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THE ROYAL AIR FORCE REGIMENT ASSOCIATION 
NORFOLK BRANCH 

NEWSLETTER NO.220 APRIL, 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, 

BRANCH AGM                                                                            
We had a good attendance for the March 
AGM and  members enjoyed the                
buffet.   I am pleased to say we have a new 
Branch  Secretary, David McEwen and                  
Gill, David’s wife - Treasurer. All Committee 
Members were re-elected and joined by  
Henry Linford.  I know you will give them the 
same support that you gave Louise and I.                            

The Minutes of the AGM are included with 
this Newsletter along with the ‘Branch 
Events Programme’ and National and Branch 
Renewal  Subscriptions Form for 2016/17.   
Please return the form with your cheque to 
the Treasurer by the 7th May 2016.                    

You will see there is an increase in              
National Association subscriptions of £2 to 
£12 and Full Branch Members subscriptions 
of £3 to £8, the first ever Branch increase 
since we were formed in 1994.  Subs for 
wives/partners (which are optional) and 
Friend members remain at £5.   

There is a change to note - Branch   
Meetings will now start at 12.30pm NOT 
12.45pm. 

Contact details for Dave McEwen, Secretary 
and Gill McEwen, Treasurer are: Telephone 
(01553) 671910 email: dmcewen1@sky.com   
For all other Branch  Officials details please 
see ‘Events Programme’.             

The Branch has a visit to ‘The Museum of the 
Broads’ at Stalham, on Tuesday, 16th August 
2016 - 10.30am and includes a Boat Trip (£3) 
Museum Entrance (£4).  Ample car parking.  
Light refreshments are available or you can 
take a picnic.  If you will be joining us please 
let Paul Rainbird know on (01328) 856560. 
Remember everyone is welcome.  

On Thursday, 1st December 2016 - 12 noon 
for 12.45pm, we have our Christmas Lunch at 
’Moments Restaurant’, Scratby.  I know it is 
early days but if you will be joining us please 
give Paul Rainbird a call.     

We are also looking at a Branch get together 
(4 days-3 nights)  in November 2016 or            
February 2017, at the Carlton Hotel, Gt.  
Yarmouth, cost for B.B. and dinner around 
£109 per person.  Details to be confirmed 
later in the year. 

Being a busy Branch we do need to plan 
ahead. 

NEW MEMBER                                                                              
We welcome David (Cam) Falla from Aylsham.                
David served as  Flight Sergeant in the RAF 
Regiment from 1961 to 1984 on Squadrons 1 
Field, 37, 34, 27 and 2620.  His postings    
included RAF Bridgenorth, Catterick,          
Akrotiri, Aldergrove, Leuchars, McRananish, 
Coltishall, Marham. With  detachments to 
Gan, Aden, Borneo, Bruni, Kenya, Northern 
Ireland and Salala.                                           

We trust he has a long and  happy association  
with Norfolk Branch. 

FEBRUARY BRANCH MEETING                                                            
Our Chairman, Tony Leonard, gave a very    
informative talk on his time in the Regiment.  
Interesting to note how things have changed 
over the years.  Thank you Tony. It is always 
good to hear from Branch Members.  
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CORPS PARISH NOTICES FEB/MAR 2016  
IN MEMORIAM: 

MR. JOHN HOWE - Former CG RAF Regt. 
Retired AVM John F G HOWE CB CBE AFC 
RAF, born 26 Mar 30, died on 27 Jan 16 aged 
84. He began his flying career in 1950 with 
the South African Air Force, learning to fly 
in Tiger Moths, Harvards and Spitfires. The 
year following his graduation he was flying 
Mustang fighter-bombers during the Korean 
War as part of a combined United Nations’ 
force.                                                                           

Following his wartime experience, he decided 
to pursue a career in the RAF and was                 
commissioned on 4 Oct 54. He subsequently   
commanded ‘Tiger’ 74 Sqn at RAF Coltishall 
(the Air Force’s first Lightning sqn), leading 
the ‘Tigers’ RAF Aerobatic Team, displaying 
at events such as the Farnborough and Paris 
Air Shows. While OC 228 OCU, he                       
introduced the Phantom FGR2 into                     
operational service.  

