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My how quickly the time seems to go, another reunion 

is rapidly approaching. I have not had contact with our 

President recently as we are having a break in the sun so 

I am unable to report on his current status. Clive is    

doing a fantastic job recruiting new members and JR 

has everything sorted in Germany.  

 

If there are people on our reunion list who you know 

then please give them a call and encourage them to 

come to this years bash. As those of you who regularly 

attend know everyone is guaranteed a great weekend. 

There are several names on the list who I am intending 

to contact. 

 

Vice President 

Rod Goddard 

The number of members who have now 

registered their intention to attend this 

year‟s Königslutter reunion (28th – 31st 

August) is now steadily increasing. I am 

sure that thanks to the excellent work 

being done by mainly by John Richard-

son, but with the help of Ilona  

Hawxwell, Heini Feddeck and Horst 

Funke, this year‟s reunion will be at 

least as wonderful as our last KS reunion in 2013 so      

perhaps it would be a really good idea to book your places 

early as there is a limit on the number of rooms available at 

reduced rates at the excellent Avalon Hotel.  As well as this 

Ilona Hawxwell has informed us that she has managed to 

negotiate a 10% discount for meals that our members order 

at the Tetzelstein Waldgastätte over the period of this year's 

Königslutter reunion. 

 

Our membership is still standing more or less steady at 

around 450 members, which is quite an achievement for an 

association whose average age is getting older each year. 

Please think of any of your old Langy contacts and if they 

are not already members, perhaps they need a little prod to 

join our wonderful association. 

 

I would like to thank all those who have already used the 

function on our web-site to let me have their current con-

tact details. It will be no surprise to anyone that many of us 

have moved home since we joined the association and 

many of the contact details in our records are out of date. 

Thanks to the positive response I have had, I have been 

able to up-date the contact details of roughly a third of our 

members. If you have not already up-dated your details 

please visit our „home‟ page on the website or let me have 

your current contact details by post. 

Clive Sanders 

Secretary 
Cartoon: Clive Inman 
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Jim Goglan 1968 to 1972  

 

Looking back 
 

Reading something 

recently made me real-

ise that I was not the 

only guy never to have 

heard of the Intelli-

gence Corps, before 

enlisting!  Back in 

those dim and distant 

mid-fifties days I was 

articled to an account-

ant in Manchester; my 

life‟s progression 

seemed to be boringly predictable! 

 

At about the Intermediate stage of my studies I took ill, and 

got hospitalised for a few months, on recovery, I figured it 

would be quite nice to see a bit more of the world just in case 

my „Maker‟ decided to shorten my stay. 

 

So what about the Army? Well, I knew that National Service 

would catch up with me eventually and that deferment  

couldn‟t last forever so I told my parents of my plan to break 

my Articles and sign on! Dad was totally silent – apart from 

the occasional “please pass the salt” over dinner, hardly a 

word passed between us. 

 

I had a difficult meeting with Mr Benson, who was none too 

happy about my decision to break my Articles with him, but 

my mind was set. 

 

I strolled into a recruiting office to „sign on.‟ The recruiting 

sergeant listened to me, but his initial reaction was to ask me 

if I had seen a good psychiatrist lately; however, once he re-

alised I was serious he asked me which regiment or corps I 

had in mind.  After a moment‟s thought I requested a list. He 

humoured me! Looking down the list I happened upon the 

Intelligence Corps, so told the sergeant that this looked like 

the outfit for me. I have to say that at the time I had no idea 

he was a sergeant – three V‟s stitched to his uniform meant 

nothing to me. 

 

After a few gentle chats with some brass in Chester, which I 

believe was the HQ of Western Command, I was recruited 

and sent to Maresfield Park Camp which, according to all 

those in the know (including, I believe, the playwright Alan 

Bennett), was the “worst barracks in England”.  

 

I gather that a National Service basic training squad had 

within its midst, a „regular soldier.‟ I have to say that by mid 

1956, when I arrived at Maresfield, I actually kicked my 

heels around for the best part of a month until 7 more     

regulars were recruited to form our own basic training squad. 

 

However, we were not totally excluded from the companion-

ship of the NS bright boys. I can remember quite clearly be-

ing accompanied by extremely intelligent, first class honours 

degree soldiers (for want of a better word), as we delivered 

coal to the married quarters, or scrubbed out lavatories. 

 

As I was a lad that didn‟t take too well to discipline, didn‟t 

like getting hurt and didn‟t like hurting other people, I was an 

ideal candidate for MI 8, so never saw the Field Security side 

of the Corps. 

