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DEAR MEMBER,                                               

SEPTEMBER BRANCH MEETING               

Again, an interesting talk by Paddy Seligman, 

on ‘The We Care Appeal’. Where those who 

care for others, themselves receive help.  It 

certainly gives you a great appreciation of 

the work that the ’Care Appeal’ does.         

REMEMBRANCE SUNDAY PARADE          

10th November 2013 - 2.15pm  Market Place, 

Wymondham.  Service at the Abbey 3pm. 

BRANCH CHRISTMAS LUNCH                         

Thursday, 12th December 2013 12noon for 

12.45pm at ‘Moments Restaurant’, Beach 

Road, Scratby, Gt. Yarmouth, NR29 3NW. 

Enclosed is your Menu and Booking Form.  

Please return with your cheque to Graham,  

our Treasurer, by 23rd November 2013.                     

LAYING UP OF STANDARDS                            

Laying up of the Old Queen’s Colour and 

Squadrons Standards.                                 

3rd Queen’s Colour and Standards of 1, 16, 

26, 37 and 48 Squadrons RAF Regiment. 

There is a Military Service on Thursday, 

21st November 2013 - 10.30am St               

Edmundsbury Cathedral, Bury St Edmunds.                                                        

If you are attending - please let me know 

numbers by 1st November 2013.                           

(01502) 585079 Thank you.  

DISABLED PERSONS RAILCARD                 

Members who wear hearing aids might be   

interested (and surprised) to know that this 

entitles you to a ‘Disabled Persons Railcard’ 

which you can use to save one third off most 

rail fares across Britain for you and a     

companion.  Cost is £20 for one year or £54 

for three years.   Further information is 

available on leaflets available at railway    

stations or on this website:-                          

http://www.disabledpersons-railcard.co.uk/   

VISIT TO RAF HONINGTON                            

On 21st August 2013, Branch member      

Gordon Coe, myself and our ladies, at the    

invitation of the FWO Slap Rowlands          

attended RAF Honington for a talk before an      

invited audience by Branch member, Alan 

Barkes (only 92) on ’Boxing Clever’.  

(Members will recall Alan’s talk to Norfolk 

Branch members 3 years ago).           

Everyone enjoyed an excellent presentation 

by Alan, who on conclusion presented the 

Station Commander Group Captain S.M.     

Miller MA RAF with an autographed plaque 

of Boxing Legends - Dave ‘Boy’ Green, John 

H. Stracey, John Conteh and Alan Minter.   

Group Captain Miller thanked Alan for an   

entertaining and fascinating talk about the 

early days of the Corp and 2810, the first      

Regiment Parachute Squadron and his         

involvement with boxing.                                                      

He also asked Alan if he would consider     

giving the talk to some of the young Trainee 

Gunners.  Then he presented Alan with a 

framed print of the famous Regiment battle  

‘The Battle of Meiktila’.                                

A most enjoyable evening was had by all. 

Q.   What do you call a man who doesn’t      

 believe in contraception?                                                                 

A.   Daddy. 
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Part two of a report by Squadron Leader    

Peter Lawrence (our Vice President), whilst 

serving in the RAF Regiment and on attach-

ment to the United Nations in 2003. 

GREETINGS FROM GEORGIA                  

Well, here I am 4 months into my 6 months 

tour sojourn in the Republic of Georgia - how 

time flies.   I thought now would be a good 

time to update you on the heroic deeds of 

your intrepid English officer while keeping 

the peace in the Caucasus.  However, I can’t 

recall any heroic deeds, so I will just tell you 

what I have been doing safely.                               

Operationally, life has been reasonably quiet. 

Occurrences in the United Nations area of 

responsibility are few and far between.  

Those that do occur are generally criminal in 

nature.  Mind you, that said, during the early 

part of June one of our four patrols was    

attacked and they were all taken hostage for 

four days.   Fortunately, there were no      

casualties and all the United Nations Military  

Observers were eventually released with only 

a few bruises. Their bodies will heal with 

time, but it is the memories of the                                  

experience which has effected them all in 

different ways.                                                           

Sadly, we had to send one of the guys home; 

we all wish him well.  Notwithstanding this, 

the local media still try to exaggerate the 

situation and conspiracy theories thrive.  

The military situation is settled.  The          

Abkhazians have no wish to move outside of 

their self declared Republic.  The Georgian 

armed forces are under-funded and           

disorganised.  They do not have the capabil-

ity to mount a campaign to recover Abkhazia.  

