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DEAR MEMBER,   

The President, Chairman, Vice Chairman, 

Secretary and Committee, wish all Norfolk 

Branch members and their families an            

enjoyable Christmas and a Healthy, Happy 

New Year.  

 

REMEMBRANCE SUNDAY PARADE  

Again huge support from the people and 

youth organisations of Wymondham, with 

good attendance from branch members and 

families.  There was a lovely service with the 

Abbey full to capacity.   

The RAF Regiment Association National             

Standard was carried by Tony  Leonard.  This 

year our wreath was laid by John Illger.   

All members marched with great pride on 

this very special day, which was both moving 

and memorable.                                 

 

1st  Photograph Members on parade.             

2nd  Senior ‘Rock’ Lionel Middleton with         

 young ’Rock’ grandson Joe, who marched 

 with the Branch.  

3rd Tony Leonard  and John Illger.                                                                 
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LOYAL GREETINGS AT RAF REGIMENT  

ASSOCIATION - AGM AND REUNION  

BUCKINGHAM PALACE                                          

9th October 2014.                                                

Dear Squadron Leader Lawrence,                                 

I have been asked to thank you for you kind 

letter enclosing a message of loyal greetings 

to The Queen from the Royal Air Force            

Regiment Association.                                                            

This has been shown to Her Majesty and I 

now have pleasure in enclosing her reply.         

Yours sincerely,  

Christopher Sandamas                                    

The Chief Clerk to The Queen.                                      

Squadron Leader Peter Lawrence RAF.  

BUCKINGHAM PALACE                                               

Air Commodore Andrew Hall, MBE, RAF,                    

Commandant General,                                               

The Royal Air Force Regiment Association.  

Please convey my warm thanks to all ranks, 

past and present, of the Royal Air Force            

Regiment Association for their loyal                

greetings sent on the occasion of their            

Annual Gala Dinner which is being held                 

tonight at the Yew Tree Lodge Hotel,        

Kegworth.                                       

As Air Commodore-in-Chief of the  Regiment, 

I much appreciate your thoughtfulness in 

writing as you did and, in return, send my 

good wishes to all those present for a most 

memorable and enjoyable evening.                        

ELIZABETH R.                                                             

25th October 2014.                                  

REPORT by GORDON COE            

24/27th October 2014, Best Western               

Hotels, Kegworth).                                            

The AGM was well attended and we had a 

very enjoyable Gala Night.  Letters of loyal 

greetings to Her Majesty were read.                                 

As usual Peter Lawrence and Tony Leonard 

stayed at their post until the early hours of 

the following morning. Many of us showed our 

lack of training and stamina and made for our 

beds as midnight approached.                                        

Thanks to Frank Xavier, Peter Lawrence and 

all who organised the week-end package. 

Good hotel, good food, helpful staff, a really 

great week-end.  Guest of Honour at the Gala 

Dinner was ‘Invictus Gold Medal Winner’, ex 

Flight Lieutenant Carl Harding.                                

Highlight of the AGM was the talk given by 

Sergeant Geddes MC, SAC Phillips, SAC      

Upton and SAC Stroyan.  They told us of the 

battle at Camp Bastion, all of them receiving 

wounds.  The fire fight started at 2200 

hours and lasted until 0500 hours next day.  

Although Sergeant Geddes was wounded        

early on in the battle and his men dropping 

wounded, he continued to command his men 

until ordered to stand down after the battle 

was over.  Sergeant Geddes was awarded the 

Military Cross for his bravery.  All the         

Gunners were given a standing ovation.                    

Gordon and Joyce, Beryl and I met up again 

with Colin Lake from Wisbech, who attended 

Henry and Nancy’s Garden Party this year.   

We were privileged to meet and have long 

conversations with Dr. David Bellman from 

the USA, Ian  Purvis, President and David 

Jeffries, Treasurer of The Canadian Chapter 

of the RAF Regiment Association. They were 

over for the AGM and Ian and David were 

staying for Remembrance Day.                                 

