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THE ROYAL AIR FORCE REGIMENT ASSOCIATION 
NORFOLK BRANCH 

NEWSLETTER NO.221 JUNE, 2016   
 President: Squadron Leader Paul Bruning (Rtd) 
    Chairman: Mr. Tony Leonard + Standard Bearer 

Vice Chairman: Mr. Paul Rainbird + Programme Secretary 
Secretary: David McEwen   
Treasurer:  Gill McEwen 

Dear Member, 

APRIL BRANCH MEETING                             
Welcome by Chairman Tony Leonard who 
asked members to observe a minutes silence 
in memory of Branch Members Thomas Gray 
and Tony Garrett. 

Secretary gave details of Thomas and Tony’s 
funerals which are on page seven. 

ANNUAL CORPS MEMORIAL                  
COMMEMORATION  SERVICE 2016                     
National Memorial Arboretum on Armed 
Forces Day, Saturday, 25th June 2016.                            
Because of ongoing extensive building works, 
refurbishment and associated  restrictions 
at the NMA, which will extend until                            
Remembrance Week on 16th November, the 
ACMS  is cancelled  and the focus switched 
to the ACMS in the Corps 75th Anniversary 
year in 2017. 

A wreath will be laid on behalf of the                   
Association on Armed Forces Day.  

The RAF Regiment Reunion and AGM will be 
held at the Kegworth Hotel and Conference 
Centre 14th–17th October 2016. On the  
Sunday there is an optional 2 hour River 
Cruise with a cream tea at a cost of £24. 

Further information and Booking Forms are 
available from the Branch Secretary. 

Members were reminded  of the proposed 
Branch visit to the Carlton Hotel, Gt            
Yarmouth, in November or February 2017, 
and Christmas Lunch on 1st December 2016. 

David McEwen, Branch Secretary had visited 
Branch Member Cliff Hewitt for a cup of tea 
and a chat.  Cliff is unable to attend                             
meetings but likes to keep in touch with the 
branch and looks forward to the newsletter. 

National Association Chairman Peter                     
Lawrence, reminded members of the Parade 
at The Tower of London on Sunday, 17th July 
2016 at 10am. Any member wishing to attend 
should contact Peter ASAP.   

The RAF Regiment Association will be on                          

parade in London on Remembrance Sunday, 
13th November 2016. 

Branch Speaker for April was David Morton. 
He was on his way to the meeting travelling 
in traffic on the Norwich Ring Road behind 
an Articulated  Lorry loaded with steel, when 
the lorry jack-knifed and got stuck, as was 
the traffic behind it.  It took the police a 
while to get it moved.  So unfortunately,     
David didn’t make the meeting. 

Anyway we had a natter and of course the 
raffle which raised £60.       

MAY BRANCH MEETING                                   
Anita Morton gave a talk and demonstration 
on making scones.  Very interesting and of 
course the best part was the sampling of the 
goods. Scones with butter, cream, jam, fruit, 
cheddar and stilton cheese, cheese and                 
onion. There was no shortage of samplers. 
(We could have done with Anita at Dumfries 
in 1954.)  We look forward to her visit in  
November. 

At the meeting there was a good attendance,  
welcomed by the Chairman. 

Secretary had telephoned Branch Member            
John Doyle on  21st April to congratulate him 
on his 80th Birthday.  David and John had a 
nice chat. John thanked him and asked to be 
remembered to all members and sends his 
very kind regards. John says he can still fire 
a gun.   

Peter Lawrence said that he and David and 
Gill McEwen had attended the Annual                  
Commemoration Service in the Chapel at                       
Catterick on 14th May.  It was a well                 
supported event with the CG present and the  
Chapel virtually full.  Everyone enjoyed the 
Service. 

Afterwards, members adjourned to the Golf 
Club for refreshments.  The buffet was first 
class as was the company. 

A big thank you to Beryl and Louise who    
managed to prise £65 from members                 
pockets for the Branch raffle. 
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RAF REGIMENT ASSOCIATION 

Election Notice 

Calling Notice for nominations of National Chairman and National Secretary, AGM 2016 

Background. 

At the 2015 AGM the Chairman pointed out that the current NMC executives (Chair, Vice 
Chair and Treasurer) who were elected on three-year term would have to step down at the 
same time (2017). This will cause continuity issues and the AGM agreed a succession plan as 
follows;  

(1)  The Chairman will step down in 2016 and offer himself for re-election for a term of 
 two years until 2018.  

