
Meetings are held on the Second Wednesday of each month
at 7.30 pm in the Function Room at the

Conservative Club, Fairfield Road, Market Harborough.
The Committee meets in the same room on the

Thursday preceding the Branch Meeting at 7.00 pm.
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The date of the next Branch meeting is
February 11th

   3 Feb Angel Lunch [Now on First Tuesday in the Month]
28 Feb Coffee Morning Harborough Theatre
  3 Mar Lunch at The Angel
17 Oct Coffee Morning Harborough Theatre

The Royal British Legion
Market Harborough Branch

Reg. Charity 219279

Hon. Secretary:
Sara Whitley-Kinzett   01858  434476

Welfare:
Vida Edwards   0116 279 3729
Betty Ramsay   01858 434923
Poppy Appeal Organiser:
Dave Pryor  01858 545612

Standard Bearer
George Fleming   01858 462711
Social & Fund Raising Team:

Glenys Hocking-Davies   01858 467835
Wendy Osborne   01858 467636

Les Moore   01858 463112 The Social & Fund Raising Team
requests your help on

Saturday 28 February at the
Branch Coffee Morning

Please contact Les Moore on
01858 463112 if you

are able to assist the team by
Setting up the tables
Serving at the stalls

Obtaining raffle & tombola prizes
Providing homemade preserves & pickles

Les will be pleased to accept your
contributions at the Angel Lunch on
Tuesday, 3 February and the Branch
meeting on Wednesday, 11 February.

SUPPORT YOUR BRANCH - GET INVOLVED

We meet in the bar at Noon

Tuesday
February 3
M E N U

Loin of Pork
With herb & apricot stuffing, roast potatoes and

seasonal vegetables
Baked Salmon Steak

With dill sauce, black pepper dusting on
rich ratatouille and new potatoes

Pasta and Cream Stilton
With mushroom sauce and garlic bread wedges

- - - - - -
Fresh Fruit Salad

With vanilla ice cream
Orange & Cranberry Roulade

With cream
Warm Apple Pie

With creamy custard

Only £7
Join us and enjoy good food in good company.

Reserve your place now with Wendy Osborne on
01858 467636

SUPPORT YOUR BRANCH - GET INVOLVED
•  If you take an Oriental person and spin
him around several times, does he become
disoriented?
•  If a pig loses its voice, is it disgruntled??
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In 1944, when we moved to RAF Down Ampney to
prepare for the invasion of Europe, an important

part of our operation was a group of WAAF Volun-
teers who did a three weeks’ medical course and
became our ambulance nurses or orderlies. After
D-Day when our Dakotas were landing in Europe,
these girls, one to an aircraft, would sit somewhere on
the cargo, which could have been ammunition, petrol,
food, blankets, tyres. When the supplies were unload-
ed, ambulances would be waiting with casualties to be
flown back to Blighty.   Imagine their surprise when
they were being treated by a female nurse in fact one
casualty expressed himself by saying ‘Blimey, a
woman!’
 After the war they received no acknowledgement
of the 100,000 casualties they brought back, many of
whom still live today because of the early treatment
they received, until in 1999 Her Majesty the Queen
invited twenty-one of them to Buckingham Palace for
a Garden Party and
they were presented
with a new brevet – a
red cross with wings,
which had just been
issued to the Air Am-
bulance Nurses in
Queen Alexandra's
Royal Army Nursing
Corps at RAF Lyne-
ham.
 On 23rd October
last year the last re-
maining seven nurses
received a statuette of Florence Nightingale from the
Duchess of Cornwall at the Great Hall in the Royal
Chelsea Hospital.  A very moving occasion when the
nurses mounted the steps to the platform, the whole
audience, about 250 people, rose as one man and
applauded the nurses for fifteen minutes!

The flight was postponed and it wasn’t until Sunday
afternoon that our eighteen stretchers were strapped
to the racks in the Dakota ready for take off.

As the Dakota bounced and lurched along the steel
mesh of the runway, a full blooded Canadian Indian
seated on one of the chairs in the aisle went berserk.
“Me no like giant flying bird - me get off”. The two RAF
medics struggled to restrain him until the pilot
emerged from his cockpit, telling us that he’d set
‘George’ on autopilot, and confronted our Canadian
comrade. “Me driver of giant flying bird - you sit down
or me no drive - we crash”. The Canadian paled and
sank back on his chair and we proceeded in a circular
evasion route via Cherbourg Peninsular until the wel-
come sight of the English countryside appeared below.

I was one of the hundreds of’ casualties flown into
Down Ampney and taken to their ‘Clearing Centre’.
Most of our group was taken to a small building where
the stretchers were placed on small brick pillars.
Cheerful, sweet smelling WAAF nurses attended to
our needs with TLC. Bloodstained shirts, drawers,
socks were cut off to reveal bodies with more than
two weeks accumulation of sweat and Normandy dust
which were washed by the gentlest of hands. I re-
marked about the sensible height of the pillars for the
stretchers to be told, “Oh, because of the hold-up
yesterday, we’ve had to put you in the morgue. The
reason for the hold-up was that a Dakota crashed,
killing all 19 Americans on board.

