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I know that our Committee has been putting in a 

lot of work over the past few months, bringing 

together all the pieces for our next reunion in 

Burleigh Court. A big thank you to Ernie and 

Gerry, they have both been helping our new com-

mittee. The sooner you book your accommoda-

tion etc, the easier the job is for our booking sec-

retary (Dickie). Please don‟t forget, if there are 

people out there who have served in Langeleben, 

who do not attend our reunion. Then please give 

them a call and encourage them to attend the 

next one. 

 

A few weeks ago I spoke with Gail and our Presi-

dent, Major General Peter Baldwin. During our 

conversation Peter informed me that due to the 

current state with his poor health, that he and Gail 

will be unable to attend our next reunion in Sep-

tember. They hoped that we would have a great 

meeting and they asked me to pass on their best 

wishes to you all. Your thoughts and prayers at 

this difficult time will be much appreciated. 

 

We are looking forward to seeing you all in Sep-

tember. 

 

Vice President 

Rod Goddard. 

Sadly we lost 3 valued members of our  
association this quarter (see page 4) but we were 

delighted to welcome 3 new members, Ron Adams 
(1973-1975, Peter Ridlington (1978-1982 and  

Bob Weeks (1979-1982) 
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 Cartoon by Clive Inman 

Jammy Jim Jarman aged 90 years, 7 
Special Wireless Section, A Type  
Mobile then stationed at Mill House 
Camp, Bishops Waltham, Hants. 
April 1944. 
Everything in the Y Service was so-so Secret, all we Operators 

were told in the utmost secrecy was that our unit had the very 

top priority task of intercepting 12 SS Panzers. 

(The importance would show itself later after D Day) 

 

We had three dispatch Riders, one of which every evening at 

1800 hrs would set off with his padlocked bag to a place called 

BP somewhere north of London, a large house in the country-

side of Hertfordshire. From our drivers we learned that on ar-

riving at this large house they would hand their bag in and then 

join many other drivers from other Y Units in the Stables in a 

Yard at the rear where after a mug of tea and a sandwich they 

would start the journey back home. The trouble was by then 

they were riding in the "blackout" All three dispatch Riders 

crashed during the following months and had to be replaced, 

This was our first knowledge of Bletchley Park. 

 

The field we were camped in was in the assembly area for D 

Day and by May was full of armour & troops and then that fa-

mous day they were gone. Not so us and two weeks later the Ack Ack gunners down the road hit the first V1 rocket we had 

ever seen, sending it crashing down into our field, wounding 17 operators and blowing the tents and everything away. De-

spite this next morning a lorry arrived with 17 replacements from 10 SW section and we went on watch again at midnight. 

___________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

Were are they now? 
I was a radio operator stationed at Langeleben for a few months in the winter 1953-

54.   That was the most enjoyable time of my two year conscription.   I see from the 

website that the little base since became much bigger.   When I was there we lived in 

cold, damp tents, and there were only some 80 of us.   In spite of the physical condi-

tions, morale was much higher than at Münster. 

 

It is 60 years since I was there.   I now live in Canada.   In fact, I emigrated very 

soon after finishing my draft.   At that time the government was nationalizing every-

thing and people in Britain were more interested in going on strike than expanding 

the economy.    Not surprisingly, investment was going into Germany, France,  

Holland, etc. instead of the UK.    

 

I have read some of the back issues of „The Listen-

ing Post‟ and will read the others.   At some point I 

may contribute an article. 

  

I would very much like to contact  David Tabbush, 

and Robin Robbins, friends from my time at Lan-

geleben.    There were other friends, but after 60 

years I have forgotten their names.    In fact I would 

like to hear from anyone who 

was at Langeleben in the winter 

1953-54. 

 Chris Metten 

Techwrite2004@shaw.ca 

 

Thank you 
 

I am hoping you could help 

us,  my unit received a care 

package while I was serv-

ing in Afghanistan.  I be-

lieve that the people who 

sent the package are Ray 

and Elsie Armstrong, he 

described himself as (ex 

R.Sigs) and while searching 

for him today I suspect he 

is a member of your reun-

ion.   

 

The care package was 

shared between my troops 

and I made a point of keep-

ing hold of the postcard that 

had been included.   

 

It has taken me some con-

siderable time to find my-

self in a position to chase 

down the senders and offer 

my thanks.  I would like to 

write about what it meant to 

us and send this to Ray and 

Elsie.  Could I ask, if you 

have contact with them 

through your site, that you 

offer my details to them, 

and if as I suspect, these are 

the people who sent us the 

package they would accept 

my thanks. 

 

If Mr & Mrs Armstrong 

wish to retain their privacy, 

I would be happy to write 

my response independently 

and share it with them 

through your website if 

they would feel this was 

more appropriate? 

 

Respectfully yours, 

J Bell 
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Langeleben Here I Come 
 

The girl opposite me was strug-

gling to get her suitcase off the 

rack as the train pulled into Bruns-

wick station; so I hauled it down 

for her then forced my way 

through the crowded carriage and 

out onto the platform. I turned to 

get back on the train for my kit, 

and there she was standing in the 

carriage doorway, a vision of 

loveliness wreathed in whisps of steam. In one hand she held 

my kitbag, in the other my heavy holdall and my rifle was 

slung over her shoulder! It crossed my mind at that point that 

I‟d been a bit of a pratt! At least she said thank you — I 

think.  

 

It was early 1954 and, as an Int. Corps private, I was escap-

ing from Munster all on my ownsome and heading for Lan-

geleben. I was armed with my extensive German vocabulary: 

Please, Thank you and What time is it? But I was off the 

leash at last!  