The next AGM will  be 16th to 19th October 

2015, venue to be decide 

Bill Espie gave a presentation on the work      

being done at the RAF Regiment Heritage     

Centre (formerly Regiment Museum). It has 

been completely revamped by volunteers and 

will be made more accessible to the public. 

Bill will be pleased to visit our branch  and 

give a talk to members.                                           

Wing Commander Martin Hooker told us     

planning is under way for the Regiments 75th 

Anniversary in 2017.     
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A new book on the History of the RAF            

Regiment will be published to coincide with 

this event.  The author is the RAF Regiment 

historian.  St. Edmundsbury is now the     

Regiment’s Church and the Chapel is         

Honington Chapel.   

The Commandant General gave a talk on the 

past, present and future of the RAF                    

Regiment and told us of the high regard                      

other branches of the armed forces now 

have for the RAF Regiment.  

Editor: Thanks Gordon for a detailed and  
interesting report. 

CORRESPONDENCE                                                   

From Iain Purves who attended the AGM and  

Reunion.                                                                

Hello Beryl and Gordon,                                                         

Just arrived back home in Canada, and                 

wishing I was in  the U.K.  It has been grey 

all day and about an inch of snow is coating 

my car and the rooftops!                                                       

David and I had some eventful visits,                     

especially with our 94 year old friend from 

Canada.  We arrived at RAF Honington to 

find he was there an hour before us.  And 

had Bill Espie and the rest of the Heritage 

Museum Staff eating out of his hands.                                          

They were suitably impressed with the Rolls 

Royce armoured car that was used by       

Lawrence of Arabia.  He then proceeded to 

tell them that he was originally a car                 

commander on Number 1 Armoured Car    

Company and that he had to use a wooden 

beer box to let him see out of the turret!   

The Wing Commander came down supposedly 

just to be introduced to the Canadian 

lads…..he stayed for a full hour and would 

have stayed longer!                                                    

Thank you and Beryl and Gordon and his wife 

Joyce for your hospitality and friendship, it 

truly  made for a most enjoyable visit with 

you all.  Once I organised I will send on some   

photographs.   Over and out!!!     

Iain.                                                      

   EASTERN DAILY PRESS 13.11.2014                             

Prince Harry praises RAF Regiments key role 

during visit to RAF Honington.                       

Prince Harry has praised an RAF Regiment 

Squadron for the vital role it plays in                   

preparing for terrorist attacks in the            

United Kingdom.   He visited RAF Honington 

in Bury St Edmunds, Suffolk, to present a 

new Standard - a historic and ceremonial 

flag – to No.26 Squadron RAF Regiment. 

Harry who spent Remembrance Sunday in  

Kandahar, Afghanistan, in honour of the              

fallen, inspected the Regiment ahead of an 

official handover and parade at the base.  

Afterwards he spoke of the Regiments role 

as a specialist counter chemical, biological 

and nuclear unit (NBCR).                                              

In a speech in front of servicemen and                 

women and their families, he said ‘This role 

is vital to the UK defence and civil response 

capabilities, is also highly valued by NATO.  

Alongside 27 Squadron, it is constantly           

committed at extremely high readiness to 

support the combined emergency service and 

military response to a NBCR terrorist               

incident in the UK’.                                                     

‘Indeed such is the vital nature of this role 

that responsibility has been handed over to 

the remainder of the wing to allow the 

Squadron to be on parade today.’                  

He added ‘It is clear that every member of 

the Squadron possesses the determination 

and professionalism to succeed, even in the 

most arduous of circumstances.’  ‘Traits 

which have ensured the Squadron’s success 

since its formation and that are embodied in 

the new standard and proud history it                  

represents.’                                                                 

A standard is presented to RAF Regiment 

Squadrons every 25 years and represents 

hundreds of years of history and service to 

the Monarch and Country.                                     