A dear WVS lady filled in my standard card for
Next of Kin, saying "You are lucky, tonight’s train is
going to Leicester General Hospital, your home town.
With the shot of morphine and the rocking of the
train, I slept through the journey, to be awoken
drowsily by the banging of doors. Looking out of the
windows it didn’t look like London Road Station to
me.  “Welcome to Wales Boyoes” said the porter -
we were in Swansea, bound for Morriston Hospital.
Although disappointed by this trick of fate, I’d got my
‘Blighty’ and relaxed to let the reaction set in.  Then I
slept for two days.

Alan Hartley brings the story up to date
with a long-overdue grand finale.

F O R  S A L E
Elite Traveller 4-wheel Mobility Scooter

Easy to fold up and lift into car boot
Capable of carrying up to 19 stone weight

Many extras, including battery charger
Original cost £1495

Used only four times, sale due to bereavement
Offered at bargain price

Only £500
Telephone 01858 440899 or 077 396 29056

A woman rubbed a bottle and out popped a genie.
The amazed woman asked if she got three wish-

es. The genie said, "No, sorry,
three-wish genies are a storybook
myth.  I'm a one-wish genie. So,
what'll it be?" The woman did not

hesitate.  “See this map,” she said, "I want peace in
the Middle East."
 The genie looked at the map and exclaimed, "Lady,
be reasonable, these countries have been at war for
centuries. I'm good, but not that good!  I don't think
it can be done.  Make another wish  - and please be
reasonable."
 The woman thought for a minute and said, "Well,
I've never been able to find the right man.  You know,
one that's considerate and fun, romantic, likes to
cook and help with the housework, is good in bed,
and gets along with my family, doesn't watch sports
all the time, and is faithful.  This is what I wish for - a
good man."
 The genie sighed and said "Let me see that map
again"

BRANCH MEMBERSHIP DIRECTORY
It is with much regret that we record the passing of

Ted Kreckeler, The Old Coffee Mills,
Market Harborough

We welcome a new member:
John Timms, 3 High Street, Harrington,

Northampton, NN6 9NW.  Tel: 01536 418418.

Royal Chelsea Hospital
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Four days after the invasion our Dakotas made their
first landings on French soil, taking vital supplies,

ammunition, petrol, tyres, food, medical supplies and
personnel. Once emptied, the Dakotas were fitted
with stretcher racks and brought back our first casual-
ties.  One was a German prisoner of war with no
boots because he had pretended to be dead whilst a
Frenchman stole them after he claimed he had seen
the Canadian paras lopping off heads with their meat
cleavers.
 The casualties were cared for by lone WAAF
nursing orderlies, who had no badges to show their
trade and received 3d a day extra flying pay. They
were the only WAAFS to fly operationally and were
given parachutes. However, once casualties were load-
ed, so many on stretchers, so many walking wounded,
they were forbidden to use their parachutes as their
casualties did not have ‘chutes. As our Dakotas were
engaged on war duties they were not permitted to
display a Red Cross so they were fair game for Ger-
man fighters.
 Altogether these nursing orderlies on our Dakotas
brought back over 100,000 casualties, many of whom
would not have survived but for the rapid surgery they
received in Blighty. It was not unusual for a soldier to
be wounded in France and be on the operating tables
at Down Ampney in under three hours. This is a
record that we are justly proud of, but has now been
forgotten in the mists of time.
 For the next few months we were busily taking
urgent supplies to the forward airfields, to back up our
advancing armies. Then a crisis arose because PLUTO
(the pipeline under the ocean) developed a fault and
our armour was running out of petrol. So at the

beginning of September all of our five Squadrons of 46
Group Transport Command carried jerry cans of
petrol twice a day to Evere and Maelsbrook airfields
near Brussels. How do you fancy flying a plane load of
petrol and aviation fuel on an unarmed aircraft flying
very slowly at 150 mph twice a day for a week? You
may need stress counselling at the end of the week!
In the meantime life proceeded at Down Ampney and
living conditions improved enormously.
 We had a superb gymnasium built and our Sports
Officer was Flt Lt Len Harvey who used to be British
Heavyweight Champion, who refereed all our boxing
matches for which I had been "volunteered" into
becoming the Station welterweight. We had a concert
party organised by our Entertainments Officer, a Flt Lt
Jimmy "the Professor" Edwards who became very
famous on radio as Mr Glum and on TV with Eric
Sykes. Jim had a favourite RAF officer's cap which he
had had since taking his commission, the peak of which
had frayed and a piece of black rubber hung down
over his forehead but he wouldn't change it. We also
had RAFDA players the Drama Section who used to
put plays on to entertain our group. Then occasionally
we had visits from ENSA, the Forces Entertainments,
which we quickly named "Every Night Something
Awful" after their initials.

The first part of Alan’s story appeared in
the October In Touch.