The good old US has sent some troops here 

to ‘train and equip’ a Georgian Brigade to   

undertake  anti-terrorist operations.  The 

brigade is destined to be used in an area 

called the Pankisi Gorge, away from our area 

but,  allegedly, used by neighbouring     

Chechnya.     

(Am I in a lovely part of the world or what!!).   

Again, the local press suggests that these 

troops would be used against Abkhazia.  

There is no evidence to suggest this; indeed, 

the Americans sought the assurance of the 

Georgian Government that these troops 

would not be used in the Abkhaz conflict   

before signing the agreement.                                 

It is fairly clear that the Russians provided 

assistance to the Abkhaz side during the last 

conflict (strangely, the Georgians were    

subjected to artillery barrages and attacked 

from the air even though the Abkhazians 

possessed  neither artillery nor ground      

attack aircraft) and it is more likely they 

would again, if the Georgians decided to take 

back Abkhazia by force. More recently the 

Russians have offered citizenship to people 

living in in Abkhazia.  The offer has been 

taken up by some 60,000 so far.                   

Of course, if there was a future conflict 

Russia could now claim a legitimate reason to 

intervene to protect its’ citizens. The     

Georgians are claiming that the issue of 

passports to the Abkhazians (and people      

living in the other break-away region of 

South Ossetia) could lead to annexation by 

Russia.  All this, fairly negates a military   

settlement to the conflict. The majority of 

movement, therefore, is happening (very 

slowly) at the political level.                                                           

This leaves the majority of United Nations 

Military Observers patrolling the Cease-Fire 

Line and associated security and restricted 

Weapon Zones, ostensibly to keep two sides 

apart that have neither the wish or ability to 

resume hostilities.                                                    

There is limited partisan activity, though this 

has been reasonably quite as the major      

partisan groups have publicly suspended their   

activities.   Therefore, most patrols achieve 

little apart from ‘showing the United Nations 

flag’.       
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Although this in itself is a confidence builder 

measure and assists the political effort, it 

does not lead to a great deal of job                          

satisfaction for the Military Observers.   

That said, some Military Observers appear 

on the Mission for an easy life and to ‘earn’ 

some extra money - for them the less they 

can do the better.                                                 

 

Notwithstanding the lack of operational     

activity and any evidence of a threat to UN 

personnel, the Mission still insists that      

patrols are undertaken in armoured vehicles. 

I believe that this is the wrong posture for 

the situation.  However, some Military       

Observers are still afraid of the situation 

and their own security - or maybe they just 

like the testosterone rush of tearing around 

the countryside in a 9 tonne armoured        

vehicle.                                                                 

 

There are some 70,000 internally displaced 

people that moved to Zugdidi region from the 

Gali region as a result of the conflict; these 

people live in some fairly squalid conditions.  

Part of our mandate is to facilitate the      

return of these displaced people.  The        

appearance of United Nations patrols in      

armoured vehicles does not help to persuade 

the IDPs that the situation is calm and      

returning to normality.                                              

 

So enough of the United Nations, politics and 

military stuff.  I have now moved jobs.  I am 

no longer on one of the patrol teams but have 

been moved into the Sector’s Military           

Information Office.  This is the closest thing 

that the United Nations has to an intelli-

gence organisation (but apparently you do not 

have to have any intelligence to do it, so I 

was OK).   This means that I am now office 

bound for most of the time.  However, given 

that the day time temperatures are often 35 

degrees plus, with 98% humidity, life in an 

air conditioned office has its advantages.  

Alongside my colleague (a captain in the 

Swiss Army), I am responsible for briefing 

Sector personnel on the current situation, 

debriefing the patrols when they return,    

analysing information, assessing the situation 

and writing the Sector’s daily and weekly   

Situation Reports.  I am also helping out at 

the local centre that teaches English.  The 

students (aged between eleven and forty 

five) needed some people who spoke English 

to help them with their conversational skills.  

 

However, most of them are too shy to talk at 

the moment and prefer to listen to me to 

talk about anything.  This has resulted in me 

having to play a  round of ’just a minute’ 

where my skills were put to the test as I 

spoke without repetition, deviation or                

hesitation on the subject of my military 

boots.  Nicholas Parsons would have been 

proud.  Education is a two way process and 

from my work with the local English classes, 

I have managed to ascertain that the        

Georgians do not have a word for ’fluffy’.   