RAF Honington is the RAF’s centre of Force 

Protection and is the depot of the RAF                                          
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Regiment - the ground fighting force of the 

RAF.  The Regiment protects air bases from               

attacks and is trained in a wide range of RAF 

protection roles.                                                         

The Queen appointed Harry to be Honorary 

Air Commodore of RAF Honington in October 

2008.   

RAF NEWS - 7th November 2014                                  

‘Bastion Salute’. Airman brings colours home 

as troops leave ISAF Base.                                       

Wing Commander  Matt Radnall takes a final 

look at Camp Bastion - home to British and 

ISAF Forces for the last 13 years - before 

climbing on board an Air Force Chinook to 

bring the Union Flag back to Britain.           

Members of 7 Force Protection Wing manned 

the watch towers that circle the base until 

the last units flew out, before leaving them-

selves, marking the end of UK involvement at 

Camp Bastion.                                                            

The ISAF base was formally handed over to 

the Afghan National Army during which the 

Union Flag was lowered and passed  to Wing 

Commander Radnall.                                                        

Officially the last man to leave Camp Bastion, 

he flew to Kandahar, before boarding a RAF 

Voyager for the emotional trip back to the 

UK. He landed at Brize Norton after a nine 

hour flight. 

CORPS PARISH NOTICE No.339 4.11.2014                                              

3 Squadron RAF Regiment - Cambrian Patrol.   

A 3 Squadron RAF Regiment Team led by Flt. 

Lt. Joe Barton, completed the 2014 Cambrian 

Patrol Competition in October 2014.                                                                         

The teams covered a distance of 60km,      

ascending over 1650m, while carrying full 

fighting order and equipment to sustain 

themselves over the 48hr comp. period.   

Military skills, stamina and dedication were 

evaluated constantly throughout the patrol 

and marked against a points system.         

During the patrol the Team faced a number 

of specialist challenges that included             

observation and reconnaissance of enemy 

forces; river crossings in full kit, first aid 

and artillery targeting.                                           

The patrol culminated with an ammunition    

resupply, followed by a deliberate attack 

and, on completion, there was a comprehen-

sive debriefing session on their mission.                          

Of the 18 teams competing, just 12                       

completed the event and only 6 won medals.   

The 3 Squadron Team was awarded a Bronze 

Medal.  Since the Squadrons first                         

involvement in the competition in 1991, it has 

earned 7 medals, which included gold in 1992.  

NICE ONE!                                                                 

Having celebrated their thirtieth wedding 

anniversary with a slap-up meal at the local 

restaurant, Wendy thanked John for a lovely 

evening.                                                                   

‘Oh, but it’s not finished yet,’ said John, as 

he handed her a small gold box tied with a 

red silk ribbon.                                                            

Wendy opened it excitedly, but there was no 

anniversary jewellery inside, as she had                    

secretly hoped.  Instead, two little white 

pills nestled against the cream tissue paper.  

’What are these’ asked Wendy quizzically. 

‘Paracetamol,’ replied John.                                          

‘But I haven’t got a headache.’                         

‘Gotcha.’ he exclaimed with a grin. 

IS THIS TRUE?                                                      

Working up  a sweat makes men more                      

attractive, says the journal Hormones and 

Behaviour.  Women at a speed-dating event 

who had a solution containing sweat wafted 

under their noses said the men were more 

appealing 

Editor:  Not in this house matey.  It’s shower 
gel then deodorant.  Perhaps we can try it 
out at the next branch meeting.   



5 

 

THE GREAT ESCAPE (Cont.)                                                             

From the magazine ’The War Illustrated’ No. 

226 February 15th 1946. By Flight                        

Lieutenant LEY KENYON D.F.C. R.A.F.  

