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We have just started our second national lockdown from today, so with regret, we have had to cancel our Remembrance 

Sunday service in Dickleburgh Church the following Sunday, 8 November. However, we plan to Zoom the service from 

our home so we will send out the link to those of our RBL family on email shortly.  Norman was planning, at the request 

of former Secretary of State, James Baker, to include a special prayer in memory of ‘The Bloody Hundredth’, the US 100th 

Bomb Group who flew from neighbouring Thorpe Abbotts during World War Two, so we include it below.  

As we were unable to hold our Branch AGM earlier this month, we will send out an annual report for RBL branch members 

by post or email as appropriate.  

My thanks to Jim, Ray and John L. for their contributions to this issue. 

  

   

   In Memory of the Airmen of the Bloody Hundredth 

Dear Lord,  as we remember all of those men and women 

who gave up their lives for the protection of the United  

Kingdom and our commonwealth, we offer our thanks to 

the United States of America for joining us in our struggle 

against the might of Nazi Germany and remember the 

sacrifice of so many American men and women during 

that conflict. In particular, we remember the American 

airmen of the 100th Bomb Group who flew B-17s from 

the neighbouring village of Thorpe Abbotts. They were 

known as the ‘Bloody Hundredth’ because they suffered 

such high losses of aircraft and crews. Seventy-five years 

ago, they were part of our community and they rest in a  

special place in our hearts.  Amen               With thanks to Milton Caniff 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Do Not Despair 

Lockdown is tough, especially for those who live alone or in 

cramped and unhealthy homes, or who are separated from 

grandchildren or elderly parents, or who are unwell or recently 

bereaved. And uncertainty over jobs and income has brought 

many families to the edge.  

Reading a recent Hawk and Owl Trust magazine, I came across 

two quotes about the power of nature in combatting despair - first 

the American writer, Henry David Thoreau wrote, ‘The doctrine 

of despair was never taught by such as shared the serenity of 

nature. The spruce, the hemlock and the pine will not countenance 

despair.’ Simon Barnes had a similar thought, but a bit closer to 

home, ‘For there is an answer to despair, and it is out there 

hanging upside down on your bird-feeder. Where there is life 

there is hope, and vice-versa.’  

I looked out across my garden this afternoon and saw nine goldfinches feeding from the nuts and seeds on our bird 

table, more than I have ever seen together.  I had no camera to hand, but did so a few weeks earlier, when this little 

chap was perching in the garden (we do live by a beck in case you were wondering!). I feel blessed to live in Norfolk. 

When things are tough, it may help to turn to nature, to watch the birds on your feeder, potter in your garden, take a 

walk if you can or may be just find a reflective nature programme on the TV.    Rosemary  

 

 

 



 

 

 We Shall Keep the Faith 

Oh! you who sleep in Flanders Fields,  

Sleep sweet – to rise anew! 

We caught the torch you threw 

And holding high, we keep the Faith 

With all who died in Flanders Fields. 

We cherish, too, the poppy red 

That grows on fields where valour led; 

It seems to signal to the skies 

That blood of heroes never dies, 

But lends a lustre to the red 

Of the flower that blooms above the dead 

In Flanders Fields. 

And now the Torch and Poppy Red 

We wear in honour of our dead. 

Fear not that ye have died for naught; 

We’ll teach the lesson that ye wrought 

In Flanders Fields. 

 

Anon 

 

Poppy Appeal 2020 

There will be no door-to-door collections this year, but Leanne Hamer, our Poppy Appeal Organiser, has put out 

collecting boxes in many of the usual venues. However, the lockdown is likely to impact on income, so if you would 

like to donate directly to the Poppy Appeal in Dickleburgh, please email Leanne on dickleburghpoppies@gmail.com or 

contact Rosemary Steer, details at the end of the newsletter. Cheques should be made payable to The Poppy Appeal. 

Alternatively, you can donate online to the Poppy Appeal through the RBL national website. 

There is currently no Poppy Appeal Organiser in Long Stratton, so collecting boxes have not been distributed. However, 

John and Pearl Roberts have been collecting in the local Co-op, so hopefully Long Stratton residents have had a chance 

to donate. If not, please contact Leanne,  Rosemary, or donate online, as above.  

In Flanders’ Fields 

In Flanders’ fields the poppies blow 

Between the crosses row on row, 

That mark our place; and in the sky 

The larks, still bravely singing, fly 

Scarce heard amid the guns below. 

We are the dead. Short days ago 

We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow, 

Loved, and were loved, and now we lie 

In Flanders’ fields. 

Take up our quarrel with the foe: 

To you from failing hands we throw 

The torch, be yours to hold it high. 

If you break faith with us who die 

We shall not sleep, though poppies grow 

In Flanders’ fields. 

 

 

     Major John Macrae, 1915 
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 Private Walter George Cross 

Walter George Cross was born on 18 December 1890 in Ovington, near Watton in 

Norfolk, the son of John Cross, an agricultural labourer, and Sarah, his wife,  nee 

Gallant,  In 1901, when he was ten, Walter was recorded as living with his uncle and 

aunt, Thomas and Mary Gallant,  at the forge in Rushall, having been baptised in the 

village a year or so earlier. Interestingly, his parents and five of his siblings were 

living in Whitwell Common in the Aylsham District in 1901. It is not known why 

Walter moved in with his uncle and aunt in Rushall but, apart from his war service, 

he lived in the village for the rest of his life and is buried in the churchyard there. 

