
 

 

 

FOR THE FALLEN  

  

With proud thanksgiving, a mother for her children, England mourns for her dead across the sea. 

Flesh of her flesh they were, spirit of her spirit. Fallen in the cause of the free.  

  

Solemn the drums thrill; Death august and royal Sings sorrow up into mortal spheres. There is 

music in the midst of desolation And a glory that shines upon our tears.  

  

Straight of limb, true of eye, steady and aglow. They were staunch to the end against odds 

uncounted, They fell with their faces to the foe.  

  

They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old; Age shall not weary them, nor the years 

condemn. At the going down of the sun and in the morning We will remember them.  

  

They mingle not with their laughing comrades again; they sit no more at familiar tables of home; 

they have no lot in our labour of the daytime; they sleep beyond England's foam.  

  

But where our desires are and our hopes profound, felt as a wellspring that is hidden from sight, 

to the innermost heart of their own land they are known as the stars are known to the night.  

  

As the stars that shall be bright when we are dust, Moving in marches upon the heavenly plain, 

as the stars that are starry in the time of our darkness, to the end, to the end, they remain.  

 

 The poem “For the Fallen” written by Robert Laurence Binyon  

  

We will remember them  

 

When you go home tell them of us and say - For your tomorrow we gave our today 

 



 

11 THINGS YOU MIGHT NOT KNOW ABOUT THE POPPY 

 

https://www.britishlegion.org.uk/community/stories/remembrance/11-things-you-might-not-know-about-the-

poppy/?fbclid=IwAR19h58I9CMRCIElZTyE2STcrHYS_Twf5Z8dRcya3VW-rdiktlCQkgv20tU 

 

 

OCTOBER EDITION OF THE SOLDIER MAGAZINE 

 

The October edition of the Soldier Magazine can be viewed by going to: 

 

http://viewer.zmags.com/publication/c911a62f#/c911a62f/1 

 

 

BMH RINTELN REUNION 

FRIDAY 24th - SUNDAY 26th AUGUST 2018 

 

Once again in 2018 the BMH Rinteln Reunion Group gathered  to relive their service at the 

very last Military Hospital in Germany. 

 

On this occasion the group were hosted by Lebenshilfe Rinteln Ev who are celebrating their 20 

years since taking over the BMH site. 

 

 

 

https://www.britishlegion.org.uk/community/stories/remembrance/11-things-you-might-not-know-about-the-poppy/?fbclid=IwAR19h58I9CMRCIElZTyE2STcrHYS_Twf5Z8dRcya3VW-rdiktlCQkgv20tU
https://www.britishlegion.org.uk/community/stories/remembrance/11-things-you-might-not-know-about-the-poppy/?fbclid=IwAR19h58I9CMRCIElZTyE2STcrHYS_Twf5Z8dRcya3VW-rdiktlCQkgv20tU
http://viewer.zmags.com/publication/c911a62f%23/c911a62f/1


 

 

The weekends celebrations kicked off on Friday 24th August with a lunch in Rinteln town 

centre to meet, greet and get to know one another . Following the lunch , Rob Olver from 

Forces TV conducted interviews with Herr Meier (Rinteln Lebenshilfe Site Manager) and Alan 

Legge (Reunion Organisor) for his piece on the celebrations. 

 

At 19:30 the celebrations really kicked off with a bang!  The old NAAFI building - which has not 

been used for 21 years - had been transformed along with the JRC which was converted into 

an Oldie Disco which was a huge success. The reunion group were hosted by the staff from 

the Lebenshilfe and danced away the evening until the bar was drunk dry at 01:30am. Rob 

Olver was also on hand interviewing the reunion group and lebenshilfe staff (for his piece for 

Forces TV).  All attendees were given an anniversary armband to celebrate the evening which 

was very fitting...A wonderful night was had by all. 



 

 

 

At 13:30 on Saturday  25th August Micheal Von Müller met the group and conducted a guided 

tour of the hospital. Whilst conducting the tour,  staff from 1 Armd Med Regt had set up a PHTT 

( Pre Hospital Treatment Team) were being met along with the Pipes and Drums from 

Bielefeld. 



 

 

 

 

 

Once the tour of the Hospital had concluded at 14:45 the group gathered outside the side gate 

of  the hospital with the Pipes and Drums. They were then marched by Alan Legge into the site 

to what was the former Officers Mess to meet Herr Meier who officially opened the 

celebrations. This was great fun with everyone amazingly marching in step! However, to see 

the look on the patient's,staff and onlookers faces as we came into the site was a wonderful 

experience for all. 

 

 



 

From 15:00 until 19:00 the patients, families,staff and reunion group were treated to tradition 

German and English food along with a coctail bar,Pimms bar along with  the Pipes and Drums 

providing musical entertainment throughout the afternoon.During this period the group were 

allowed into what was the cellar complex of the hospital which was a huge thrill for everyone. 

Not forgetting the team from 1 Armd Med Regt for showing all their equipment and giving a first 

class demonstration of their role within the AMS. 

 

At 19:30 the reunion party all gathered in the riding school hall along with the local press. The 

current and past Mayors of Rinteln gathered  with other dignitaries for the official speeches. 

These were carried out by the current Rinteln Mayor ,Herr Meier and Alan Legge who 

presented a fitting momento on behalf of the Reunion group in thanks to Lebenshilfe for hosting 

them for the weekend and all the tremendous work they have carried out in the 20 years since 

the closure of the BMH. 

 

 

20:15 saw a wonderful show from the rock band  The Travelling Stone who performed on the 

vehicle car park. A highpoint being wheelchaired patients dancing along with a packed crowd 

which was a very touching moment as was the patients having a photo session with the band 

was very fitting. 



 

 

 

At 21:00 we were all treated to a concert by a  40 piece brass orchestra which went down a 

storm with the packed audience. A huge highlight of the performance being the Pipes Drums 

marching into the hall and joining the orchestra for 2 pieces to end the concert. There were 

many feet tapping and a few tears in the eyes ..fantastic. 



 

 

If that was not enough!!   The Group gathered outside the Riding School Hall at 22:15 and 

witnessed an amazing 20minute fireworks display...What a way to end a wonderful day. 

