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Keep Calm and Carry On - Edition 10 

It looks as if we may need to continue to keep calm and carry on for a good while yet, so I will continue to send out this 

newsletter at least once a month. Although we will not be able to hold a parade on Remembrance Sunday, or enjoy the 

company of our friends from RAF Mildenhall, we are planning to hold the Remembrance Service in Dickleburgh church 

on Sunday 8 November if possible, given Covid-19 rules. There will be no congregation singing and numbers attending 

will be extremely limited, but we are also hoping to Zoom the service, so more people can participate, 

My thanks to Glen, Linda and Norman for their contributions to this issue. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   

We were most grateful to Starston PCC for their invitation 

to their service on 13 September to mark the 80th 

anniversary of the Battle of Britain. The service was taken 

by our Branch Chaplain, the Revd. Norman Steer. The 

standards and representatives from both the Harleston and 

Dickleburgh RBL branches attended, as well as piper 

Robert Rayson and bugler David Woodrow. The RAF flag 

flew outside the church door and the banner (which lives 

in Starston Church) from the former RAFA branch in 

Harleston was laid on the altar. We remembered the 

bravery and sacrifice not only of the pilots of the RAF and 

European and Commonwealth air forces who took to the 

skies to defend the country against the threat of a Nazi 

invasion, but also of all those who supported them - the  

ground crews, the WAAF plotters, the radar operators, the parachute packers, the Air Transport Auxiliary who ferried 

the aircraft to the squadrons and the Observer Corps. 

 

 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Anglo American Relations 

As a Dickleburgh RBL member I have been asked by Rosemary Steer to write an article for the Newsletter which 

concerns the former Secretary of State of the USA, James Baker. 

On the 29th.March 1989, I was the Captain of a DC8-73 freighter from Cairo to Mogadishu, Somalia on a US State 

Department flight with 45.5 Tons of freight for the US Embassy there. Upon arrival I watched the opening of our 

cargo door which is forward on the port side of the aircraft. The freight was completely covered in black polythene, 

however written across the freight were the words ‘Diplomatic Pouch’. That’s ‘cheeky’ I thought, normally that 

would apply to a diplomat going through customs with his briefcase not to 45.5 tons of freight! Sure enough, the 

Somalis were not happy, for after discharging our 18 pallets onto the tarmac they ordered it back onto the aircraft 

again. At this time, they also took away our ground power unit and refused to refuel us. It was then that I was 

informed that the US Military had a ‘fuel farm’ at the other end of the airport. I thought, good if I can offload the 

freight again, refuel the aircraft and depart, at least the Embassy would have its freight available.  

However, upon visiting the ‘fuel farm’ I found two large ‘gentlemen’ with crew-cuts wearing tee shirts whom I 

presumed to be Marines, and when asked if I could refuel said “No, your flight is State Department, this fuel is 

military.” I said, “So what if I can refuel, I can depart and at least your Embassy will have its freight”. “No way,” 

they said. So back to my aircraft, but by this time the American Ambassador for Somalia was nearby enquiring what 

was happening. I explained my plan to re-fuel and  

depart and how I was being blocked. “Leave it to 

me”, he said. Sometime later I was called over to 

him and he said “I think that will do it” showing me 

a telex which was addressed to me: ‘Regarding 

Captain Smith, you will supply him with fuel as 

much as he wants signed, James A. Baker, US 

Secretary of State.’ 

This indeed did the trick but whilst refuelling one 

of my crew rushed onto the flight deck and said, 

“Glen, do you know that the Army is coming”, sure 

enough around a perimeter road, several Army 

vehicles were moving in our direction. I 

immediately ordered refuelling to stop, briefed the 

crew, completed an internal battery start, obviously 

no ground power was available, and taxied around 

to the runway threshold, although it was now dark I 

took off straight away, to I knew not where, with a 

tail wind and without stopping, just as the first 

military vehicles were about to block my path. 

There was a little more to it than that, but you have 

the main facts. 

