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John Frederick McCrea was born on 1
April 1854 at Fort St George, Madras,
India to Captain Herbert Taylor

McCrea and Elizabeth Dobree Corey.
His father was serving as Paymaster
to the 43rd (Monmouthshire) Regiment
of Foot. (1) Mrs McCrea must have
been heavily pregnant when the
regiment sailed for India from Cape
Province because the 43rd landed at
Madras on 30 January 1854. (2) India
was a pestilential place in the 19th
century and the regimental history of
the 43rd records many deaths from
disease in the early days in India. (3)
Both Captain and Mrs McCrea died
sometime in 1855 so John was sent
back to the Channel Islands where he
was brought up by his 31 year old
aunt, Charlotte McCrea in St Peter
Port. (4) After his initial education at
Elizabeth College he studied medicine
at Guys Hospital qualifying with a
MRCS in 1878. (5)
In 1879 McCrea took passage to
South Africa where he initially worked
in the Military Hospital in Cape Town
as a civilian surgeon but in 1880 he
moved to Fort Beaufort and joined the
1st Regiment, Cape Mounted
Yeomanry, as their surgeon. He did
not have to wait long for some action;
when as part of a relieving force going
to the aid of besieged forces in
Mafeteng, they were attacked by a
mounted Basuto force at Kalibani and
forty members of the party were killed
including his batman, killed whilst
riding at his side. (6)
He was in action again in early 1881
when on 14 January a patrol
composed of 180 infantry, 380
mounted troopers and accompanied
by two artillery pieces and 400
burghers set off towards Thaba Tsueu,
a mountain ten miles east of
Maketeng. The patrol entered a
marshy valley close to the village of
Sepechele but unbeknown to them a
force of 8000 Basutos lay in wait. (7)

The Burghers were ordered to capture
and then burn the village of Radiamari
but having done this, rather than rejoin
the patrol they carried on towards the
village of Sepechele. They did not get
far before they were surprised by a
force of 3000 Basutos who forced
them to withdraw back to the main
patrol. By now the Cape Mounted
Rifles had dismounted and opened fire
but the Basutos replied with a heavy
fire coming from three sides. With the
number of wounded increasing,
McCrea decided he had better go
forward and render what aid he could.
After successfully rescuing one man
and lying him down in the shelter of a
large ant hill he ran back to his
ambulance to obtain a stretcher but on
the way was hit in the chest by a
bullet.
Being the only medical officer present
his only recourse was to plug the
wound with a bandage and continue to
treat the other wounded men for the
remainder of the day, all the time
under a heavy fire and in incessant
rain. After some five hours the Basutos
were driven off.
For his bravery that day John McCrea
was awarded the Victoria Cross.
For his Conspicuous bravery during
the severely contested engagement
with the Basutos on the 14th January,
1881, at Tweefontein, near Thaba
Tsen, when the enemy had charged
the Burghers in the most determined
manner, forcing them to retire with a
loss of sixteen killed and twenty-one
wounded, Surgeon McCrea went out
for some distance, under a heavy fire,
and, with the assistance of Captain
Buxton of the Mafeteng Contingent,
conveyed a wounded Burgher named
Aircamp to the shelter of a large antheap, and having placed him in a
position of safety returned to the
Ambulance for a stretcher. Whilst on

his way thither Surgeon McCrea was
severely wounded in the right breast
by a bullet, notwithstanding which, he
continued to perform his duties at the
ambulance, and again assisted to
bring in several wounded men,
continuing afterwards to attend the
wounded during the remainder of the
day, and scarcely taking time to dress
his own wound, which he was obliged
to do himself, there being no other
medical officer in the Field.
Had it not been for his gallantry and
devotion to his duty on the part of
Surgeon McCrea, the sufferings of the
wounded would undoubtedly have
been much aggravated, and greater
loss of life might very probably have
ensued. (8)
The Victoria Cross was presented to
McCrea at a large parade at King
William’s Town on Tuesday 25
October 1881, by Brigadier General
Charles M Clarke, Commanding the
Colonial Forces. At the presentation
General Clarke read the citation and
addressed the parade, praising the
bravery of McCrea. (9)
On 2 February 1882, McCrea was
promoted to Surgeon Major and then
transferred to the Cape Infantry
Regiment and in February 1882 to the
Cape Mounted Rifles at Kokstad. It
was here that he met and married
Elizabeth Antoinette Watermeyer
sometime around 1887. Sadly after
only seven years of marriage he
caught influenza which resulted in a
lung infection and his death on 16 July
1894. He was buried in Kokstad
Cemetery, now Transkei District of
Cape Province. (10)
His wife survived him until her death
on 5 November 1936 in Exmouth
Devon.
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2. Ranby Psychiatric Hospital for the
criminally insane will attribute the
cause of my mental condition to time
served in the Military Forces.
3. The Tabloids won’t be leaking
advanced copies sold to them by a
clerk at Depot Headquarters.

4. A well-known author will write a best
seller out of my experiences and we’ll
share the profits of book and film
rights.
5. My mates are only jesting when they
say, “You’ll hear from my solicitors first
thing in the morning.”
In the telling, many details are left out
or taken for granted. The tales
themselves are honed on the
storytellers’ stone to suit the audience.
Items or events are deleted or added
to enhance the tale in its best light. In
reality, after many recitations by others
and me, the truth is often a million
miles away from the actual facts.

MY TIME IN THE ARMY
LIST OF MILITARY RANKS
John Silkstone who initially joined the
Royal Artillery and then later saw
sense and transferred into the RAMC
has kindly shared the content of one of
the books that he has written.
This book is published on condition
that:
1. It is understood that the 30 year limit
on the Official Secrets Act, though now
expired, won’t prevent me having a fair
trial in the Tower of London, and that I
will be granted legal aid.

By Anon
GENERAL: Leaps over skyscrapers in
a single bound. More powerful than an
express train. Faster than a speeding
bullet. Walks on water. Gives counsel
to God.
COLONEL: Leaps lesser buildings in a
single bound. More powerful than a
shunting engine. As fast as a speeding
bullet. Sometimes walks on water.
Talks to God.

LIEUTENANT COLONEL: Leaps
lesser buildings, given a good run up
and a favourable wind. Has the same
pushing power as a shunting engine.
Can fire a gun, but not necessarily hit
the target. Totters on water. Talks to
God, occasionally.

HE IS GOD!

MAJOR: Barely clears the height of a
bivouac tent. Is often run over by a
shunting engine. Can handle a gun
and hit the target, but only at the
edges. Swims well. Sometimes
pleases God.

LONDON GAZETTE SUPPLEMENT,
4TH MARCH 1918.

QUARTERMASTER: Provides the
bricks for buildings. Places demands
for various trains. Supplies both guns
and bullets. Can do the dog paddle.
Will supply God with crystal balls if
necessary.
CAPTAIN: Collapses on bivouac tent
when attempting to jump it.
Recognises trains. Is never issued with
live ammunition. Can float in a life
jacket. Talks to brick walls.
LIEUTENANT: Runs into brick walls.
Can use a train set. Owns his own cap
gun. Sinks without swimming. Mutters
to himself.
2nd LIEUTENANT: Falls over
doorstep when entering building. Says
“Oooh, look at the choo choo.” Wets
himself while playing with his water
pistol. Can stand in the shallow end.
Talks to plants.
REGIMENTAL SERGEANT MAJOR:
Lifts multi-storey buildings and walks
under them. Kicks all types of engines
off their tracks. Catches bullets in his
teeth. Freezes water at a single
glance. Talks to no one.