 

Georgia is of course the birthplace of        

Joseph Stalin. ’The Big Moustache’ as some 

affectionately refer to him.  But it depends 

very much upon whom you speak to here as to 

what they think of him.  Many totally revere 

him and call the accusations of the 20 million 

people he exterminated as untrue propagan-

da, whilst others will not hear his name     

spoken in their presence.  He is still an         

influential character here and apparently his 

birthplace, which is en route to Tbilisi, is 

something of a shrine.                                            

 

The road that we live on is partially           

tarmac, but is heavily cratered and broken up 

- more from lack of maintenance than the   

effects of combat.  The people look tired, 

they have sunken eyes, sallow grey cheeks 

and wear very worn threadbare clothing but 

they carry on with the daily routine .       
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I suppose they hold on to the frail hope that 

things will improve, despite their exaspera-

tion over the constant bickering between 

power hungry corrupt politicians and bureau-

crats, who seem to argue pointlessly rather 

than carry out constructive negotiations for a 

peaceful future.                                                     

Each household seems to own livestock; cows 

or buffalo, pigs, chickens, and ducks.   These 

animals are kept in the grounds of the house 

overnight and herded out of the front gate  

by their owners first thing in the morning and 

shepherded to local pasture to graze for the 

day where they are left to their own devices.                                                                     

As we return to our house in the evening, we 

see small crowds of the various household   

animals, who during the day have slowly        

retraced their steps back home and are 

standing outside their respective houses    

moo-ing, snorting, quacking and clucking to be 

let in, it’s an amazing sight to see as we walk 

home.                                                  

I am now entering my last 9 weeks in the   

Mission and so the finishing post is in sight, 

especially as I have 2 weeks back in the UK in 

July.   I actually leave on 27 August, will have 

4 weeks off, and then start my new job as the 

Senior Regiment Instructor at the Royal Air 

Force College, Cranwell.                                     

Well this letter has just about reached its 

maximum size for me to be able to send via 

my hotmail  account, so I will close.  My best 

wishes to all of you. 

Da Svidanya  

Pete.                                                                        

PARISH NOTICES - AUGUST 2013                                                    

RAF Regiment Association                           

Election National Executives 2013                                                   

Only nominations for the present incumbents 

were received, so the election was uncontest-

ed.  Therefore, duly elected under the terms 

of the RAF Regiment Association and Rules.  

The following appointments for a three year 

term ending in 2016.                                    

National Chairman - Mr Jeff Stevenson.        

National Secretary - Mr  Frank Xavier. 

Promulgation of Retired Air Officer Rank 

Promotion.                                                                        

Air Cdr Abbott CBE, RAF (Retd) has been 

granted the retired rank of AVM in his role 

as Senior Directing Staff/Course Director at 

the Royal College of Defence Studies. 

YOU SEND ‘EM  I PRINT ‘EM                    

1.  Marriage is like a game of cards.                                     

 To start with you need two hearts and a        

 diamond. Then you wish you had a club 

 and a spade.     

2. My wife would make a good M.P.  Because 

 she is great at introducing bills into the 

 house.  

3. ‘I’ve always liked Chris Baird,’ said 

 Queens Park Rangers manager Harry 

 Redknapp. ’He keeps passing he ball to 

 his own team, which is  a new game we 

 are trying to play this year.’ 

4. The fastest recorded speed of a         

 tortoise  is 5 mph.  The oldest known  

 tortoise was born in 1777 and died in 

 Tonga in 1965 aged 188. 

5. Greta Garbo. Though she was famously            

 reclusive, many were puzzled when she 

 chose to retire from the film world in 

 1941, at the age of just 36, only a hand

 ful of years after playing Mata Hari on 

 screen, Garbo apparently became a spy 

 in real life, too.                                 

 During the Second World War, she     

 carried out several top-secret missions, 

 including assisting the passage of Danish 

 physicist Niels Bohr (a co-inventor of 

 the atomic bomb) into the UK.                                                       

6. Bloke at a horse race meeting whispers 

 to Paddy next to him.  ’Do you want the 

 winner of the next race.’ No tanks, oi’ve 

 only got a small garden.’      
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LOOKING BACK                                                                  

MY SERVICE WITH THE RAF By Eric Lowe  

I’m rather vague about the dates of the     

following events but in the early years of the 

war I was with 980 Balloon Squadron, Royal 

Air Force, some twenty six of us were sent on 

a wireless course to learn Morse Code.          

