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Still going strong! 
Thanks to the many generous donations of 

our members (nearly £1000 so far) our 

memorial bench is now in situe at the  

National Memorial Arboretum in Alrewas 

Staffordshire. We have now left our legacy 

in both Germany and the UK. 

 

Who would have thought in 1993 that we 

would be still be going strong twenty years 

later?  During the weekend 23rd - 26th of 

August next year we are holding our  

special anniversary reunion in Königlutter, 

and at the unanimous request of our  

members we are arranging the whole event 

around the town‘s, Schützenfest  

celebrations. (see attached letter) 

 

But in the meantime, the committee and I 

would like to take this early opportunity of 

wishing you all a very happy Christmas 

and we  look forward to seeing many of 

you in Königslutter next year. 

 

Ernie Callaghan. 

A special poem brought to you by Clive Sanders who recently won 

first prize in the South Petherton poetry completion—well done Clive. 

 

Oh Lord, now that Christmas is almost complete, 

Bless all here in Langy and please give them a treat. 

Bless the Officers, Sergeants and lads from the street, 

With the exception of him with the ‗orrible feet! 

 

Bless my Mum and my Dad and my sister Dorete, 

Jim, Jean in the NAAFI for being so sweet, 

Bless Marlene who serves snacks on a plate what looks neat, 

But don‘t bless him in my room with the ‗orrible feet. 

 

The smell in the room isn‘t nice when we greet, 

Those blokes in our block or at work that we meet. 

I know that it sounds like we constantly bleat 

About him in the room with his ‗orrible feet. 

 

You could send him dream of how to wash feet, 

Or to sleep with his 

legs wrapped up 

tight in the sheet. 

Or to burn all his 

clothes when they 

smell of dead meat. 

I hate him in my 

room with his 

‗orrible feet. 

Amen 

 

Clive Sanders 

1969-1975 

Langeleben Christmas Prayer - 1970 
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Sgt Monty 
 

Anyone out there remember Sgt 

Monty?  That was his official 

name. Better known to the lower 

ranks as Trotsky or Tab Hunter. 

Trotsky was the squadron 

mascot from some time in 1967 

and was still there when I left in 

the autumn of 1968. He was a 

ram rented from a local farmer 

and was a substitute for a 

Mouflon, the squadron emblem. 

The Mouflon is a breed of wild 

sheep found in mountainous parts of Sardinia, Corsica, 

Cyprus and some Middle Eastern Countries. Mine of 

information aren‘t I. It signified the fact that we, who went 

out on detachment, living under canvas and fending for 

ourselves, including getting a crate or two, before finding the 

highest location in the area we had been sent to for better 

communications. Why Trotsky. Obvious really. Something 

to do with our friends across the border. Tab Hunter, that 

was a throw back from a civilian employee at Bergelen 

whose job was to walk round the camp picking up litter 

which was mainly cigarette ends. Trotsky lived in the 

compound surrounding the ops block and if you were 

walking past and had finished your fag you flicked it over 

the fence and Trotsky would eat it. He would actually follow 

a smoker around the fence in anticipation. Pay day was his 

treat day. Squaddies would come out the NAAFI in the 

evening having had a beer or three with their pack of 200 

fags under their arms and feed cigarettes to him through the 

fence, he wasn‘t particular about the brand.  

 

He was looked after and tended to by, if my memory serves 

me correctly, a guy called Drew Duncan. Drew taught the 

beast to walk to heel on a harness and I recall one parade 

with a band where Drew and Trotsky lead the march,  

Trotsky was not best pleased with the noise but they both did 

us proud.  

 

Another story involving the woolly beast involved a Captain 

from I think the Green Howards who shall remain nameless. 

He crept up behind Trotsky while he was grazing and 

thought it was great fun to kick the poor animal in the nuts. 

Trotsky didn‘t take kindly to this and turned to retaliate. Our 

Captain however had not positioned himself very well and 

the only way to escape injury was to scramble onto a small 

bunker and wait there to be rescued. One up for the animal 

kingdom. 

John Plaskitt (1967-1968) 

Football in Langeleben 
 

I was stationed at Langeleben from July to late December 

1957 and have many fond memories especially from my 

days playing football for the unit. 

 

I can recall Gordon (Yorkie) 

Banks,  later England‘s 

goalkeeper for many years 

playing for us when he came up 

to Langeleben from time to time.  

He was a great character –  loved 

joking and laughing.  He always 

insisted in playing as a forward 

and not as the goalkeeper so I 

never saw him in the flesh playing in goal. 

 

We played against local German teams 

and I remember playing against one team 

located in a small town right on the East/

West border.  We won the match but lost 

our dog when he strayed over the border. 

 

My most vivid memory was of my last 

game late in December when we played 

against the local Königslutter team.  We 

trained on their ground and during that 

week there was a lot of rain, the turf  got very wet and 

spongy and cut up easily.  At the week-end it snowed and by 

Sunday the pitch was like an ice-rink – full of ruts from the 

activities during the week.  Nevertheless the game went on.  