I dedicate this book to my father, and
all those that have fought or served for
this great country of ours.
The following is a copy of my father’s
mention in the London Gazette.

240730 C.S.M. Martin Silkstone, W.
Yorks. B. (Leeds).
For conspicuous gallantry and
devotion to duty during heavy fighting
on two occasions, when every officer
in his company became a casualty.
Observing that some high ground 150
yards away entirely dominated him, he
at once took men to occupy it. Though
met by much rifle fire he captured the
position and from it was able to direct
fire on the advancing enemy columns.
Eventually outflanked, with all his
N.C.Os, Lewis-gun teams and
casualties, he withdrew the survivors
to Battalion H.Q., where he reorganised for a new advance, which
was at once commenced.
THE FOLLOWING IS A SUMMARY
OF MY FATHER’S MILITARY
CAREER.
SILKSTONE, Martin (D.C.M., M.M.),
Company Sergeant Major, 1st West
Yorkshire Regiment.
Mobilised in August 1914, he was
immediately drafted to the Western
Front, where he took part in the
fighting at Mons. He also fought in the
Battle of Ypres and the Somme plus
many other important engagements,

and was wounded in action a total of
five times.

Whether Volunteer or Conscript, or
how it came to be

He was awarded the Distinguished
Conduct Medal for great gallantry and
devotion to duty, displayed in taking
entire charge of his Company when all
his officers were killed, and was
granted the Military Medal for
conspicuous bravery in the Field. He
also holds the Mons Star, General
Service and Victory Medals, and was
discharged in April 1920.

That politicians failures, or some
power-mad ambition

DISTINGUISHED CONDUCT MEDAL

Yet on you went and fought and died,
in your close and private hell

Brought you too soon to your death, in
the name of any nation
You saw, you felt, you knew full well,
as friend and foe were taken
By bloody death, that your life too, was
forfeit and forsaken

Established in 1854, the Distinguished
Conduct Medal (DCM) is Britain’s
oldest award for gallantry and second
only to the Victoria Cross.

For Mate or Pal or Regiment and
memories never to tell

It was awarded to enlisted personnel,
non-commissioned officers and
warrant officers of any nation, in any
branch of the service, for distinguished
conduct in battle.

Side by side, through wound and pain,
and comradeship assured

MILITARY MEDAL (MM)
Established on the 25th March 1916,
the Military Medal (MM) was awarded
for individual or associated acts of
bravery on the field of battle.
I DO NOT KNOW YOUR NAME
By Kenny Martin
I do not know your name, but I know
you died
I do not know from where you came,
but I know you died
Your uniform, branch of service, it
matters not to me

It was for each other, through shot and
shell, the madness you endured

No family ties, or bloodline link, could
match that bond of friend
Who shared the horror and kept on
going, at last until the end
We cannot know, we were not there,
it's beyond our comprehension
To know the toll that battle brings, of
resolute intention
To carry on, day by day, for all you
loved and hoped for
To live in peace a happy life, away
from bloody war
For far too many, no long life ahead,
free of struggle and pain and the gun
And we must remember the price that
was paid, by each and every one

Regardless of views, opinions aside,
no matter how each of us sees it
They were there and I cannot forget,
even though I did not live it
I do not know your name, but I know
you died
I do not know from where you came,
but I know you died.
I’m please to say that I know Kenny
from one of the military site that I
belong to. To me, his poem says all
that needs to be said about a
serviceman. I thank him for allowing
me to include his poem within my
book.
As I write, our troops are dying in Iraq
and other foreign lands. People state
that we should not be there. However,
ask the soldier, and he will tell you that
he is not there to kill; he is there to
give the people a better life.
Most military men class themselves as
International Law Enforcers. They fight
to end oppression and bring a better
life to the suffering.
MY TIME IN THE ARMY
Endorsement has not been received or
sought from the people mentioned in
these anecdotes. I enjoyed my time in
the army, which lasted from November
1956 to June 1981.
There were bad times and good times.
I’m glad to say that the good
outweighed the bad. The good times
stay with you and, thankfully, the bad
fade into antiquity.

I have met many brave and
outstanding people in my time; they
performed their duty for Queen and
Country in true military fashion. The
surprising thing was that these
outstanding men were the bane of the
depot drill sergeant’s life. They had
two left feet, couldn’t swing their arms
and, once dressed in uniform, they
resembled a sack of potatoes tied
around the middle with string.
One soon learnt that the old saying
‘Never judge a book by its cover’
couldn’t be more apt.
ALEXANDER THE GREAT
Alexander the Great was only 16
when, in 340BC, he joined the Army
and became ruler of Macedonia. He
liquidated all his rivals, consolidated
his political power in Greece, then set
out raping, plundering, and pillaging
until he had conquered the whole of
Asia Minor. He then put down a major
riot in Egypt and returned home at the
head of an Army of over two and a half
million, just in time to celebrate his
20th birthday and be crowned King.
I was one year older than Alexander
when I began my Army Career in the
Royal Artillery. I transferred to the
Medical Corps in January 1962.
The Royal Army Medical Corps is the
butt of most jokes in the forces especially from the Regiments who
think that to be a medic is to be a
sissy.
In battle situations when a man is
injured, his voice will carry high above
the noise of shot and shell. The one
word he shouts is, “MEDIC!” It is then

realised that the medic is not such a
sissy after all.
To all medics, I say: “Keep your head
down, look after yourself, and keep
making those house calls on the field
of battle.”
THE START

As I boarded the train she stuffed into
the top pocket of my jacket a ten
shilling note (50p), known then as a
ten bob note, which I knew she could
ill afford, “That’s to buy writing paper
and envelopes,” She told me, “Don’t
forget to write and let me know that
you have arrived safe and sound.”

In May 1956 I visited the Army
Recruitment Centre in Great Moor
Street, Bolton Lancashire. The
sergeant on duty informed me that I
couldn’t join the Army until I was
seventeen and half and told me to
come back in October. In the
meantime he advised me to do some
physical exercise as it would hold me
in good stead once I was in the army.
Never being one for running I started
using my bicycle more often. In
October I reported back and after
completing lots of forms I was told to
report to the Manchester Medical
board. I passed my medical and was
given a railway warrant and told to
report to the Royal Artillery Basic
training camp in Oswestry on the 5th
November 1956.

Arriving at Oswestry railway station, I
was met by a man displaying a single
white stripe on the sleeve of his
uniform, and holding a clipboard.

THE FIRST DAY

“Yes Lance Bombardier.”

I reported as instructed. Like
Superman, I was going to fight for
Justice, Truth and Humanity. On
arrival at Oswestry, this illusion was to
be quickly dispelled.

