
 

What a great success of attendance for our last meetings and Remembrance Services at Hotton and 

Brussels Town Cemetery in Evere. Many came to support us from other Branches and we would like to 

say how delighted we were to meet them and share these moments with them. 

 

We would like to thank Dr R Aron, British Embassador, for taking part in our Remembrance Services in 

Hotton and Memorial Day in the Brussels Town Cemetery. We would like to thank the Antwerp Branch, 

the Ypres Branch and Normandy Veterans but also our friends from the Somme Branch and those who 

travelled from the UK. 

 

We were also very proud to welcome Mr Sidney Barlow, his charming wife and daughter. He told us his 

story of the liberation of Brussels on the 3rd September 1944 when he arrived with the British Army. The 

welcome they was given by the Belgian people as the British Army main there way to the Grand place 

was truly amazing to hear. They setup their headquarters  in the Palace hotel which the Germans had 

left only a few hours before. He wanted to pay tribute to two of his friends who were killed about 10 

days after the Germans had retreated by a German time bomb which exploded in the hotel.  

After the Liberation the British Army reinstated the previous Buromaster Mr. Joseph Van de Meulebroek 

who had been  arrested  and tortured by the German army. 

Mr. Sidney Barlow is looking for any photographs from this period. If you have any please contact the 

webmaster, Greg Ruthven and he will forward them on to him. It was a tremendous turn out at both 

events and after the toast to Queen Elisabeth and King Albert II, we also remembered those absent 

friends, not only those who have passed away but those who couldn’t be there on the day. We hope 

those unwell at present will soon be on the road to recovery and join us at our next event on our 

calendar (please see our events page for details at www.britishlegion.be). Don’t forget to put a reminder 

on your calendar for the Remembrance Service at the Holy Trinity Church Brussels on the 8th November 

2009. Contact Michael Brown for more details. 

 



A Belgian Girl Remembers the Liberation of Athens 

When we first moved to Brussels I was aware that my wife’s 

Grandmother, Gabrielle Cashell nee Bronnaire, had originally 

come from Liege, Belgium and that her father was a Belgian 

career diplomat.  But that was all I really knew about her 

family. Her husband, Bert, had served with the Royal Navy in 

WW2 and had been kamikazied twice while on HMS 

Formidable and I had indeed spent hours talking to him about 

his experiences in the war but knew nothing of Gabrielle’s 

experiences.  

 When we had our farewell party in the UK, Gabrielle took 

down the Belgium flag that I had put up and proudly wore it 

around her shoulders throughout the day. She was actually 

born in Athens Greece when her father was posted there but 

still saw Belgium as her family homeland and indeed most of 

the family in the UK still speak French fluently. While we have 

been in Belgium I have spoken to many people about the 

liberation of Brussels in September 1944.  Just the other day I 

was speaking to Gabrielle about some pictures I had come 

across showing the day of liberation in Brussels. The streets of 

Brussels were packed with people and young people rode on 

the tanks and generally there was an air of a great party. 

Imagine my surprise when Gabrielle looked at the picture and said “I remember riding on the front of an 

armoured car when Athens was liberated”. I sat back in my seat “really” I said.  She laughed and looked 

at me with a smile that said it all “It was the most unforgettable day of my life” she said. 

Here are her memories of the occupation and liberation of Athens in her own words. 

The first German troops entered Athens on the 27th April 1941. The occupation begins. On that very first 

day, Athens remains a ghost town. Curtains are drawn, blinds stay pulled down, shops and schools do 

not open and we the embattled citizens anxiously keep our breath in the fearsome expectation of things 

to come. And they do come pretty quick! 

To start with the Greek flag comes down; the German one is hoisted up the tall mast of the Sacred Rock 

of the Acropolis. On every wall, in every street, orders and decrees are pasted on them. They all seem to 

start with one word “VERBOTEN”. All hope crumbles and disappears. We realise that our precious 

freedom has been taken away and that we are now an enslaved people, a war trophy of the Axis. 

 

Figure 1  -  Gabrielle Cashell with Belgium flag 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Curfew begins at 6 pm and ends at 6 am. Anyone found in the street without a special pass from 

Kommandantur is apprehended and arrested. Those who defy the order are instantly shot. No messing 

about. One less Greek, one less to bother about! Lights go out. In the winter months, we use torch lights 

to direct ourselves out of doors and oil lamps and candles to live by indoors. 

Every evening we listen to the news from the BBC on our Radio. “London Calling”, our lifeline with the 

outside world. My parents play with their lives and mine, as the Germans had confiscated all the radios 

that they could find and ours we manage to keep secretly hidden away from everybody who may inform 

the authorities.  We draw strength from each other with the dream that the day of liberation will come. 

Throughout the occupation the streets are littered with the dead and the dying from starvation. Women 

and children searching dustbins for crumbs of food, anything that would help them survive. My friends 

and I spend hours studying a map of Athens in order to find a way to keep away from the gaze of the 

German Sentries that are placed in various points around the city. 

 On my battered bicycle, I travel through Athens witnessing abominable scenes never to be forgotten. 

Bodies hanging from trees in the squares, a warning from the Germans to the ever increasing resistance 

movement.  

In the beginning of October 1944 we hear that the British are coming.  The 12th October 1944, the 

heavenly day of our Liberation. I glance at the piano, and sit down to play the first bars of Beethoven 

overture that signals on the wireless the news broadcasted from London. 

Figure 2 - Gabrielle with a friend walking up to the Acropolis. Note German soldiers on the right of photograph 



I looked out of the window to the street below, a 

constant swelling stream of people, the crowds 

are filling the streets of Athens. I literally throw 

myself out of the house, missing by a few inches a 

frightened cat, one of the few that had managed 

to escape the stewing pot during the occupation. 