During the last 10 years of his career,        
appointments included Stn Comdr RAF      Gu-
tersloh, Comdt Royal Observer Corps, AOC 
Southern  Maritime Region and CG RAF Regt/
Director General of Security (RAF) (1983-
85). He was made a Commander, Order of 
the British  Empire (CBE) in 1980 and Com-
panion, Order of the Bath (CB) in 1985.  

A Thanksgiving Service will be held at 1100 
hrs on Fri 19 Feb 16 at St Mary and St     
Margaret Church, Sprowston, Norwich, NR7 
8AU. This will be preceded by a private 
(family only) cremation. Donations in his 
name, if wished, may be made to the RAF    
Benevolent Fund.                                                     

For many years John was a member of     
Norfolk Branch and in 1998, took the Salute  
at the Standard Dedication Service    

He is survived by his wife, Annabelle, to 
whom the Corps extends its sincere          
condolence. 

MR. JOHN BRAMMER. 

Former RAF Regt Cpl John A E BRAMMER, 
born 2 Jul 36, died on 3 Nov 15 aged 79. He 
enlisted in Jan 54 and served on 19 LAA Wg 
RAF Regt in the UK and overseas in Egypt, 
Jordan and Iraq before being discharged in 
Jan 58. He was a member of the Norfolk 
Branch of the RAF Regt Assoc. The funeral 
has taken place. He is survived by his wife, 
Rosalind, of 39 Hollybush Road, North     
Walsham, Norfolk NR28 9XT, to whom the 

Corps extends its sincere condolences. 

SOMERSET AND DORSET BRANCH 2016 
REUNION. 

Somerset and Dorset Branch Annual Spring 
Reunion/Social event will be held at       
Bodelwyddan Castle (North Wales) over the 
weekend 20/23 May 2016. Any Association 
members wishing to attend are requested to 
directly contact, Mr Jim Scott, on 01935 
476321 or at jimcott26@msn.com 

CHANGE OF CORPS APPOINTMENT – AIR 
RANK AND COMMAND APPOINTMENTS 
LIST 

It has been announced that Group Captain R 
F J CLIFFORD OBE RAF is to be promoted 
Air Commodore and to be Force Protection 
Force Commander, Air Officer Force        
Protection, Commandant General RAF       
Regiment and Air Officer RAF Police at RAF 
Honington with effect from 6 May 16, in           
succession to Air Commodore A J HALL MBE 
MA RAF, whose next appointment has yet to 
be announced. 

CHANGE OF COMMAND                          
RAF HONINGTON 

It has been announced that Gp Capt David 
TAIT will assume the appointment of Stn 
Comdr RAF Honington in Dec 16, vice Gp Capt 
Michael SMEATH, whose next assignment 
has yet to be announced. 
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This article is from Centurion 2002 and                
reproduced by permission of the editor. 

Reflections of the first RAF Regiment     
OCTU at  Sidmouth 60 years on and at              
Filey.  By Squadron Leader Peter Hildreth 
(Retd). 

These memories are dedicated to all those 
with whom I served, sweated, drank and 
joked in cool and hot climes. And all those 
still serving in our Corps and the great family 
of the Royal Air Force.                                                   
Opportunity knocks.                                                                                 
Eureeka: I was on duty as an airman the 
night the information came through about 
the formation of the Royal Air Force                   
Regiment. Followed by another edict advising 
units that names of suitable candidates could 
be submitted for officer training for the 
new Corps.                                                               

The next day I applied to see one of the 
staff officers who, by coincidence, just          
before the outbreak of war, had been the 
bombing officer of the youth squadron in 
which I had been a sergeant cadet.                    
Subsequently, I had an interview with the 
group captain commanding No 1 AACU, and 
my name went forward so that within a few 
weeks I was on my way to the ‘Pre-OCTU at 
Filey, in Yorkshire.                                                       

