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The article on the left is taken from the latest newsletter put out by Nuon Renewables,
the company that hopes to build the Harrington wind farm.
The wording of the opening paragraph implies that there is only one small obstacle to
be overcome and planning permission is then
assured. This is not strictly accurate as there
are still a number of other objections.
Around about the 16th of December the
application will be formally discussed by
Daventry District Council. This application is
supported by Northamptonshire County
Council, but that doesn’t mean approval will
be granted at this planning meeting.
It is quite likely that no final decision will be
made until next year.

More overleaf.
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Harrington Museums position on the
proposed wind farm
No members of HAMS committee are involved
with any of the local anti-wind farm groups. Our
only concern has been to preserve the remains of
the former Thor Missile site.
Without saying as much directly, the latest Nuon
newsletter implies that until now, there has been no
official interest in the remains of the Thor site. This
is true, but the concerns raised have now attracted
the interest of English Heritage and could lead to a
review of other Thor sites across the country.
Nuon are suggesting that new footpaths could link
the three sites to the public footpaths that cross the
air field and so down to the museum. This would
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of course be a benefit to us, but if the three sites are
to be open to the public, then they will have to be
kept in a clean and safe condition.
At the moment, the three sites are overgrown with
weeds and used as a dumping ground for defunct
agricultural machinery. These would have to be removed and at least part of each site would need to
have a security fence to prevent members of the
public from possible injury, children in particular.
If our concerns for the remains of the Thor sites
have stirred things up a bit, all well and good. And if
this leads to recognition and restoration of these
structures then we will be very pleased.
The photograph below has been taken to show
the dirtiest of the three sites in the worst possible
light.
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The above statement is also extracted from the Nuon newsletter. This is a bit more arm-twisting
propaganda. Firstly, a lot of people have been brain-washed into believing that more renewable energy is needed, but they don’t want wind turbines in their ’back yard.’
Secondly, we are not sure where Nuon found 2000 households to deliver their questionnaire to. The
three villages who are opposing the erection of wind turbines on the former Harrington air base are
Harrington/Thorpe Underwood, Draughton, and Maidwell. Harrington/Thorpe Underwood only have
sixty one houses. Maidwell have a few more houses than Harrington, while Draughton is the smallest.
The only real support locally for a wind farm at Harrington has come from the village of Brixworth who
last year successfully opposed a plan to erect wind turbines on their patch!
As stated earlier, HAMS committee are remaining neutral in this dispute, we are just trying to set the
record straight here.
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Visitors
Towards the end of August we had another visit
from Fred and Melody Edwards. Fred and Melody
visit the museum whenever they are in England,
although they don’t have any direct connection
with the Carpetbaggers.
They are air field enthusiasts, and visit as many
as possible, photographing memorials along the
way. On one of their visits they bought, in the museum gift shop, a copy of Memorials to the Mighty
Eighth. Sadly, somewhere on their travels they
lost it and earlier in the summer sent an email asking us to reserve another copy.
This was a wise move as the book is no longer
in print and we only have a couple of copies left.

‘We retained a very caring relationship and my
Godfather was very serious about his responsibilities towards me and he and his family were very
dear to me. During the first year I was in the US
my parents came over for a visit and spent a few
days with him and his family, their first meeting
since the war, but my Godmother had passed away
some years previously. I later returned to Kettering
to live and he and his wife came over a couple of
times to visit me. In 1989 (I believe) they had the
dedication of the Deenethorpe Memorial but due to
my Godfather’s poor health he could not join other
veterans for the trip to the UK, so I took his place. It
was a very moving experience for me, not only because of the significance of the occasion but I met
other members of the same aircrew who clearly remembered my parents (both of whom by this time
had passed away) and of course, my Godfather. A
most memorable and moving occasion for me.’

When Fred and Melody had finished looking
around the museum I asked them why they were
so interested in aviation history, particularly as
Fred had not served in the air force. After Melody
finished talking I asked if she would mind writing
an article for the DZ. She agreed, so here is Melody’s story.
‘I was born and raised in Kettering and can still
remember some of the local USAAF bases still in
use after the war. My father was not in any of the
armed forces due to having two fingers missing off
of his right hand, but his knowledge of the roads in
the UK became very useful during the war years
due to the absence of road signs that had all been
removed to confuse any invaders. I am not too
sure who actually employed him, but I do know
that he would lead many convoys between bases
and from his involvement with the USAAF became
friendly with some of the crews and one particular
member of an air crew became my Godfather.’
‘My Godfather, Edwin Cranz, was stationed at
Deenethorpe and was a waist gunner. Of course I
was just a baby at that time and have no memory
of those years, but in my teens I discovered that I
had Godparents and it turned out that Edwin
Cranz’s mother was my Godmother (by proxy) and
she lived in the Bronx, NY.’
‘My mother still had her address and I started to
correspond with her and this lasted till her death
when I then started to correspond with my Godfather. In 1964 I married an US airman stationed at
RAF Alconbury and when it was time for us to return to the USA I had to go two weeks before he
did and my Godfather and his family met me at
New York airport. This was our first meeting since
I was six weeks old! He was married with two
teenage daughters and lived in Paramus, NJ.’