 



 

 

 

 

At 09:30 on Sunday 26th the group gathered at the Waldkater Hotel and trekked (a very steep 

2.5km) to the Klippe Turm.The group enjoyed a very welcome beer/ coffee when reaching the 

top. It was a beautiful crisp sunny morning and the views from the tower were stunning. 

 



 

 

At 13:00 we were met by Herr Meier at the old Officers Mess who hosted us for a smashing 

traditional German lunch which was wonderful. Whilst at the lunch Herr Meier announced that 

he and his team would be carrying out renovation work on what was the old Sgt's Mess which 

was met with a huge round of applaus. This would mean that every building in what was BMH 

Rinteln will be utalised...a huge and great achievement. 



 

The anniversary/celebrations would have not been successful without the following people and 

units, so a huge thanks go to: 

Lt Col Wild (QM Bielefeld Station) and his team for all the equipment they very kindly provided 

Lt Col Moorhouse (CO - 1 Armd Med Regt) and Capt Shaun Reeve (QM(T) - 1 Armd Med 

Regt) and their team for such an informative brief of their equipment and giving us all a taste of 

military medicine in the modern world 

Graham Ryan and his (A&G) Ancillaries and General Team from 3 Civ Wksps for producing 

such stunning presentations 

Roger and the Pipes and Drums of Bielefeld for your wonderful playing and marching around 

wherever people were located on the site. You made many patients, staff and attendees very 

happy indeed. 

Micheal Von Müller, the group are endebted to you for all your work and help throughout the 

weekend 

Herr Meier for giving the group such a hearty and warm welcome back to Rinteln.  

In conclusion , it cannot be overstated how thankful everyone in the reunion group are for the 

warmth,friendliness and genorosity that the Lebenshilfe Staff had shown us all. A wonderful 

weekend which will be difficult to top! However there are exciting plans afoot!...Watch this 

space!!! 



 

 

Alan Legge - October  2018  

The last RSM to serve at BMH Rinteln 

 

I would very much like to thank Alan for submitting this article and allowing us to share in with 

your celebrations.  Hopefully Gloria and I will make the next BMH Rinteln Reunion, if there is 

one. 

 

 

MORE STORIES FROM JOHN SILKSTONE (CONTINUED) 

 

PETER MEETS SMILER  

 

Crack! The golf ball sailed high into the air, landed on the eighteenth green and rolled to within 

a metre of the pin. At age nine, Peter was the youngest member of Bolton Open Golf Course. 

 

In the clubhouse he phoned his mother to let her know he was ready to be collected.  

Minutes later he sat in the passenger seat. 

 

“Did you have a good game, sweetheart?” inquired his mother. 

“Yes thanks, in fact I played some very good shots.” 

 

Once home, Peter showered and sat in his bedroom playing games on his computer. Suddenly 

his concentration was interrupted by a tapping sound, he looked towards the door, but no one 

was there. I'm sure I heard someone knocking, he thought, as he went back to the game.  Tap 

- tap - tap. There it was again! Placing the game on hold he looked around the room and to his 

astonishment he saw a large white cat sitting on the windowsill. “Hello pussy, how did you get 

there, there are no trees for you to climb?” he said. The cat lifted a front paw and, protruding 

one long claw, tapped once more on the window. 

 

Rising from his chair with curiosity, Peter crossed the room to peer at the cat through the 

window.  “Don't just stand there Peter, open the window and let me in.” “You spoke!” said 



Peter, taking a step backwards in astonishment.  “Of course I spoke, didn't you hear me or 

have you got cloth ears? Please open the window and let me in.” 

 

Peter opened the window and the cat leapt inside. It was all white except for two small dark 

lines on each side of its mouth. The cat inserted its front claws into the carpet and pushed 

backward, this caused its rear end to rise in the air, this action also stretch taught its front legs.  

 

“That feels much better,” it said, standing up normal once more. “So you can talk?” 

“Of course I can talk; all animals’ talk where I come from.” “Where do you come from and how 

do you know my name?” “Well, Peter, that's a long story, so before I start, I'll...” 

 

“A story, oh good, I like stories. Grandma reads me some fantastic ones, ‘Treasure Island’, 

‘Water Babies’ and other old classics.” 

 

“Please don’t interrupt Peter, now as I was saying, where I come from I’m known as Smiler 

because of the two dark lines at my mouth which appears to give me a permanent grin, and I 

come from a land called Magicalasia...”  “I know where Australia is. Is it near there?” 

 

“Peter, please stop interrupting or we'll be here all night. Now as I was saying, Magicalasia is a 

land that no human has ever visited. However, we are now in need of help and I have been 

tasked with the job of finding the right human to assist us. You Peter, are that human.” “Me! 

Why me? And why do you call your land Magicalasia?” “That’s because everything there is 

magical, but unfortunately, our magic is not strong enough to help us at the moment, which is 

why we need your help.” “Magic! I don’t know anything about magic.” 

 

“You may not know anything about magic Peter, but I feel a presence radiating from you that is 

full of honesty and goodness and that alone will assist you in performing the task needed.” 

 

Peter walked across the room and sat on the bed, “Why don't you ask my dad, he's much 

better at sorting things out than me?” “I can't do that, he's too old, when you humans move into 

your doubles, you lose the ability to believe in magic.” 

“Doubles! What do you mean, doubles?” 

 

Jumping up onto the bed to sit by Peter, the cat turned its head to look at him and said, “Well, 

doubles is when you reach ten. From one to nine are singles, ten to ninety-nine are doubles, 

and in Magicalasia, we all live well into our triples and that’s one hundred plus.” 

 

So you want me to go back to Magicalasia with you?” “Yes, that’s right.”  “Okay, I'll pop 

downstairs and ask mum if I can go.” 

“I’m sorry, Peter, you can't do that. If you tell your mother she'll say no and then Magicalasia 

will be in real trouble.” 

 

“Well I don't know about that, Mother will be very upset if I don't tell her I'm going.” 