Filey, Yorkshire (Pre-OCTU Training).  
Counting house?  Sorting house? -’Wheat 
from the chaff?’  Imbued with early nine-
teenth century philosophy, ‘give‘ em hell and 
see if they can take it’.  All senior NCO                  
instructors seem to have enlisted in the RAF 
in preference to re-enlisting in pre-war 
Guards Regiments.                                               

We were lodged in a row of terraced                   
housing, requisitioned ’for the  duration’ in a 
sensitive defence area.  Although vacated by 
their owners some months previously, many 
of these semi-detached holiday homes still 
had their name boards in situ.  

 

Sunnyside - (Mrs Green) quoted ‘clean cool 
beds and hot breakfasts’ or the inverse?  
’Two eggs and bacon, fifteen shillings and 
sixpence.’  Next door, (Mrs Brown) at      
Portofino said ’fifteen shillings only - two 
eggs, bacon and one sausage’.     

Seven of us were allocated space in the 
property formally owned by Mrs Gray of Med 
Hols no prices quoted but we were                 
entranced by ’welcome have a nice holiday’.  
An addition screwed on the name board                

informed us there were ’No Vacancies’ - ever 
apparently, as the owner had a ’repeat’      
regular clientele, year after year, and didn’t 
care two sausages what other landladies had 
been doing, according to a property           
inspector.                                                                

We were soon sharpened by the order, ’stand 
by your beds’ for kit inspection by the duty 
officer.  Kit inspections were a regular     
feature of service life: members of the 
WAAF were also subjected to this ritual,  
given another title by ribald airmen.  

So now, off we go, for us it was none stop 
movement – go man go.  Run, run and double 
run, arms drill, weapon training and all              
weapons range firing.  And the ministration 
of a huge corporal physical training                            
instructor who did not believe in us.                                
Probably because on our first day we had 
been issued with khaki denim overalls, 
(fatigues) reaching from neck to bootlaces 
giving us the appearance of convicted                              
criminals and may have had inscribed within 
the neck band, ’abandon rank all ye who                     
enter here.’ 

This large PTI was a famed professional     
all-in wrestler known as Basher Green.      
Under his name he appeared on local posters                                   
announcing bouts in which he participated 
during his off duty evenings. 

On his first run he shouted, ‘So yer wannabe 
officers do yer, then foller me.’     
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And off we went at a furious pace galloping 
along a track parallel to the massive barbed 
wire entanglements and concrete               
fortifications of coastal defence.    

Our activities were casually observed by two 
gentlemen in new khaki battle-dress, grass 
green webbing belts and gaiters, flying                       
officers braid on their epaulets and for the 
first time seen by some of us, the RAF     
Regiment blue shoulder badges.  (Red ones 
for Middle East shirts and tunics)  Our two 
overseers each had good rations of fruit             
salad on their left breasts, from World War1 
and some ribbons from the Ashanti Wars?  
They had the unmistakable aura of retired 
army colonels and majors who had been 
trawled in by the Service Net.                         

Basher had a favourite piece of apparatus 
with which to torment us.  This was a large 
leather cloaked object about the size of five 
footballs apparently filled with lead fillings.  
It was called ’medicine ball.’  

His usual ploy was to form a circle round him 
while passing the ‘medicine ball’ to and fro.  A 
delightful WAAF Corporal would often               
saunter past during this game.  Her eyes 
were on Basher, while if we were looking at 
her and not paying attention, we were likely 
to receive the cannon ball in one’s midriff and 
be knocked flat rather than acquire any  
medical benefit.   

Came the day when most of our small cadre 
had not been found wanting and were    
awarded the white ribbon to be fastened 
round our forage caps by the tailors, thus 
promoting us to the official status of officer 
cadets, now ready to be moved to the first 
Royal Air Force OCTU at Sidmouth, in Devon. 