“Very good, now collect your baggage
and board that three-ton lorry over
there.” He pointed with his pen to a
vehicle in the station car park.

My father being dead, it was my
mother that waved me off at Bolton
railway station. Like all good mothers,
she’d packed a Thermos Flask of tea
and enough jam sandwiches to feed
the Army.

“Name?” he said.
“John Alfred Silkstone,” I replied.
“Dear Mister Silkstone,” he said in a
quiet pleasant voice while he ticked off
my name on a list, “When you address
me, or anyone else, please call them
by their rank.” He pointed to the
chevron on his sleeve, “One chevron
stands for Lance Bombardier, two for
Bombardier, and three for Sergeant.
Do you understand?”
“Yes,” I said.
“Yes what?” he inquired.

At seventeen, this was my first time
away from home and I was very
excited. In the vehicle sat a number of
men, and following me were still more.
I clambered into the back of the truck
and introduced myself to a chap who
already sat on the bench. He informed
me that his name was Bob Gooch. On

the drive to camp we talked about how
nice and friendly the lance bombardier
was.
JEKYLL AND HYDE
On arrival at camp we stopped outside
the guardroom. Jumping out of the
vehicle, we milled around its rear end.
The lance bombardier from the station
rounded the back of the three-ton
vehicle, and in a voice that could
shatter window panes at fifty paces he
terrified us into three ranks. He
introduced himself as Lance
Bombardier Jekyll, and began once
more to read out our names from the
clipboard, ticking each one as we
answered back, “Here, Lance
Bombardier.”
Finishing the roll call he asked, “Any
questions?” Before anyone could open
their mouth, he answered, “No? Good.
I like intelligent people.”
Performing a smart about turn, he
marched to the bottom of the
guardroom steps and reported to a
bombardier who stood on the veranda.
The bombardier looked down on us
and, in an even louder voice shouted,
“Right then you horrible specimens of
manhood, you’re in the army now.
You’ve met Mr Jekyll; now meet Mr
Hyde, whom you will call Bombardier,
for that is the rank I hold. Right?”
A murmured affirmative rose from our
ranks.
Bombardier Hyde shouted, “What’s
that you said? When you speak to me,
raise your voice so that the people at
the other side of the camp can hear
you. DO- YOU- UNDERSTAND?”

“Yes bombardier,” we shouted in
unison.
Walking down the guardroom steps,
he selected a man in the front rank. He
stood in front of him and, in a voice
that I swear was now ten octaves
higher, gave the man a load of verbal
abuse.
Eventually we were marched off to a
twenty-man billet, if marching was
what it could be called.
THE BILLET
The billet was one of eight dormitories
that formed part of a building called a
Spyder (spider) block. The ablution
section occupied the central area.
Lance Bombardier Jekyll informed us
that when he shouted ‘go’, he wanted
us to move off at the double, find a
bed, drop your bag on it, and then fall
in again outside…Go.”
I had received some tips from my
brother James who had done his
National Service.
“Inspections,” he informed me, “start
from the left and work round the room
clockwise. The first three or four beds
always receive a rollicking. The middle
beds tend to be let off, and the last
three or four get a real telling off, no
matter how good their kit is.” Taking
his advice, I selected a bed in the
middle of the left-hand row.
THE QUARTERMASTER’S STORE
Formed up in three ranks outside the
billet, we turned left and marched to
the clothing stores (QM dept.) The first

thing issued to us was our eight-figure
army number.
“Your number, soldier, is 23494015
don’t forget it.”
“Yes sir,” I answered.
“Sir!” he bellowed, “I’ll give you sir!
These are chevrons on my arms, not
pips on my shoulder. See that building
down there?” I followed his pointing
finger. “Double down there and read
the notice on the door, then double
back and tell me what it says.”
“Yes Sergeant,” I called as I set off
running. I’d gone about fifty yards
when he called me back.
“Did I give you permission to go?”
“No sergeant.”
“Right then, off you go… NOW!”
Before I could move he said. “What
are you still standing here for? You
should be there by now.”
Upon my return I called out, “The
notice says NAAFI Closed Serg…”

of the counter; it must have measured
at least seventy-five feet (twenty three
metres). Regularly spaced along the
counter were small piles of clothing
and kit. I was told to stand at the end
of the counter with my arms
outstretched in front of me.
At the first station, the following items
were placed upon my outstretched
arms: One mattress cover, four
blankets, two sheets, two pillows, two
pillowslips, and a bedspread. I
progress down the counter sideways,
and at each station another pile of
items was placed on top of the growing
mountain of kit.
Reaching the end of the counter, I was
told, “Sign this Army Form 1157 for
your new issue of kit”. The only way I
could perform the task was to put
down the five-foot high pile of kit I was
carrying.
After signing the form, I retrieved my
kit and staggered off to my billet crabwise, for that was the only way I could
see where I was going.
POSSESSION IS 9/10 OF THE LAW

Cutting me off in mid-sentence, he
once more bellowed, “Do you know
what NAAFI means?”
“Yes Sergeant.” I thanked our Jim
once more for his information. “It
means Navy, Army, Air Forces
Institute, Sergeant.”
“Clever little bastard are we? I’ll soon
knock that out of you. Now get fell in.”
THE INNER SANCTUM
Entering the QM’s department for the
first time, I stood in awe at the length

I learned very quickly that if it wasn’t
nailed down, it would soon disappear.
To alleviate this problem, we were
advised to purchase a padlock from
the NAAFI. The locks came in ten
different key types, so in a room of
twenty men, at least one other lock
would have a key that fitted yours. This
didn’t matter, as it was evident that you
had attempted to secure your kit.
Should you lose an item of kit, the first
essential thing to do was to keep quiet
about it. If it came to light that you had

lost kit, then you’d have to replace it.
This became very expensive, for not
only did you have to pay for the item
that you lost, you also had to pay for
the new item issued, plus you could
also be charged under section 69 of
the Army Act for tempting your
companions to steal.

KFS and mug for cleanliness and
made sure your hands were spotlessly
clean. “From next Monday,” he
informed us, “you will be asked
questions on Regimental Battle
Honours and Victoria Cross recipients.
If you don’t give the right answer, then
off to the back of the queue you go.”

Surplus kit - or ‘buckshee’ as it was
called - became a way of life, and it
was not long before we started
collecting like Magpies.

Arriving at the serving hatch to find the
best choices gone, you were left with a
choice of ‘brown stew and dumpling’,
or ‘dumpling and brown stew’,
accompanied by one spoonful of
potato, plus soggy cabbage and
carrots. Sweet was either spotted dick
or custard or tapioca pudding.

“Have you a spare set of brasses?” he
asked.
“Yes,” I replied.
“How much?” he inquired.
“A pint in the NAAFI,” I replied.
“Okay,” he said.
I learned always to make sure that I
had the pint in my hand before the
exchange took place. Once bitten,
twice shy; I once parted with the goods
and didn’t get paid.

There was then a mad dash to the
tables to lay claim to the eight portions
of butter and jam laid out on each,
applying the ‘first come, first served’
principle. The technique was to use
your fork as a stabbing implement to
prevent others getting there before
you, while at the same time you
scooped up as much butter and jam as
you could. The food was hot and
edible.