We were given a month to become proficient 

and most of us at the end could send and take 

eighteen to twenty words per minute, which 

was considered to be pretty good.                   

Then we went on a short course to learn      

Arabic and after this posted to Abadan, in the 

Persian Gulf, to operate and guard a Q Site, 

which was absolutely Top Secret, nobody but 

nobody, was allowed access to the site without 

first being cleared by us, the guards.                    

Our orders were to challenge everyone, in  

English or Arabic, depending on who we 

thought they were and if they ignored the 

challenge, to fire the first shot  over their 

heads, if we were still ignored, the second 

shot at their feet and then, if they still      

carried on, to shoot them.                                        

The Q Site was a replica of the Abadan Oil 

Refinery.  Japanese aircraft carriers had been 

seen in the Indian Ocean and if the Oil         

Refinery was successfully bombed by them, it 

could wipe out all Middle East fuel supplies.  

A detachment of Sikh’s used to patrol at night 

and they would come into our compound during 

the early hours of the morning and flash a    

pre-arrange signal with their headlights.  We 

would answer with an Aldis Lamp.  If you gave 

the wrong answer, you were likely to get wiped 

out.  (Such was life).                                                      

Our job, in the event of an air attack was to 

operate a number of things to give the impres-

sion that they had hit the pipelines, we would 

go out and ignite dummy perforated  pipes in 

which there was oil fuel.  There was also a 

huge area of crushed up petrol cans, arranged 

in a certain shape, to look in moonlight, like 

water, just like the real thing at the real      

refinery at Abadan.                                                  

Imitation Bofors Guns were made with lights 

that switched on, flashed to give the impres-

sion that they were firing and something like 

garden cloches were made and distributed 

about, to look like hangers with the doors ajar.  

All this was operated from a control hut.                   

At the time we were there, ships used to      

arrive at the docks, loaded with equipment for 

Russia, they came in fully loaded with the top 

decks full of Boston and Mitchell Bombers 

with the wings disassembled. After being    

unloaded, they were towed to an American 

camp just down the road, where they were   

reassembled and made ready for service.  

Then flown by Russian pilots to Russia, or 

wherever they were required, sometimes      

already with a bomb load on.                                    

During my time there operating the Q Site, 

several people were shot, one was the son of a 

local Arab chief, who unfortunately died.       

Another was a stupid woman driving a Humber 

car with two children in the back.  Fortunately, 

the bullet only smashed into the dashboard.  I 

shot up an Army officer who was on a motor 

bike, again, fortunately I didn’t hit him but I 

put his motor bike out of action.  He was quite 

annoyed.                                                              

After that, our next job was to guard the 

trains going from Baghdad West Railway            

Station, to Teheran, loaded with supplies for 

Russia and coming back as cattle trucks.                 

I have a couple of photographs of us sitting on 

top of the carriage roof while travelling to   

Teheran and the cattle trucks on the return 

journey.  We used to climb onto the roof of 

the carriage while travelling, with a tea     

bucket, climbing from carriage to carriage, 

(just like they do in the westerns) to get a 

bucket of hot water from the engine driver, 

who was only too happy to oblige when you 

gave him a handful of ’V’ cigarettes.  
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The return journey was a bit dodgy and you 

would have to use your tie or belt to lower 

the bucket to your mate in the carriage.  

(Happy days).                                                            

When 2926 Squadron was formed, which I 

joined, we were sent to Hadera in Palestine, 

where we did an Infantry Tough Tactics 

Course.  Later on the whole Squadron moved 

to a place some thirty or forty miles from            

Benghazi, I was a driver by then with a       

Canadian Dodge.                                                        

Our job was to guard the USAF 8th Bomber 

Command Liberators. During this time we had 

a plague of locusts descend on us, countless 

billions of them.  You had to cover up your 

food on leaving the cookhouse, or they would 

have it before you got back to your tent.                                                                              

Water was in very short supply, half bottle 

per man per day.  That was to clean your 

teeth with no washing or shaving allowed.  

We got pretty lousy and had to run a lit fag  

up and down the seams of our clothes to kill 

the lice.                                                          

Clothing was washed in petrol, that is if you 

could get your hands on a spare 50 gallon 

drum.  All this happened a couple of months 

before the Yanks arrived.                         

