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Message from our Vice-President 
Rod Goddard  
 
Our bench in the National Memorial Arboretum at  
Alrewas has an additional dedication plate.  
 
To the memory of our late President Major  
General PAC Baldwin CBE. (Peter). 
 
It is good to that see that our new secretary has 
been busy recruiting new members to our unique 
grouping. As I have said many times before, our  
Langeleben Reunion Branch is only as strong as our 
committed membership.  So please encourage fellow 
members to make the effort to attend our reunion 
meetings. 
 
Over the past month or so the groundwork has been 
put in place by our committee towards our reunion in 
Königslutter later this year.  For planning purposes it 
will help our Secretary (Charlie) and our Königslutter  
maestro (John) if you can let them know your  
accommodation requirements sooner rather than 
later.  Whether you are a member who hasn‟t  
attended for a while, or never attended a reunion, 
please come along. You will be guaranteed a warm 
welcome from your fellow members and the  
Königslutter community alike. The favourable  
accommodation rates at the Avalon Hotelpark are 
effective for at least a week. So it is easy to extend 
your stay and revisit some of your old haunts or 
search out new ones.  
 
We are looking forward to seeing you all in  
Königslutter. 
 

Message from our Secretary  
Charlie 
Charlesworth 
 
We hope this report finds 
everyone fit and well as we 
look forward to our  
reunion in Königslutter in 
August. To date 16 people 
have registered their  
intention to attend. All of the details regarding dates, 
costs, outline activities and the booking form can be 
found on the website and attached.  Gentle reminder: 
bookings made after 11th August may be charged 
at the hotel’s normal higher prices so don‟t be 
tardy.   
Please think about bringing a raffle prize if at all  
possible to help boost our funds. 
 
John Richardson, “our man in Königslutter,” has been 
busy negotiating with the Avalon Hotel and liaising 
with the Schützenfest Committee and we are greatly 
indebted to him for all that he does for us. Thank you 
John. 
 
Since Christmas we welcomed two new members, 
Dickie Henderson and Chris Baines.  Our current 
membership, as far as we are aware, stands at 458, 
impressive or what !! 
 
We very much look forward to seeing you in  
Königslutter in August if you can make it.  
 
Your booking form is attached so please book soon. 
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THE  (UNLIKELY) ROAD 
TO LANGELEBEN 
Following Alan Caine’s article in issue 
24, he answers the question ‘how did 
you come to go to Langeleben’  and fills in a few gaps 
that rounds up the previous story. 
 
„What goes round comes round‟, so they say. So it was 
with my army service. My initiation began in  
September 1954 with basic training in 7TR with the 
Royal Signals at Catterick  -  someone with an arts  
degree sent to a technical corps! 
 
But my initial link with Signals was not to last for long. I 
was one of 30 odd from units all over the country lucky 
enough to be offered a place on the next Russian 
course at JSSL down in Bodmin, Cornwall. Little did I 
know at the time that I would link up again with Signals 
15 months later in Germany. And so began my unlikely 
road to Langeleben.  After „passing out‟ as Russian 
linguists and taking an additional radio course, a small 
group set off for Germany in January ‟56 to  -  guess 
where  -  No. 1 Wireless Regiment on the Dutch bor-
der. There, I even met a couple of friends from 7TR 
from a year earlier.  Again, this was only a brief stay 
and just three of us were „invited‟  to move to Langele-
ben to what was then 101 Wireless Troop. Heaven on 
earth… and it was also I believe, the first time Int. 
Corps Russian linguists had been based at Langele-
ben. So it was a bit of a landmark.. 
 
Most of the next eight months were outlined in my  
previous piece. Suffice to say we had great fun  
listening to the activities of the Russian 3

rd
 Shock 

Army, based near Magdeburg. And, in those days at 
Langeleben  there was no cinema, swimming pool etc, 
but there was always tremendous camaraderie and 
plenty of walks at the week-ends along the forest 
paths. 
 
Not wishing to leave Langeleben I must have cast a 
slightly disconsolate figure when, eight months later, I 
travelled alone by train across Germany back to No. 1 
Wireless Regt. simply to play in the Rhine army tennis 
championships. I finished National Service there a few 
weeks later after also taking part in the four day Dutch 
Vierdaagse.  So, what goes round comes round 

More Winter Warfare Course 
Memories 
Having read Ian Bond and David Bowers accounts of 
their experience  on their Winter Warfare course with 
interest I am prompted to publish my account of those 
blissful times.       
    