MEALS
For all meals, we paraded outside our
billet with our gobbling instruments:
Knife, Fork, Spoon (KFS), and china
pint mug. Placing said items in your
left hand behind your back, you were
marched to the cookhouse at the
double.
Being the new intake, you joined the
back of a queue of five hundred others
waiting in line for their evening meal.
After thirty minutes, you nearly reach
the serving hatch. The final hurdle was
the duty sergeant, who checked your

The tea was alleged to contain
bromide, but whatever it was, it didn’t
work - plus necessity drove us to drink
it anyway.
The last fifteen recruits in the dining
hall had the task of cleaning it ready
for breakfast, so no one hung around
waiting for their meal to digest.
Gunner How once complained that he
hadn’t enough to eat. Unlike Oliver
Twist, he was instantly marched to the
meal counter by the Duty Officer, who
bellowed for all to hear. “Catering

Sergeant, this man complains that he
hasn’t enough food on his plate. GIVE
… HIM … MORE!”
The Sergeant shouted to the lads
serving the meal. “Feed that man.”
Gunner How returned to the table with
his plate overflowing.
Standing over him the officer said,
“Leave one morsel of food on your
plate soldier, and I’ll have you on a
charge for wasting other men’s
rations.”
No one complained again.
‘GOODNIGHT, SLEEP TIGHT’
Our first night in camp consisted of
work, work and more work.
Bombardier Hyde informed us that we
were free to pursue our own interest
until 18:00 hours. At the allotted time,
he appeared with a trained soldier
(TS). The TS carried a box of metal
alphabet punching stamps, plus a box
full of rubber stamping kits. He then
instructed us in the art of marking your
kit with your army number.

webbing, and a padlock as mentioned
earlier. If you had no money, these
purchases would be placed on account
and the cost removed from your first
week’s pay. On their return to the
billet, the next batch went to the
NAAFI.
NAAFI
The NAAFI was the civilian-run Navy
Army Air Force Institute. It was the
only place that we could do our
shopping, so prices weren’t
competitive. The manager and general
dogsbody was a Welshman called Mr
Jones. He was the first Welshman I
had met, and I instantly fell in love with
the lilting Welsh language.
After the first night, only two men at a
time were allowed to go to the NAAFI
on a rota basis. They would take with
them a list of items for the other nine
men on their side of the billet, while
those who stayed behind carried on
with cleaning the billet for the daily
room inspection.

Each article had its own place for the
number to be stamped. Clothes were
marked with permanent black ink.
Hard items like mess tins were
stamped with the metal punches.
There were only six rubber stamps and
two metal punches. So as not to lose
time, eight men were set to marking
and six given tasks like making beds
and sorting kit, while the remaining six
were allowed to go to the NAAFI for
half an hour to purchase the following
items: Kiwi black boot polish, Brasso
cleaner, yellow dusters, Blanco for

A typical NAFFI canteen
At the NAAFI counter, the queue was
short, but everyone in it wanted to buy
out the complete store. The order went

something like this: “fourteen cheese
rolls, two with red sauce, three with
brown sauce, six with pickle and the
rest plain; two tins of Kiwi boot polish;
four yellow dusters; one Blanco brush;
one tube of toothpaste; one packet of
razor blades; six three-penny stamps;
one packet of envelopes; one writing
pad; two bottles of pop, one orange,
one lemonade, and ten coat hangers. I
would like to pay for two cheese rolls
with red sauce, two yellow dusters,
one three pence stamps and the bottle
of orange out of this ten bob note. Out
of this half-a-crown (12.5p), I want to
pay for one cheese roll with pickle, one
yellow duster and two coat hangers…”
and so it went on.
TRAINED SOLDIER
Each billet had a trained soldier. To
distinguish him from the new recruits,
he wore a red armband with the words
‘TRAINED SOLDIER’ standing out in
polished brass. He was responsible for
the squad, as we were now called,
being at the right place at the right
time, in the right order of dress,
carrying the right kit and in the right
frame of mind to perform their duty.
The trained soldier had his own private
room at the end of the billet; its
confinement was immaculate, and
reflected the epitome of health,
hygiene and bullshit.
There was a little ritual we had to
perform every time we entered or left
the billet. It went something like this:
standing on a bedside mat outside the
trained soldier’s room, you stamped
your feet loudly to draw attention to
yourself, and shouted.

“Leave to fall out trained soldier
please?”
The reply varied anywhere between,
“Yes.” and “F**k off.” It was the reverse
to get back in
“Leave to fall in trained soldier,
please?”
Gunner Fox was the trained soldier in
our billet, and he liked to listen to ‘The
Archers’ on the radio from 19.00 19.30 hours. At this time the room
would be emptied to reduce the noise
level, so we assembled in the
ablutions to clean our kit or have a
shower.
(To be continued)

ONE MAN, HIS DOG AND 7,000
MILE LITTER SWEEP
I received an article from Mac McHale
which was published in the Outdoor
Section of the Daily Telegraph on
Saturday 5th March 2016. The article
was written by Sam Rowe on a former
member of the Royal Army Medical
Corps by the name of Wayne Dixon.
He served for three years from 1991
and, most of the time was spent in
Germany. A proud Lancastrian born
and bred in Blackburn in 1972, he has
always as a boy dreamt of walking the
coast of Britain.
On leaving the Services Wayne
devoted the next five years of his life to
foreign exploration. He spent entire
seasons picking olives in Greece and
also flowers in Holland. There was an
eighteen month stint in Israel –
working in a factory doing construction

jobs and cleaning Portaloos. Anything
to fund his unquenchable wanderlust.
Wayne’s travel bug was hardened into
his genes. His father, John Dixon was
an avid rambler. He was the author of
more than 30 books on historical
walking guides. John’s own thirst for
discovery had seen him take in the
landscapes from rural Lancashire to
post-cold war Russia. John’s marriage
to Wayne’s mother, Christine ended in
divorce when Wayne was just nine
years of age. The bond between
father and son grew stronger with each
walking holiday they shared – to Crete,
Turkey, portions of the South West
Coast Path (a 630 mile stretch from
Minehead to Poole Harbour). By the
late nineties, they vowed to fulfil
Wayne’s childhood fantasy, together.
Travel the whole 7,000 miles of the
coastline. Sadly it wasn’t to be,
Wayne’s dad died from a heart attack
in 2012, aged 63. Rather than
abandon the plan, Wayne was more
motivated than ever, desperate to
achieve the colossal feat in memory of
his father. What is more, John had
rescued a dog 10 days before he died;
Wayne now had a custom-built
companion named Koda, a Northern
Inuit that looks more wolf than hound
and he would like to think that Koda
was sent for a reason. Wayne says of
Koda “He has filled a massive hole of
bleakness and sorrow with joy and, I
feel like I’m walking with my dad.”