Of course, when they came, a pipeline was 

laid to Benghazi in no time and most of them 

had a porcelain wash basin outside their 

tents.  Their food was flown in from America, 

most of it seemed to be chicken but turkey 

was a regular item on their menu. A bit      

different from our bully beef and biscuits.                                                                       

We all suffered  a lot from desert sores and 

as we were only supposed to spend a certain 

amount of time in the desert, we were well 

past that by the time we were detailed for 

leave in Cairo.  I think we had four days and 

as we were 500 miles from Cairo, it took a 

day there and a day to get back.  Still it 

made a nice change.                                                   

We eventually became a Bofors LAA      

Squadron  and I remember that at the time, 

the Army had a crack Bofors Gun team who 

boasted they could get a gun into action in so 

many minutes and they were touring around 

showing off what they could do.                              

Our lot were put into a competition with 

them and beat them hands down. (That really 

made our day).  I was never a Bofors Gun 

Driver but was kept on the Dodges and often 

lent out to other Squadrons for convoy work 

etc.  We then went into training for what I 

think was going to be the Invasion of Sicily 

and waterproofed all our vehicles and we 

were all disappointed when our part was    

cancelled.  

On returning home to the UK in 1944, after a 

few months, I and most of the RAF Regiment 

chaps, because of our infantry training were 

transferred to the Army.  I went to the     

Royal Berkshire Regiment together with most 

of 2926 and 2927 Squadron chaps that I 

came home with.   All the men in my platoon 

were ex 2926 Squadron and after training in 

Wales, we went into a Drill Competition 

against the regular Army lot.  Of course      

according to them, us Brylcreem Boys, didn’t 

stand a chance.                                                                      

We ex 2926 Squadron beat them hands down 

and the CO said that he had never seen a 

better squad of men in  his whole career, 

that shook them.                                          

Editor:  Eric Lowe made mention of giving the 
engine driver a handful of ‘V’ cigarettes.  For 
those of you who wonder what a ‘V’  cigarette 
was, the following story will shed a little 
light .    

SMOKE SIGNAL                                                                              

A free thing in life, not rated among the 

best, was the weekly issue, without charge, 

of a ration of ‘V’ cigarettes to troops in the 

Middle East.                                                               
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Speculation about the materials used in the 

construction of these smokes, provided a 

constant topic of conversation. Their chief 

component was agreed to be dried camel 

droppings but there was interested discus-

sion about what these were mixed with.      

For some weeks Corporal Carmichael of the 

RAF Regiment, paid no attention to the       

provenance of ’V’ cigarettes, or indeed to 

much else.   He was a patient in a surgical 

ward of a British General Hospital in          

Alexandria.                                                               

For the first part of his stay he had been 

unconscious.  A German 80mm mortar bomb 

which burst within two yards of him, had 

wounded him elaborately at Cassino.                                                                         

He slowly pulled round, piece by piece his 

manifold dressings diminished in size and   

began to be dispensed with altogether.  He 

was not blinded but both retina’s had been 

affected.  He was told he must wait                            

patiently in darkness, until nature cured him.                                                                          

To ensure that his ultimate recovery of     

vision should not be put at risk by his doing 

something silly like pulling at his bandage in a 

moment of absent mindness or exasperation, 

he was kept in mild sedation.  He dozed the 

days away.                                                                

He was in a light sleep one day, when the 

ward sister brought company to his bedside. 

They were three young  British women, 

daughters of an embassy official and a Cairo 

business man.                                                    

They had volunteered their services as    

nursing auxiliaries in the VAD.  The sister 

had been charged with their elementary     

instruction and had picked Carmichael as a 

demonstration model of the human body,   

fully furnished with all the mechanisms in 

good functioning order.  His additional      

qualification for the role was that since he 

was almost permanently asleep, he was      

unlikely to complain. 

The sister pointed to bits of Carmichael and 

named them.  The girls took notes.  The   

lesson progressed to more practical matters, 

starting with the taking of a patient’s tem-

perature.  Were any of the girls              

knowledgeable in that?  She asked.  One said 

‘Yes’, she knew medicine was different but 

she’d done a year as a veterinary student in 

Edinburgh.                                                              

She was invited to demonstrate her skill.  

The sleeping Carmichael was bundled over 

onto his face.  His pyjama trousers were 

pulled down roughly and she thrust the                         

thermometer into his rectum.                                

