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Another year has passed and far too quickly for my liking.  I must say that these days a week seem to go by 
at about the same speed as a weekend of guard duty did some 50 years ago.  
 
I would like to thank Steven Vaughan for stepping up to the plate and volunteering to take on the  
responsibilities of treasurer. Unfortunately the process is rather long winded but hopefully all will be  
completed in the next few weeks.  
 
The following events took place during 1951/52: 1951 - On the1st January the Archers was transmitted for the 
first time, on the Light Service. On the 21st February, an English Electric Canberra with Rolls Royce Avon  
engines became the first jet to make an unrefueled flight across the Atlantic.1952 - On February 6th Queen 
Elizabeth II was proclaimed the Queen of the United Kingdom and the other Commonwealth Realms. Great 
Britain tested its first Atomic bomb. The world‘s first passenger jet the ―Comet‖ is produced in the UK. During 
this period Langeleben Camp became fully operational and so, for the relative few that were fortunate 
enough to serve there, a journey began. A journey that has over the last 68 years encountered setbacks,  
improvements, unhappiness, happiness and closure. However, the one thing that has survived through all 
these events are many long lasting and outstanding friendships, which continue to thrive to this very day. 
Long may our wonderful organisation carry on. 
 
I am looking forward to catching up with many of you in Quorn (shown below) on 6th September 2019. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Rod Goddard 
Chairman 
 

We are delighted to welcome our newest 
member to the association Graham Slack 
who served in Langeleben 1960 

Cartoon: Clive Inman 
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HPP Lanterns 
Posted to 225 Signal Squadron (Radio) at Langeleben in 1969 and on my first exercise in September, I felt pretty 
useless when the convoy halted and people started putting up tents, getting the vehicles into place and working, 
so I just hung around waiting for someone to give me something to do. 
 
I didn‘t have to wait long. Sgt Dave Etherton thrust four HPP lanterns into my hands and instructed me to get 
them filled and lit up before it got dark.  Now I had a mission. With great purpose I strode to the POL point and 
was immediately faced with my first problem. As it was my first encounter with the lanterns Sgt Etherton had  
referred to as ―HPP lanterns‖, I didn‘t know what the letters HPP stood for. Now I had three types of fuel to 
choose from, Petrol, Paraffin and Diesel. Ummm, which one?  
 
Suddenly a brainwave struck me. On the assumption that at least one of the Ps in HPP stood for the type of fuel 
it used, it must be either Petrol or Paraffin?  Then it dawned on me, ―Wait a minute!‖ I thought. ―The Army don‘t 
call Paraffin, Paraffin. They call it Kerosene.‖ 
 
Problem solved! One of the Ps in HPP must stand for Petrol. So I filled the four HPP lanterns with Petrol. 
 
Then I realized that I didn‘t know how to light an HPP lamp, so when I got back to Sgt Etherton I asked him how 
to light the lanterns. 
 
―You pump up the lamp, then just bleed a little bit of the fuel out, so that the little bowl below the mantle is fairly 
full, light the little bowl of fuel and slowly turn the fuel on and the lamp will light up.‖ said Sgt Etherton. 
 
Carefully following his instructions I attempted to light the first lantern. I pumped up the lamp and got the little 
bowl of fuel burning nicely, then turned on the fuel, which started hissing out until the vaporised fuel caught light 
and I was greeted with a rather impressive 4-foot wide fire ball, which having singed my eye-brows rapidly  
ascended into the sky and the lamp went out. 
 
Several more attempts to light the lanterns also 
resulted in these really impressive fire balls. So 
I went back to Sgt Etherton for his advice. 
 
―Oh Christ, just get out of the way.‖ he shouted. 
 
He then knelt down and followed his own  
advice, which unsurprisingly for me resulted in 
another 4-foot fire ball, which because he  
wasn't expecting it, burned the front of his beret. 
 
For his next attempt, he lay on the ground and 
followed the same procedure, but this time,  
because he had pumped up far higher pressure 
in the HPP lamp than I had previously done, 
resulted in an even more impressive 8-foot wide 
fire ball, which most of the unit noticed as it 
ascending gracefully into the sky.  He then 
turned his blackened face to me and said, ―The 
last time I saw this happen was when some 
pratt had filled the lamps with petrol.‖ 
 
Now, I still think it was very silly for Army to 
name these lanterns ―High Pressure Paraffin‖, 
when they called Paraffin – Kerosene, but the 
argument didn‘t carry too much weight at that 
moment. 
 
Clive Sanders 
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BEHIND THE NAAFI COUNTER! 