(2) The National Secretary whose term ends at the AGM 2016, has offered himself for  

 re-election.   

Nominations 

In accordance with the Rules of the RAF Regiment  Association, (RoRAFRA) notice is               
hereby given on, 1st May 2016, for additional nominations for the post of National Chairman 
and National Secretary.  

Eligibility 

Nominees should be full members of the RAF Regiment Association, possess appropriate 
skills and aptitude for the duties set out in the RoRAFRA of the post holders.  All nominees 
are required to submit a written statement of 150 words (max), declaring their relevant   
experiences, and the value they will add to the Association’s National Management            
Committee. 

Nomination  

Nomination should be submitted by completing the slip below, and posting it to Regimental 
Secretary, FPHQ RAF Honington, Bury St Edmunds, Suffolk IP31 1EE, by 1st July 2016. 
The Nomination should include the nominee’s statement.  For further information and                   
clarifications please contact the National Secretary at natsec@rafregt.org.uk 

2016 Election Nomination                                               *Delete as required 

NOMINATION FOR NATIONAL CHAIRMAN*    /   NATIONAL SECRETARY* 

FULL NAME of NOMINEE    …………………………………………………………. 

BRANCH                              ………………………………………………………….. 

PROPOSER                                                                 SECONDER  

FULL NAME ……………………………………………   FULL NAME …………………………………… 

BRANCH………………………………………………..   BRANCH………………………………………... 

Signature ……………………………………………….   Signature ………………………………………. 

Please attach nominee’s statement and post this slip to; 

Regimental Secretary,                                                                                                

FPHQ RAF Honington,                                                                                                                      
Bury St Edmunds,                                                                                                                                 
Suffolk IP31 1EE 
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This article is from Centurion June 1992 and 
reproduced by permission of the editor. 

A Funny Thing Happened On the Way to           
Belfast or 3 Field Squadron RAF Regiment. 

No. 3 Squadron RAF Regiment was officially 
reformed on the 27th July 1987 at RAF 
Hullavington. 

The addition of an extra Roman numeral to 
the 2 Squadron Badge soon resulted in the 
Squadron unofficially adopting the Roman 
111; (in Province, on the DZ Badge, this was 
explained to locals as being prison bars,    
because the Squadron was a penal unit!). 

After only 7 months of forming up and  
training, the Squadron deployed to                                    
Aldergrove in Northern Ireland, where the 
Squadron has remained.  Since then, almost 
nothing has been heard of the Squadron    
except when we have been relieved by other 
Field Squadrons for short periods. 

Over the 4 years the Squadron has seen             
numerous terrorists incidents.  The most           
serious of these was the mortar attack at 
RAF Bishops Court in September 1989.                         
Fortunately, there were no casualties              
although the gunners of ‘A’ Flight, along with 
the RAF Police, a couple of ‘penguins’ and 
children were all in the impact area!                         
Fourteen months later, 4 Ulster Defence 
Regiment soldiers, were killed in a landmine 
explosion, only 5 miles outside the Bishops 
Court TAOR. 

The closure and ultimate extraction from 
RAF Bishops Court was a major squadron  
success. As part of an Inter-Brigade                    
Operation, a series of route clearances,                           
aggressive patrols and convoys were                                
conducted.  After an almost sleepless 2 
months, OC (now RTS ‘B’) put up the ‘For 
Sale’ sign, and locked the gates behind him.  
The Squadron’s collection of furniture, 
fridges and cookers doubled overnight.  

As a result of the Operation, the former 
Bishops Court Intelligence Sgt was recently 
rewarded a ‘Mention in Despatches’ (MID).  
This was also the award to the former                   
Aldergrove Operations Sgt.   Both are now 
on ODT sections on the mainland and the 
Squadron wishes them all the best. 

For anyone posted to 3 Squadron, the tour 
starts with a course in basic skills and drills.  
To pass the BFT is mandatory but that 
shouldn't be a problem !!! 

