults  -  £5.90 
Children  -  £4.90 
Concessions  -  £5.40 
Garden only (summer) - £2.00 
Please note: 
Discounts available on organised 
groups over 12 in number.  Guided 
tours available by arrangement with 
the Master 
 
 
Royal Regiment of Fusiliers 
Museum (Royal Warwickshire) 
 
Visit the Royal Regiment of Fusiliers 
Museum (Royal Warwickshire) which 
tells the story of over 300 years of 
history of the County Regiment, from 
its raising in 1674 to the Fusiliers of 
today. 
 
The museum is situated at  St John's 
House, Warwick CV34 4NF in a 17th 
century Grade I listed house, which is 
regarded as one of the most important 
buildings in Warwick. The mediaeval 
Hospital of Saint John the Baptist was 
founded by the Earl of Warwick on the 
site around the year 1154. On the 
Dissolution of the Monasteries the land 
was passed to the Stoughton family. 
Between 1666 and 1670 Nathaniel 

Stoughton rebuilt the house very much 
as it is today. The two-storey house 
with attics for the servants has five 
distinctive bays; three ‘Dutch’ and two 
triangular gables. It is made from 
‘Warwick stone’, the local sandstone. 
When it was new the house, with its 
grounds and gates, would have been 
very imposing, reflecting the 
importance of Nathaniel Stoughton. In 
1791 it became a private school and 
later, during the 20th century, was 
taken into use as a military record 
office; it has been  a museum since 
1961. 
 
Admission is Free but donations 
appreciated (it helps to keep the 
Museum running) 
 
Opening Times 
 
April to October 
 
10.00am - 5.00pm Monday to 
Saturday 
 
November to March 
 
10.00am - 4.00pm Tuesday to 
Saturday 
 
http://www.warwickfusiliers.co.uk/  
 

 
 

THE ROYAL ARMY MEDICAL 
CORPS – BOOKS OF 
REMEMBRANCE 

 
Just a reminder to members that the 
The Royal Army Medical Corps - 
Books of Remembrance can now be 
accessed online by going to the 
following link: 
 
https://www.theonlinebookcompany.co
m/OnlineBooks/RAMC/Content/Home 

 

http://www.warwickfusiliers.co.uk/
https://www.theonlinebookcompany.com/OnlineBooks/RAMC/Content/Home
https://www.theonlinebookcompany.com/OnlineBooks/RAMC/Content/Home


CHARITY CYCLE RIDE – 
LANDS END TO JOHN 
O’GROATS (Continued) 
 

 
Day 5: For all you doubters 
here is proof that I do have a 
heart – Wednesday 13 June 
2012 
 

 
 

 
5th Stage of the Journey 
 
I woke early again and put my head 
out of the van to discover that the rain 
had been turned off.  For the very first 
time since we set off it was looking 
warm and bright we optimistically got 
ready and even applied sunscreen, not 
quite bright enough for garish Oakley 
cycling shades but getting close. 
After the usual very healthy breakfast 
of muesli and yogurt prepared by Paul 
we were off, a nice flat few miles on 
very quiet country lanes made us all 
feel good and the legs were spinning 
the bike along.  I finally seemed to be 
getting some rhythm and actually was 
enjoying the ride for the almost the first 
time since we set off. 
 

Nothing very eventful happened (itself 
an event) and so when we reached 
Shrewsbury for our lunch stop Paul 
decided he would zoom ahead and 
Dave and I would make our own way.  
A very brief visit to a local bike shop 
(Stans Cycles) to tighten up a bracket 
on the folder and we were on our way. 
Dave and I just cycled on into Wales 
then back to England until we reached 
a drinks stop on the Llangollen Canal 
where on turning into the drive I fell off 
at about 1 mph… no real harm done 
except to my pride and some slight 
bruising on my right hand. 
On arrival on site we were greeted by 
the very welcoming smell of 
homemade dinner, Rob had made 
chicken Curry which we all thoroughly 
enjoyed.  A beer or two and settled 
down to catch up with my admin… 
mainly sorting out clothes and 
blogging….. 
 