Railway lines, also made of wood, were laid, on 

trollies, which with metal banded wheels, 

could be pulled.  The trollies, manufactured 

in our underground workshop, consisted of 

wooden frames provided with a flange to hold 

the sand boxes firmly during their bumpy 

ride.  These transported man and material to 

the work face and were dragged by ropes 

made from Red Cross parcel string.                                    

An air pipe made of dried milk tins, ran the 

full length of the tunnel.  This supplied fresh 

air at the tunnel face, the air being forced 

through by a hand pump, the bellows of which 

were made from kit bags, and the necessary 

valve apparatus from wood and tin.  The inlet 

pipe was secreted inside the fireplace and 

chimney in the living room above.  The Jerry 

chimneysweep must have cleaned that out a 

dozen times without realising the true use of 

the chimney.                                                                     

An electric lighting system was eventually            

installed by our electrician.  His work was 

made easier by the carelessness of a German 

electrician who left a 600ft coil of electric 

cable unattended in a wheelbarrow; when he 

returned for it, it was gone.  He was later 

shot by his countrymen - for negligence.                   

Approximately every hundred feet the tunnel 

which was only 24 inches square, widened out 

to give room to officers transferring sand 

from one trolley to another on its transit 

back to the dispersal chamber. The middle 

section of the tunnel passing under the anti-

tunnelling sound detectors which the                     

Germans had placed under the barbed wire, 

was taken deeper and the trolley lines                   

padded to deaden all sound.                                        

My first visit to the tunnel face was a queer 

experience.  After descending the 30ft 

shaft and passing through the workshop I 

was told by my guide to lie on the hard wood 

frame of the trolley in the tunnel entrance.   

Immediately it started to move forward into 

the black void and gathered speed.  Seconds 

passed before I saw a spot of light ahead, no 

larger than a postage stamp.  This increased 

in size as I rumbled forward through the   

stifling heat, until I was pulled into the first 

half-way house, lit by a wick floating in a tin 

of German margarine.                                           

Then I was told to transfer to the next              

trolley, for the second part of journey to the 

tunnel face.   Here I found a worker naked to 

the waist, a bomber pilot, already three 

years a prisoner, hacking at the sand and 

pushing it back to his number two, who was 

piling it into boxes ready for transit.                                                                            

I held up operations temporarily to make 

quick sketches of all I saw.  Very quick!  My 

models were impatient.  They wanted to get 

on with the work.  And I wanted to get back 

up above as quickly as possible.  I had heard 

too often of the sand-falls under which our 

men were almost suffocated before they 

could be extricated.                                                   

Back again in the workshop an alarm had been 

sounded.   A tin hanging from the roof and 

containing stones had been rattled by a 

string from ground-level, giving warning of an                   

approaching ’ferret.’   Suddenly everything 

became eerily silent and eyes were expect-

antly lifted  to the entrance trap.  Several 

minutes past before the all clear was given 

and the rumble of the trollies and the dull 

noises of underground work recommenced.             

A new shift had come down and the old shift 

ascended to clean themselves of every grain 

of sand and dirt in the wash-house and 

change into normal clothes before they              

returned to their own blocks to sleep, and 

sometimes to eat. 
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Above ground, activity was intense.  All the 

equipment for escape was being secretly 

manufactured, in rooms carefully guarded by 

our security men.  Besides the forged papers, 

civilian clothes, made from any material we 

could acquire, compasses, iron rations and 

route maps were turned out in sufficient 

numbers to equip the 160 men who had been 

detailed or balloted for the escape.  No date 

for the break had been released, this                       

remained a secret to all but a few, almost  

until the last hour.  At dusk on 24 March, 

1944, that hour arrived.                                               

 Shadowy figures sauntered across the                 

compound in the dim light – blankets tied 

round their waists under their overcoats, 

their pockets bulging with rations and               

equipment.  One by one they slid into the 

rooms allotted to them.  One by one they 

were ushered into the tunnel room and given 

final instructions before descending into the 

shaft.  Mistakes were made, scares were               

numerous, but no sound echoed from that 

block throughout the night.                                          

Those who were not concerned in the escape 

lay wakefully in their beds, some fully 

dressed, waiting for the dreaded sound of we 

knew not what, perhaps rifle fire, perhaps 

the bark of a dog or the guttural voice of a 

guard.   Just after dusk the fateful word 

’Break’ was given.                                                       

Experienced tunnellers completed the last 

few feet and broke out into the wood on the 

far side of the road. Beyond the barbed wire.  