Moat tasks are either mobile in armoured 
Land-rovers, or on foot, but we also make 
regular use of boats and helicopters.  Most 
gunners start off as a ‘Long Stop’,                                        
resembling a human donkey, piled high with 
caltrops (a chain with spikes attached to 
stop vehicles escaping through the check 
points).  ‘STOP!’ signs, radios and LSW.                                                                          

All gunners are ’lights’ trained and                      
subsequently attend Army courses to                     
become specialists in either search                        
techniques or ’combat medics’.  Both jobs     
require a strong stomach; on one occasion, a 
casualty was an off-duty Police Constable, 
well known to all, but unrecognisable after a 
car crash.  By the time the fire crew had                 
arrived, the gunners had almost removed the 
car door with a pair of bolt croppers. 

The Squadron’s search teams under the  
Squadron WO, have conducted operations in 
just about everything - from boats to 
mineshafts.  One derelict building revealed 
nothing but rotten corpses of dogs.  ‘Go on, 
get them out and have a look underneath’ was 
a comment from the Squadron WO that 
caused a few stomachs to turn! 

The highlight of the tour has to be the                 
potential for detachments. Amongst those 
that can be mentioned are the detachments 
by all flights to West Belfast.  The sprawling 
estates of the Republicans and Loyalists             
areas have seen the bulk of the violence of 
the last 22 years and 3 Squadron.                                           
Detachments have not been spared from    
terrorists incidents.  The Squadron has also 
carried out numerous detachments as the 
guard force at HM Prison Crumlin Road, also 
in West Belfast. 

In between this, 3 of the flights have                     
successfully undertaken adventure training 
on the mainland. Unfortunately, no tale of 3 
Squadron would be complete without a              
mention of the personal tragedies that have 
occurred.  On 24th November 1988, one of 
our gunners was paralysed after a Land-
rover rolled over and his spine was                 
fractured.   And another gunner was also           
paralysed after he accidentally fell in                   
Glencoe whilst on adventure training on the 
24th April 1991.                                                                       

Tragically, SAC Iain Learmouth, who was 
awaiting promotion after passing an FT1, was 
killed whilst commanding a VCP, when a car 
hit him on the 30th August 1989. 
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The Squadron has now purchased a ship’s bell 
that hangs proudly in the Squadron bar in 
memory of Iain.  All three are remembered 
by the Squadron and our thoughts are always 
with them and their families.   

In the past the Squadron’s operational                                                                              
requirements commitments have had very    
little scope for events like Bisley.  However, 
the retention of the fourth flight after the         
closure of RAF Bishops Court, has made a          
significant impact in allowing the Squadron to 
undertake activities considered as the ‘norm’ 
within the Corps. 

The most notable event this year was when 
the Squadron achieved a Silver Medal in the 
Cambrian Patrol Competition, after only 3 
weeks training (and the team did include an 
LAC who had only just arrived!). 

The first four years of the Squadron have 
been without doubt a tremendous success.  
The professional, no nonsense approach by 3 
has won much respect across the Province 
and the RAF Regiment is held in high regard 
by the Regular Army and the RUC.  We’ve 
made our mark and we’re here to stay. 

I finish with a a quote: Sgt Major (Northern 
Ireland Training Advisory Team) ’Of course 
it’s much harder in Armagh ’cos the fields 
are much smaller’  Does anyone know why the 
fields are smaller?’ 

Gunner 3 Squadron: ’Cos they make the cows 
look bigger, Sir!’ 

Richard Longley                                                           
Fg. Off.                                                            

And from Centurion 1998.                                                  
A Chapter in the Life of a POW by CAG 
Eyles. 

When the sugar-beet season had finished,              
prior to closing the factory, it had to be 
cleaned up and serviced, so 25 of the British 
POW’s were detailed to stay behind to carry 
out these tasks.  The remaining 50 were                 
destined for a salt mine that was not far 
away from our factory. 

I was one of the 25 POW’s to stay along with 
two of my Hispano gun crew who were with 
me on the Island of Kos. The fourth member 
of my crew was left behind in Stalag IVB.  
He was destined to be freed by the Russians 
in early May 1945.  

We were given jobs in the factory but five of 
us found ourselves having to work in the     
village for Max Schmit, a stone mason by  

 

trade,  the factory being his war work during 
its season.  When he went back to his works,   
attached to his house under a German guard 
we went also.  Our food came from a house in 
the village and Max’s daughter used to                    
collect it daily.  It was mainly soup and Max’s 
wife used to make more if she thought there 
was not enough for five of us.  It was a while 
before we got to know this, till one of us saw 
the bucket on arrival. 