 

So there I was – off to 13 Signal regiment after a bit of train-

ing, then a year or so at Langeleben (absolutely brilliant), 

then a Russian course at Benhall, followed by three plus 

years in Berlin. This was at the time the wall went up and at 

the time that Brian P. did a runner, much to the consternation 

of our kilted OC, Major Robertson. Finally, on to the most 

boring posting of my army career, a year at GCHQ. 

 

My memories of Langeleben? Did a bit of work I suppose, 

but was anybody else on the „winter warfare course‟ in the 

Harz mountains at the back end of 1957 (or ‟58, I can‟t quite 

remember). How many joined me in climbing the mast after 

a good night out at the Deutsches Haus? Anybody lay claim 

to having been driven by Signalman Driver “Yorkie” Banks 

before he metamorphosised into Gordon Banks, England‟s 

best ever goalkeeper? Does anybody remember Bill Robert-

son, an Intelligence Corps sergeant and a Korean War      

veteran who left the army to study to be an actuary?   

David Bowers  

________________________________________________ 

Michael Daly’s memories... 
 

As an Intelligence Corps subaltern i/c ops in the summer of 

1954 I used to have regular contact with the U.S. Communi-

cations Battalion adjutant. The unit was, like all the US mili-

tary, lavishly equipped (our NCOs were issued with three 

and a half sets of stripes - two for battledress, one for great-

coat, and the half set for shirt-sleeve order - the Americans 

had sixteen) but to hide from prying Soviet eyes they were 

well buried in the woods, unlike us whose 72ft masts and 

aerial field were plain for all to see.   I used to trade informa-

tion for equipment, and as we were short of a water tank they 

kindly lent me a splendid 500 gallon affair, 

 

A couple of months later one of our R Sigs drivers 

named Bushby came to me : 'Sir, you know that water tank 

you signed for from the Americans...well I think you'd better 

come and have a look....' It had fallen off a 3 tonner and was 

badly dented, thus damaging the inner skin and making it 

totally useless, as it was not W/D equipment there was no 

one I could charge - even if I'd wanted to - and with demob 

imminent I reckoned it imprudent to inform the U.S.army of 

this loss, but for several years I lived in fear of a visit from 

the Snowdrops demanding a few hundred bucks recompense. 

Continued on page 3 
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Continued from page 2 

The same adjutant was disapproving 

when he saw that our tents were full 

of non military furnishings - com-

fortable arm-chairs, wall-to-wall car-

pets - claiming that his troops were 

toughing it out in what he called 

'field conditions' (which included 

Coca-cola dispensers in their mag-

nificent tents). He was very sceptical 

when I told him that if he took away 

all our guys  'unofficial' furnishings 

and burnt them something very similar would, as if by magic, 

have replaced them within twenty-four hours. 

 

Our CO in my last year Lt Col Peter Lonnon, had a great  

affection for the U.S.army with whom he had fought in Ko-

rea; however his favourite sport was trying (with consider-

able success) to drink them under the table. On his visits to 

Langeleben I'd be instructed to 'round up a few Americans 

for a pub-crawl', and we'd set off; the problem was that the R 

Sigs subaltern (Francis Rule) and I were not allowed to turn 

down the CO's call for “noch eine runde,” no matter how 

green we were at the gills, as long as there was an American 

standing. 

I think Peter was a hangover from Wellington's day (and 

hangover is the word!) when the soldier's daily rations in-

cluded a pint of gin; he was certainly a good man to have as a 

CO. 

Michael Daly 

 

 

Meeting up with old friends 
Many of us after we left the army have made every effort to 

remain anonymous from any connection with the army and 

the Royal Signals (or whatever part of the army).I used to be 

the same, even living just down the road from Catterick. But 

after a few years I joined the Home Service Force (347 Sig-

nal Squadron to be precise -now how many of you know 

what Signals units were 3XX? ). 

 

Much later when even older I did go to Royal Signals Asso-

ciation (RSA) branch meetings and these were okay but very 

formal, because they were held on army property and in Sgts 

Messes they were organised on formal lines. This was alright 

for making contact with people that I had known in service. 

But still a formal thing with a committee and a structure. A 

framework which might not suit all. 

 

Then early last year (2014) through Facebook I came across 

York reunion Group, that loosely describes itself as a group 

of scalleys that meet up monthly for a bite to eat, a few beers 

and good company of folk that were all bonded together hav-

ing been in the Royal Corps of Signals. There is a very, very 

loose structure, a highly casual approach to meetings. The 

only formality is to meet on Remembrance Day in Regimen-

tal Mufti and lay a wreath at the memorial in York. This year 

this took place in the presence of schoolchildren from a local 

Primary school in York. Blazers, medals and wreaths. The 

children were appreciative of YRG being “on parade” and 

were able to look at old soldiers and their medals. Then back 

to our venue for beers and snacks. 