The sister remarked that Carmichael was 

not a horse.  There were times when rectal 

temperatures readings of a human being 

were advisable but the normal practice was 

to put the thermometer into the patient’s 

mouth.  The former veterinary student had 

quick reflexes.  In a fluid movement, she 

withdrew the thermometer, whipped        

Carmichael onto his back and put the              

thermometer into his mouth.                                   

All this activity brought Carmichael drowsily 

awake.  He moved his lips and tongue         

tentatively.  ’First cigarette for six weeks’, 

he muttered bitterly’, and it has to be a ’V’.   

OBITUARY                                                                   

It is with regret that I inform you of the 

death of Branch Member Frederick Arthur 

Henry Cattell (89), who died on the 13th 

June 2013.   Fred lived in  Leicester, with his 

daughter, Phillipa.  He was a widower.        

The funeral was held on the 2nd July 2013.  

Fred enlisted in the RAF 10th October 1941, 

as a Ground Gunner and on formation of the 

RAF Regiment joined 2813 Squadron. In 

1943 he transferred to 162 Special Signals    

Squadron until his discharge in September 

1946. His postings included Boston, Whitley, 

Middle Wallop, Torbruk, Middle East, Muscat 

and S. Arabia.  
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In civilian life he worked for the Post Office 

and as a Salesman.  Fred joined Norfolk 

Branch in November 1994.   

Fred was a loving, kind, family man and our 

thoughts and prayers are with Phillipa and 

the family at this sad time. 

WE WILL REMEMBER HIM. 

CORRESPONDENCE email 2nd Sept. 2013.  

Good morning Colin,                                                       

Thank you for your last newsletter, which I 

always take great pleasure in taking to our 

branch meetings for the members to read.  

Sorry that we don’t send newsletters, as at 

the beginning of the year Mags suffered a 

minor stroke and feels unable to cope with 

producing one at present and no one else in 

the branch is prepared to take on the task. 

An item in your last newsletter triggered 

very many memories for me.  The item about 

Drumming Out did not mention that the    

airman Drummed Out was not Regiment but a 

Penguin, who had all of his badges as well as 

his buttons ripped off.  The word that went 

around was that he worked in the officers 

mess and had been caught stealing.              

My other memories are of marching behind 

our piped band through Dumfries on the   

Battle of Britain Open Day. Then two Short 

Sunderland’s doing a dog fight during the    

flying demonstration.  

One of our intakes put on a demonstration of 

attacking and capturing an airfield, where 

the Station Commander (a Squadron Leader, 

ex-pilot) flying his Chipmunk low over the  

airfield as a pretend bomber with explosions 

going off under him as he passed.              

Unfortunately, the last explosion went off to 

soon and he had to make a hasty landing due 

to the damage caused to his aircraft.                                                                

I was held back after my intake pass out, 

awaiting for the detachment to be made up 

to 12 before being posted to RAF Kirkham 

for Armours training.  We were the last     

detachment after training to leave Dumfries 

before it’s closure.                          

In 2006, Mags and I revisited the old       

airfield.  Much of it is still standing with 

some areas given over as factory units but 

part, I am pleased to say is now a museum 

with static aircraft on display.  On visiting 

the control tower one level is given over to 

the Regiment.  

Per Ardua   

Bert Fisher                                              

Secretary Cambs Branch. 

QUOTE:  Arguments                                

We started arguing at our wedding.  When I 

said, ‘I do,’ my wife said, ‘Oh, no you don’t.’ 

AND FINALLY 

That’s all for now folks!  I look forward to 

the pleasure of your company on:-                       

Tuesday, 15th October 12.45pm           

Branch Meeting. Feathers Inn, Wymondham, 

when our speaker is David Morton ‘Cars With 

a Difference’.  

Sunday, 10th November 2.15pm Parade.      

Remembrance Day - Service at Wymondham 

Abbey 3.00pm.  

Tuesday, 19th November Branch Meeting 

12.45pm and a talk by Richard Mann.  ‘Edith 

Cavell - A British  Heroine’.   

Thursday, 21st November 10.30am  Laying up 

of Standards.  Military Service at St.        

Edmunsbury Cathedral,  Bury St. Edmunds. 

What a  busy branch. 

Best wishes, 

 

Colin Clarke          

Branch Secretary. 

(01502) 585079. 

 