Now I am just chilling and having a 
well-earned comfy seat.  Just a small 
footnote on talking to a lady in the 
camp she said they get a lot of people 
staying here who are doing LEJOG…. 
Quote “most of them are much 
younger than you”, I laughed and 
replied I was much younger this 

morning! 
 

 
The brakes were a little worn….. 
 



 
 
 

Day 6: Shrewsbury to 
Garstang – Thursday 14 June 
2012 
 

 
6th Stage of the Journey 
 

Same old story no sleep what the F*** 
is the matter with me, I’m tired and the 
boys are all being quiet and still not 
getting any deep sleep. 
 
I was up and out of the van at 6:30 
while the rest were still sleeping.  I 
messed about with the bike and 
changed the front brake pads as I 
have been having quite a lot of trouble 
stopping the thing especially because 
of the little wheels. 
 
We had the usual breakfast and 
finished loading all the toys, Heart 
Rate monitor and most importantly the 
GPS.  Switched it on and did not have 
today’s route loaded so back in the 
van upload file and get on our way, 
cannot move without electronics these 
days especially as I am not even 

looking ahead as it scares me too 
much! 
 
With the sunscreen smeared all over 
we were ready and off we went.  
Within a very short space of time we 
were racing along being chased by 
yappy dogs and feeling reasonable 
happy. 
Another reasonably event free day but 
to be honest not a very enjoyable ride 
as quite built up and a lot of traffic. 

 

 
Breakfast Stop 
 
After our coffee stop just before the 
Runcorn bridge we spent 20 mins 
trying to find a way over it without 
being killed… Dave was just going to 
run over and jump the barriers but I 
would have been far too slow so we 
messed about asking directions from 
the locals… as usual they all sent us a 
different way often back from the same 
way we had come. 
We eventually got over Runcorn 
Bridge where we posed for photos 
again then trundled through town after 
town…. even through those place St 
Helens and Wigan… yes I did spit 
When I said St Helens, as a Bradford 
Bulls supporter you have to!  We also 
ensured that we guarded our bikes as 
we did not want to return to them and 
find them on bricks… only joking, no 
offence meant. 

  



 
Crossing the Runcorn Bridge 

 

 
Another break near St Helens I 
know I’m not in the picture but my 
bike is there as proof I was there….. 
 
Now for the only real problem of the 
day.   Rob called to inform us that yet 
again his day was not going to plan.  
The plan was get to the camp site and 
fish (Robs plan every day).  On arrival 
he discovered that we could not stay 
there as the van would not fit under the 
archway at the entrance so he moved 
to the next site where there was no 
fishing.  He spent the afternoon 
preparing dinner (preparing “dinner” is 
probably a little of an exaggeration) we 
had grilled sausages, bacon, eggs and 
he bought chips from the local chippy.  
We are very grateful he has helped us 
a LOT. 
 
After dinner I helped Rob wash up so 
we could get to the bar, do our blogs 
and the usual catch up.  Just to show 

that the sun shines on the righteous, 
while sitting in the bar Rob got chatting 
to one of the old boys who was a co-
owner of the river not 50 meters from 
the bar.   To cut a short story even 
shorter Rob was off changed into his 
waders and as I type he is catching 
our breakfast! 

 
Day 7: Garstang to Carlisle – 
Friday 15 June 2012 
 

 
7th Stage of the Journey 
 
Just to finish off Day six I had a 
surprise visit from my brother and his 
wife April, it wasn’t quite a “surprise, 
surprise” because he had quite rightly 
gone to the campsite we had listed on 
my blog but due to height restrictions 
we were camped at another site.  It 
was only about a mile away though so 
not too much trouble. 
 