Wayne and Koda
A smiley, softly spoken man of 44, he
will be weighed down with 50lbs
canvas backpack bursting with kit.
There is a tent, two sleeping bags
waterproof clothing, wind-up radio,
torch, camping stove, and, a selection
of Koda’s best loved toys.
Wayne has always been concerned
about Britain’s litter issue, and whilst
training for the walk, he noticed quite a
lot of litter, especially in beautiful
places, so started to pick the litter up.
Wayne thought it would really frustrate
him if he was to come across a lot of
litter on his walk, so came up with the
idea of litter picking along the way.
Wayne is using this personal
adventure to do his part in cleaning up
the country and promoting Keep
Britain Tidy with the hope of
empowering others not to drop litter
and to add litter picking in their daily
routine and lead by example.

He also hopes to encourage people
along the way to take part in litter picks
and make a difference. It's something
he has wanted to do for some time and
this seemed like the perfect
opportunity.
Wayne is contactable on his mobile
phone 07861 708949. If you would like
to keep up to date with Wayne, and
like to join him on any of his litter
picking events, then please go to:
https://www.facebook.com/wayne.dixo
n.7543
or email at dixonwayne@gmail.com
If anyone would like to sponsor Wayne
on his adventure, then please click on
the links below

put his head down to food and a top up
for his mobile phone. Anyone who
would like to join him on his journey
would be more than welcome. His
mobile number is 07861 708949.

FRIENDS OF MILLBANK (FOM)
The latest edition of the Friends
of Millbank (FOM) Newsletter is
attached as an annex.
HOLIDAY HOME IN SPAIN
Antony Constantin Valeisa owns a
holiday home in the sun which is
located in Los Alcázares, Murcia,
Spain. The home consists of 3 large
bedrooms, 2 bathrooms and is close to
all amenities and the beach.

Wayne’s family and friends will be
supporting him along the way, whilst
Wayne is also raising money for the
Mental Health Charity Mind and the
Northern Inuit Dog Rescue Society.
If anyone would like to sponsor Wayne
on his adventure, then please click on
the links below
http://nisociety.com/

Picture of Complex

http://www.mind.org.uk/
He states that what he is going to miss
the most whilst away is his family and
friends, his bed, a Sunday roast and
BBC Radio 6.
Update 14/04/2016 - Spoke to Wayne
on his mobile and he is now into his
10th week. He is currently outside
Dalbeattie in Scotland and has met so
many lovely people on route who have
been so kind in offering him a place to

Balcony View

For more information please visit
https://www.ownersdirect.co.uk/accom
modation/p1951134
Antony has agreed to donate 5% of
any profits made to the RAMC
Reunited Fund as a direct booking
from this newsletter entry. Please
quote "RAMC Reunited" when making
the booking.

PEGASUS BRIDGE MEMORIAL
FLIGHT – ALLIED SPECIAL
FORCES MEMORIAL GROVE –
NATIONAL ARBORETUM

been tirelessly raising funds for the
Pegasus Bridge Memorial Flight.
Mike would like to through the
newsletter thank all those members of
RAMC Reunited who kindly raised
£1,008.00 during the Blind Auction of
the RAMC Memorial Statue glassware
(kindly donated by Phil Basford) on the
Saturday evening of the Reunion
weekend.
Those members who could not make
the Reunion weekend but would like to
make a donation can do so by going
to:
https://mydonate.bt.com/events/pegas
us/257190

PRIVATE WILLIAM WEBB
RAMC WWII VETERAN
Captain Andy Game former Corps
RSM has posted the following on
Facebook on his recent visit to William
Webb. I have extracted the content of
the post and would like to share it with
you all.
“Evening everyone,

Members will be familiar with the
Pegasus Bridge Memorial Flight from
previous editions of the newsletter.
The NMA Committee granted
permission for the erection of this
memorial and, Mike Colton, Secretary,
Allied Special Forces Association has

I've been visiting Pte William Webb
RAMC for just over 4 years now. I've
posted about my visits to him because
he is our oldest RAMC veteran of
WW2 and because many of you are
interested to hear how he is. I've
received abuse from some people for
posting about William, but I won't stop.
He's a great man and if by posting
about him encourages others to help
someone then that's a good thing, if it
brightens up your day to read about a
brilliant fellow veteran, then that's a

good thing. In fact I can't think of any
negative reasons...
So I spent 6 great hours with William
today. For those new to this page and
maybe haven't seen my other posts,
William served for the whole of WW2
having been called up at the age of 23
at the start of the war. The son of a
furniture maker he had worked in his
dad's business since he was 14.
Suddenly he found himself in Fleet at
Boyce Bks, training to be a medic in
the RAMC! He laughed when he told
me that he didn't even know what a
thermometer was, so he wondered
why he was going to be a medic!
He soon shipped off to Africa and
landed under fire with the 72nd
General Hospital. Moving on to Italy
and again landing under fire before
moving into Greece. He never came
home at all in the 5 years of the war,
but by the end he was a qualified and
registered Male Nurse. This was
fortunate as when he got home he
found out his father’s business was
lost to the London Blitz.
For the last two years of the war he
flew on Dakotas as an Air Evacuation
medic/nurse. The only medic in a
Dakota flying 40+ serious casualties at
a time from Greece to Italy, to get
them into the Evac chain quicker. This
was a new concept developed by his
hospital CO, and he was the only
medic/nurse to do it. Something he is
incredibly proud of.
Such a selfless and amazing
gentleman, every time we talk I learn
so much! At 104 he is as bright as a
button and his knowledge astounds

me. Today we managed to solve the
Brexit of the EU, the Brussels
bombing, why young people don't vote
and a host of other problems!!!!!
Brilliant!
A week or so ago William was the
subject of a fraudulent phone call
attempt. The caller said they were from
Barclays and wanted him to confirm
his details. He was soon given short
shrift by William, "you tell me" he said
"you work for them" .......the phone
went dead! Another victory for this
great guy!
On the 18th of June will be 105. Next
month I will apply for his second
birthday card from Her Majesty, I know
he is looking forward to that. If anyone
else would like to send him a card or a
message then please feel free to send
them to me at my work address. I don't
know the exact day I will visit
(hopefully on the 18th so that I'm there
when the Royal Courier arrives). But if
you could have cards to me by the end
of May that would be great.
Address is;
Capt Andy Game
Training Officer
22 Field Hospital
Keogh Barracks
Ash Vale
Aldershot
GU125RQ
Thanks for reading, I hope it's made
you smile. Take care.”

ARMY BENEVOLENT FUND
“THE SOLDIERS’ CHARITY”
2016 SPRING RAFFLE
The following is a message received
from Colonel (Retd) Barney Haugh
CBE, Director Grants & Welfare ABF,
who would like the support of former
Service Veterans for this very
worthwhile cause.
“You may in the past have given
support to the ABF - The Soldiers’
Charity - and is there for serving
soldiers, veterans and their immediate
families in times of need.
Last year our Autumn Raffle raised
almost £90,000, this year, with your
support we hope to raise £100,000
which we will use to continue our vital
work.
By selling the raffle tickets or buying
some of them yourself, you will be
making a difference to someone in
need and giving yourself or one of your
friends or family, the chance to win
one of our cash prizes. I know it is our

cause and not the prize money that
motivates you – but it will give us great
satisfaction to see a supporter of The
Soldiers’ Charity win the £3,000 1st
prize.
We have helped more than 5,000
soldiers, veterans and their immediate
family members in the past year, such
as Phillip 'Barney' Gillespie.