FIFTY YEARS 
Fifty years ago, 18th February 1969.  I didn‘t know 
where I was to be posted.  I kind of hoped it would be 
near my relatives in Bad Lippspringe, but instead they 
said I was going to a little place on the East German 
border called Langeleben.  As we drove through 
Königslutter and up the mounting hill through the 
woods, we passed the Kinderheim and there it was. 
Just a small place really, but this place was to be my 
world for the next two years.  We stopped at the gate 
and as we did a land rover was coming out.  I glanced 
at the driver and he at me, curious really.  Little did I 
know that this was the man who three years later would 
become my husband.Clive (Gypo) Brooks. 
 
Getting clearance we went to the Naafi and there we 
met the manageress, Miss H  (I never knew her by any 
other name) and the other Naafi Assistant Andy who 
later married Mick McGuire.  The bar staff consisted of 
volunteers mostly amongst the lads.  We also had 
some German workers in from the village.  Ute, who 
married Fred the Polish guard, Lottie, Wilhelm and 
Frieda the bin men.  A young German man nicknamed 
Porky who did odd jobs and Herr Messerschmidt, not 
sure what he did. 
 
The married men were based in Wolfenbuttel with their 
wives unless they were on duty and only the single 
men, or those with wives at home in England , stayed 
on the camp.  I needn‘t have worried though, almost 
alone with about 60 men as the army must have found 
the elite of gentlemen to serve there and I have no bad 
memories of anyone.  It was almost like having 60 
brothers. 
 
Miss H was a pretty strange character and if you were 
there in 1969/70 you may remember her having us 
make up the rolls and there were always 4 times the 
quantity of cheese and onion than any other, ―onions 
make you passionate‖ she was fond of saying.  I think 
it‘s safe to say she had no takers in that department.  
I‘m not sure if that is through the lack of theory about 
the onions or whether it was her boast that despite  
being a ‗Miss‘ she had been married four times and 
‗bumped them all off‘ maybe less said about the onions 
the better. 
 
She was quite jealous that I was bilingual and had 
made some good friends amongst the German ladies 
and was often invited to go for a meal with some of 
them who lived in Lelm.  Miss H then put a ban on me 
speaking German during working hours.  I got my own 
back though as driving out one afternoon through the 
Harz we passed a sign for ‗Umleitung‘. ‖let‘s give that a 
whirl‖ she said, ―I‘ve often seen a sign for it but I‘ve 
never been there‖.  So we spent the rest of the after-

noon looking for a village called Umleitung and I never 
did tell her what it meant.  The NAAFI was opened up 
later than usual that day… 
 
Soon Miss H left and was replaced by Jean and Jim 
Thornton.  Jean and Jim had previously been pub land-
lords and it showed in how they re-vamped the NAAFI 
bar and the menus.  The lads decorated the bar with 
brick looking wallpaper and were allowed to put some 
Graffiti on it, there are pictures of that in the gallery on 
our website.  We had a jukebox playing ―Sugar, sugar‖ 
and ―Suspicious Minds‖, ―Ob La De Ob La da‖ and 
many more and later we sometimes had the radio after 
Naafi hours.  One night Terry Stapleton asked me to 
dance and Gypo said could he have the next dance.  
The next tune to come on the radio was ―The Stripper‖, 
we all had a good laugh at that but Gypo didn‘t get his 
dance.  I promised him the one after. well this was 1969 
and there was no all night radio/TV then and the next 
song to be played was ―God Save the Queen‖, so my 
first dance with the man who was to become by  
husband was just that. 
 
Other ways to entertain ourselves was of course the 
cinema.  I couldn‘t go often as I worked every night but 
Saturdays so I could save my days up to have a long 
weekend with my family in Bad Lippspringe.  One film 
that stuck out for me was Ring of Bright Water about a 
man living with otters.  I had read the book at school so 
I really wanted to see the film.  Now every time I see it‘s 
on TV it takes me back to the Langeleben cinema. 
Then we had the swimming pool which was wonderful 
fun.  My most vivid memories are sunny days by the 
pool with the sun beating down through the trees.  
Beautiful. 
 
Jean and Jim would often have officers down for a meal 
and I really liked Captain Swan, I think we all did there.  
I remember one Sunday lunchtime in the NAAFI we 
had Family Favourites on and his wife had requested 
the song ―Dream‖ for him.  No one teased him about it, 
in fact they all sat and listened respectfully which goes 
to show the type of men serving there. 
 