Our job was to make roof tiles and tiles to go 
around graves.  They were made out of a 
sand and cement mixture, then pressed out in 
a machine. 

Another of our daily jobs before the guard 
came to take us back to our hut, was to go to 
the local sand pit a couple of miles outside 
the village on a typical German horse and 
cart.  We would take it in turns to go with 
the Polish driver.  As one looked north from 
the sandpit, a main railway line ran from                           
Halle in the east through Eisleben on to 
Nordhausen.                                                      

It was a sight to see a train go by and a                     
couple of Typhoons descend on it.  They 
would not fire on the length of the train but 
across the engine itself knocking it out of     
action.  The passengers would get out of the 
carriages and stand alongside then on the 
line, as if it was the drill.      

It was these air attacks that we dreaded 
when doing the sand job. If we were caught 
in the open on the horse and cart, we used to 
hang onto the side of the cart Indian                
fashion, thinking it was safe. 

It was during the first week in April 1945, 
while filling the cart with sand, that we 
heard gunfire nearby so I had a look over the 
top and about 300 yards away were German 
anti-tank guns engaging three American 
tanks and another one behind us.                             

We were in the middle of the battle, so we 
had to wait our chance to get out of the sand 
pit and back to the village in one piece.  We 
had to off-load most of the sand so we could 
make our way out and not get stuck in the pit. 

On arrival back at Max’s house, it was a case 
of getting down in his cellar.  Later, the 
tank’s approached the village letting off a 
few rounds.  One shell hit the corner of the 
factory damaging and opening up the sugar 
strong-room, where it was stored.   

This turned out to be the last day we worked 
for Max, as a guard turned up to take us 
back to the factory.       
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The under officer got all of the British 
POW’s down in the cellar for cover, then he 
informed that he had orders to march us all 
to Torgau, which we knew to be an SS                 
Headquarters and this was about 25 km 
northwest of the factory. 

We had a quick natter on our position and 
decided to split up into five groups and slip 
away as the chance appeared.  With luck the 
guards seemed more concerned with what 
was happening outside the factory as it      
appeared that the whole German Army was 
going east, so we hoped that the Americans 
were not too distant from the village         
outskirts.   Most of the German Army       
appeared to be wearing Red Cross armbands 
and pulling a typical small hand cart, which 
was loaded up.  

Our first group slid out of the cellar and 
made for the edge of the village.  The group 
I was with was the second to depart, as the 
guards had not come back.  We skirted the 
village and the main road away from the    
German troops as fast as we could.  It was 
just as well as we learned later a group of 
three SS troops were about to fire on us 
when they were stopped by some of the     
villagers as we were unarmed.  So we were 
free, all we had was what we stood up in. 

Now we agreed to head due west and hope to 
meet some of the advance troops of the 
Americans or get to the coal mine about     
15-20km on our route.  All we knew was that 
we were on the run to try and make it home 
some way.                                                                      

Our first encounter with the German troops 
turned out to be two Belgians who had been 
guards in the German Army and a group of 
Russian POW’s who were seeming to have a 
go at them.  We made our way to some   
buildings that we could see in the distance, 
hoping it was the coalmine but to our right, 
going across the fields, we could see a                      
section of about 15 soldiers attacking a                              
Luftwaffe ack-ack position, so we stayed low 
till it was safe to go on. 

Then we found ourselves coming up to a wire 
fence that ran to our right which we            
followed until we could see the main gate 
with mostly POW’s. 

They turned out to be the armed section we 
had seen earlier with their prisoners.  As we 
arrived at the gate and tried to enter, an 
American armoured vehicle was positioned 
across it and the figure in it seemed to be in 

command of the column that was deploying 
the troops in the fields left and right of the 
road and the armour spacing out on the road.   

The commander shouted at us; ’Where the 
hell have you lot come from’.  He sent a young 
officer to go and get us.  At once we knew 
who the commander was by the two pistol he 
was wearing.  ‘Blood and Guts’, Gen Patton.  
He wanted to know all we knew of the ground 
we had travelled across.  We found ourselves 
in a American O group which was concerned 
about the condition the rail and road  bridg-
es were in.  We told him they were intact 
when we left the factory.  We had a Para-
chute Regiment lad who had joined us that 
morning who had crossed by the road bridge 
on the west side of Halle.   