Sidmouth, Devon - 1942                                               
At the small railway station we were met by a 
galaxy of staff instructors with 3 ton and 15 
cwt trucks and jeeps for the junior officers                    
volunteering to transfer from other                 
branches.  ‘Look after yer own kitbag.’ (And 
mind you don’t take the one travel stained 
marked Flt Sgt Murphy in green letters.)    

We lost our Filey identity and were                       
integrated with other cadets. Twenty five of 
us became 12 Flight of C Squadron in a bare 
boards small hotel in a narrow side road while 
the rest of the squadron went to a larger  
hotel in the town centre.  Our abode was 
glossy magazine gem and must have been  
popular with discerning clientele in peace 
time.  It stood in immaculate lawns bordered 

by  flower beds, rock gardens and small pools 
intermingled with flowering shrubs all            
dominated by a giant Cedar, hence the name 
of the hotel Cedar Shade.                                   

Three or four cadets to a room equipped with 
the usual service type lockers beside iron 
bedsteads.  Once again an NCO                     
demonstrated the correct kit lay-out and 
method of folding and displaying blankets.  
We were under the constant surveillance of a 
flying officer in khaki battle-dress wearing 
the new blue shoulder badges.  He lived in his 
own room on the premises.  He was tall and 
tough looking and very fit as we were soon to 
discover when he started moving ahead of us 
on field training.  He was also a former 
guardsman like some of the staff NCO’s.  For 
the rest of that day we were left to get 
sorted out. 

Sidmouth is a small attractive resort with a 
winter population of about four thousand             
inhabitants.  Sea front beaches nestle                 
between great red sandstone cliffs at the 
Eastern and Western ends of the esplanade .  
In wartime was festooned with formidable 
barbed wire and concrete defences.                                                                                         

Second day, reveille 6.30, ablutions and      
inspection and off to breakfast in another 
hotel.  ‘Fall in and follow me at the double’ 
was the order.  From that first morning we 
never stopped moving at ‘double time and 
frequently became two dogs tired. 
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His arena was an embryo town car park which 
only provided enough space for one squadron 
at a time to form.  First morning wasn’t a   
parade, it was a shambolic assembly.                      

Until order came out of chaos, from a small 
spinney at the eastern end a loud voice  
trumpeted ‘look out ere e comes’, repeated 
three times before the vocalist appeared: a 
magnificent six feet and four inches figure 
all fiercely ‘tashed and sashed with bright 
metal rimmed peak of his cap.  (A relic of the 
visors of armoured knights?), almost resting 
on his nose, as he marched on with pace-stick 
clicking until halting, all glitter and shiny 
boots, with a double ’bang’ in the centre of 
the ’square’.  Birds in the trees fluttered, 
flights of cadets assembled North, South 
and West were fluttering. 

The ‘parade master’ now surveyed the three 
‘mobs’ with evident distaste before bellowing 
another ‘bon mot’ from the brigade of guards 
drill master’s fun-book, his pace stick point-
ing to one of the flights he roared, ’there’s 
an officer cadet blowin his nose on parade-
I’ve never ’eard of such a thing in all me life!’ 
Then in a strange language for some we were 
under orders   ‘Attenna-shun, slohohohp hype 
(arms) - git on parade!’  With some subdued                                 
sniggering, shuffling and jostling during 
three rehearsals, the flights at last got into 
line and some semblance of order.    

Accompanied by his deputy pace maker and 
RAF Regiment flight sergeant the mystique 
and mastery of parade and pace stick to be 
passed onto future generations of good        
humoured martinets.  He began to carry out 
a preliminary inspection before handing over 
to the parade commander. 