Three ropes were run out from the tunnel 

exit to the edge of the wood and a guide 

planted himself at the end of each to direct 

escapists.                                                           

One rope ran south for those escaping into 

Czechoslovakia and the southern countries, 

one west for those  attempting a railway    

passage  from the local stations, and one 

north for those making for the northern 

ports and Sweden.                                  

At intervals of two minutes, man after man 

sped through the tunnel to emerge into the 

darkness of the wood.  The searchlights kept 

up their groping but could not be pivoted 

round far enough to pick up the tunnel exit a 

possibility which had been considered when 

the first plans were drawn up.  Sentries                    

outside the wire passed within 20 feet of 

the exit but suspected nothing.                                       

Double Guard Around the Camp.                       

Throughout the night the work  continued.  

Mishaps occurred which held up operations 

and prevented the full number of escapists 

from getting away.   The displacing of a few 

wood-shorings in the tunnel caused a serious 

subsidence of sand and it took nearly an hour 

to clear the obstruction.                                        

For the first time in several nights a bomber 

force from England attacked Berlin, only 80 

miles to the northwest, and as usual the      

Germans switched off the electric supply.  

Everything was cast into darkness, whilst the  

ground  around us shook with the impact of 

bombs.  Trickles of sand dropped through            

between supporting  bed-boards with every 

blast.  Ages past before the emergency                          

spirit lamps could be passed along the tunnel, 

then once again the trollies moved forward 

with their human cargo.  Extra care had now 

to be taken, as the guard around the camp 

was doubled during local air raids.                                 

It was just before five, dawn was breaking 

over the snow-covered ground when the 

dreaded sound came - a shot.  A sentry               

passing near the tunnel exit saw a movement 

in the undergrowth  and let fire with his             

rifle.  He missed his target but gave the 

alarm.  We in our beds knew it was the end.  

Within seconds all hell broke loose. Hordes 

of German guards swarmed the camp. Win-

dows shutters and doors in all blocks were 

bolted and barred, some nailed up and word 

was shouted down the corridors that no one 

was to move from their rooms on any        

pretext.  
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Harry’s Block was ransacked by the Germans.  

Furniture  and walls were stripped in the 

guards effort to find all our escape material.  

Of the 160 officers who were to escape only 

78 got away.  The unfortunates who were 

left behind were driven out into the cold,          

paraded, counted a dozen times and almost 

completely stripped by the frenzied guards 

in their endeavour to find everything              

concealed on their persons.                              

The Camp Commandant wearing pyjamas               

under his overcoat, stormed up and down, 

flourishing a revolver and thrusting all who 

showed the slightest signs of resistance or 

flippancy - German guards and prisoners alike  

into the camp jail.                                                 

Wild eyed Huns with guns, fearful of their 

own responsibility and perhaps of their lives, 

posted themselves at every vantage point 

whilst the search went on.  Hours passed               

before we were released from our blocks and 

the whole camp was driven onto the parade 

ground, where we remained until late              

afternoon.  Time after time after time we 

were counted.  As mathematicians the               

Germans were hopeless and by the end of 

the day they were still arguing with each 

other on the final score.  We, of course, 

used every means possible to make their task 

more difficult.                                                               

To Be Shot Immediately on Sight                              

The climax of this break-out?  Only three                 

officers, a Dutchman and two Norwegians 

reached England.  Fifty of the others were 

shot, in the words of the Commandant, 

‘whilst trying to re-escape.’                                          

We know better.  The few that were                       

eventually bought back to the camp told us 

of the days they spent in the infamous                            

Gestapo jail at Goerlitz: of how a guard 

would visit the cells and read out names, 

whereupon those on the list would be led 

away never to be seen alive gain.            