Gen Patton himself told us he had no 
transport to get us POW’s to the rear, as he 
was five days ahead of it.   We finished up on 
cycles riding behind his armoured vehicle 
back over the ground to our village.  On 
reaching the outskirts, the leading troops 
came up against some opposition.  It turned 
out to be the three SS that had tried to 
deal with our group.  I’m afraid the                     
Americans made short work of the delay. As 
we entered the village the officer wanted to 
know where the Burgermeister’s office was 
and the general lay-out of the village.    

 After all this was over, we finished up                    
bedded down in Max Schmitt’s house with 
the young officer.  Outside the house on the 
open ground there must have been about 12 
artillery guns engaging targets towards            
Halle.  The barrage started as we settled 
down to sleep.  We were shattered after the 
last five days activity. 

After telling the officer all he wanted to 
know, we said we would like to make our way 
home.  So we made our way to the factory 
with the officer and came up to the factory 
director’s garage.  The Americans said that 
we could use his car for transport. The      
garage was opened and the car, an Opel 
Kapitan, was taken off its blocks, a battery 
found, fuel put in the tank and the Union 
Jack and Stars and Stripes pained on the 
outside as well as ’Ex POWs’.    

The next problem was who was going to drive 
the car, as no-one had said that they were 
able to drive.  From the five of us, Tommy 
Dalton from Durham said that he’d had a                                 
couple of driving lessons on his squadron. 
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So under the guidance of an American driver 
he had about 15 minutes’ instruction.  That 
was to take us 400km to the west of                 
Gottingen, where we met our first British 
troops who represented the British                   
government. 

They took over the car and we found                                                      
ourselves locked up in a barn.  There was no 
word of what was going to happen, so we 
broke out of the barn and headed west again.  
We came across the Americans again who 
were taking German POW’s to the cages near 
Wurzburg and they informed us that if we 
wanted a lift, we had to escort and guard 
them.                                               

In each GMC truck there were about 30  
Germans.  In my truck all were senior             
officers, we sat on the cab roof one to each 
vehicle till we got to the cages at Wurzburg 
well south of our route home.  The Americans 
wanted to get the POWs into ranks of five 
so they could be counted.  We were all for 
this after the Germans guards paraded us 
POWs into fives, early morning, in the snow 
for hours. 

Once we had left Wurzburg, we found                               
ourselves on an American flatbed driven by 
an American driver heading this time in the 
dark for Frankfurt on Main.  We were des-
tined to turn back and make for Bonn where 
we were dropped off at what appeared to be 
an airfield, from where we would be flown 
home.   

We were checked in and a big flit gun was 
squirted up our sleeves and down our fronts 
to get rid of the lice.  Then came two jabs 
which knocked us back completely and we 
were told to wait in the huts which, to this 
day, I still believe were booby trapped as a 
couple of waiting POWs died from drinking 
out of some wine bottles they had found. 

We made two attempts to cross a bridge at 
Bonn, then taken back and put through the 
delousing procedure all over again. Then they 
must have realised that no way could aircraft 
land on that runway as every ten feet was a 
big crater. 

The four of us found ourselves along with 12 
naval officers on our way back to Frankfurt 
and the perimeter track was full of Dakota 
planes stacked nose to tail as far as the eye 
could see.  We realised that the huts nearby 
were where we had been POWs at Stalag 
IVB. 

The naval officers and us four found                         
ourselves the only passengers on a Dakota.  
On the flight home, all we wanted for was to 
get a look at the white cliffs of Dover, but it 
had clouded over.  We landed at an airfield 
near Watford, a homecoming that brought 
tears to everyone’s eyes.                                                      

As the engines stopped a cry from outside 
’any RAF inside?’.  One of the naval officers 
told them there were four aboard.  As no 
steps arrived, we were helped from the                 
aircraft doors and carried shoulder high by 
WAAFs and airmen into a hanger with a band 
playing ’the conquering heroes’.  The hanger 
was full of tables set out for a meal.  I don’t 
think any of us could face it, all I wanted to 
do was to send a telegram home to my folks.   

After a few days at RAF Cosford for               
medicals and to be kitted out again with a 
blue uniform, the clothing we stood up in was 
taken and destroyed.                                                 

The main memory of Cosford was the milk 
run to the mess every two hours during our 
stay……. then home for six weeks leave with 
double rations.   