WEWELSBURG CASTLE
Gloria and I have not long returned
home to Lincoln after visiting our son
who is currently stationed at Barker
Barracks in Paderborn. During the last
few days of our visit, he thought his old
man could do with a cultural day out,
so he took his mother and I to the
Kriesmuseum in Wewelsburg.

Wewelsburg Castle – aerial view
Sometimes it is a small amount for an
immediate crisis or for a home to be
adapted. Always, it goes to people
who have given so much to safeguard
our own futures.
Please do try to help us as much as
you can by buying or selling raffle
tickets. In return, we promise to use
this money effectively to help serving
soldiers, veterans and their immediate
families with pressing needs.
If you would like to receive any raffle
tickets please email
grace@soldierscharity.org, with your
name and full address.
The closing date: is 16th June 2016.
The draw date is: 23rd June 2016. The
raffle book is £10 each for 10 tickets.

Wewelsburg Castle
The Renaissance castle pictured
above is located within the village of
Wewelsburg, which is part of the city of
Büren, in the district of Paderborn in
North-Rhine Westphalia, Germany.
Standing high on a rock overlooking
the Alme valley, the castle is currently
a Youth Hostel and a Museum for the
District of Paderborn.
In the aerial photo above, the North
tower is on the upper left hand side.

On the upper right hand side is the
West tower. The entrance to the
triangular castle courtyard is on the
wall between the North tower and the
West tower.

few days before they were transferred
to the Buchenwald concentration
camp.

The Wewelsburg Castle was built
between 1603 and 1609, on the site of
a previous castle, as a second
residence for the Prince Bishops of
Paderborn. It features three towers
connected by walls which enclose a
triangular shaped courtyard.
Wewelsburg is the only three-sided
castle within Germany.

Door into interior tower of the castle
The Wewelsburg Castle has a dark
sinister look, compared to two other
beautiful castles in the immediate
area. It also has a dark history,
associated with the occult roots of the
Nazi political party and Hitler's Third
Reich, although Hitler himself never
visited it. The castle is sometimes
referred to Himmler's Camelot.

The West tower of Wewelsburg
Castle
The West tower, shown in the photo
above, is the location of the dungeon
where witches were imprisoned and
tortured during the 17th century. In
1938, during the pogrom known as
Kristallnacht, 17 Jews from the village
of Salzkotten, 10 kilometres from the
castle, were held in the dungeon for a

Reichsführer-SS Heinrich Himmler, the
leader of the elite German Army called
the Schutzstaffel or SS, had a great
interest in ancient German history and
the occult. In 1933, when the Nazis
came to power in Germany, Himmler
began searching for a castle in the
area where Hermann der Cherusker
had fought a decisive battle against
the Romans in the year 9 AD, saving
the German people from being
conquered. As a result, the German

tribes retained their culture and identity
long after other tribes had been
absorbed into the Roman Empire.
Himmler visited the Wewelsburg
Castle on November 3, 1933 and
decided that same day to lease the
castle for 100 years and restore it so
that it could be used as an educational
and ceremonial centre for the SS.
In his book entitled "Adolf Hitler," John
Toland wrote the following regarding
Himmler's reason for establishing the
castle as a training centre for his SS
men:
He imbued the SS, therefore, not only
with a sense of racial superiority but
with the hard virtues of loyalty,
comradeship, duty, truth, diligence,
honesty and knighthood. His SS, as
the elite of the party, was the elite of
the German Volk, and therefore the
elite of the entire world. By
establishing castles of the order to
indoctrinate SS members in his ideals,
he hoped to breed a New Man, "far
finer and more valuable than the world
had yet seen."
The photo below shows the door into
the North tower in the centre and the
door into the Youth Hostel on the left.
The North tower was intended to be
used as a ceremonial hall for the SS,
but it was never finished. The tower
was in the process of being rebuilt
between 1938 and 1943, using the
labour of prisoners from the
Niederhagen concentration camp in
the immediate vicinity of the town of
Wewelsburg.

North Tower in the centre of photo
The photo above shows the courtyard
of the castle with tables and chairs for
an outdoor restaurant which is the only
place to eat at the castle. In bad
weather, tourists can take a five
minute walk to a cafe in Wewelsburg.
On the way to the castle, there are no
direction signs on the road or in the
town. Nor is there a sign outside the
North Tower to explain its significance;
the door to the tower is kept closed,
although not locked. In the tiny
vestibule, just inside the door of the
tower, there is a poster on the wall, in
both German and English, which tells
the history of the use of the tower by
the SS. Students staying in the Youth
Hostel inside the castle.
The sentry box, shown in the photo
below was erected by the SS as a
place for a guard to stand outside the
castle.

and – according to information of the
village citizens – the castle was open
to looting. The castle was restored to
its present condition after the war.

SS Generals Hall in the North
Tower of Wewelsburg Castle

Sentry box for castle guard
When the "final victory" failed to
materialize, the castle commander (or
Burghauptman), SS General Siegfried
Taubert, fled on 30 March 1945 as the
U.S. 3rd Armoured Division closed in
on the Paderborn area in the final
phases of the war. Meanwhile, at his
headquarters in Brenzlau, Himmler
ordered adjutant SS Maj. Heinz
Macher, with 15 of his men, to destroy
the Wewelsburg so that the Allies
would not be able to desecrate the
site. . This took place on Saturday 31
March only three days before the 83rd
Armoured Reconnaissance Battalion,
3rd Armoured Division seized the
grounds after reports from a nearby
Burgomeister that "SS men had set fire
to their barracks in the castle, changed
into civilian clothes and fled."
Because Macher's company ran out of
explosives, they placed tank mines
only in the unimportant southeast
tower, the guard-building and the SScadre-building which was completely
destroyed. The castle was set on fire

Known as the Obergruppenführersaal
in German, or the Hall of Supreme
Generals in English, this room on the
ground floor of the North tower was
designed with 12 pillars arranged in a
circle like Stonehenge in England. It
was designed to be used as a
ceremonial hall for the top 12 generals
in the Schutzstaffel or SS, the elite
army of Germany in World War II.

SS Generals Hall with Sun Wheel on
floor
The photo below shows the dark green
Sun Wheel emblem or Sonnenrad in
German, on the gray-blue marble floor
of the SS Generals hall inside the
North tower at Wewelsburg castle.

Since the end of World War II, this
emblem has been called the Black Sun
Wheel.

Sun Wheel Emblem

The Generals Hall was never finished
and it was never used by the SS
generals; the reconstruction of the
North tower was stopped in 1943 at
the time that Germany first started
losing to the Soviet Union in World
War II, and all work had to be
concentrated on winning the war.

SS Vault, or die Gruft, in
basement of North Tower at
Wewelsburg Castle

The grandiose plan, envisioned by
Reichsführer-SS Heinrich Himmler,
was for the axis of the North tower to
be the "Center of the World," or
"Mittelpunkt der Welt" in German, after
the "final victory" of Germany in World
War II.
Today, tourists are not allowed to walk
inside the Generals hall, and can only
view the room through the bars of an
iron gate across the entrance, as
shown in the photo below.