"Trust me Peter; your mother won't even know you're gone, and we need you so desperately,” 

pleaded Smiler. 

 

“"Okay then... Wait! Hang on a minute, how do I know I'm not dreaming?” 

“Drrrrreeeaming,” said Smiler, slipping into his Magicalasian cat purring language, 

"Drrrrreeeaming, I'll give you drrrreeeaming.” Extending a claw, he pricked the back of Peter’s 



hand.  “Ouch! That hurt," said Peter as he rubbed the back of his hand to ease the pain. “Sorry 

about that Peter, but I had to prove to you that you weren’t dreaming.” As Smiler finished 

talking, Peter's mother called upstairs, "Peter would you like a cup of hot chocolate before 

bed?" Peter opened his mouth to speak and Smiler jumped into his lap saying, 

 

“Below us the Earth, 

Above us the sky, 

To Magicalasia let us fly, 

My new found friend, 

Peter and I.” 

 

Peter felt himself falling; it was only a little way, but it startled him. He was no longer in his 

bedroom but sitting in the middle of a large meadow. Above him, small white clouds drifted 

across a clear blue sky and when he looked behind him he saw some distant hills with a large 

black cloud hovering above them. 

 

“Sorry about the landing Peter, but I'm only an apprentice wizard, once I’m qualified I’ll be much 

better at getting things right.”  

 

“Wow! This is wicked!” said an excited Peter. “This is really wicked, where am I?” 

“You’re in Magicalasia, of course.” Peter excitement faded as he realized what had happened, 

“My mum was shouting for me, she'll be awfully cross when I get home, not only will she tell me 

off, she'll stop me playing golf for a whole month.” 

“No, she won't, I would never let you get into trouble with your parents.” 

While they spoke, the tall grass to Peter's left parted and a rabbit with long droopy ears pushed 

its head through. Giving Peter a long hard look, it turned to Smiler, “Hi Smiler, that's a strange 

looking thing you've got there, what is it?” 

“Hello Floppy, this is Peter, he's a human, and he's here to help us.” 

“Human!” said Floppy; I thought they were mythological creatures?” 

 “No Floppy, there’re real, but they don’t live in our world. Come on, Peter. I'll take you to the 

Queen of Light she'll tell you everything you need to know.” 

Peter stood up and they moved off. 

“Bye, Floppy, see you later,” called Smiler. 

“Goodbye.” answered Floppy, and hopped off into the tall grass. 

 

Peter followed Smiler thinking, how strange it is to hear animals talking. 

They eventually came to a valley with a stream meandered along its bottom. In the far 

distance, Peter saw a crystal castle standing on the rivers bank. The sunlight reflecting off its 

walls produced a kaleidoscope of colour that shimmered in the haze of the afternoon heat. 

 

“That castle Peter; is where the Queen of Light lives.”  Inside the castle, Smiler introduced 

Peter to the Queen of Light. She was small and beautiful, standing about half of Peter’s height. 

Her golden hair hung down to her shoulders, and on her back a pair of wings fluttered as if in a 

breeze. 

 

“Hello, Peter, it’s so nice of you to help us. I knew Smiler would find the right person.” 

“I don't know how I can help, I told Smiler that, but he took no notice.” 

“"Don't worry child, you will know what to do when the time comes.” 



She explained their problem, “Derog,” she said, “is the Chief Warlock of the underground 

beings known as Dytes. He's created a Dark Crystal which is soaking up our daylight and 

slowly turning the sky into permanent night. His ambition is to control the upper land as well as 

his underground kingdom. There’s a ten metre death circle around the crystal that kills all living 

thing that enters its evil circumference.” 

 

“But how can I help? I'm only a boy. I know nothing about magic.” 

“You are right Peter, but I'm sure you'll find a way. You will accompany Smiler to the site of the 

Crystal and then you will find a way to destroy it.” The Queen waved her right hand and spoke 

some strange words and in the next instance, Peter and Smiler were standing in a field, 

beneath the dark clouds. In front of them was a small copse and to Peter's left, standing on a 

plinth, was the dark crystal and blackened vegetation showing where it’s evil stopped. 

 

Walking to the edge of the circle, Peter shivered from the coldness that radiated from its 

presence. He scrutinized the dark crystal and thought about how much it looked like a rugby 

ball.  Peter turned and walked towards the copse and began contemplate how he could destroy 

the crystal. As he walked he noticed a fallen branch that looked like a golf club. Picking it up, 

he examined it and swung it as if taking a golf swing. 

 

“Smiler I think I’ve got the answer! Can you get me some small round stones about the size of 

a golf ball?” he indicated the size by placing his thumb and finger together in a circle.  Smiler 

gave a loud meow and seconds later, a large eagle dropped from the sky to settle on a branch 

of a nearby tree. “Eddy, my friend, can you and your feathered companions collect some 

stones about half the same size as your good lady’s eggs? You'll find some by the river. Bring 

them back here for Peter.” 

 

Soaring into the air, Eddy gave a loud screech and was soon joined by other birds heading for 

the river.  Peter practised a few golf swings to loosen up and before long the birds returned 

with a stone in each claw. Peter sifted through the stones to selecting the best ten. He then 

placed the stone in a line. Taking up his stance he addressed the first stone as if he was on the 

golf course. He took a swing and followed through. At the top of his follow through he saw the 

stone fly past the crystal a little to the right. His second attempt also missed; however, his third 

shot hit the crystal with a resounding ping. Though the crystal didn't shatter, the dark sphere 

shimmered. The fourth and fifth stones also hit their target but again, with little effect. 

Peter stopped to think the situation through. What else could he do that would destroy the 

crystal? Then he realised that at school he’d done a lesson on sound waves and how they 

could shatter glass. Peter decided to hit the next five stones in rapid succession. 

 

The remaining stones hit the crystal and set up a vibrating wave inside it. Each hit magnified 

the sound even more, and by the time the tenth stone hit the crystal it shattered and the 

darkness fell in on itself. Peter gave a shout of joy, while Smiler purred with delight and rubbed 

himself against Peter’s legs. 