The night was awful and I am sure that 
if there had not been 4 of us in the van 
it would have blown away, there was 
torrential rain and very strong gusts of 
wind and all of us confessed over 
breakfast that we thought we would 
have to call off the day’s ride, parts of 
me quite like the idea of not sitting on 
the saddle all day.  We had breakfast 
which in my case was cold sausages, 
Nan bread and Chilli sauce….. None 
of that healthy yogurt stuff today! By 
the time we had finished our breakfast 
we could put it off no longer and 
actually it had stopped raining and the 
wind had dropped to force 8. As usual 
we set of at a reasonable pace but I 



soon had to stop! Yesterday I was 
convinced I had lost a little weight off 
my backside and felt my saddle was a 
little low so I had raised it 0.5 cm (not a 
lot I am sure you will agree) well a mile 
down the road it felt like an awful lot 
and I was hurting bad… lowering the 
seat back to original height just meant 
I was hurting normally. 
 
Phil  and Helen had texted to say that 
they would meet us on route and for 
once it all worked out we met briefly in 
a lay by then arranged to meet for 
coffee in Kendal where I was just 
popping into the bike shop AGAIN.  
The front headset was making quite a 
scary noise whenever I hit a bump and 
the thought of the stem collapsing at 
40 mph worried me a little.  I knew 
what the fix was but did not have a 
10mm Allen Key with me so needed 
some assistance.  The fix took about 
30 seconds so left the bike in Brucies 
Bike Shop Kendal and went to the 
cafe.  A nice cup of tea and we were 
on our way, or so we thought.  Before 
we had even ridden back onto the 
main road Paul had broken a spoke, a 
quick “U” turn and he was back in 
Brucies. 
 
As Paul is much fitter than us he 
sportingly suggested that Dave and I 
just head off and he would catch us 
up.  We were heading up Shap today 
so we were not expecting to be racing 
away.   Surprisingly (surprised me 
anyway) we got up and over Shap 
without even stopping, certainly no real 
temptation to even get off and walk.  
Over the top we thrashed the bikes all 
the way into Shap village where we 
found a pub serving tea and decided to 
refuel…. Paul arrived while we locking 
up our bikes (B***ard). 
 
Sitting quietly enjoying the tea the now 
very familiar noise of torrential rain and 
this time even some hail and thunder 

could be heard.  All the bar staff 
suggested that we were lucky to be 
inside as we were but as usual the 
comfort was over far too quickly and 
we were saddled up in the absolutely 
bitter cold driving rain.  Today we were 
really lucky as it only kept pouring at 
that rate until we got to Penrith.  
Please note the poor attempt at 
sarcasm… 
 
It was Paul’s day to have all the bad 
luck as he got a puncture so we were 
yet again in the bike shop!  Puncture 
fixed we were leaving only to be told 
by the mechanic that Paul had another 
broken spoke and others about to 
break.  Again we left Paul (all my 
sabotage the previous evening did 
seem to be slowing him down) and 
Dave and I headed off to the campsite 
without further mishap.   Just as we 
arrived it started to rain properly to 
ensure we did not have too much fun 
today (it still is pouring down two hours 
later). 
 
On arrival at the camp there was a 
“gone fishing” sign on the van but Rob 
had shopped.  There was beer in the 
fridge and Tortilla chips with Salsa on 
the table, perfect. 
 
A quick cup of tea which we had not 
even finished and Paul arrived just like 
us soaking wet and freezing cold. 
 
We had just sat down with all the Hi 
Tech gadgetry to write the bolg when 
Rob turned up looking very wet and 
bedraggled but with a large beaming 
smile, he had managed to catch a 
magnificent wild brown trout of at least 
2 lbs which he says is the best wild 
brown trout he has ever bought (sorry 
caught) in the UK. 

 



 
Its not about the bike….. For some 
it’s about the fishing 
 

 
Paul gets above his station 
 

All in all quite a busy day plenty of 
“bike shop” time but not much for the 
speed which I have to say baring any 
mechanical trouble should make the 
trip, providing I can power it! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Day 8: Carlisle to Lanark – 
Saturday 16 June 2012 
 

 
8th Stage of the Journey 
 
And I thought the weather couldn’t 
get any worse.. It’s JUNE the middle 
of summer! 
 

 
 
Went to bed early and was so tired I 
did not even make it through to the 
second half of the England game.  
Slept badly again as the torrential rain 
made it sound like we were sleeping in 
a drum. 
 