I manage to meet up with my friends outside the 

cinema, “the British are coming, the British are 

coming“  is all you can hear from the crowd. The 

get-together is very emotional and becomes 

delirious as we join the mass hysteria around us. I 

can hear bells ringing, exciting shouts, jubilant 

cries, cascades of laughter, constant singing. 

On the tall mast of the Acropolis the German flag 

has gone and a most beautiful blue and white 

Greek flag blows freely in the wind. The crowd is 

so dense that we all seem to move in unison, 

together. Greek Flags begin to appear everywhere. Friends and strangers are shaking hands. Everyone 

seems to talk at the same time. Just think, we can do as we like, go wherever we like, without being 

stopped and questioned. 

We decide to make for the lower part of the town, towards Omonia Square, having been told that the 

British forces would be reaching Athens from that direction.“Here they are!! Here they come!” The 

mood is electrifying..... 

Our much expected liberators, in their armoured cars, jeeps and lorries are slowly trying to cut through 

the jubilant crowds. Masses of flowers land on their heads, their lap, and their feet. A young officer in an 

open jeep offers me a bar of chocolate, my very first one in three and a half years. We kiss. My long; 

standing wish has been fulfilled, for in the long dark days of the occupation, I had promised myself to 

kiss the first British soldier I would meet on our liberation day. 

As night falls, Athens is all aglow with lights. Her public buildings are floodlit once more,   so is the 

Acropolis on its Sacred Rock, the symbol of Freedom, the cradle of our western civilisation. That first 

night, as well as the two following ones, are spent in the main streets of Athens, dancing, chanting, 

talking, meeting our liberators, coming to terms with our newly acquired freedom, afraid that if we go to 

bed, we might miss something, or wake up and find out that it was all a dream. A couple of hours sleep 

at siesta time is suffice to keep the clock ticking in our brains. 

To this day, that wonderful taste of that first bar of Cadbury chocolate lingers on as the sweetest 

memory of that most unforgettable joyous day, the Day of our Liberation.  

Webmaster – Greg Ruthven  

Figure 3  - Liberation of Athens,  12th October 1944 



Remembrance Service in Hotton 

 

As every year, on the 3rd May 2009, RBL members travelled by coach to join the Remembrance service 

held in Hotton. Many representatives of Belegian Veterans Associations and Resistance joined us. 

After the service, Mrs Jeanmart, the Buromaster of Hotton, reminded us how important it was to 

commemorate those who fell for our liberty and peace. Following the local band, we marched up hill to 

the emetery. Reverend Fieldscend and Brigadier Fisher, President of RBL Brussels Branch, welcomed 

those present and led the service.  

For the Lunch at the Jacquemart, thee 

were so many of us that we needed an 

extension in the big room so we could all 

squeeze in.   Everyone seemed satisfied 

with the Ardennes plate, chips and 

dessert. At the highlanders Monument 

in La Roche, the police expected us and 

stopped the traffic during our 

remembrance service. The stillness of 

the traffic made the moment even more 

emotional and peaceful. Lets hope we 

have as much sunshine for next years 

Hotton service. 



 

 

The SHAPE fair 

On Saturday 13th June 2009 we 

were invited to take part in the 

SHAPE fair near Mons. Thanks to 

Mr. Michael Brown we were 

able to have our Royal British 

Legion exhibition tent in full 

view for all to see. We sold 

many poppy appeal items this 

year and hope to be back next 

year displaying the Legion 

activities and products. 

We were well located between 

the pony rides and the fish and 

chip stalls. There were many activities for the family and children including face painting, 

bouncy castle, archery to name but a few. 

On the arena were 

performances from the Brigade 

of Gurkhas, a police dog show, 

UK school dancers and a tug of 

war. 

We sold quite a few items and 

attracted many with the offer of 

a good cup of tea or coffee. It 

was a fantastic day with glorious 

sunshine.   

 

 

 

 



 

Memorial Day at Brussels 

Town Cemetery in Evere 

What an excellent attendance we had 

on the 27th June for our RBL 

Remembrance service at Brussels 

Town cemetery. We would also like to 

thank the British Ambassador Dr R. 

Aron for joining us once again. 

Many other associations came to join 

us and we would like to thank them 

for assisting us. 

 

We had the pleasure of meeting Mr. Sidney Barlow and family 

who travelled from the UK to commemorate his two friends 

killed at the Plaza Hotel 10 days after the liberation of Brussels 

on the 3rd September 1944.  

Everyone enjoyed the lunch at the Rustique and were pleased 

to exchange ideas and tell old stories and memories.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Connaught Rangers 

Association honours the Dead 

in Langemark 

On the 28th June 2009, a 

commemoration took place in 

Flanders. The Connaught Rangers 

Assocaition and the Ulster Regiment 

Home Counties Association came to 

Langemark’s German Cemetery near 

ypres to honour the German dead of 

World War one in a special ceremony 

with the Irish regimental pipers. All 

nationalized were remembered. 

Among those present were the German Military Attaché from Brussels, the RBL Ypres Branch Hon. 

Secretary and his wife and the Buromaster of Lanemark.

 

Remember 

During this last spring , we are sorry to announce that some of our friends left us. 

Mr William Laysell, Mrs Egan, Mrs Millington, Mrs Gaby Bosmans widow of Mr Roger Galer former RBL 

chairman and our friend Mr Jack Whittle. 

We do wish to tell their families how much we miss them. 

We will remember them! 