The room where ashes of SS
generals were to be placed

Tourists are not permitted to walk
into die Gruft

Iron door across entrance to Hall

In the centre of the room, as shown in
the two photos above, is a bowl with a
gas pipe embedded in the floor, where
an eternal flame was to be. There are
12 pedestals with wall niches where
the ashes of the 12 top SS Generals
were to be placed when they died.

Dungeon at Wewelsburg
Castle

Ceiling of die Gruft has swastika
emblem
On the ceiling of the vault is a
swastika, or Hakenkreutz in German.
To the Nazis, the Hakenkreuz was
"das Symbol des schaffenden,
wirkenden Lebens" or "the symbol of
the creating, acting life" in English. The
Hakenkruetz was called the
"Rasseabzeichen des
Germanentums," or the "race emblem
of Germanism" in English. Today, the
Hakenkreutz is banned in Germany.

Stairs down to the dungeon

Place where witches were tortured
until they confessed

wall. The door is made of glass and
has no latch, so it can't be accidentally
locked. Just push to open it from the
inside.
The town of Geseke, which is only a
few miles from Wewelsburg, is famous
for the persecution of witches in the
17th century. The German word for
witches is Hexen and Geseke was
known as Hexen-Geseke.
Viewing stand in upper right hand
corner
The photos above show "the
interrogation room" for German women
who were accused of being witches.
They were tortured in this room until
they confessed. According to the
Wewelsburg Museum, this room was
used in 1631 for witch trials. The bay
window on the right was once the
location of the judge's loge. Now it is a
place where visitors can see the
torture room without climbing down the
steep stairs.

The photo below shows what is left of
the Hexenturm, or witches tower, on
the former city wall of Geseke. This is
where witches were imprisoned before
they were sent to Wewelsburg.

Ruins of the Hexenturm in Geseke
where witches were imprisoned

Dungeon at Wewelsburg
Castle where Witches and
Jews were imprisoned

Door to Dungeon
On the left in the photo above is the
present day door into the dungeon
where women, accused of being
witches, were formerly chained to the

Witches were chained to the wall in
dungeon cell

MY ENCOUNTER WITH AN
EQUESTRIAN RIDER

One of the two quarter circle rooms
in the dungeon
When you enter the dungeon in the
sub-basement of the West tower, you
are in a room shaped like a half circle.
The circular tower was divided into
three sections as shown on the floor
plan below. There are two more rooms
shaped like a quarter circle; these
rooms have a tiny opening to the
outside, as you can see in the diagram
below. This is possible because the
Wewelsburg castle is on the top of a
hill and the sub-basement of the West
tower overlooks the hillside.
The photo below shows the air hole to
the outside in the rear of one of the
quarter circle rooms.

Quarter circle Dungeon cells have
an air hole to the outside

The following article was submitted by
David Newport whilst he was working
within the Reception and Casualty
Department at BMH Hannover
between 1971 and 1973. During this
period he came across a young
Lieutenant from Queens Dragoon
Guards. Here is his story:
I was on duty in BMH Hannover's
Reception and Casualty Department - I
think I was a L/Cpl at the time - when a
young 2nd Lieutenant was brought in
with a broken below knee plaster cast.
Having been an OTT, I decided that I
would be able to do the repair without
having to call out any theatre staff.
I took the officer to the treatment room
and started to get the necessary
equipment ready. Mrs Ford, the typist
on reception - who remembers her?
Came in and asked me - it was late
afternoon and my work colleague was
on a meal break or something - to
speak to an officer in reception. The
Lieutenant had brought his dog in with
him and had been asked to take it
outside, but had refused to do so. I
repeated the request and was spoken
to, very rudely, by this person who
repeatedly pointed out his rank by
tapping his shoulder. After I had made
the request for the animal to be
removed and been treated very rudely,
I lost my rag and made the request an
order (using the CO's authority).
This rather obnoxious individual
responded with something akin to: "If
the Colonel wants me to take my dog

out of this f*****g hospital, he can
f*****g well tell me himself."
I phoned the Colonel and having given
him a report on the conversation I had
had, at the Colonels request, I passed
the phone to this obnoxious idiot. After
a few "Yes Sirs" etc, the phone was
passed back to me and the dog was
dragged out into the gradual darkening
outside.
I went back to the patient and
apologised for keeping him waiting and
adding "I think I have just upset your
pal, Sir." His response was to tell me
that his escort was not a friend, just
another officer who had been detailed
to do the job. He also apologised for
his colleagues behaviour (something
the instigator did not do) adding
(please don't quote me....it's been a
long, long time ago) "He's not a friend,
in fact he's quite unpopular because
he thinks he is someone special ever
since he became engaged to Princess
Anne."
It seems that I (on that occasion), got
the better of (the future) Captain Mark
Phillips!
As an aside, I have always relished
viewing the TV coverage of some
equestrian event in which Princess
Anne and Captain Mark Philips were
participating in. It showed The
Princess Royal saying (it wasn't heard,
but very much looked like!) to Mark
Philips, “F**k Off"
If I am wrong, Your Royal Highness, I
apologise. If however, I am correct.....
Well done Ma'am.
Thank you David for your contribution.

Colonel Frank Davis
Chairman Friends of Millbank
Tel/Fax +44 (0) 1483 722050
Mobile +44 (0) 7711 589236
Email frankeadavis@gmail.com

12 Woodlands
Constitution Hill
Woking
Surrey
GU22 7RU

To Friends of Millbank Members
News Letter
Wednesday, 30 March 2016
Dear Members
Key dates for your dairy
All events unless stated otherwise are held in Chelsea College of Art
Thursday 28 April 2016 - A History of the Crimea Presented by Professor Neil Kent.
Please note i
t
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saThur
s
dayl
ect
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enotFr
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day
Sat 7 May 2016 - John Keen Memorial Lunch at the Union Jack Club.
Full details below
Wednesday 25 May 2016 - The Haywood Club event entitled Walk on the Wild Side.
Please see http://www.haywoodclub.org.uk/
Friday 27 May 2016 - ‘
Thei
mpac
tofwaroncul
t
ur
e'
byDrAnaCar
den-Coyne.
Saturday 4 June 2016 - Trooping the Colour followed by Lunch at the Polish Club.
Full details below.
Details
Thursday 28 April 2016 A History of the Crimea, presented by Professor Neil Kent. Professor
Kent has written and published widely particularly on Russia and many related subjects, we are
very lucky to add him to our programme on the Crimea.
Flyer attached
Sat 7 May 2016 John Keen Memorial Lunch, chaired by Terry Hissey.
The programme starts at 1030 for 1100 attending the Turning the Page in Westminster Abbey
and then going on to the Union Jack Club for
1200 Drinks
1230 Pete Starling talk on the RAMC in Westminster Abbey
1300 Lunch Flyer attached
Applications to attend to Terry Hissey Email terryhissey@talk21.com
Friday 27 May 2016 An extra Event
Dr Ana Carden-Coyne, Lecturer in War and Conflict from Manchester University has agreed to
pr
esent‘
The Impact of War on Culture'. This lecture is organized in collaboration with Chelsea
College of Art. Flyer attached
Saturday 4 June 2016
Trooping the Colour, the Colonels Review followed by
Lunch at the Polish Club –Friends of Millbank Annual Lunch
Please note applicants to attend must attend both events and be paid up members of FOM
(cost this year £10.00 ticket plus £35.00 lunch. Details of payment will be in the next News
Letter. We are restricted to 30 places.
Applications to attend to the Chairman
Email info@friendsofmillbank.org