We were up and I was feeling quite 
despondent as I squelched my way 
from the van to the wash room block 
as the ground was so badly water 
logged and the rain was very heavy. 
Breakfast was quite muted and there 
was a distinct lack of enthusiasm to 
venture out into the cold for the start of 
the day.  We eventually forced 
ourselves out and we pushed our 
bikes to the caravan park entrance as I 
did not want to risk falling off in the 



crappy rutted drive made very slick 
with the rain. 
 
The first hour we really hammered 
along trying to get some heat into our 
bodies, it did not work and we soon 
arrived in Scotland.  The obligatory 
pictures at the first house and we set 
off again (not until after I had proposed 
to Paul though, strange things happen 
when you are cooped up in a van with 
3 men for a week LOL).  After pushing 
on for another one and half hours we 
gave in to the cold and rain and 
stopped for tea.  We were so 
bedraggled and pathetic looking that 
the very nice lady who served us also 
brought clean white fluffy towels… we 
were near Lockerbie (The Queens 
Hotel) Now that has to be a sign of a 
very hospitable host? 
 
Again it was very hard to leave the 
warmth of the hotel and get on our 
bikes but we forced ourselves to do it. 
 
 

 
Sheltering under the bridge… the 
last time my phone worked 
 

The next few hours through possibly 
some of the most beautiful countryside 
in Scotland was spent head down just 
driving the pedals round; the weather 
was without any doubt the worst I have 
ever cycled in, not to worry though we 
were only doing about 85 miles today.  
It was so cold our breath was coming 

out like steam you would have thought 
it was November. 
  

 
The sign says “Beware of high 
winds and flooding”… as if we 
needed a reminder 
 
After what seemed forever we arrived 
at a service station and without 
hesitation we tracked off route and 
headed in.  We had tea and soup 
which was exactly what we needed.  
Retrieving my phone from under 3 
layers of clothing I had a message 
from Rob telling us the campsite was 
“not nice” and the van was stuck in the 
mud and we would have to push it out 
when we arrived.  This jolly message 
cheered the 3 of us up enormously! 
Refreshed we stepped out of the Cafe 
to be greeted by a very strong biting 
head wind and just so we didn’t enjoy 
the day too much the wind was driving 
cold stinging rain straight into us… it 
was bloody freezing and very 
unpleasant. 
 
We had just about had enough so 
again it was head down and just get on 
with it which we did.  It took us just 
under 8 hours in total including stops 
so the pace was certainly quite good 
under the conditions. 
 
We sat in the relative warmth of the 
van just thawing out for a while and 



had more tea.  Rob had got his trout 
from yesterday ready to cook so while 
we messed about with the technology 
he got that sorted.  It was delicious 
and very welcome after a very 
miserable day. 
 
To cap the day off perfectly my phone 
seems to have stopped working. It is in 
the oven “drying out” and the van is 
still stuck in the mud!!!!! 
Just back from dinner which was hot 
and spicy curry and now back in van 
happy that all our toys are still here… 
as I said not a very nice camp site.  
Tomorrow is another day so bring it on 
PS - Sorry that this is a little downbeat 
but honestly I am struggling to 
remember a day in my life so far that 
has been so un enjoyable!  We have 
earned our sponsorship money today. 
 

 
A light hearted moment on a 
miserable day.. Me proposing to 
Paul, well we have been living 
together for about a week now! 
 

Day 9: Lanark to Ardlui – 
Sunday 17 June 2012 
 

 

 

 
9th Stage of the Journey 
 

Just to finish Day 8, we had two cash 
donations one from the very nice lady 
driving our taxi and the other from the 
pub landlord; sorry I did not catch 
either of your names. 
 
I slept quite well for a change but the 
constant drumming of rain still kept me 
awake longer than it should have. We 
were up early (as usual) and the damp 
grey conditions were having the same 
effect on us as they had yesterday, 
draining our enthusiasm. We ate 
breakfast which was back to the 
healthy Muesli and Yogurt plus a 
couple of hand warming cups of tea. 
Even getting all of our gear on was not 
fun as we have not had time to wash 
and dry clothes so it was nice clean 
cycling leggings and top plus very wet 
socks and even wetter shoes… So 
what it was going to keep raining 
anyway. 
 