Back in the castle, the Queen thanked Peter for destroying the Dark Crystal. She waved her 

hand in a mystical way, saying, “Peter, I have granted you the right to visit us whenever you 

wish, even when you get into your Doubles. Smiler will now take you home.”  With that Smiler 

said, 

 

“Peter in his room 

Sat upon his bed 



Happy to be home again, 

Time, it has not fled.” 

 

Peter was suddenly in his bedroom sitting on the bed. He looked around and couldn't see 

Smiler anywhere, then heard his mother calling, “Peter, would you like a cup of hot chocolate 

before bed?”  I must have fallen asleep, he thought, as he called down to his mother, “Yes, 

please mum. I'll be down in a minute.” 

Glancing at the back of his hand, he saw the small red prick mark that Smiler had caused. Still 

gazing at it, he heard a voice saying, “Sorry about that Peter, but I had to prove that you 

weren’t Drrreeeeeaming, didn’t I” 

 

POEMS BY JOHN SILKSTONE (CONTINUED) 

 

FAITHFUL COMPANION 

 

My 

Bulldog 

Queenie, was 

A great main stay 

In my life and companion on walks. 

My master perambulates at my side, 

As we saunter 

up the path, 

To our 

Home. 

 

 

©   John A Silkstone 1992 

 

 

FARMER BROWN’S SWAN SONG 

 

 

No longer the scythe in sunlight glistens 

As it did in days long ago 

The horse no longer pulls the plough 

Its gait is much too slow 

Man would work from dawn till dusk 

While tilling over the soil 

Moving on from farm to farm 

His life an endless toil. 

 

In this modern time 

On Lincolnshire’s farming land 

Tractors and combine harvesters 

Work together in a band 

Collecting in the wheat 

Or planting out the seed 



The work is moving forward 

At an accelerated speed. 

 

Machines earn farmers fortune 

That’s what people thought 

They did not realise, 

That there’s a battle being fought 

Farmer Brown must sell his land 

His sheep his cattle his grain. 

The lots go under the hammer 

As a bullet enters his brain. 

 

Author comment: This poem was written while the great foot-and-mouth outbreak of 

2001 devastated the farmer of England  

 

©   John A Silkstone  2001 

 

 

FEAR 

 

Child 

Suddenly awakening. 

Screams out in fright for its mother’s embrace. 

 

 

©   John A Silkstone  2008 

 

 

FIRST FLIGHT 

 

“Fly 

To near 

The hot sun.” 

Daedalus said to Icarus, 

“The wax will melt, -. 

Unlike Pegasus, you won’t keep soaring. 

Plunging earthward, 

You will die a cruel death.” 

 

©   John A Silkstone 2007 

 

 

FULL CIRCLE 

 

Snip, 

Snip, snip. 

Sharp shears 

Are fleecing flocks. 

While the wool is gathered for the market. 



Clang, 

Clang, clang. 

The mighty 

Hammer forges 

A metal gun on the blacksmiths anvil. 

Band, 

Bang, bang. 

Exploding 

Bullets shatter 

The once peaceful idyllic countryside. 

Baa, 

Baa, baa. 

Sheep bleating 

In fearful fright. 

Shot and shell darkens their sight for ever 

 

 

©   John A Silkstone 2000 

 

 

GAINSBOROUGH’S OLD HALL 

 

About fourteen hundred and sixty 

By the side of the River Trent 

Gainsborough’s New Hall was built 

By a very wealthy gent. 

 

He was Sir Thomas Burgh 

A man of great renown 

And the beauty of his home 

Was talked of all around. 

 

Richard III stopped there 

The day was getting late 

He rode away next morning 

Only to meet his fate. 

 

Henry VIII held a banquet 

In this great historic hall 

Minstrels singing and dancing 

A real medieval ball. 

 

John Wesley a local Minister 

In the hall was ever present 

His sermons given to everyone 

From the Lord to the lowly peasant. 

 

The Pilgrim Fathers did pray 

In this great majestic hall 



Before sailing to the New World 

To answer their religious call. 

 

In fifteen Hundred and ninety-six 

The Old Hall it changed hands 

Bought by a family called Hickman 

Who also purchased the lands? 

 

Now in this year two thousand 

The Old hall is a tribute to men 

In the town of Gainsborough 

A true medieval gem. 

 

 

©   John A Silkstone 1982 

 

A POEM SUBMITTED BY MICHAEL WILSON 

The following poem has been submitted by Michael Wilson and to those ardent readers 

amongst us will know him for the series of Sgt Carer stories. 

NIGHTMARE 

It’s up, it’s down 

This monstrous thing that tears my barrier to the ground. 

Even before I can implant a brace 

It destroys my door with increasing pace. 

Disturbed panic consumes me through 

In utter confusion as to what to do 

To keep this unknown being out 

This destroying ‘Something’ that is without. 

 

The more I wedge, the more I nail 

Too much pressure does prevail. 

Again it gapes, through gaps and space 

To admit what?  An unknown face. 

 

I can no more prevent breakthrough 

There is no panic.  Nothing to do. 

The portal is open!  What is without? 

 

“There’s nothing there” I need to shout. 

I peer through space in search of It 

What is this, from bottomless pit? 

 

Then truth prevails, and in the mist, as in most situations that turn and twist, 



I’d dreamed up the monster that did not exist! 

Thank you Michael for the above, and also, for the Sgt Carer stories. 

INFORMATION ON A FORMER CORPS MEMBER PHILLIP BONFIELD 

 

I received an email from Colin the son of Phillip Bonfield of which the content is appended 

below. 

 

“Hello Michael, 

 

May I introduce myself as Colin Bonfield;   Former RAMC Boy Soldier 1970, OR & SNCO to 

1986, Commissioned, Retired Regular Army, (well sort of) 1993. A few tours as a Regular 

Reserve to Croatia, Bosnia and Cyprus with the boots finally coming off in 2008. 

 

The reason for writing is that I am having trouble tracking down the unit my father served in 

during 1957-1958. 

 

He was also RAMC and retired in 1969 as 19046860 WO1 (RSM ) Phillip Bonfield at 24 Field 

Ambulance, Plasterdown Camp, Devon. 