Recently I decided to contact former Secretary 

Baker and explain what had happened on that day 

but particularly to thank him for his prompt action 

which allowed us to get refuelled. I received a most charming reply, which mentions Brits in general and British 

soldiers in particular. However, he goes on to say that he wishes us on his behalf to say a prayer on Remembrance 

Sunday for the brave airmen who served during WWII and in particular the ‘Bloody Hundred’ being the stuff of 

legends and that their bravery was a major reason why the Allied troops won that terrible war. I now attach a copy of 

his letter to me which I am sure that you will agree demonstrates that strong bond of the Anglo-American accord, and 

long may it continue. 

I have been in touch with the Reverend Norman Steer who has assured me that we will do exactly as Past Secretary 

Baker has requested. 

Captain Glen Smith, FAA ATR, UK ATPL, Flt Nav. 

  

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Childhood Memories – Growing up in the Second World War 

I lived in Guildford in Surrey and was just four when the war broke out.  My first 

recollection was when I was about five, standing with my father who was  an Air 

Raid Warden, dressed in a tin helmet, dungarees and welly boots with my Micky 

Mouse gas mask in a box strung over my shoulders and a small bag with a flask 

full of water in case my Dad and I got thirsty whilst working - my Mum’s idea. I 

also thought I could put out any fires that started as my Dad always put out fires 

in our yard with a bowl of water. I was important, watching for German bombers 

to fly over our street to London. My Dad used to count out loud and put the 

numbers he shouted into a book he always carried. When it was time for bed my 

Mum would collect me, and my Dad and our next-door neighbour would go off 

on their bikes to ARP HQ. I was very brave, my Mum told me, and my Gran, who 

lived next door, always left a cake for me to have with my tea as I had been a good boy helping my dad.  

My older brothers were also in the ARP as messengers, so they had bikes. My mum was always busy and I was taken 

around the house as she worked riding on her hip, being plonked on the floor until she had to go to the next room, 

then on the hip and we galloped off to the next room. Sometimes when the siren (Wailing Minnie) went the thrust-

out hip collected me and my Mum, older sister and I sat inside the cupboard under the stairs - a candle was lit and a 

story was told. My Gran went into the cupboard under her stairs next door and we would all chat through the wall. 

My “Hello Gran” would get “Hi Tuppence, I hope you are being a good boy for your mother.” Sometimes when there 

were funny noises, four arms would gather me close and no one spoke. I can remember those arms to this day and 

Mum’s whispers of comfort. Once as my Dad came through the front door with a shining torch in his hand, there was 

a loud bang and the house shook and Dad shot into the house along the floor. “Sorry love, I’m not hurt, but that was 

a close one, must go out and see what I can do” and he was gone. When the All Clear sounded, it was time for a 

cuppa, lights were switched on and the wall was banged, and my Mum would call to Gran next door ‘Okay Mum, 

I’ve got the kettle on, bring you a cuppa”. My sister and I sat at the table, Mum brought me a cocoa and some crisps 

she had made from the washed peel of a potato and pan fried as a treat before I was taken to my bed. Sometimes we 

went down the Anderson shelter which we shared with the neighbours. Homemade lemonade was always available 

or so it seems to me looking back.  It was very crowded and my best friend Jill (who was the same age as me) and I 

used to have a great time singing and listening to our mums and dads talking and laughing - it a happy memory.  

I used to love going with my Dad to the local farmers’ market, 

listening to the auctioneer as he sold the cows, sheep and so on. I 

was being carried on my Dad’s shoulders so that I could see over 

the crowd, when I saw my first Buzz Bomb as it groaned across 

the market – everyone stopped and watched. It cleared the market, 

then its engine stopped, and it bent towards the ground now some 

distance away and disappeared behind some trees and with a loud 

bang we saw smoke rise.  A Spitfire raced across the market, 

turned around the smoke and came speeding back, everyone stood 

and clapped as the Spitfire waggled his wings to say thank you.  

As school children, we were taught that if we were not close to home when the siren went, we had to run into the 

nearest house, and they would look after us until the all-clear sounded. Everyone was so kind and helpful. So I came 

up with a Traffic Light system, which was put up in the school hall and won points for my team. The siren was the 

red light and you had to stop what you were doing immediately;  the amber light gave you time to get under cover; 

and the green light was the all clear and you could then continue doing where you started.  