Rob was hovering around looking quite 
nervous as we showed no signs of 
digging the van out of the mud and we 
really wanted to get on the road as we 
were cold. Finally we put our minds to 
solving the van issue, not very easy as 
it was quite bogged down front near 
side wheel. Paul “found” part of 
someone’s fence which we wedged 
under the wheel along with some 
gravel and we started to push. After a 
bit of heaving, more gravel and some 
swearing the thing moved and Rob 
parked it smack bang in the middle of 
the road, SUCCESS.  Waving cheerily 



thanking Rob for the alternative warm 
up we were on our way. 
 
Paul being true to his word turned right 
out of the camp site and not left up a 
bloody great hill and we headed off 
towards Glasgow. It was cold and 
damp but nothing like yesterday and 
as we rode through Hamilton we 
admired the graffiti, shuttered shops 
and took in general ambiance. I did not 
know that the Salvation Army had so 
many high street outlets? 
 
As the traffic was so light (not many 
people were about at 8 am Sunday 
morning) we decided that we could go 
through the city centre avoiding a few 
miles of a dreary bypass and rode 
along the side of the Clyde which 
looked more like mud than water. We 
stopped at the “Peoples Palace” where 
Dave noticed that the pipes were hot 
so while I bought Coffee and Tea he 
had his shoes off and had them drying, 
great initiative! 
 

 
Drinking tea in the warmth of the 
peoples palace Glasgow 
 

Paul had arranged to meet his niece 
who brought essential supplies, clean 
pants for Paul (we are so close now 
I’m sure if I need them he will lend me 
a pair) and a new lock as we seem to 
have misplaced ours. A pleasant break 
surrounded by tropical plants in a large 
green house was all too soon over and 
we were on our way again. 

 Just on the outskirts of Glasgow a 
minor miracle occurred and the sun 
came out. I hastily removed my once 
very bright yellow now muddy brown 
top and set off again. Traffic started to 
build and at one point we had a 
friendly exchange with a taxi driver… 
luckily for him I was in a much better 
mood than yesterday and all he got 
was a ”friendly gesture” , the reaction 
yesterday to the same outburst would 
probably been very different. 
 
My poor little bike was squealing and 
squeaking from its rear as if in some 
pain so a stop at the garage and a 
spray of WD40 seemed to sort things 
out, If only my rear end was so easily 
sorted. Not sure that WD40 would be 
what my doctor would prescribe but 
with all the NHS cuts who knows? 
Onto the next stop which was the 
bonnie bonnie banks of Loch Lomond, 
quite a tacky tourist trap actually but 
tea was hot and welcome. 
 

 
Dave and me at Loch Lomond 
 

The route to the camp site followed the 
cycle path which we quickly 
abandoned and hit the road. I’m sure 
you have all had some very helpful 
chap call on you one day to offer to 
relay your drive as he has some 
“Tarmac leftover from another job” we 
always say no right?  So what does he 
do with his spare Tarmac? Yes he 
dumps it alongside the road and calls it 
a cycle path… this one is so rough it is 



very hard to ride on; we were better off 
taking our chances with the traffic. 
It had been quite a good day and 
markedly more pleasurable than 
yesterday but it surely couldn’t last…. 
right it couldn’t. With about 10 miles to 
go it started to pour down again so a 
quick stop to put the muddy jacket 
back on while trying not to be eaten by 
midges it was such joy. 
 
On arrival at the van we were soaked 
and freezing but at least today it had 
only been for an hour. A quick cup of 
tea and some cake and then what’s all 
that biting… Rob rather well-meaningly 
had left the windows open a little to “air 
the place out a bit” which had allowed 
the entire lakeside population of 
Midges into our temporary home. We 
rushed to the shower and then we 
were heading to the pub, yes I know 
you think that’s all we are doing but the 
most I have had to drink any evening 
has been 2 pints 
One final note then dinner time… I 
never thought I would be so pleased to 
see a washing machine… clean dry 
clothes tomorrow…. pity the shoes are 
still so F*****g wet.  (To be continued) 

 
Thank you Mick for sharing stages 5 to 
9 of LEJOG Charity Cycle Ride.  Look 
forward to your final stages of the 
journey in the next edition of 
Newsletter. 
 

the medic - THE ROYAL ARMY 
MEDICAL CORPS MAGAZINE 
 
The magazine is published twice 
yearly in June and December at a cost 
of £10.00 per annum. 
 