It was decided in late 1960 that three Langeleben  
stalwarts should be given the opportunity to enjoy a 
weeks holiday in Winterberg in the prestigious  
Dewdrop Inn. The first person selected was Terry  
Rickman I Corps who had done excellent  and skilful 
work, the second person was Johnny Reid who had 
also been selected  for his diligence in a D.F. hut 
somewhere.  My name was put forward by Mac 
Bowker who noted that I had not been sleeping too 
well whilst on watch and obviously needed a break well 
away from him  
 
We assembled the following week at the guard room in 
full winter gear and were welcomed by 2 lt Blackwell 
Jones resplendent in Sam Browne belt,  shiny pips and 
a leather bound map case with a plastic cover; he  
informed us that he would be our guide for the week. 
We set off for Königslutter in the usual truck and 
waited whilst our leader purchased our train tickets.  
Presently we set off on our journey to the slopes  
fortified with a copious refreshment of our Gala Ex 
which was obligatory on such trips:  
 
After a few hours we awoke in a siding somewhere in 
pitch darkness, only the four of us were still on the 
train, I was dispatched  to ascertain where we were but 
the elderly railway person I talked to shrugged and 
moved away briskly. 
 
Terry our no 2  then approached the nearest house 
and had a long conversation with the owner it turned 
out that Terry spoke various languages fluently and 
ascertained that we had set off from the wrong  
platform in Königslutter Hbf.  When B.J. had asked if 
we left from platform 6 she said “nein,” needless to say 
we left from platform 9 .no trains were leaving from this 
siding until the following morning but no worries about 
being snowed in we were in flat country not a ski slope 
in sight. 
 
It was decided that we should stay the night in the 
nearby hamlet I cant remember the name and our  
linguist found accommodation in an evil looking Gast-
haus  where Frau Diablo said she only had 2 double 
beds and unbeknown to me Terry and John had taken 
one room therefore I had to share a bed with the 2 lt.  
When we entered the spartan room we noticed that we 
had no blankets or sheets, instead there was a large 
cover 3ft high at one end and 3ins at the other   

Continued on page 4 

 
 
 
 
 

While preparing this copy of the Listening Post we 
received the news that Alan had passed away. His 
daughter Sandi wanted us to honour her father‟s 
wish by including his last article this month for you.  

Alan Caine — 1956 
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Dear Editor 
I was surprised that you may be considering the  
inclusion in "The Listening Post" of some of the more 
colourful events at Langy, back in the fifties!  That  
period was a totally different era to the late sixties - in 
the fifties I was an impecunious mechanical  
engineering student and post-war food rationing in the 
U.K.  had only just ended as we were all  
square-bashing at Catterick. In the year 1969 I had 
achieved a directorship of the largest Swedish  
machine-tool manufacturing company in Gothenburg 
and also employed 85 idlers in 3 of my own  
engineering works in The Black Country!! 
  

You are asking for any photographs from my time at 
Langy. Pull yourself together!!! Only the truly rich could 
afford to buy a camera!! I do recall that, at that time, 
Germany excelled in the manufacture of these coveted 
items of jewellery, the best being the fabled LEICA and 
the ROLLEI - made "down the road" by a company 
named Franke & Heidecke (?) at Braunschweig. Such 
sophistication was only affordable by such as titled  
officers of the "Blues and Royals" !  Many of the lads 
saved up their pittance of National Service pay to ac-
quire a camera and the favoured jobbies were either 
the AGFA "SILETTE" 35 mm. or the VOIGTLANDER 
"VITO C" 35 mm, both of which cost about DM 140.00 
( About £12.00 Quid in REAL money at that time and 
representing some 8 weeks National Service pay for a 
Signalman !!!).  I recall  Signalman The Reverend Har-
vey Grainger and, possibly L/Cpl.Paul W. Croxson of 
the Army Intelligence Corps, possessing sufficient 
wealth to flaunt ownership of these items - both are 
members of the Association and may have photos.  
 

If ever you are pushed for a few snippets to pad out 
"The Listening Post" you can always try me for a few 
paragraphs (!!) - At that time, my Army record read 
" noted for a highly developed sense of humour"; 
something that has become somewhat suppressed  
after nearly 60 years of marriage (To the same wench ! 
- by jove she looked perfectly formed and normal at 18 
in her old Pioneer Corps jacket. (Ken Dodd circa 
1960 !) How things have slipped!!!) 
  

During my time, Langy was absolutely infested with 
vermin. (NO I'm not referring to the Officers and 
N.C.O's - we liked to think that we had these well un-
der control!!). Our major problems were with mice and 
cockroaches! The accommodation block was abso-
lutely infested with mice and many of us invested in 
mousetraps; In my case I had a very snazzy  three-
hole job, a small oblong block of wood with three invit-
ingly bored holes and three wire loops running beneath 
in a slot. These were suitably baited with cheese or  
chocolate and finely held down with three little bars. As 
the offending mouse stuck his head in one of the holes 
to tug the bait, the sprung loop snapped upwards and 

garotted the swine to an instant death !! These traps 
were stuck behind your locker and you could kill three 
at a time with 30 minute regularity both day and 
night!   We also had a cat, who was about as much use 
as a chocolate chisel and seemingly only ever feasting 
upon the corpses that we threw out of the windows!! 
We also had a terrier named "Tommy" whose picture is 
in a copy "The Listening Post" with our tame roe deer 
"Bambi". Tommy's only value was keeping your feet 
warm by lying on them when you were asleep in bed. 
At least he never had fleas. 
  