Ex Aircraft-hand General Duties                         
‘Ground Gunner’ 1450893 LAC Eyles CAG                       
Ex 2924 Squadron and 2909 Squadron. 

TOP TIPS                                                       
Hate crying as you chop onions? Pop them in 
the freezer!   

Chopping onions - with the inevitable stinging 
eyes and tear stained cheeks is a chore 
dreaded by many home cooks. 

So it’s no surprise that swimming-style     
goggles, which manufactures promise will 
stop your oniony tears for good, are being 
snapped up. But with a price tag of £19.99, 
you need to do a lot of chopping to make 
them a good investment.  So try this. 

The Theory: Pop your onion in the freezer 
for up to 15 minutes before slicing.  Chilled 
onion cells are slower to release less enzyme 
and you shed fewer tears. 

Does it work?  As you start chopping you will 
realise that your eyes are totally dry.  
What’s more, the onion is virtually odourless 
- another advantage of popping it in the 
freezer first. 

This is so simple and amazingly effective.  All 
you have to do is wait, dry-eyed, for the 
chopped onion to reach room temperature 
before using it. 



7 

 

OBITURIES                                                        
It is with regret that I inform you of the 
death of two Norfolk Branch Members  

Mr. Thomas Gray who died on the 1 st                
February 2016, aged 85 years, he lived in                                      
Peterborough. 

Thomas served in the RAF Regiment from 
1948 to 1950.   His postings included                 
Bridgenorth, Catterick, Berlin and Luneberg 

Thomas originally joined the Suffolk Branch 
of the RAF Regiment Association.  Then in  
1994 he moved to Hunstanton and                            
transferred to Norfolk Branch. In August 
1998, he moved to Peterborough into                    
sheltered accommodation .  

We were informed of his death by the             
shelter manager in March 2016.  Sadly,     
Thomas had passed away on the 1st Feb 
2016.  He has one son who lives away, he 
came home for the funeral but left soon    
after leaving no address or contact number. 

Mr. Tony Robert Garrett who died on 5th 
April 2016, aged 83 years he lived in Kings 
Lynn. 

Tony served in the RAF Regiment from 1952 
to 1955 on 100 Squadron at Wahn, Germany. 

After leaving the RAF Regiment, Tony was 
employed as a lorry driver for a local firm in 
Stoke Ferry for many years  Tony attended 
branch meetings whenever he could,  

His son Gary informed David, our Branch  
Secretary, that there would be no church 
service, the service would be held at the 
grave side at Stoke Ferry Cemetery. Seven 
members of the Norfolk Branch attended 
the funeral and the Norfolk Branch Standard 
was paraded on a cold, very wet afternoon.                                                                

Tony was always dressed in his Regimental 
blazer and tie and that is what he was              
wearing when buried. A Branch donation                           
was made to the R.B.L.  Kings Lynn Branch. 

Our thoughts and prayers are with the             
families at this sad time.  

WE WILL REMEMBER THEM 

 

THOUGHTS                                                
Sometimes it can be easy to forget how lucky 
we are to be living in an age of tolerance.                                               

When in 1714, the Schism Act was forced 
through Parliament it was specifically        
designed to limit religious freedom - and that 
was what inspired Isaac Watts to write that 

wonderful reassuring hymn.                                                               
‘O God Our Help in Ages Past’. 

O God, our help in ages past,                                     
Our hope for years to come,                            
Our Shelter from the stormy blast,                      
And our eternal home.                                         

Simple words, yet they continue to comfort, 
even today. 

TODAYS POEM                                                              
From early days, we’re often told                       
Not to waste time at play,                                     
That life is far to serious                                    
To fritter it away.                                                                                                        
But with each year that passes by                                  
Such views begin to irk,                                                   
For I find time’s too valuable                                          
To spend it all on work.                                                   
We should leave time to stand and stare                                        
And smell the roses’ scent                                          
And marvel at our wondrous world.                      
Yes - that is time well spent.                                                                            
By Margaret Ingal                                          

WHAT WOMEN WANT:                                                             
Beer bellies and hairy chests. 

Men with beer bellies can relax and let it all 
hang out. Women have admitted they find                                                      
them attractive and prefer real men to so –
called metrosexuals, according to a survey.                                     

Eight out of 10 females no longer go for the 
tall, slim, feminine look sported by celebrities 
including footballers Cristiano Ronaldo, David 
Beckham and Rio Ferinand. 