As I started to reminisce all sorts of memories flooded back, like my sister going to Devon to live with my aunt 

later in the war, where she stayed for several years, and my brothers leaving to go into the Royal Navy, leaving me 

as the only child, but oh, I was very spoilt and pampered! 

Norman Steer       

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

If you have received this Newsletter, but are not involved 

with the Royal British Legion, don’t worry, we just wanted 

to spread a little fun and humour around the area! 

 

 
 

Contributions or comments, please, to the 

Editor, Rosemary Steer, tel.: 01379 854245; 

email: rosemary@steerfamily.plus.com  

 

 

Norman’s Chuckle Corner 

 Two police officers arrived at the door of a middle-

aged couple holding a dinner party. “How many 

people are in the house?” asked one officer. “Six”, 

replied the householder. “May we come in and 

check?” asked the second police officer. “No”, 

replied the householder, “because that would make 

eight!” 

 Country vicar to an aged villager, “How is that I 

haven’t seen you in church recently?” Villager 

after a little thought, “Because I ain’t bin.” 

 A police motorcyclist pulled over a car. The driver 

wound down his window, and said, “Morning, 

officer, what’s the problem?” “Well sir, your wife 

fell out of the car a mile down the road.” “Oh thank 

goodness” said the man, “I thought I’d gone deaf!” 

 A man opens his front door to find a tramp standing 

there. “Have you got any food to spare?” says the 

tramp. The man has a brainwave, “If you go round 

to the back and paint my porch with whitewash, I’ll 

give you all the food you can eat.” The tramp 

agrees and goes round the back to find the 

whitewash and a brush to get started. Ten minutes 

later, he knocks on the door to get his reward. “That 

was quick,” said the man, “I thought it would take 

longer to paint the porch.” “Oh, it wasn’t so big” 

replies the tramp, “and by the way it isn’t a 

Porsche, it’s a BMW.” 

 

 

RBL and Members’ News 

 Congratulations to Peggy and Henry Staff who 

celebrated their Diamond Wedding anniversary last 

month. 

 British Rail (or whatever it now calls itself!) is 

introducing a new Veterans Railcard soon which, 

like its senior and young people’s equivalents, will 

offer substantial discounts, but will also include the 

cardholder’s dependents I understand. 

 We are discussing with Mandy in Mikey’s Bar if or 

when we may restart branch meetings, but at present 

have no definite date. We are also checking with the 

RBL if we can manage our AGM (scheduled for 22 

October) without meeting in person.  

 We feel that it would be unwise to restart Bun, 

Cuppa and Chat any time soon as most of the 

participants, and the helpers, fall into what Norman 

calls the ‘venerable’ group. So, for the time being, 

we will continue to send out more frequent 

Newsletters and Norman will check in by phone 

with you all. But, if you need help, guidance, or just 

a chat anytime, please ring Norman, 01379 854245. 

He is here to help. 

 Poppy masks will be available to buy from the 

Poppy Shop in the next few weeks. 

 

Where Was Your Family in September 1939? 

Reading Norman’s wartime reminiscences reminded me of the 1939 National Register which is not only useful for 

family historians but can also bring memories of childhood flooding back for people of a certain age! The Register 

is like a census, compiled at the end of September 1939, and records the civilian population, including children, 

resident on that day. It formed the database for the National Health Service after the war and most women who 

married after 1939 have their married names recorded in a different hand. Now it has been made public, entries for 

those still living should be redacted, but I know once sprightly 90-year-old who has escaped the censor’s black pen!  

Please let me know if you would like me to print out a copy of the page of the Register showing your family (and the 

neighbours) in 1939. All I need is the name and birth year of one or more adult family members (deceased, or with 

a birthdate over 100 years ago) and an address (town / village – England and Wales, not Scotland).  Rosemary Steer 

1939 Register – Stemp family at 8 Queen’s Road, Guildford – Norman’s grandparents. Note the civil defence and former military 

roles recorded in the right-hand column 

mailto:rosemary@steerfamily.plus.com