 

A boring wait for the next connection and then I found my-

self in the gloomy back of a Bedford 15 cwt watching the 

unending parade of trees that stood sentry-like down each 

side of the deserted roads as darkness drew in. One last hill 

and we were lurching onto an overgrown track and through a 

camp gate. We were  there! 

  

Inside, I was shown the corner of a tent, complete with bed 

and bedding that was to be mine. My guide, a Royal Sigs. 

corporal whose name I forget, generously waited while I 

dumped my kit, then led me to the only hutted facility in the 

camp: a combined office, cookhouse, dining „shed‟ and, next 

door, showers and washroom. 

 

The traditional fall-back meal of bacon, egg and beans with 

plenty of bread and hot tea came my way while the Corporal 

kindly filled out my joining chit. He then handed me a copy 

of the duty roster and pointed out that I was on watch at 7.00 

am next morning! Where? In the Gin Palace? He dragged me 

outside and pointed across muddy grass at two high-off-the-

ground trucks with lines of lighted windows down their sides 

parked back to back next to a small aerial farm. Then he left 

me! 

 

I headed for my tent, the last in a row backing onto a never-

ending pine forest, and after unpacking my kit, decided to go 

for a shower. That meant traipsing back to the huts where, to 

my surprise, there was lots of hot water, but then it was an 

equally long trudge back through the rain. 

 

About midnight, three cold, wet and very noisy Ops de-

scended on the tent having just come off shift. They‟d got hot 

tea from somewhere and we shared it out over the introduc-

tions. “You on watch at seven? Yeah…? So are we. Break-

fast is at 6.30, we‟ll give you shout!” Then it was lights out. 

 

I was awake by six and trudging through the never-ending 

rain to the washroom. Six fifteen found me dressed and wait-

ing for the others to wake up. When they did, it was a mad 

rush to have a lick wash, quick shave and get to the cook-

house for sausage, bacon, scrambled eggs, toast and marma-

lade and lots of lovely tea. At five to seven, we obediently 

made our way to the Gin Palace and I was introduced to my 

own little corner and left to get on with it — never seen so 

much paper. 

 

Mid morning and it was still pouring. But when I peered out 

of my tiny window, I discovered a hive of activity outside. 

What was happening, I asked. I was told „It‟s the Church of 

Jocks.‟ God Botherers at mid morning on a weekday? That 

was a new one on me! 

 

Bang on 10 o‟clock, a little white van drove through the 

camp gates, parked outside „camp centre‟ and proceeded to 

dispense hot tea, coffee, hot meat pasties, cakes, cigarettes 

and various toiletries — all cheerily supervised by two grey 

haired ladies wearing what I later discovered was Church 

Army uniform. I was much impressed and soon learned that, 

rain, hail or shine — and we didn‟t get much of that at that 

time of year — „The Church of Jocks‟ was always at the gate 

bang on 10.00 am, even when nothing else could move be-

cause of snow! 

 

Another time I‟ll tell you about a very high radio tower that 

lurked in the forest nearby. There‟s a very tall story attached 

to it too, but it‟s Jock Cooper‟s tale really! 

Dennis Teesdale (aka „Del‟) 

Anyone remember these?  What 
did you spend yours on?  
Do let us know... 
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As well as our website and forum 
we have now also entered the new 

age of social networking, do join us 
on our Facebook group 

 ‘Camp Langeleben’ 
Billy Corner sent in a drawing he drew in 1992 

which was very popular with members there.  If 
viewing in pdf zoom in to see just how good it is 

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  

Secretary’s Report. 
The last few weeks have been quite busy, due to the ever 

nearing Loughborough Reunion 2014. Thanks to the won-

derful efforts of Dick Pickup, the Loughborough Reunion 

coordinator, our reunion has been carefully arranged for 

the weekend of 5th-7th September 2014. The change of 

dates from that agreed at last year's AGM was due to the 

need to deconflict the reunion with the Königslutter 

Schutzenfest, thus allowing our German members to at-

tend both functions. 

 

This month we received the tragic news of the passing of 

one of our most popular members, Clive 'Gypo' Brooks, 

and our sympathy goes out to Marlene. 

 

Our membership is still holding up very well and cur-

rently stands at 445 members. I would strongly encourage 

everyone to contact old Langeleben friends and tell them 

of the success of last year's Königslutter reunion. This 

will surely encourage old Langeleben comrades to join 

our wonderful organisation. 

Clive Sanders 

 

 

 

 

Colin Knapman 1960-1962,  

Bernie Perrin 1966-1968,  

Clive Brooks 1967-1971  

Left to right: Bob Kay, Ron Mason, Robbie McCallum, Ernie 

Callaghan and Clive Sanders came to pay their Respects to 

Clive Brooks who requested that his team Manchester United  

was represented at the end. 

Thank you 
Please forgive me taking a little space to 

express my heartfelt thanks to all of you 

this past month following the death of my 

much loved husband Clive (aka Gypo.)  It 

is because of Langeleben that we married 

having met there in 1969.  I arrived as a 

nervous and very innocent teen and our eyes met at the 

guardroom gates.  Who would have guessed this man 

would give me so many happy years, two fine sons and 

beautiful grandchildren.   

 

But Langeleben gave me so much more, in the years I spent 

there you all showed me nothing but respect and I felt safe 

as if I was living with many brothers.  As I go through my 

bereavement now I still feel I am among family and all of 

you are still my „big brothers‟ still there and looking out for 

me as you always did.  I am proud to know you and look 

forward to meeting you again at the reunion this year. 

Marlene Brooks 

Editor 