They prefer ‘real men’ such as James Bond 
actor Daniel Craig and Philip Glenister, star 
of TV police series ‘Life on Mars’ and its               
sequel ‘Ashes To Ashes’. 

Manly men complete with hairy chests, messy 
hair and a beer belly were the most popular, 
a study found contradicting the popular                   
belief that women found well groomed men 
the most appealing. 

Only one in five preferred a metrosexual 
man.  The rest found footballers Ronaldo and 
Ferdinand unattractive because they had 
taken the look too far with tight-fitting 
shorts and feminine accessories. 

In further good news for males, the study of 
more then 5,000 women found 10 per cent 
liked the smell of beer on their men.  One in 
10 did not mind their partners having ‘moobs’, 
the nickname for ‘man boobs’, and a  fifth 
found ‘a bit of body odour’ appealing. 
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The biggest turn offs were men                         
straightening their hair, drinking cocktails by 
the pool, wearing sarongs and sunbathing all 
day on holiday. 

A spokesman for Lion Bar ice cream, which 
carried out the survey, said: ‘This is great 
news for real men this summer.  They can get 
their roar back and ditch the moisturiser, 
manicures and tight shorts.  British blokes  
can also wear their Speedos with pride, even 
if they have a bit of a belly and welcome the 
wolf whistles as they walk down the beach 
with pride.’ 

Relationship expert Peter Spalton said: The 
metrosexual look has gone too far and that 
has contributed to turning women off.          
Women like to be treated like women.  They 
don’t want to compete with a man for that 
territory. 

Editor;  Good news lads, I think we fit the 
criteria - except for the hair.  But ladies can 
this be true?  Do let me have your thoughts. 

DID YOU KNOW?                                                      
The tooth-brush was invented in London’s 
most notorious prison. 

The site occupied by the Old Bailey once 
housed the legendary Newgate goal.  In the 
1770s, William Addis was a prisoner there. 

Brushing his teeth the same way as everyone 
else (using a rag to rub them with soot and 
salt), he decided there had to be a better 
way.  Inspired by the sight of a broom, he 
took a small amount of animal bone left over 
from his dinner and drilled some holes into it.  
Persuading a guard to get him some bristles.  
Addis threaded them through the holes and 
glued them into place.                                                     
On his release the invention made him a              
fortune.  His company known as ‘Wisdom 
Toothbrushes’, survives to this day.    

BRANCH SUBSCRIPTIONS                                         
In this newsletter, if you have not already  
received them are your subscription                                
receipts and ’sticker’ for your Membership 
Card. Thank you.  

And finally:                                                               
Nancy Astor (1879-1964). The U.S. born           
socialite and first woman to take a seat in 
the House of Commons, in 1919.  She once 
told Winston Churchill; ‘If you were my      
husband, I’d probably poison your coffee.’ to 
which he replied: ‘If I were your husband, I 
would probably drink it.’   

Doctor; Any insanity in your family?                      
Wife:  Yes, my husband thinks he’s the boss. 

Q.   What’s the difference between a man 
 and a chimpanzee?                                                      
A.  One is hairy and smelly and is always 
 scratching his rear.  And the other is a            
 chimpanzee.  

The mother-in-law thinks I’m effeminate: not 
that I mind that because, beside here, I am! 

Her kisses left much to be desired - the rest 
of her. 

I’m not young enough to know everything. 

That’s all for now folks!  I look forward to 
the pleasure of your company at the following  
Branch meetings all on Tuesday’s, at 12.30pm 
at The Feathers Inn, Wymondham.             

21st June 2016 - when our speaker is Mark 
Reynolds with part 2 of ‘My Life in Cartoons’, 
Comedy Impressions and Demonstration 
Workshop. 

19th July - a talk by Richard Mann on                   
‘Agincourt‘ 1415. 

There is NO AUGUST BRANCH MEETING  
but we have a Branch Visit to ‘The Museum of 
the Broads’ at Stalham, on Tuesday, 16th                          
August - meet there at 10.30am.   Plenty 
of parking.  Refreshments available or bring a 
picnic.  Plus a boat trip on the broads.                          
Remember everyone is welcome members, 
family, and friends.                                                              

Best wishes, 

  Colin 

Colin Clarke.                                                                     
Editor. 

 