 

My request seems slightly bizarre in that when I was 4 years old, (1958,) my father picked me 

up in a military truck to take us to our married quarter at Barnard Castle in Co Durham.  The 

truck was an Austin Champ jeep with a small Labrador puppy stuffed into the passenger foot 

well. 

 

I had fond memories of the jeep and the puppy. The truck was the only vehicle I could give a 

name to, so all cars were Champs to my 4 year old thinking 

 

I have just bought a 1954 Champ Jeep having promised myself one for years. Something to 

fiddle with in retirement 

 

 

 

My intention is to replicate the vehicle configuration to the one my father drove in 1958. 

 



I am making the assumption that he was a S/Sgt at the time Receiving his Warrant in 1961. He 

would have been posted “Up North” from Aldershot where he could have been serving with. 

The CMH or a local Field Ambulance.  Pre Aldershot he served in Malaya 

 

I am not entirely sure of his trade, probably a Medical Assistant (MA) and therefore multi-

faceted, but I suspect that he served in the QMs, and may have been the SQMS at a local 

Field Ambulance in or around North Yorkshire or the Military Hospital Catterick. 

 

I have contacted the RAMC Museum to ascertain if there were any Field Ambulances in 

Catterick/ Co Durham in 1958 and if they have any information/ images of a Champ Jeep in 

medical configuration, (Unit emblem, Divisional/Brigade markings etc.) 

 

And await a reply. 

 

I would be most grateful if you could trawl the membership to see if anyone served with, or 

knew of my father or his unit in 1958. 

 

Kind Regards 

 

Colin 

 

01485 570286 

Heacham,  

North Norfolk 

 

Colin’s email address is colinbonfield@aol.com” 

 

D-Day Medics | Medical Service in the Invasion of Normandy | WW2 

Documentary | 1944 

 

For those historians amongst us will find going to the following link of great interest: 

 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?feature=youtu.be&v=OqusJQ0CpYY&fbclid=IwAR34WDeopM

XibYgtEA1xJ_jp_2o18YFqcZI81V9onUL3ZszlbBdMnMv_TNg&app=desktop 

 

MY VISIT TO CWGC BEIRUT CEMETERY 

 

Amanda Hadnett whilst on a recent visit to Lebanon took time out to visit The Commonwealth 

War Graves Commission Beirut War Cemetery.  After a while of hunting the gate-keeper down, 

the gates to the Cemetery were opened. 

 

Amanda states that she was honoured to stand beside the headstones of the 7 RAMC heroes 

that she took photographs of.   She also visited many more of those that had fallen. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?feature=youtu.be&v=OqusJQ0CpYY&fbclid=IwAR34WDeopMXibYgtEA1xJ_jp_2o18YFqcZI81V9onUL3ZszlbBdMnMv_TNg&app=desktop
https://www.youtube.com/watch?feature=youtu.be&v=OqusJQ0CpYY&fbclid=IwAR34WDeopMXibYgtEA1xJ_jp_2o18YFqcZI81V9onUL3ZszlbBdMnMv_TNg&app=desktop


 

She noticed how well kept the Cemetery was and, considers that anyone who finds themselves 

visiting the Land of Milk and Honey, should pay it a visit. 

 

‘In Arduis Fidelis’ 

 

 

 



 

Amanda stood behind the headstone of Private M C Thompson RAMC 

 

 

 

 



 

Headstone of Private GW Gill 

 

 

Headstone of Private A Wodehouse RAMC 

 



 

Headstone of Captain William Robert  O’Keffe RAMC 

 

 

Headstone of Captain JS Cocks RAMC 



 

Headstone for Captain R MCK Morison RAMC 

 

 

Headstone for Private J J Conlon RAMC 

 

BRITISH TROOPS HAIL 'HUGE' BATTLEFIELD MEDICAL APP 



Medics taking part in the UK's biggest military exercise for almost two decades are trialling a 

cutting-edge app that has been hailed as "worth its weight in gold". 

Exercise Saif Sareea 3 officially began on 5 October and will see more than 5,500 UK 

personnel and 65,000 of their Omani counterparts take part over the coming month. 

For further information on this topic please go to the following link; 

https://www.forces.net/news/british-troops-hail-huge-battlefield-medical-app 

QUARTERLY DIGITAL MILITARY JOURNAL MAGAZINE OCTOBER - 

DECEMBER 2018 

Readers can access the quarterly digital journal magazine by clicking on either of the links 

shown below: 

https://www.dropbox.com/s/wdk2rnur4rwtbax/Military%20Journal%20NR%2013%202018.pdf?

dl=0           PDF to download via dropbox 

OR 

http://online.pubhtml5.com/ehqh/sskv//                      E-pub 5 Flip-over 

The next edition of the digital magazine will appear in January 2019. 

RAMC CEREMONY OF TURNING THE PAGES - WESTMINSTER ABBEY 

 

Members of 4 Armoured Medical Regiment at the Turning the Page Ceremony on Saturday 6th 

October 2018 at Westminster Abbey.   

 

 

https://www.forces.net/news/british-troops-hail-huge-battlefield-medical-app
https://www.dropbox.com/s/wdk2rnur4rwtbax/Military%20Journal%20NR%2013%202018.pdf?dl=0
https://www.dropbox.com/s/wdk2rnur4rwtbax/Military%20Journal%20NR%2013%202018.pdf?dl=0
http://online.pubhtml5.com/ehqh/sskv/


 

RAMC CEREMONY TURNING THE PAGES  

The next Ceremony of TOP will take place on Saturday 1st December 2018. 

The Books are now located at the front of Westminster Abbey under the RAMC windows. 

The Ceremony always starts at 1100 hours sharp. 

Those wishing to attend should be in at the designated location before 1045hrs so that they 

can be in position and, if they need a seat then earlier as there are only approximately 20 

seats.  Those attending should state that they are attending the RAMC Service and will be 

allowed in.  Full sized medals to be worn if entitled. 