Some nights or afternoons I would go with a couple of 
the men to Lelm.  The first pub as you go into the  
village was the favourite.  I remember how a greeting 
was always knocked out on the table.  ―Heichi Bum-
beichi‖ was on the juke box there.  When we needed to 
use the loo we were given a huge key on a big chain 
with a ball on the end which opened the midden  
outside.  The Tetzelstein was another place we would 
go to which was down the road and round the corner.  
The Eis Dele of course as well and I seem to remember 
a disco or something above a shoe shop in  
Königslutter. 
. 
    Continued on page 4 
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A message from our Secretary 
If you are reading this on the Langeleben website but 
have not received a copy of the Listening Post by either 
e-mail or post, that is because you have not given your 
Secretary (Charlie Charlesworth) permission to keep 
your data (a requirement of the recent General Data 
Protection Regulations or GDPR.) If you would like to 
remedy that then please make contact with Charlie 
(01423 771935) who will take the necessary steps. 
 
For those of you who are not aware, we also run a 
Buddy System, whereby volunteers print and send on a 
copy of the Listening Post to members who do not have 
access to a computer. This has proved to be a very 
 important and much appreciated service. For your  
information, we currently have 34 buddies, to whom we 
extend grateful thanks, and 37 members who take part 
(after GDPR) 
 
Thanks to Dick Pickup, the arrangements for our next 
reunion on 6-8th September at the Quorn Grange Hotel 
are taking shape and we look forward, as ever, to get-
ting together for a great weekend. Bookings are now 
open and all of the details, together with the booking 
form. If you have access to the internet, please book 
via the website wherever possible. If you have to send 
your booking form via Royal Mail then please forward to 
Dick Pickup whose address is at the top of the form. 
 

Committee Members 
President:    Tim Inshaw 
Vice President/Chairman:  Rodney Goddard 
Treasurer:    Steven Vaughan 
Secretary:   Charlie and Jud Charlesworth 
Assistant Secretary (UK):  Richard Pickup 
Assistant Secretary (DE):  John Richardson 
Standard Bearer:     Robbie McCallum 
 
 
 
 
 
It is with much regret that we report the passing of: 
Bob Allum, Royal Signals – Langeleben 1977-80 and 
1985-89 
Helen Neal, wife of Tom and, although not an ―official‖ 
member was a staunch supporter of Tom and the  
Association. 
Also not a member was Master Max Brooks 13 year 
old grandson of Marlene (Langeleben 1969-70) and the 
late Clive Brooks (1967-71) 
 
DID YOU KNOW – that our Branch Standard and/or 
coffin drape are available to members on these sad  
occasions. Your family would need to contact the  
Secretary, Charlie Charlesworth (01423 771935) in the 
first  Instance. .Please let them know your wishes. 

Continued from Page 3 (behind the NAAFI counter) 
When I wanted to be on my own I found a little place 
halfway down the hill and under the bridge, it used to 
be a Quelle or a spring and it was really old and quite 
lovely and peaceful.  I could sit there and write to family 
back home and be in my own space for a while. 
 
Other get togethers we had in our billet (out of bounds 
to all ranks) were  when they landed on the moon and 
Prince Charles investiture. The year moved on and the 
snow set in and I had to be dug out of my billet to get to 
work it was that high. Again photos in the gallery of 
that.  It didn‘t stop us though and I think it drew us all 
together more. It‘s a strange thing.  Langeleben was a 
very special place for some very special people, it gets 
into your heart like no other place.  There was a kind of 
kinship amongst us all I think, a real bond that seems to 
live as long as we live. When it was time to leave they 
threw me the biggest party, a fantastic buffet, music 
and free flowing booze.  It was a wonderful night.  I was 
presented by Robbie McCallum with a beautiful brace-
let I still have and a watch engraved To Marlene from 
225.  Eddie Bellerby, played ‗Trains and Boats and 
Planes‘ or was it ‘Leaving on a Jetplane?‘ and got told 
off for being insensitive, but I think it was how everyone 
felt. Clive (aka Gypo) asked me to dance one last time, 
then he kissed me and asked me to write to him which I 
did and the rest is history where we are concerned.   
 

I became the last NAAFI girl to serve in Langeleben. 
After me I believe it continued as a husband and wife 
job. I went back a year later and stayed with Ute and 
Fred (ex-Polish guard) who lived in Königslutter and 
had some good nights meeting up with the lads again. 
Marlene Brooks 

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 are also happy to 
continue to receive it.  Please remember too, we 
NEED your memories and stories long or short. 
  
Editor 
Marlene Brooks.  (Langeleben 1969 — 1970) 
167 Fold Croft, Harlow CM20 1SL 
Telephone : 01279 862960 
Or email to: langelebennews@yahoo.co.uk  
Telephone: 01279 862960 