We knew that none of them would have     

attempted to re-escape after all his                    

essential equipment had been taken from him 

and probably his boots, as well.                                   

As a result of this, severe impositions were 

placed upon those of us left behind. What 

the Germans called ’Death Zones,’ covering 

practically all of Germany, were instituted, in 

which all unauthorised trespassers would be 

immediately shot on sight.                                           

This interesting information was presented 

in the form of leaflets planted around the 

camp at night by their men.  Our guards 

lacked any sense of humour and just couldn’t 

face the ridicule they would have been            

subjected, had they openly given us those 

leaflets in daylight!  However, we collected 

the bits of paper and returned them!                                                                             

Individual escapes continued and work on our 

last tunnel, George, was immediately started.  

George was shorter but just as elaborately 

equipped as Harry.  Its entrance was                      

concealed under one of the 300 Red Cross 

boxes seats in the theatre and work down 

there continued even during the musical 

shows, which were put on practically every 

night of the week.                                                          

How I Hid My Tunnel Drawings                                            

In the event of the German guards deserting 

their posts at the end of the war, we had 

planned to use the tunnel to put out our                   

recently formed commando parties to take 

over, if necessary with a pitched battle, all 

the resources such as the armoury,                                

ammunition dump, water and electricity                

supplies, necessary to sustain life in the 

camp until our Allies the Russians arrived.  

But we were forced marched away from the 

camp in January 1945, before it was                               

necessary to put this plan into operation.   

The drawings  I made in the tunnel were 

done several weeks before the pre-arranged 

date for the big break.                         
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I was asked by the committee to carry out 

this series to record permanently the                  

masterpiece of tunnel engineering.  I worked 

on them in extremely difficult conditions.  

Sometimes I lay on my back and used the 

roof of the tunnel as a drawing deck.  The 

heat was intense, though the ingenious air 

conditioning pumps  were working                   

throughout.  

When the drawings were completed they 

were packed away into an airtight canister, 

made of dried milk tins, and hidden in our 

underground dispersal chamber for recovery 

when required.  Months later, when we                        

received the order to march, we were given 

only an hour’s notice.  The Russians were   

only 30 miles away.  There was insufficient 

time to rescue the drawings and other      

escape material from this chamber, which 

was the workshop Dick.                                             

Its entrance was beneath the grill of a drain 

in a shower-house and the side of the                  

concrete wall had to be removed to gain      

entrance to the shaft and replaced and 

sealed afterwards if the drain was to be 

used.  So we flooded this tunnel with water 

from the showers as a precaution against 

the Germans finding our documents hidden 

there.                                                                     

They remained there for another five 

months, surviving the occupation of the 

camp by the Germans, who used it as an                    

advance military depot until they were at 

last forced to withdraw by the Russian            

advance south of the Oder. 

The drawings were eventually found                       

unscathed by a British officer who was too 

sick to leave the camp with the main body of 

prisoners and remained in the hospital.               

After his release he descended with other 

officers into the dispersal chamber.  He 

found that the flood water had seeped away 

and not damaged the escape material.   

Much of this material has since been 

brought to England, including of course, my 

drawings, which are the only authentic           

records of the tunnel in existence.  

Editor: That concludes a fascinating story, 
first reported in 1946 and later the subject  
of a film and TV series.  

LOVE 1                                                                        

A couple were Christmas shopping.  The 

shopping centre was busy and as the wife 

walked through one of the malls she was 

surprised when she looked around to find 

that her husband was nowhere to be seen.  