With his pace stick he tapped the boot heels 
of the cadet next to me ‘wot is your name 
officer cadet sir?’  My name is Higson                 
Sergeant Major.  ’Well Officer Cadet                     
Higson, sir I wish to put you right on two 
facts.  Firstly, I am not an ’onery sergeant 
major, but a regimental sergeant major and 
you will address me as regimental sergeant 
major, sir. Or you may shorten it to RSM sir 
- is that understood Officer Cadet Higson 
sir?’  ’Yes RSM sir.’ Very well Officer Cadet 
Higson sir - I have one other thing to say to 
you, am I tredin on yor ’air?’ ’No, RSM, sir 
you're not.’ ’Well, Officer Cadet sir, I think 
I am, get it cut!’  the operative word surely  
being heard as far away as Plymouth, then, 
for all to hear, ’in future there are to be no 
long locks on my parade.’  

Then the parade was handed over to the 
squadron commander who ordered the flight 
commanders, other officers and super        
numery NCO’s to take their places.               
C Squadron CO was Major Price of the Royal 
Welsh  Fusiliers a charismatic and charming 
officer who, we discovered later, although 
fortyish, was a fit and tough leader. 

If Sidmouth did nothing else, it endowed us  
with basic discipline and behaviour and     
physical prowess.  We never stopped moving 
‘at the double’, even off duty and if we 
passed other cadets always exchanged the 
‘hi-de-hi’ and ‘ho-do-ho’ greetings.   

We were proud of our double time and 
thrived on it.  Never moving at normal pace 
except on the threshold of The Tavern or 
Woolworths.  A few paces within the                      
emporium, several  off duty cadets could be 
seen clustered where Miss Highcliff, a 
charming and well endowed young lady was 
displaying her goods: tiered ranks of                      
lipsticks and other cosmetics.  ’This week 
two for the price of one!’ On the lower front 
of the mahogany stand a managerial notice 
had been pasted which read, ’please look, but 
don’t touch’. 

She made use of the products and if there 
had been a surrealist Devonian devotee of 
Picasso, he or she might have produced a 
splash of scarlet lips and a blonde Veronica 
Lake hair drape imposed on her features. 

   



6 

 

Clara, for that was her name, was trying to 
eyeball any cadet who might have eight-
pence for two seats at the local flea-pit 
where the most appalling old films were     
being shown.   Most cadets wondered if she 
would settle for a half at the local Tavern.   

As three of us moved along, an aged citizen 
crossed over Fore Street waving his stick.  
We stopped the trot, I thought he was going 
to thrash us; lay about us for pounding               
Sidmouth pavements with our heavy boots.  
Instead he asked, ’why are you soldiers              
running everywhere?’ ’to keep fit’ I replied.  
’Are you then Commandos?’  (Popular after 
the recent Dieppe raid where they had               
destroyed the German gun positions at 
Verengeville.) ’Yes’ I swanked, ’we’re RAF 
Commandos’.  ’Are you here to defend us if 
the Germans come?’ ’No I replied, ’we are not 
here for that but if they do come, we will do 
our best for you.’ Satisfied, he ambled off.  
He was unique, a man in civilian clothes when 
most of the British population were in       
uniform of some kind or another!       

Later, we went out to practice situations 
which had been discussed at TEWTS.  We 
crammed our full day slogs, up the 250 ft 
eastern sandstone cliff onto the top       
pathways and then across rugged terrain    
inland.  Full battle order exactly ‘a la mode’ .  

Sometimes for relief of the crews we                            
undertook a spell carrying the LMGs or                          
mortars .  I found it hard going, as a callow 
youth of 20 probably the youngest cadet, 
lacking stamina of those between  the ages 
of 25 and 35 years.  But ‘press on regardless’ 
was the motto, stamina developed later. 

The utmost strenuous activity was during the 
assault ascent up ’Battle Ravine’ - where we 
overcame obstacles individually or by team 
work.  Barbed wire coils to be bridges as a 
leading cadet flattened face down on the 
wire for following heavy boots to traverse. 
Over high walls and scrambling nets - usually 
a section team effort.  Crossing the swing 
bridge at a run while malevolent sergeant                  
instructors with LMGs fired live ammunition 
over our heads into an opposite bank.  More 
barbed wire and here one cadet came to 
grief, caught on the wire as an explosive 
charge went off before he could extract 
himself.  A serious injury, but we never 
heard the result. 