As dawn broke on that Saturday morning in Nor-
mandy, strapped on to the top of a Red Cross

Jeep, I arrived at the tented Base Hospital.  After
assessment by an Medical Officer, wounds dressed
and a shot of morphine in the backside, a label
‘Evacuate to UK’ was tied to my burned Battledress. I
then received the finest counseling available - a mug of
steaming hot tea was placed between my bandaged
hands and a medic lit a fag and stuck it my mouth. The
fact that I didn’t smoke and the tea scalded my mouth
didn’t matter - it’s the thought that counts!  I was to
be on my way back to ‘Blighty’ by evening.

Ken West was taken to Down Ampney and
experienced the care shown by the nurses.

Firstly, I’d like to thank you all
again for inviting me to speak to

your branch meeting in October – I
enjoyed it very much and hope that
you’ll have me back sometime in
2009.
 I’ll use my first ‘view from head
office’ column to take a look back

over a hugely successful year for the Legion in 2008.
We saw the very successful Honour the Covenant
campaign bear fruit, with the publication of the
Government’s Command Paper, offering improve-
ments in benefits and compensation, health care,
access to housing, and education for the Armed Forc-
es and veterans – all issues highlighted by the Legion.
The campaign was only successful because of the
phenomenal support of Legion members.
 We’re now turning our focus to our older benefi-
ciaries with the Return to Rationing? campaign.  We’re
putting pressure on the Government to make existing
benefits for the older generation more accessible so
that they can claim what they are entitled to.  I hope
that you can get behind this campaign and help us
ensure that we repay the debt we owe to the wartime
generation.
 We also had a very successful Poppy Appeal –
starting with the unprecedented launch in Basra. Early
indications are that we will make our £32m target –
amazing in these difficult financial times.  Again this is
largely down to the hard work and dedication of you
and your fellow branches up and down the country. It
means that we can continue to expand our welfare
services and take care of look of those who serve our
country.

Kay’s
C
O
L
U
M
N

Kay Callaghan, Head of Internal
Communications for the RBL, gave an

interesting and lively talk at the
October Branch meeting.

We are grateful to Kay, who has
agreed to contribute a column each

month with her view from head office.
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Holiday Snaps from Singapore
Pat and John Walker took these photographs last year during their trip to the Far East

A few days before Christmas 1944, my battalion,
11th Royal Scots Fusiliers, took over the defence

of the Nijmegen salient in Holland to allow the other
two battalions in our brigade to spend their Christmas
in Nijmegen, the ‘Jocks’ would then take their break
for Hogmany.

Our battalion HQ was in the small village of Res-
sen, which was relatively undamaged, apart from the
church which had been well shelled with the roof and
altar areas badly damaged.

One of our despatch riders named Hartley, had
played the organ in cinemas in his native Yorkshire, so
naturally he checked the state of the organ, which was
OK but the pipes were sprayed with shrapnel holes.
Over the next two or three days we repaired them
with Signals adhesive tape and chewing gum. Eventual-
ly, with me pumping the bellows, the weird squeals
and groans, became recognised tunes. Hartley had just
got into the swing of some Glenn Miller numbers

when - enter an irate Adjutant. “I could hear this
ruddy noise half a mile away”, he said, reminding us
how sound travels on a still, wintry afternoon. How-
ever, after inspecting our handiwork, he asked Hartley
if he could play carols, which he promptly did. Suitably
impressed, the Adjutant arranged with the C.O. for a
Carol Service on Christmas morning.

A willing group of signallers cleared the smashed
lectern and the rubble so that all was ready for the
next day. Imagine Hartley’s disappointment when it
was decided that another organist in our midst, Ben
Boult (nephew of the Sir Adrian Boult) would play and
Hartley would man the bellows pump. Another signal-
ler who had ‘liberated’ a trumpet, joined in to make
that Carol Service the most memorable I have ever
attended.

We stood in that packed little church with the
snow drifting through the open roof to settle on our
heads and shoulders like the poppies that drift down
at the Royal British Legion Festivals at the Royal
Albert Hall.

Ken West

(Apologies to Ken whose contribution should have
appeared last month..)

The Annual Formal Dinner
At the January meeting Glenys
Hocking-Davies outlined the
make-up of the £19 cost of the
proposed 86th Birthday Dinner
on 13 March.   This included:
music, gratuity, cost of meal and
drink on arrival.  To achieve this price, a minimum of
70 people was required and raffle tickets would have
to be sold in some quantity to subsidise the cost.   A
decision had to be made with some urgency in order
to give notice to the Golf Club and David Hawke of
any change of arrangements. Following some discus-
sion, a proposal that the Dinner should be postponed
until a future occasion was carried by a majority. (Let
it be noted that the 85th Annual Dinner had 61 people.)
Branch membership continues to rise and now
stands at 155.
Reading In Touch   This is to remind Members
whose eyesight is not what it was that In Touch is
available in a big print version.  It is the same format,
but about twice the size of this version.  Just let the
editor know if you would like to receive it.
Getting There   If you would like to attend a Branch
event but have no transport, please contact the Social
Team and every effort will be made to help you.

Jane’s dachshund was named Fritz.

Buck
Ryan

The
Ruggles Belinda

Blue Eyes

Garth