RAMC REUNITED APRIL 2020 ATTENDANCE LIST  

AS AT 25/10/2018 

 

NAME              DATE   DATE                No  

              FROM        TO 

 

 

Askins, J            03/04/20 06/04/20  2 

Barton, Alan & Rosemary  02/04/20 06/04/20  2 

Carter, James & Josephine 02/04/20 05/04/20  2 

Cheesley, Peter   02/04/20 06/04/20  2 

Dunn, Mr    03/04/20 05/04/20  1 

Fletcher, James   03/04/20 05/04/20  2 

Garbutt, David   02/04/20 05/04/20  2 

Gregson, Ray   02/04/20 06/04/20  2 

Guest, Michael   04/04/20 05/04/20  1 

Hair, Bryan    03/04/20 05/04/20  1 

Hart, Ben & Jon   03/04/20 05/04/20  2 

Hart, Walter    03/04/20 05/04/20  1 

Jordan, Robert   02/04/20 05/04/20  1 

Jordan, Robert   02/04/20 05/04/20  1 

McCran, Michael & Gloria  02/04/20 06/04/20  2 

McHale, Michael & Norma  02/04/20 05/04/20  2 

McKechie, Ian   03/04/20 05/04/20  1 

Mottley, Graham & Patricia  02/04/20 05/04/20  2 

Parrack, Andrew   03/04/20 05/04/20  1 

Pearson, Jeff    02/04/20 06/04/20  2 

Pentony, Mr & Mrs   02/04/20 06/04/20  2 

Salter, Mr & Mrs   03/04/20 05/04/20  2 

Tong, Chris    02/04/20 05/04/20  1 

Waitston, Arthur   03/04/20 06/04/20  1 

Ward, Geoff    03/04/20 05/04/20  1 



Welsh, Des    03/04/20 05/04/20  2 

Whittick, Paul   02/04/20 05/04/20  2 

Whittick, Roy & Olive  03/04/20 05/04/20  1 

Wilkinson, Sheila & Ged  03/04/20 05/04/20  2 

Williams, Brian   03/04/20 05/04/20  1 

 

Members should contact Jeff Pearson on barneyandfred@hotmail.com with any 

accommodation issues 

QUEST TO FIND FORMER MEMBER OF THE CORPS MR G STABLES 

 

In the June 2017 Edition of the RAMC Reunited newsletter was published a request from Dave 

Deeming, which I have appended below for ease of reference: 

 

‘I have received a request by email from a Dave Deeming which is appended below. He would 

like to contact a former member of the Corps 7261710 G Stables or any living member of his 

family.’ 

 

“Hello Mick, 

I’m trying to trace living relatives of a certain “G Stables”, who was in the RAMC at least in the 

1930s, and probably all through WWII.  As far as I know, he also served with my late father 

(also in the RAMC - for 21 years), as I have in my possession a most interesting “Class Book” 

belonging to the gentleman, featuring anatomical illustrations done in his own hand.  This is my 

reason for contacting you, as I’d like  

the book to be returned to any interested living members of his family. 

 

I don’t know Mr Stables’ Christian name, but only his initial, “G”, and I don’t know his date of 

birth or where he came from.  His Army Service Number was 7261710.  This  

is all I know about him, as yet. 

 

I’ve been in contact with the Army Personnel Centre, Support Division, in Glasgow, but they’ve 

informed me that because of a certain ridiculous and irritating cut-off point for the presumption 

of death being 116 years (!), and Mr Stables now possibly still being alive, albeit very elderly, 

they therefore cannot release any information without his permission.  They also say, 

unfortunately, that they have no way of tracing him accordingly, as it does not fall to them to 

keep records of an individual’s location after discharged – so in any event, they wouldn’t be 

able to seek his permission anyway! 

 

Can you please help?  I'm only trying to do someone a good turn.  Any further information 

could help me, as I subscribe to Ancestry.co.uk.  Going on what the Army has told me, Mr 

Stables must have been born after 1900. 

 

Many thanks. 

Best wishes and kindest regards. 

Dave Deeming”. 

 

Dave contacted me on 26th October 2018 with an update on his quest to find information on G 

Stables and would like to share it with the readers of the RAMC Reunited Newsletter. 

 

barneyandfred@hotmail.com%20


“Hello Mick, 

  

I hope all is well with you and with the RAMC Reunited. 

  

You may remember that early last year, you and I were in contact reference my quest to find a 

certain Mr G Stables, Service Number 7261710, whose RAMC “Class Book” has been in my 

possession since the death of my father in 2000.  My Dad also was in the RAMC, so the two 

men must have been pals. 

  

You very kindly placed a notice for help in your monthly RAMC magazine, which, sadly, yielded 

no results, but I am now delighted to tell you that, at last, after many years of searching, my 

quest is over! 

  

The enigmatic Mr Stables is, in fact, the late Geoffrey Stables, who was born in 1914 and died 

in 1991, in Rotherham.  I am reliably informed that he joined the RAMC in 1932, one year 

before my father, which accounts for Mr Stables’ Service Number being about 300 lower than 

my father’s.  I’d always wondered why there was such a difference. 

  

For your interest, here is how I discovered Mr Stables’ details. 

  

You will probably recall that the MOD was less than helpful, not their fault, but because of 

ridiculously-applied data protection laws.  Although they would have known his name, they 

were not permitted to reveal it to me, or his date of birth, unless I could prove he had died – but 

how could I find that out, if I didn’t know the gentleman’s name and year of birth? 

  

After a long period of despondency, I realised there was no point in sulking about it, otherwise 

the job would never get done, so I set about using Ancestry.co.uk a little more diligently than 

before.  I’ve subscribed to this company for many years, along with FindMyPast.co.uk. 

  

My father, also an RAMC man, was born in 1913, so I reasoned that it was likely that Mr 

Stables would probably be around his age, so I searched for all men named “G* Stables”, who 

had since died.  This yielded a surprisingly-short and therefore pleasing list of only seven men 

fitting the bill.  Five were George, one was Geoffrey, and the final one was Gordon. 