Success                                                                     
By the third week in December there were 

signs of relief.  Our pass rate was high, due 
to our flying officer instructor maintaining 
the pressure  during the day and night             
training in field tactics and battle course. 

All the physical stress was now behind us, 
but we knew we would never let up when we 
reached our units and preached the double 
time philosophy. Of 25 cadets in 12 Flight 
there was only one tearful failure but he was 
not retired but recommended for a commis-
sion in another branch where physical              
stamina was not so demanding! 

  A bevy of London tailors arrived laden with 
their pattern books and tape measures, for 
our new thin banded pilot officer uniforms 
and barathea greatcoats, all adorned with 
the RAF Regiment shoulder badges.  Austin 
Reed collared  all C Squadron cadets with 
surname initials from A to H, so I just came 
within their catchment and remained with 
them for some years.  Two other well known 
London tailoring stores shared the remainder  
of the alphabet.  

Our new uniforms were delivered in time for 
us to go home for Christmas of 1942                     
splendidly attired.  In fact, we were not             
gazetted until January 1943.                                        

Souvenir magazines were produced by both C 
and D Squadrons. Cadets were listed, some 
the subject of cartoons by H. C. Henry of 12 
Flight, a professional cartoonist signing as 
Hal before the war. 
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He also drew some outrageous drawings of 
Major Price, the padre and other notables.   

The publications were Limited Editions,              
unfortunately I lost mine a few years ago                    
after a robbery.  (If any reader still has one 
– C Squadron - I plea for a copy and promptly 
return. Promise.) 

After the war ended many cadets                             
commissioned out of Sidmouth returned to 
pre-war occupations and I lost contact with  
C Squadron graduates except Hugh Hunt who 
retired as a Wing Commander.   

TOP TIPS FOR LADIES                                                                    
The following is taken from the Daily Mirror 
31st August 1939.                                                            
If You Want To Be a Good Wife - To a Clerk!    

The most important thing in life is a                           
successful marriage.  Before entering into it, 
it is well to stop, look and listen. This new 
feature helps you to check up on whether you 
are suitable to be the wife of the man you 
are hoping to marry,  For it is true that you 
marry the job as well as the man.                                    

If your future husband is a clerk in an office 
you will need special qualifications for it - 
quite different from those of another man’s 
wife.                                                                          

You will need to be a routine girl.  You will 
need to have meals ready on the tick of time.  
Everything will have to have a place, and                
everything will have to be in that place. 

His mind, having been office - trained, will 
sometimes appear fussy, pernickety – you will 
have to see that rows and complaints are 
avoided. 

Then again you will have to be interested in 
his job.  He will want to talk about it and to 
bring back work from the office sometimes, 
or work late. 

He will need your constant encouragement 
and admiration.  And he will want you to be a  

good mixer with those among whom he works. 

If you are not able to do these things you 
had, perhaps, better look round for a man 
who is doing a different job of work.                            

For you probably won’t be able to co-operate 
at all.  Editor:  I TOLD YOU SO!                                                                       

From the Daily Mail 6th February 2016.  
Husband sues wife for refusing to do                
housework. 

It’s not a crime anywhere else in Europe - but 

an Italian woman could face up to six years in 
jail simply because her husband says she’s a 
terrible wife.   

He has gone to court claiming she does so                 
little cooking and cleaning that he is forced 
to ‘live in conditions with poor hygiene’.   

Now local reports say that thanks to her 
‘poor management of the household chores’ 
his 40 year old wife is being charged under a 
statute  that outlaws ‘mistreatment of the 
family’.  The unnamed husband, 47, from   
Sonnino in the Lazio region, says he feels   
insulted by her conduct. 