The regiments of cockroaches lived behind the large 
fat-fryer in the cookhouse and came out at night to  
completely cover the entire walls. As soon as you 
switched the light on to make cocoa on the night-shift 
this tide of insectivorae silently vanished with startling 
speed like a Spring Tide in a Tsunami of brown  
horror !! Indeed, I had never seen as many giant  
cockroaches since the fifth form at my old school had 
been given one each for dissection in the GCE Biology 
examinations.! 
  

However, on reflection, I think that the nastiest moment 
at Langy was when an R.Sigs WO 2 (Whose name I 
have forgotten) burst into my room and said "Can you 
come out here Brum and take a look at this FOX,  
because I don't know what is up with it ?" This animal 
was staggering about in a daze, foaming at the mouth 
and seemingly intent upon savaging anybody  
approaching it within 2 metres.  "Well ?" says the WO 2 
enquiringly. I felt a chill ! "Yeah" says I "Its got RA-
BIES" ! "What's them?" says WO 2. "DEATH within six 
weeks if it bites you" ! saysI  "REALLY !" says the WO 
2 interestedly. ""What do you think we should do with 
it ?". "Can you nip down the armoury and ask them for 
a revolver and five rounds whilst you get somebody to 
dig a deep hole says I  and I'll shoot the b*stard and 
bury it".   A few minutes later he returned sans revolver 
but carrying what looked like a large scimitar. "Don't 
want to trouble the C.O. with a request for live ammo 
says WO 2. "Here, use my knife" ! "Not on your life ! 
says I I.m not going anywhere near it" "O.K." says WO 
2 and cooly approached the fox in one of its calmer 
spells. With a deft slash he took half of its head off at 
the shoulders and set about digging a deep hole. 
 Personally I left him to it with shaking hands and 

strongly advising him to report the unsavoury incident 
to Capt. Jim " There MAY be more of 'em about" says I 
and if somebody gets bitten, I think they have to fly you 
to the Pasteur Institute in Paris for about six nasty  
injections direct into your stomach to save your life " !! 
 "O.K." says WO 2 nonchalantly "Off you go". 

I DID  and, to my knowledge nobody ever caught  
rabies.!! 
 

 Rod (Brum) Courtney.Ex Sigmn. 23042141. 1955/56 
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Continued from page 2 
B.J. commandeered the large end I  was left with the small end, we had a cold uncomfortable night and in the 
morning we were informed that this type of bed linen was normal all we had to do was shake it out evenly, this 
was our first experience of a duvet.  We set out next morning for our destination and were met at the station and 
driven to the Dewdrop Inn we went in a Volkswagen combi, this was the first military vehicle  I had been in with 
side windows, what luxury peripheral vision. 
  
On our second day John and I decided to go out on the piste and after coming to a perfect stop at the bottom of a 
black run with the aid of an unfriendly tree I was accosted by a smart looking young man with an enormous cam-
era he asked if he could take my picture, I of course agreed, he was from the Army publicity department and liked 
my obvious looks and panache, he asked my army number, which town I came from (he had never heard of it) 
asked the County again (never heard of it) so settled for Scotland, he then inquired what I  did in civilian life  and I 
told him I was a  Government Artist he duly wrote the details down and we 
parted on good terms. 
 
Many years later my sister phoned me up to inform me that the picture of me on 
skis had appeared on a army recruiting poster, it gave my name and divulged 
that i was a Government Artist  which amused my family as Government Artist 
up our way means you draw the dole but they never twigged . A cameraman 
sent my picture to Reading and they were able to locate me, incidentally Frank 
Mitchell informed me of this as he  
followed the same inquiry route and posted a lost comrade letter in the local 
press „The Buckie Squeak‟ whence it was forwarded to me. Interpol were unable 
to find me so well done to Frank. 
 
I have never seen any reference to Terry Rickman so I may have a wrong name 
perhaps someone recollects him? 
 
Johnny Reid, I was fortunate to meet him a few years ago near  
Kettering where he lives his first reaction was to greet me as his  
favourite Government Artist, his long time memory is as good as mine but what we did yesterday remains a  
mystery 
 
2 lt Blackwell Jones has also disappeared off the radar but does not surprise me; he was last spotted leading a 
lion safari in Greenland . 
 
Thanks for sticking with my epistle this far, Felicitations 
Ernie Robertson .1960/61 AR SK. 

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 re-
ceive it. 
 
Your memories and photos are welcomed (and much 
needed) for future newsletters.  Without articles there can be 
no Listening Post.  Any articles already received will appear 
in future copies, we are very grateful to you for sending them 
in.  
 
Editor 
Marlene Brooks.   
167 Fold Croft, Harlow CM20 1SL 
Telephone : 01279 862960 
Or email to: langelebennews@yahoo.co.uk  