  

Now, if you also recall, “my” Mr G Stables had been court martialled in 1938 in Gibraltar, for 

striking a Lance Sergeant.  As a result, he was sentenced to a period of confinement of 112 

days.  I reasoned that it was highly probable, therefore, that he would not be found in the 1939 

Register of all people in the UK on 29 September 1939.  This turned out to be my saviour, 

because searching that Register ruled out three of the aforementioned men, who could be 

found “at home”.  Of the five remaining, I played a hunch and homed-in on the “odd man out”, 

i.e., not a George, but Geoffrey. 

  

It was then a simple matter to find out whom Geoffrey had married, and from thence, to 

discover the name of his daughter, whom I managed to trace, and who has confirmed that her 

father is indeed THE man!  Isn’t this grand news? 

  

For the last few days, I have been in the process of scanning the pages of Mr Geoffrey Stables’ 

Class Book, which features anatomical drawings and medical writings, done in the gentleman’s 

own hand, and marked and corrected by his Tutor/Instructor at that time.  It makes interesting 



reading.  There are around 140 pages altogether, so this is quite a task.  With any luck, I can 

combine these all into a neat, all-in-one PDF file.  If I ever get this done, would you be 

interested in my sending you a copy (with the permission of Mr Stables’ daughter, of course, to 

whom I shall be sending the precious, original book)? 

  

I am also very interested now in obtaining Mr Stables’ service records, which, of course, I can 

now do, as I have all the information required – naturally, I shall also first need to obtain his 

Death Certificate to send to the MOD with my application and cheque for (I think) £30. 

  

Well, that’s about it, but I thought you would like to learn of the outcome so far.  Once again, 

thank you so much for all of the help you gave me last year, with the best of intentions. 

  

If, by the way, you wish to include details of my success in your monthly RAMC magazine, 

assuming anyone would be interested, please be my guest.  The information in this e-mail is all 

in the public domain. 

  

Best wishes. 

  

Dave Deeming.” 

PORTILLO'S HIDDEN HISTORY OF BRITAIN - NEW TV SERIES 

 

On Friday 2nd November 2018 on Channel 5 TV at 2100 hours, Michael Portillo is back with 

the series in which he uncovers the lost landmarks of Britain’s history, and the opening episode 

is a particularly significant visit for the former Defence Secretary. 

 

The Cambridge Military Hospital has been closed for more than 20 years, but even in its 

dilapidated state it remains a most imposing Victorian edifice.  Built in the wake of the Crimean 

War, its corridors have witnessed remarkable advances in the treatment of extreme disfiguring 

injuries that would once have been considered inoperable.   

 

The pioneering heroes Captain Harold Gillies, who in treating the WW1 wounded, essentially 

invented modern plastic surgery; his achievements are illustrated by graphic photographs 

showing the unimaginable damage that had been done to soldiers' faces.  In the final minutes 

we learn about Gillies astonishing work in the first sex-change operations. 

 

 
Captain H D Gillies RAMC 

 

 



MIKE ATHERTON’S BOOK LAUNCH 

 

 



 



 

 



 

 



THE BRITISH IN NORTH RHINE WESTPHALIA/GERMANY

Dr. Bettina Blum ∙ bettina-blum@web.de ∙ mobile phone: 01520 - 2783883 
Universität Paderborn ∙ Historisches Institut - Arbeitsbereich Zeitgeschichte ∙ Warburger Str. 100 ∙ 33098 Paderborn 
 
 

The British in North Rhine Westphalia / Germany 

Dr. Bettina Blum, Paderborn University 
 

The Project 

 

I am a historian and responsible for the exhibition “The British in Westphalia” which was shown in 

Paderborn in winter 2017/18 – a smaller version is now travelling through Westphalia (please find 

more information on www.briten-in-westfalen.de; or on facebook 

https://www.facebook.com/BriteninWestfalen/) 

Following the success of this project, a new exhibition will be 

shown at the State Parliament of North Rhine Westphalia in 

Düsseldorf in May 2019 which will be open to the public. This 

exhibition will include experiences from Brits and Germans in the 

Rhineland, especially in the areas of Düsseldorf, Cologne, Bonn 

and JHQ Rheindahlen. I am also planning a research project 

together with Paderborn University which will cover the whole 

area of BAOR/BFG. 

In my research I don’t concentrate on military history nor on 

political history (although both aspects are part of the story), but 

on the history and experiences of people – of soldiers and officers 

as well as of wives and children and of course of their German 

neighbours, colleagues and friends. From the feedback we are 

getting we realised how many interesting customs, hobbies and 

exchanges the British presence brought to Germany – and how 

many customs and encounters have influenced the British 

communities here. 
 
 
 

What I am looking for 
 

As this is a joint Anglo-German history I try to capture both British and German perspectives and to 

add as much variety, depth and colour to the exhibition and research project as possible. Therefore 

I am looking for your experiences and memories: I’m very much interested in personal memories 

and I would be happy to conduct interviews or learn about personal experiences via email. 

And I am looking for photos (slides, prints, negatives and film), maps, postcards, personal letters, 

commentaries, event programmes, trophies and all kinds of memorabilia – to borrow for the 

exhibition, to copy and return or to keep them in a museum as a memory for future generations: 
 



 Life in the Rhineland, especially in JHQ 

 Gymkhana and pony club camps or other summer entertainments; 

Scout and Girl Guide camps 

 Polo or Rugby matches; Anglo-German sport events 

 Church Life in Germany 

 British family life in Germany, living in married quarters, moving 

 Visits to West and East Berlin, shopping tours, the military train 

 Daily military life (e.g. pace sticks, rules how to behave in 

an officers’ mess, rules or documents concerning parades 

or exercises, the mirror to look for bombs) 

 Exercises and exercise damage; troops on farm yards and 

encounters with the local population 

 Soldiers who went to share Christmas with local families 

 Anglo-German events, friendships with Germans or 

German clubs 

 Amateur dramatic societies and their annual pantomime; 

 British or Anglo-German choirs 

 Maps (especially Facility Maps, maps of the British zone or 

 Garrison towns, exercise maps etc.) 