Our Last lecture was on Friday 18 March given by Helen Rappaport
Ti
t
l
ed‘
Womeni
nt
heCr
i
meanWar
’
it was utterly brilliant, a bravura performance
TheAbst
r
ac
ti
sc
opi
edbel
ow……………
In her talk entitled 'The Untold Story of Women in the Crimean War' Helen Rappaport described the
extraordinary and previously lost story of the women involved in the Crimean War, about whom little has
been said till now. The war marked a significant milestone in British military history, in that it was the last
war in which women were allowed to accompany the army on campaign (though the army never intended
to take any of them as far as the seat of the war in Crimea). It was also the first war in which women
were officially recruited and organised as nursing sisters. In her talk Helen highlighted the plight of the
many army wives (mainly common-law ones) who were abandoned when the army embarked for the
East, and how those women who won a place on the strength after a ballot fought hard to stay with their
men all the way through the campaign. They shared their inadequate tents, poor rations and all the
privations of the Crimean winter, and along with them fell sick and died of scurvy, hypothermia, cholera,
dysentery and diarrhoea; some even gave birth en route by ship, on campaign and up near the front lines.
Based on her book No Place for Ladies, the talk described the heroic work in the field of the British,
French and Russian nurses; the life of officers' wives; Queen Victoria leading the home front and visiting
the wounded back home in Britain; the arrival of 'female amateurs' (lady tourists) in the spring of 1855,
and the indomitable personality of the Creole nurse and doctress, Mary Seacole, who became a heroine
of the campaign. Few of these women have ever received recognition where due, many died out in
the Crimea or in Malta, Gallipoli and Constantinople en route there, and were buried in nameless graves.
None bar Florence Nightingale and a few Irish nuns were commemorated on the many memorials to the
dead erected all over Britain after the war was over.

NOTICE
By way of continuing your interest in Russia and Helen Rappaport her latest book is to be
published in August - Caught in the Revolution
Looking forward to seeing you all on Thursday 28 April 2016
Frank
Enclosures
2016 Friends of Millbank lecture and Events Programme
Flyers for
Thursday 28 April 2016 Professor Neil Kent
Sat 7 May 2016 John Keen Memorial Lunch
Friday 27 May 2016 Dr Ana Carden-Coyne

Friends of Millbank (FOM) programme for 2016
“Keepi
ngAl
i
vet
heMemor
yofMi
l
l
bank”
All lectures unless stated otherwise are held at the Chelsea College of Art and Design
16 John Islip Street London SW1P 4JU formerly the Royal Army Medical College –
Registration and refreshments from 5.30 p.m. the lecture begins at 6.30 p.m. finishing
approximately 8 p.m.
2016 lecture theme is Part One the CRIMEA Part Two WAR SURGERY
Date
Friday 22 January

Friday 26 February

Friday 18 March
Easter
Thursday 28 April
Sat 7 May

Friday 27 May
Saturday 4th June 2016

Event
AGM
The CRIMEA
Mike Hinton
Medicine in the Crimea
Contact speakers
Helen Rappaport
Women in the Crimean War
Sunday, March 27
Professor Neil Kent
A History of the Crimea
John Keen Memorial Lunch
Chaired by Terry Hissey
1030 for 11.00 Turning the Page
Westminster Abbey and after at
the Union Jack Club for Lunch
1200 Drinks 1230 Pete Starling
1300 Lunch
Dr Ana Carden-Coyne
'The Impact of War on Culture'
The Colonels Review

Final rehearsal for Trooping the
Colour followed by
Lunch at the Polish Club
Please note applicants to attend
must attend both events and be
paid up members of FOM
WAR SURGERY
Friday 23 September
Professor Anthony Bull
Blast Injury
Friday 21 October
BLAIR LECTURE
1900 start
Major General (Retd) Mungo
Melvin CB OBE
presents
“
The life, work and legacy of
Professor Dr Nikolai Pirogov”
Friday 25 November
War Surgery
Tom Scotland
Updated Sunday, 06 March 2016
Published by the Chairman
info@friendsofmillbank.org
2016

location
Billiard Room
Minutes Circulated
Main Lecture Theatre
Flyer Circulated
Main Lecture Theatre
Flyer Circulated
Billiard Room
Flyer Circulated
Westminster Abbey
Union Jack Club
Applications to attend to
Terry Hissey
Email
terryhissey@talk21.com
Main Lecture Theatre
Applications
to attend to Email
info@friendsofmillbank.org
We are restricted to 30
places

Main Lecture Theatre
Main Lecture Theatre

Main Lecture Theatre
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The chairman and committee of the Friends of Millbank
Invite you to a
Lecture commencing at

6.30 p.m. Thursday 28 April 2016
Registration and refreshments
from 5.30 pm
at the
Chelsea College of Arts
16 John Islip Street, London SW1P 4JU
formerly the
Royal Army Medical College

A History of the Crimea
Presented by
Professor Neil Kent
Entrance to the Chelsea College of Art and Design
is the Atterbury Street Entrance
Nearest Underground Station is Pimlico on the
Victoria Line
Published by the Chairman
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THE FRIENDS AND
FAMILY OF THE LATE JOHN KEEN
Invitation to attend
the
2016 John Keen Memorial Luncheon
Chairman Terry Hissey
7th May 2016

Programme
1030 for 1100 Turning of the Page Ceremony at
Westminster Abbey
1200 Pre lunch Drinks Bar Area
At the
Union Jack Club, Sandell Street, London SE1 8UJ
Next to Waterloo Station, off Waterloo Road
1230 Pete Starling is presenting
The History of the Turning of the Page Ceremony
1300 Lunch in Union Jack Club Dining Room
There will be a retiring collection in aid of the Bambang
Sunshine Project, which assists special needs children in the Philippines.
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Please pay for the meal and drinks on the Day
Published Terry Hissey January 2016

To Book Please email
Terry Hissey terryhissey@talk21.com

07811 594500

THE FRIENDS OF MILLBANK
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The chairman and committee of the Friends of Millbank
Invite you to a
Lecture commencing at

6.30 p.m. Friday 27 May 2016
Registration and refreshments
from 5.30 pm
at the
Chelsea College of Arts
16 John Islip Street, London SW1P 4JU
formerly the
Royal Army Medical College

'The Impact of War on Culture'
Presented by
Dr Ana Carden-Coyne
Entrance to the Chelsea College of Art and Design
is the Atterbury Street Entrance
Nearest Underground Station is Pimlico on the
Victoria Line
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