She was quite upset  because they had a lot 

to do.  In fact, she became so worried that 

she called him on her mobile phone to ask 

him where he was.                                                         

In a quiet voice, he said: ’Do you remember 

the jewellers we went into five years ago 

where you fell in love with that diamond 

necklace that we couldn’t afford, and I told 

you that I would get it for you one day?’   

The wife chocked up and started to cry and 

said: ’Yes, I do remember that shop.’  He      

replied: ’Well I’m in the pub next door.’ 

LOVE 2                                                                                                 

People often assume that the older you get, 

the less likely you are to want to make love 

but the following story puts paid to all that. 

A lady by the name of Julie was living in an 

old people’s home.  One day, she walked into 

the occupational therapy room and                                      

proceeded to parade in front of all the               

other (mostly male) residence.                                

Then she clenched her fist and announced to 

the gathering. ‘Anyone who can guess what I 

have in my closed hand can make love with 

me tonight.’                                                            

An elderly gentleman with a twinkle in his 

eye replied, ‘A rhinoceros.’                                                        

Julie grinned. ‘Close enough,’ she said               

gleefully. 
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 ABIDE WITH ME                                                     

The story behind the Hymn.                                                                                            

One of the most famous hymns in the world 

came out of Brixham, near Torbay, Devon, in 

1847.  In those days it was a poor, obscure 

fishing village and the vicar was the                       

Reverend  Henry Francis Lyte.                                      

It was a discouraging place to be a pastor, 

but Henry felt that God wanted him there, 

and so he stayed, though it was lonely work 

and he suffered constant ill health.  By the 

time he was 54, Henry had contracted         

tuberculosis and asthma, and he and his                      

family knew he was dying.                                                          

It would have been so easy for him to look 

back on his life and feel a complete failure.  

What had he ever accomplished?  And yet 

Henry knew that in life it is not worldly             

success that matters, but how much we              

respond to Jesus Christ and how much we 

follow him.                                                                  

In September of 1847 Henry was preparing 

to travel to the south of France, as was the 

custom for people with tuberculosis at that 

time.   One day before he left, he read the 

story in the Gospel of Luke about the two 

disciples on the road to Emmaus.   

They were met by Jesus on the day of his 

resurrection and they invited him to stay 

with them  because it was getting late. 

‘Abide with us - for it is toward evening.’   

‘Abide with us - for it is toward evening.’  

These words struck a chord with Henry, who 

knew that it was getting ‘towards evening’ in 

his life.  So he sat down and wrote this hymn 

as a prayer to God.                                                                       

Shortly after Henry writing the hymn, he 

preached his last sermon. He was so ill he 

practically crawled into the pulpit to do so.  

A few weeks later, in Nice, France, he died, 

and so of course he never knew that his 

hymn would go on to become world famous.   

 

RUDE PARROT                                                         

A minister had been left a parrot in the Will 

of a member of his congregation and soon 

regretted it: the bird was very rude to any-

one in the congregation who dropped by the 

parsonage.  Finally, in exasperation the               

minister warned the parrot he would take 

drastic action if he did not behave.                               

When the parrot reduced the next visitor to 

tears, the minister grabbed him and stuffed 

him into the fridge for five minutes while he 

apologised to the visitor and saw her out.   

When he took the parrot out five  minutes 

later, the bird was transformed.  ’I’m just so 

sorry, I was completely out of order.  I 

promise I will never be rude to anyone again.’   

The minister was happily astonished  and put 

the bird back into his cage.  He was about to 

go back to work when the parrot coughed 

politely and ventured: ’Mind if I ask                               

something?  When I was in the fridge just 

now, I wondered: what had that chicken 

done?’  

HOW WELL DO YOU KNOW THE GOOD    

LADY?                                                                         

At a seminar on Marriage, the minister was 

stressing how essential it is that couples 

discern what is important to their partner. 