 

I have been able to meet up with ex-apprentices who joined 

up with me over fifty years ago. Passing away the time with 

our memories and filling in the gaps of information over the 

years. I met up with Brian “Paddy” Black who was an E.D. 

With me at Scharfoldendorf and Langy many years ago.  

 

Also I have been able to meet and chat with guys who went 

up through the ranks to R.S.M and upwards to Major. Nice as 

we sit and pass the time away. The common bond being we 

served together. 

 

There is also a Langy group that meets up in York, this too is 

mainly ex spec ops who served at Langy (primarily) and pro-

vides very good conversation for ex Langy Lads. I even chat-

ted to a chap who was in the tented accommodation there. 

 

Also on Facebook there are the groups that spring up as  

“Breakfast Clubs” and meet up at a café but generally are for 

all arms of the army. Here I dare say the banter can vary. 

 

So if you fancy meeting up with a few old soldiers there 

might be a group in your area. 

Meeting up in York people have travelled from all over to get 

there. The RSA chap that came in November last year had 

travelled up from Dorset. 

 

One or two travel down from Scotland, some from Harrogate 

and West Yorkshire, and one or two who travel in from Scar-

borough and Bridlington area. 

Do YOU have a story or a memory for our 

newsletter?  Please do contact  us, details 

on page 4.  Typed, emailed, or handwritten    

Feedback is welcomed. 
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IMPORTANT 
If you received this newsletter from a volunteer buddy, 

please do let him know it has been received so we are 

aware you are well and happy to continue to receive it.   

Your reunion (or other) memories are welcomed for our 

next newsletter.  Please send to: 

 

Marlene Brooks.  167 Fold Croft, Harlow  CM20 1SL 

Or email to: langelebennews@yahoo.co.uk  

Welcome to Garats Hay 
I arrived at Garats Hay in early January 1966 and was 

informed by L/Cpl Jones in the Guardroom, that I 

would have to report to the Squadron Sergeant Major, 

SSM Jack Orme, at 9 o‟clock the following morning, 

in my best parade uniform. 

 

Precisely at 09:00 hours the following morning I was 

stood to attention outside the SSM‟s office, from which 

a screamed order emitted and I marched smartly into 

the office and halted in front of his desk. 

 

SSM Orme welcomed me to 225 Signal Squadron 

(Training) and pleasantly informed me that I was the 

first arrival for the next training squad, but could not 

commence my training until others arrived, therefore I 

would become a member of the unit Regimental Police team until further notice. He produced a black armband with the 

letters „R P‟ embroidered on it separated by a shiny metal „Jimmy‟ badge. 

 

He then instructed me to follow him and marched out of his office and down the corridor to a cleaning cupboard, which he 

opened to show me the cleaning materials stored inside. He then said, “This corridor is in shit-state. I want it scrubbed 

with Vim and water by Naafi break.” Then he about-turned and marched back into his office, leaving me holding open the 

door of the cleaning cupboard. 

 

I took off my forage cap and smartly pressed No. 2 jacket and having filled one of the galvanized metal buckets with hot 

water and proceeded to scrub the corridor floor. 

 

Although initially quite peeved that I had been given such a menial task to do I soon got into the rhythm of the job and 

was actually quite enjoying the work, when I became aware of a gleaming pair of ammunition boots approaching me in a 

very military fashion. I looked up and there was SSM Orme complete with his pace-stick under his arm, looking down at 

me in a very perplexed manner and after a few seconds of thought he said, “Not you, you prat. The prisoners!” 

Clive Sanders (shown on photo bottom, far right) 

New members John Tong and  
John Evans 
In 1997 I got a call from Frank Mitchell asking if I would 

attend a reunion in Loughborough and Join the reunion 

branch of Langeleben Vets. This I did along with some other 

guys from the reggie. I Have attended some of the UK reun-

ions and found them enjoyable. A few of us meet in London 

to coincide with Derek Spindlows visits to the UK from his 

home in Canada.  

 

The reunion that Frank founded is great and I do not think 

that the public realise what an important job we Spec Ops did 

and focus their knowledge of Bletchley Park code breaking 

rather than realising how they got the information to work 

on. 

 

Long may the branch prosper and keep up the good work. 

Best wishes to all 

John Tong , Spec Op, did not serve at Langeleben but 

invited to join by Frank Mitchell in 1997 

 

We also welcome another new member 

John Evans served in Langeleben 1981-1984 