It was almost impossible to keep on your feet and stay 

upright.  Tackling was problematic.  We were 0-5 down at 

half-time.  In the second half we scored twice to make it 2-5 

but fell back to 2-7.  We rallied and got up to 6-7.   That 

however was the end of our comeback as I had the 

misfortune to bring down an opponent in the penalty area, 

he picked himself up,  called me a ―schweine mensch‖ and 

then calmly slotted the penalty home.  We lost 6-8,  we 

could have done with Yorkie in goal that day. 

Jim (Jock) Hopper ex Intelligence Corps (1957) 

Cartoon by 

Clive 

Inman 

We welcome our New Members 

 

Jim Hilton. Royal Signals. 1967-69 

Anthony Taylor. Royal Signals.  1958.  
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Jim and Ulrike 
Hilton 
I joined 225 in June 1965 as a 

technician in Scharf and moved 

up with them to Langy around 

the beginning of 1967.  

 

I very rarely went down to 

Königslutter but soon started 

spending my Friday and Saturday 

evenings in the Gateway Club 

(all ranks Club for the Ameri-

cans) in Helmstedt. There I soon 

met my wife to be, Ulrike Augsten. We went out together for 

about 6 months and eventually got engaged on her birthday 

17th November.  We married 

the following June 1968, 

Helmstedt Standesampt on 

Fri. the 7th and the Marien-

berg Church on Sat the 8th.  

We celebrated our 44th wed-

ding anniversary in June this 

year. 

 

We lived with Ulrike‘s parents in Helmstedt for the first two 

months before eventually getting a quarter in Wolfenbüttel. 

Our first daughter was born in BMH Hanover on 13th De-

cember 1968. Also on the ward sharing a room with my wife 

was Karen Davies, wife of one of the Langy cooks, Scouse. 

They also married in the summer of 68, Karen‘s family lived 

in Frellstedt.  We continued to live in Wolfenbüttel until I left 

for my T1 in Catterick at the end of April 1969. If I went out 

in the evenings then it was usually either to the Danziger Eck 

or the Schultheis, just down the road. 

Jim Hilton (1967-1969) 

________________________________________________ 
 

Langeleben? An Army camp?  
More like a Butlins Holiday Camp 
when I was there. 

In the autumn of 1958 I passed out from Catterick as an X2 
Radio Tech. As the numbers at this grade were  very 
low  (possibly only 3 or 4 a fortnight) we were aware we 
would be posted somewhere special. After being cleared by 
MI6 we initially toured transmitting stations in the UK and 
also had a day at GCHQ at Cheltenham. 
 
When the posting came we had no ad-
dress for it but only a BFPO number.  
Arriving at the Regi we soon heard of 
the notorious camp at Langeleben 
where if you were not an alcoholic then 
you soon would  be! 
 
I subsequently arrived there and found 
it was all true!  

The norm every night was of course to go down to K/town by 
recci truck and start drink-
ing at Eisdealers. Then on 
to Little Schumanns and 
finally to Big Schumanns. 
Often we would miss the 
pick up truck and return by 
taxi. One particularly wet 
& drunken night the taxi 
was not available so we 
started walking. For some 
strange reason I ran off in 
the dark, ending up in the woods, collapsed and slept there all 
night. On waking I felt like death, covered in mud & twigs 
and had no idea where I was. Fortunately I heard a car so 
found the road and made my way back to camp. Unfortu-
nately the morning shift of Ops were being assembled outside 
of the Radio building. The duty corporal, Brian Smith just 
said " oh dear, we wondered where you'd got to". I shuffled 
past soaked and muddy, went to bed & stayed there all day. 
 
Another drunken time was when I had been to town with 
Brian Smith. On the way back we called in to a hall where 
there was an open invitation to a wedding reception. One of 
the Sergeants was marrying a local girl. Unfortunately there 
were no glasses, so we did no more than tip some flowers out 
from some vases and drank gin & tonic from them. 
 
In the summer of 1959 we 
helped build Rabke Listening 
Station. It was so hot I stripped 
to the waist and rolled up my b/d 
trousers to my knees. Travelling 
back to camp in an open lorry 
one day the Sergeant-Major 
spotted me and gave me a rol-
locking for not wearing my beret ! A laugh a minute ! 
 
Another time we Radio Techs were taken to an equivalent 
American Listening Base. We were quite jealous because 
they all carried pistols as a norm while we hadn't even seen a 
gun for months. 
 
As a top security camp I found it amazing that if drink-
ers  stayed out extra late they were always signed in by their 
mates. Nobody was ever AWOL. 
 
On returning from UK leave one time  I missed the Harwich 
troop train from London on a Thursday. As the next one was 
not until the following Tuesday I went back home. On return-
ing to Langy 5 days late all my mates said I'd be in real trou-
ble. I just carried on as normal though and nobody ever no-
ticed. 
 
The time I spent at Langeleben was fantastic and I shall never 
forget it . I also learnt an aw-
ful lot about radio & electron-
ics. 
 