He challenged the men: ‘Can you even name 

your wife’s favourite flower?’  Baffled                 

silence followed, until one husband nudged 

his wife with a hopeful smile and hazarded: 

‘It’s MacDougal’s Self-Raising right?’  

GOD BLESS                                                          

Thora Hird  told this story on a BBC1        

programme ‘Praise Be’ about a little girl               

saying her prayers: God bless Mummy, God 

bless Daddy, God bless my brother Tommy, 

God bless Granny - and God look after           

yourself, ‘cos if anything happens to you, 

we’ve had it!’ 
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OCTOBER BRANCH MEETING.                      

It was a ‘Full House’ for the meeting and 

very interesting and humorous talk by David 

Reeve on ‘Royal Protection’, voted one of the 

best speakers we have ever had. 

 

NOVEMBER BRANCH MEETING                                

Again a ‘Full House’ and another excellent 

talk by David Morton on ‘Honda World Wide’. 

Generous members raised £87 on the               

raffle.  A new Branch Meeting record.  

Thank you. 

 

BRANCH CHRISTMAS LUNCH                                    

Thursday, 11th December 2014 - 12 noon for 

12.45pm.  ‘Moments Restaurant’ Beach Road, 

Scratby, Gt Yarmouth, Norfolk, NR29 3NW. 

Tel. 01493 732126.  Ample free parking.                                                     

 

I look forward to the pleasure of your              

company.  40 members have booked to enjoy 

a great day. There will be a raffle and on 

this occasion the Branch will provide prizes.  

  

CORRESPONDENCE  25.10.2014                                             

Dear Colin and Louise,                                             

Enclosed Menu orders and two cheques - one 

to cover lunch and the other to help towards 

the raffle in memory of Bob.  I  know will be 

with us in spirit, he loved the ‘get togethers’.                                                      

Thanks for always being there for me.                        

See you soon.                                                                    

Best wishes,                                                                           

Jacque.   

Editor:                                                                        
Thank you very much for the £50 donation 
Jacque.  For our younger ‘Rocks’, Bob                  
Blackmore was Jacque’s late husband.  A 
Branch Member, great supporter and real 
character.   
 
Bob served  30 years in the RAF as a WO 
(Oily Rag) in Air Sea Rescue.  He wrote about 
his service life, this was serialised in our 
Branch newsletters in 2000.   

Bob was also Branch Chairman for 2 years, 
and attended meetings when not always in 
the best of health, but he had a determina-
tion to be there that was second to none. 
Yes Jacque, he will be with us in spirit at the 
Christmas Lunch. 
 
BRANCH CHRISTMAS SOCIAL                           
Tuesday 16th December 2014. 12 Noon, 

Feathers Inn, Wymondham.                                          

No meeting but Alan Womack will be showing 

a DVD of the Branch Visit to the ‘D’ Day 

Landings in 2009.                                                  

 

Then time for a natter and enjoy a  slice of  

Christmas cake and mince pies by top chefs 

Nancy and Beryl. We will of course be having  

our usual raffle, ‘Prizes  Welcome’.   This is 

also an opportunity to exchange Christmas 

cards and seasons greetings. 

 

AND FINALLY                                                                           

Our thoughts and prayers are with all those 

who are separated from their families and 

loved ones, especially those serving in HM 

Forces in the trouble spots in the world.   

That they may return home safely and 2015 

will see an end to hostilities and that peace 

may prevail. 

 

I look forward to the pleasure of your           
company at the Christmas Lunch on Thursday 
11th December, Branch Social on Tuesday 
16th December  and  Tuesday 20th January 
2015 -12 Noon - Feathers Inn, Wymondham, 
for Henry’s Branch Quiz.  Always good fun.   
 
That’s all for now folks!   Louise and I wish 
you a very Happy Christmas and a Healthy 
and Peaceful New Year.  
Best wishes, 
 
Colin Clarke. 
(01502) 585079. 
 