Members wishing to subscribe to the 
magazine should contact Cathy Smith 
at: 
 

Journal of the RAMC, RHQ RAMC, 
FASC, Slim Road, Camberley GU15 
4NP.Telephone: 01276 41 2790 
 
Or email: armymed-RHQ-pub-mtgs-
admin@mod.uk 
 

HONG KONG 1935 FOOTBALL 
TEAM 

 

 
 

The above picture was taken of the 
1935 BMH Hong Kong Football team 
when the Hospital was located at 
Bowen Road, Hong Kong Island.  My 
father is sat in the front row with the 
football at his feet. 
 
During my earlier days in the Corps I 
came across Ssgt Ingoe (Back Row 
extreme Right).  He was then a Major 
and Company Commander when I was 
serving at 12 Company RAMC/Royal 
Herbert Hospital Woolwich 1965 to 
1967, prior to him leaving the Service.  
Cpl Howells (back row third in from the 
left) reached the rank of Lt Col and 
was associated with football 
throughout his military career.  He was 
the Chairman of RAMC/RADC Corps 
Football Team in the sixties. I played 
under his Chairmanship a number of 
times whilst serving at Woolwich.   
On leaving the Army he became 
involved with Hampshire Football 



Association Committee and was a 
member for a number of years. 
 
My father became the Chief 
Wardmaster of the Isolation Hospital 
Thornhill Barracks, Aldershot during 
the period 1952-53, which many years 
later became the home of 22 Field 
Hospital.  I had the great pleasure of 
being appointed QM of the said unit 
during the period 1996-99. 
 
Article submitted by Mac McHale 
 

ABSENT BRETHERN 
 
Steve Carter 
 
 

RIP Gentlemen 
 
 



‘Your task is to seize intact the bridges….
and hold them until relief by 7 Para Battalion….

You must expect a counter-attack anytime after one hour….
It is vital that the crossing places be held.’



The Pegasus Bridge Memorial Flight will commemorate the 
“Coup de Main” operation carried out by men of D & B. 
Companies, 2nd. Battalion Oxfordshire & Buckinghamshire 
Light Infantry, who were air landed by Horsa Glider after 
being released from their Halifax tug aircraft on D-Day the 
6th. June 1944 by 298 and 644 Squadron RAF.

At 26 minutes past midnight the bridges over the  Orne 
River and Caen Canal were secured and the message 
‘Ham & Jam’ was sent to Combined Operations HQ.  This 
daring operation protected  the left flank of the main D-Day 
invasion forces as they went ashore in France. 

They were air landed  beside the bridges by soldiers of the 
Glider Pilot Regiment and supported by Royal Engineers, 
Royal Army Medical Corps  &  7 Para liaison.

Soon afterwards hundreds of soldiers of 7 Para were 
dropped to reinforce the Ox and Bucks and  then Lord 
Lovats Commandos joined them after landing from the sea.

The “Coup de Main”  was led by Major John Howard, who 
had trained his troops for over 2 years for this operation.

This prestigious educational memorial will be located at the 
far end of the Allied Special Forces Memorial Grove, which 
is situated within the National Memorial Arboretum.

The design is of three gliders descending on a giant S
shape and is symbolic of this most Secret operation carried 
out in Silence with Speed, Stealth and complete Surprise.

If you wish to help us achieve our new mission then please contact 
Mike Colton on 07929-118598 or by e-mail: - mikecolton@hotmail.com 

www.memorialgrove.org.uk ~ Or by the Face Book page for Mike Colton
The Allied Special Forces Association is a 

Registered Charity No. 1156925
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