Fun with Corporal Mellors 
car of which I burnt the 
brakes out.  
Ivan Bond (1960) 

Polterabend 

Above shows: A busy day in the Radio Techs hut. 
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Another Christmas story at  
Langeleben.  
In about Sep/Oct '69, Capt Tom Swan, our Adjt/Admin Offr 
came up with another of his great ideas. As a reminder, Capt 
Tom ALWAYS had a cigarette on the go, I reckon that he 
could eat with one, he could certainly talk non-stop in his 
Scottish accent. Tom and our then OC Major Terry Ross 
were great chums and they probably hatched this one be-
tween them.  
 
Their plan was to lease a return Christmas flight from Han-
nover to Gatwick and sell all the seats to the Sqn members. 
Sounds ok in plan but remember the BAOR rule about the % 
of any unit allowed to be absent on leave at the same time 
couple that with the role of the unit and this plan was about 
to go big time tits up!  
 
Not withstanding any ruling, Tom proceeded with his plan 
with full approval of Maj Terry but without any higher  
approval from Bde HQ at Hildesheim, it was very much a 
Sqn need-to-know only basis.  
 
Officers, WOs, SNCOs, wives, girlfriends (?) sons/daughters 
anybody who could show affiliation to the Sqn was sold tick-
ets and it was a complete sell out. The plan if I remember 
correctly was for a period of about 10 days over the Christ-
mas and New Year with the return flight scheduled very 
early in the New Year. Skeleton shifts were organised for the 
set room and other only vitally needed posts (probably 
none!). The MTO was tasked to arrange for our full contin-
gent of coaches and mini-buses to ferry all the personnel to 
the airport. It was a happy band of Sqn members, fully 
loaded with presents for their folks back home that arrived at 
Hannover for the home flight. It all went well and we landed 
and disappeared to all four corners of the UK.  
 
On the day of the return flight, we all (I think all), returned to 
Gatwick. There was a worried looking Maj Terry and Capt 
Tom. They had received word of a 'phone call from Bde HQ 
within the last 24 hours to Langeleben, codeword QUICK 
TRAIN. The skeleton staff had been further reduced and the 
'Sqn' (or what was available) had somehow managed to de-
ploy into the field. This was probably achieved with a one 
man one vehicle system and left virtually no one at camp.  
 
On landing at Hannover Airport, personnel were quickly des-
patched in virtually what they were wearing, out to various 
field locations and the remainder of us returned to camp via 
Braunschweig and Wolfenbüttel and quickly tried to pick up 
the situation and shield our OC and staff from Bde HQ and 
the bombshell that could have occurred.  
 
If my memory serves me correctly, we got away with it, 
probably with thanks to the crew left behind.  
Monty Close 1967-1970 

George Hawxwell. A.C.C 1965-67 
 

“Help!  
Let me out!” 
A few years ago, whilst in Langeleben for 

a reunion, a group of us decided to take 

the opportunity to visit Colditz Castle. 

 

On arrival I was surprised that this fa-

mous (infamous) structure was not boldly 

presented.  Our party appeared to be the 

only visitors at the time and I thought how 

much more it could have been promoted given its reputa-

tion back home. 

 

The tour we took, around the rooms and grounds was very 

interesting and brought to life the information previously 

learnt from TV, films and various publications concerning 

the castle‘s wartime role. 

 

A forbidding place indeed but the tour was relieved of its 

sombre atmosphere as soon as we entered  On paying the 

entrance fee one of our party remarked ―you will let us out 

won‘t you?‖ which was greeted with laughter from both  

us and the German custodian.  Hopefully a sign that differ-

ences have now been resolved. 

Clive Inman 

The Tall Radio 
Tower in the 
Forest 
There‘s a story from the 

days following the war 

when ‗Don 8 Cable‘, field 

telephones and ‗earth return‘ 

were common Royal Signals 

terminology. That story goes 

like this:  

 

A telephone exchange me-

chanic got his wires crossed 

and to his horror found him-

self listening to a loud, 

pushy voice on the end of 

his line: ―Who is this? How 

did you get this line?‖ There 

was a pregnant pause then 

the voice continued ―Do you 

know who this is? This is 

General Smith speaking. 

Who iiiis this???‖ In a qua-

vering voice the mechanic 

squeaks, ―Do you know who 

this is?‖  ―No!!‖ snarls the 

general. And as he hurriedly 

cuts the line, the mechanic 

gasps with relief and says, 

―Thank God for that…‖. 

 

There‘s a strong similarity 

to my tailpiece:  

 

Back in the early ‗70s when 

I was close to retirement, 

our squadron was visited by 

a very high-up Signals Offi-

cer. Over coffee afterwards 

and making light conversa-

tion, the General casually 

asked whether anyone had 

come across the tale of the 

radio tower in the forest 

near Langeleben. Blank 

looks all round so — per-

haps unwisely — I launch 

into my story. They all 

laugh, that is all except the 

General. He glares at me 

and rumbles: ―You stole my 

bloody story!!‖ 

 

I left the Army shortly after-

wards, but I often wonder if 

I hadn‘t tripped over ‗The 

Galloping Major!‘  

Dennis Teesdale 