He claims he buys food that ends up in the 
bin because she ever hardly cooks and she 
has kicked him out of their shared bedroom, 
too.  His wife is  due to stand trial in         
October and if found guilty could incredibly, 
be jailed for up to six years.   

The aggrieved husband claims the 
‘mistreatment’ at home has been going on for 
two years. 

Editor: Ladies – at the time of writing we 
are in the European Union and once Brussels 
gets to hear of this - these laws could be 
coming our way - SOON.  You have been 
warned. 

OLD RON AND HIS POND                                        
Ron, an elderly man, owned a large farm with  
a pond someway from the house and set in an 
orchard of apple and pear trees.    
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The pond was suitable for swimming and he 
had set it out nicely with picnic tables.                                   

One late summer evening, Ron decided to go 
down to the pond as he hadn’t been there for 
a while and took a bucket to bring back some 
fruit from the orchard.  

As Ron neared the pond he heard voices       
shouting and laughing with glee. As he got 
closer he saw it was a group of young women 
swimming in the pond - in their birthday 
suits.  He made them aware of his presence 
and they all went down to the deep end.                                                                                                                               

Ron frowned, and said: ‘I didn’t come here to 
watch you women swim naked or watch you 
get out of the pond naked.’  Holding up the 
bucket, he shouted: ‘I’m only here to feed 
the alligator!’  Some old men can still think 
fast! 

 DID YOU KNOW                                                 
The system of house numbers began 308 
years ago after 50,000  Huguenots fleeing 
religious persecution in France arrived in   
London, they struggled to find their way 
around the capital’s often unnamed streets.  
So they put numbers on their homes to make 
it easier to locate each other.   

CHARLES BOYCOTT (1832-1897)                  
The Norfolk- born soldier’s surname gave the 
world the word ‘boycott’ when, as the land 
agent for a landowner in Ireland, he refused 
to cut tenant’s rents and they stopped               
serving him in their shops and pubs. 

ROLLS ROYCE                                           
Rolls Royce was founded 110 years ago - 65 
per cent of the cars the firm has made are 
still on the road. 

SLING ANOTHER CHIP ON THE BARBIE…
One in 20 British men are so useless at   
cooking that they have tried to barbecue 
chips, a survey has found. 

And 6 per cent of men admitted to putting 
pizza on the barbecue, while others had 
grilled asparagus and fruit. 

The research revealed that two-thirds of 
men admit they never used a recipe book for 
barbecuing food - instead relying on ‘instinct’. 

Almost a third admit feeling ‘territorial and 
protective’ of the barbecue and would never 
let their partner take over.  But 43 per cent 
of women say they are left to do the                  
preparation. 

Behavioural expert Judi James said:  This 
study shows that there are still strong male 

primal forces  at work through barbecue   
behaviour - a term we call ‘barbecue brain’. 

A spokesman  for Morrison’s, which carried 
out the research added: ‘A lot of couples 
probably have an unwritten agreement as to 
who really owns the barbecue.’  

QUOTES:                                                              
Marriage is a wonderful invention.  But, so is 
the bicycle repair kit.                                                       

After all, what is a pedestrian?  He is a man 
who has two cars - one being driven by his 
wife, the other by one of his children.  

I can still enjoy sex at 74 - I live at 75 so it’s 
no distance.  

And Finally:                                                                
I was cleaning out the attic the other day 
with the wife.  Filthy, dirty and covered with 
cobwebs.…… but she’s good with the kids.  

That’s all for now folks!  I look forward to 
the pleasure of your company at the next 
Branch Meeting on Tuesday,19th April 2016 
at the Feathers Inn, Wymondham, at the 
new starting time of 12.30pm.  When our 
speaker is David Morton with Part 2 of ‘Joint 
Strike Fighter’.  AND Tuesday, 17th May 
2016 12.30pm when we have ‘Cooking 
Ideas’ and demonstrations by Anita Morton. 

Best wishes, 

                                                                         
Editor. 

 

 