Walter enlisted for service in the First World War, travelling to Norwich from the 

Pulham St Mary railway station. He was met at the Norwich station by three officers. 

There were a lot of new chaps and several soldiers back from leave. John Mann of 

Thelveton Hall joined up on the same day and the picture below shows the group, 

presumably marching to Britannia Barracks. The little boy in the right foreground seems to be mimicking the officers, 

with an umbrella tucked under his arm! 

After training at Britannia Barracks, Walter went to 

Bury and then to France. He was wounded in 1916 and 

came home to hospital. He was sent back to France in 

1917 and was wounded again in March 1918, lying out 

all night. The British had drawn back, and it was the 

Germans who picked him up and put him in a horse-

drawn ambulance. He lay on the floor with others and 

had a rough ride to Lille Hospital. A doctor looked at 

his shattered leg and sent him to Poland, lying on the 

floor of a railway cattle truck. This was the first time 

anyone had looked at his leg and done something about 

it. When he came out of hospital, he was sent as a  

prisoner of war (POW) to work on a farm in Poland, but his boots were bad, so the farmer gave him some clogs. 

When the war ended, Walter was sent home on HM Hospital Ship Aberdonian, landing at Perth. After spending 

further time in hospital, he came home to Rushall. He married Alice Bugg in 1922. 

All local POWs were offered jobs at Pulham Airfield and when the airfield closed, Walter got a job as a postman 

at Dickleburgh. He walked with a limp and when riding his post bike, he always leaned to his left when he pushed 

the pedals with his wounded left leg. He received the Imperial Service Medal when he retired after 35 years. Walter 

and Alice’s only son, Kenneth, died in Australia, aged just 39. Alice died in in 1975, aged 80. Walter was 95 when 

he attended his last Royal British Legion meeting in Dickleburgh. He looked after himself until he was 97 and then 

moved into The Elms residential care home in Earsham. He died aged 101 in 1992.  

Ray Hubbard 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dickleburgh Royal British Legion, c. 1930 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

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  

(with appropriate military and naval content!) 

 

 A Naval captain on watch at night saw a light and it 

was directly in the path of the fast-moving 

battleship. He signalled “Change course ten degrees 

east”.  A signal from the light said, “You change 

course ten degrees west.” The captain got cross and 

signalled “I am a Naval captain - change your 

course Sir.” The reply came back, ‘I am a seaman 

second class, change your course, Sir.”                                                   

The Captain was furious and sent another signal, 

“Stop your insubordination at once, I am the captain 

of this battleship, I am not, repeat not, changing 

course.” The reply came back, “And I am a 

lighthouse.” 

 A tourist in Portsmouth was visiting Nelson’s 

flagship, Victory.  On the tour, the guide pointed out 

a raised plaque on the deck and explained it was 

where Nelson fell. The tourist was not impressed 

and said, “I’m not surprised, I nearly tripped on the 

damned thing myself.” 

 A particular crusty, grumpy brigadier had to have a 

stay in a military hospital and did nothing but 

complain. He complained about the food and the 

uncomfortable bed, the untidy ward, and the 

slowness of the nurses as well as the continuous 

noise disrupting his sleep and the dimness of the 

light so he could not read. After breakfast one 

morning, the orderly came in to take his 

temperature. After complaining about the nuisance 

of it all, the brigadier opened his mouth to receive 

the thermometer. The orderly gingerly said, “Not in 

your mouth, sir, it’s a rectal thermometer.” With 

this, the brigadier turned over and said “Dash it all 

man, just get on with it” The thermometer was 

inserted with the warning for the brigadier not to 

move for five minutes and the orderly would be 

back soon to remove it. After what seemed a lot 

more than five minutes, the brigadier shouted for the 

orderly, causing the Sister of the ward to come to 

see what was going on “What’s going on, sir”, she 

said. “What’s going on? What’s going on?” he 

spluttered, “Haven’t you seen a temperature being 

taken before”?  “Yes”, said the Sister, “but not with 

a daffodil.”  

 

 

 

 

 

A Soldier’s Prayer 

Stay with me God the night is dark, 

The night is cold, my little spark 

Of courage dims. The night is long, 

Be with me God and make me strong. 

I love a game, I love a fight, 

I love the dark, I love the light. 

I love my child, I love my wife, 

I am no coward, I love life. 

Life with its change of mood and shade 

I want to live, I’m not afraid, 

But me and mine are hard to part. 

Oh, unknown God, lift up my heart. 

You stilled the waters at Dunkirk 

And saved your servants; all your work. 

It’s wonderful. Dear God, you strode 

Before us down that dreadful road. 

We were alone and hope had fled 

We loved our Country and our dead. 

And could not shame them so we stayed 

The course and were not afraid. 

Dear God, that nightmare road and then 

That sea! We got there we were men. 

My eyes were blind, my feet were torn, 

My soul sang like a bird at dawn. 

I knew that death is but a door: 

I knew what we were fighting for. 

Peace for the kids, our brothers freed, 

A kinder world, a cleaner deed. 

I’m but the son my mother bore, 

A simple man, and nothing more, 

But God of strength and gentleness 

Be pleased to make me nothing less. 

Help me again when death is near 

To mock the haggard face of fear,  

That when I fall, if fall I must, 

My soul my triumph in the dust. 

 

Anon, undated. 
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