 Booklets for British families explaining the history and the 

facilities in Germany/the areas and towns they are posted to, 

the customs and local by-laws 

 Documents relating to the evacuation of families in case of 

 war 

 Anything concerning Soxmis and Brixmis 

It is not important if you have one or more photos/objects you might wish to share or if you just 

wish to tell a story - I am very grateful for any help. And I’m happy to answer any questions 

about the project or myself.  Please contact me at: bettina-blum@web.de 

Thank you very much! 

                                                    

    

bettina-blum@web.de


ARMY MEDICAL SERVICES CHRISTMAS CAROL SERVICE – 05 

DECEMBER 2018 

The Army Medical Services (AMS) will be holding a Christmas Carol Service on Wednesday 

05 December 2018 at the Chapel of the Royal Military Academy, Sandhurst (RMAS).  It will 

be followed by a supper at the Headquarters Army Medical Services Mess, Robertson 

House.  This event is open to all ranks, Regular and Reserve Army Medical Services 

personnel, civil servants and Association Members, their families and friends. 

The Admin Instruction and Booking Form are appended to this newsletter. 

 

ABSENT BRETHERN 

  Derek Waterhouse passed away on Sunday 7th October 2018 

having suffered from cardiac arrest at Frimley Park Hospital. 

Frank Hunter, a Clerk and very good friend and Colleague passed away peacefully 

at home at 17:00 hours on Tuesday 23rd October 2018 with his beloved wife Mo and 

Sister-in- Law Jane Stewart.  Frank had been battling against stomach cancer for the 

last nineteen months. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

QUEEN ALEXANDRA’S ROYAL ARMY NURSING CORPS  

 

 
 

REGIMENTAL HEADQUARTERS QARANC 
HQ AMS 
Slim Road 
CAMBERLEY 
GU15 4NP 
 

Telephone: 01276 412754 Military: 94261 2754 
AO: 01276 412747 Military: 94261 2747 
Facsimile: 01276 412793 Facsimile: 94261 2793 
Email: regtsecqaranc@hotmail.com 

 

 Reference:  
  

  Date:  31 Oct 2018 
    

 
ARMY MEDICAL SERVICES CHRISTMAS CAROL SERVICE – 05 DECEMBER 2018 
 
1. Introduction. The Army Medical Services (AMS) will be holding a Christmas Carol 
Service on Wednesday 05 December 2018 at the Chapel of the Royal Military Academy, 
Sandhurst (RMAS).  It will be followed by a supper at the Headquarters Army Medical 
Services Mess, Robertson House.  This event is open to all ranks, Regular and Reserve 
Army Medical Services personnel, civil servants and Association Members, their families and 
friends. 
 
2. Service.   

 a. Location.  RMAS Chapel. 

 b. Timings.  Service will commence at 1830. 

 c. Car Passes.  For those personnel who do not have a RMAS Vehicle Pass 
there will be passes left for all attendees at the London Road Entrance (A30) to 

RMAS.  Please ensure you provide your vehicle details on the return proforma.  

 c. Car Parking.  This will be clearly signposted on entry to RMAS.  

 d. Dress.  Smart casual. 

 e. Collection.  A collection will be held during the service, all donations will go 

to  the Museum of Military Medicine.  

3. Supper.  This will consist of mulled wine/hot blackcurrant juice on arrival, followed by 
a supper of lasagne, garlic bread and salad (a vegetarian option will be available), tea/coffee 
and a mince pie to finish. 

a. Location.  The Officers’ Mess Dining Room, Robertson House, RMAS.   

b. Timings. Supper will be held from 1930. 

c. Car Parking.  Parking will be in the Alanbrooke Car Park only; recent security 
 measures prevent parking elsewhere in the vicinity of Robertson House.  

d. Dress.  Smart casual.  

e. Payment.  The cost of the supper will be £8.50 per head for adults and 
children over 10 yrs of age. A cheque made payable to the QARANC HQ 
Mess Fund should accompany the completed proforma (enclosed). 

 



 
4. Point of Contact.  For further information please contact: 

 
Sue McAteer, Regimental Secretary, Regimental Headquarters QARANC  
Mil: 94 261 2754, Civ: 01276 412754 or email: admin@qarancassociation.org.uk 
 
 

 
 
Kind regards, 
 

<Original Signed> 

 
 
Sue McAteer 
Regimental Secretary QARANC 
 
 
 
 
Enclosures: 
 
1. Return Proforma. 

 

 

 
 

mailto:admin@qarancassociation.org.uk


Title    Mr  /    Miss  /    Mrs  /    Ms  /    Other

Rank Decorations

First name Surname

Address

Postcode

Email

Phone no. Mobile no.

Corps

CAR DETAILS  I have a RMAS Pass    Yes     No
If no please provide details below and a car pass will be available to you at the London Road Entrance (A30) to RMAS.

Make Model VRN

CAROL SERVICE at 1830 hrs. I will be attending the AMS Carol Service and would like to bring the following guests:

1.

2.

3.

4.

5.
(Please continue overleaf should you wish to bring more guests)

SUPPER at 1930 hrs
I  will   will not* be attending supper and my menu choice(s) is / are as follows: 

Lasagne – No. ....................................................................Vegetarian lasagne – No.

Please advise of any dietary requirements 

Payment: I enclose a cheque for £_______     _ (£8.50 per person) made payable to the QARANC HQ Mess Fund.
(children 10 and under free of charge but please include name in details above)

AMS Carol Service 
& Supper

Chapel of the Royal Military Academy, 
Sandhurst (RMAS)

Wednesday 5 December 2018
Closing date for applications: 22 November 2018

Use of your personal information - Personal information you provide to the Association is only processed and held by the Association to enable it to perform its functions. It will be held securely 
to safeguard privacy, and only accessed by those responsible for providing the services of the Association. All personal information will be processed in line with Data Protection laws. Our full 
privacy statement can be found at http://www.qarancassociation.org.uk/privacy
A Charitable Incorporated Organisation – 1163821

Completed forms, with payment, should be returned to: 
Regimental Headquarters QARANC, Robertson House, Slim Road, Camberley GU15 4NP
Applications will be acknowledged by email. For postal confirmation please include a stamped addressed envelope.

http://www.qarancassociation.org.uk/privacy
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