Fred and Melody Edwards
‘Sadly, my Godfather passed away a few years
later; he never came back for another visit. But I am
still in touch with his surviving daughter who lives in
Staten Island.’
‘My life took its twist and turns and in the 1990’s I
started working as a bookkeeper for an American
company that had started up a new plant in Corby.
About three years after the plant in Corby got established the whole company (one plant in Michigan, one in Mississippi, and the Corby plant) was
sold to a huge conglomerate and I then changed
jobs and found a bookkeeping position in Kettering.
I stayed with that company till I retired a few years
ago.’
‘I retained a friendship with the managerial team
(husband and wife) that the owner of the American
company sent to England to set up the plant in
Corby and in 2006 I went to visit them in Sturgis,
Michigan.’
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‘They had retained a friendship with the former
owner of the company who was now a widower and
retired and they told him I would be visiting them
and he said he would like to meet me again. We
had met a few times when he would come to visit
the plant in Corby but of course that was in different
circumstances as he was the boss!’
‘We quickly found that we enjoyed each other’s
company and soon after I returned to England from
my holiday he came over here to visit me and as
they say, ‘the rest is history!’ We were married in
Michigan in July 2007.’

‘We have found some new ones, and some
very neglected ones and one in particular was
so neglected that I felt I had to contact the
Chairman of the company that I think owns the
land that the derelict control tower for Shipdham
Airfield, Norfolk is on. The actual memorial tablet
is on one of the sides of this control tower and I
had to fight my way through an overgrowth of
grass, weeds, brambles etc., to get to see it.
Needless to say there weren’t any sign posts
show anyone the way, but I was determined to
find it and asked everyone I met in the vicinity if
they knew the whereabouts of the memorial and
so we finally got there.
At the time of writing I am waiting for a reply
from the Chairman.’

"The reports of my death are greatly exaggerated"
This quote is attributed to Mark Twain although those were probably not the exact words
that he used.
401st Bombardment Group Memorial at
Deenethorpe

The quote however does very much apply to a
visitor we had in October, Mr Eugene Polinsky
who was the navigator for the Ellis crew,
36th/856th Bomb Squadron.
On the 31st March, 1945 Lt. Eugene ‘Hank’
Polansky was the pilot of a B-24 that crashed in
the Orkney Islands, off the Scottish coast. In addition to the crew there were four or six members of the Norwegian Operations Group. Only
the co-pilot survived.
The first report of this crash named Lt. Eugene
Polinsky as the pilot and it was a few days before the mix up in the two names was sorted out.
Even so, there were still reports of the crash that
spelled the name of the pilot Polinsky and not
Polansky.

‘My husband Fred has always been interested in
all sorts of military history and he quickly became
very interested in the history of the local USAAF
airfields. Since I first took him to The Carpetbagger
Museum his interest has grown even more. We
purchased the book ‘Memorials to the Mighty
Eighth’ and on our last two visits to England together we have been travelling to locate and photograph as many memorials as possible as listed in
this book.’

Harrington museum records the sixty aircraft
lost during Operation Carpetbagger, and the
name Lt. Polinsky is on that list!
It didn’t take Eugene long to notice this as he
was looking down the list, and he no doubt
found it satisfying to be stood there very much
alive looking at a record of his ‘death.’
Before leaving the museum he signed the visitors book and added the comment ‘an old live
Carpetbagger.’
Continued overleaf
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The Ellis Crew 36th/856th Bomb Group

Standing, left to right:
Neil G. Ellis - Pilot. Glen L. Stanislaus - Copilot. Eugene Polinsky - Navigator.
Herbert Goff - Bombardier.
Kneeling: Ray Green - Engineer. Ray Orwasky - Radio Operator. Pedro Pereda - Tail
Gunner. Cecil Waters - Despatcher.
Close Calls: Though suffering no mission casualties as a crew they had a number of close calls, the
following extracts are from their mission reports:
MR 287
MR 724
MR 767
MR 887
degrees"

-

"A/C almost clipped tail at Compeigne"
"Friendly fire, heavy A.A., twenty miles due south of London"
"Came in on 3 engines because of loss of oil pressure on #2 engine"
"At 0204 a 4-engine single-fin plane, either a Sterling or FW200, crossed our course at 90

Among other things, the MRs of this crew give a rare mention of the "Buncher" beacons, used for navigation inside the UK. On his Captain's Report of MR 791 Ellis reports that "Letter not as briefed, Base
Buncher beacon flashed '9M9' should have been '9L9'."
Status: Augmentation Crew - ferried B24J 42-99988 to the UK on the Southern Route, leaving Morrison Field, Florida in mid-December 1943.
Combat Period: April-August 1944 35 Missions
Preferred Aircraft: B24D 42-40992 "Red Ball Express"
Flown from 15 Feb 44 to the end of the war, she was an Ex-93rd BG plane whose custody was given
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to the 36th/856th BS for the duration. Returned to the Zone of the Interior on 9 July 1945, piloted by Donald Heran.
Aircraft Details: Tom Brittan.
Ellis Crew information reproduced courtesy of 492nd Bomb Group historian.

That’s me! But I’m still here!!
Eugene finds his name, KIA.

Eugene showing off his new Carpetbagger pullover.

Eugene at the 2009 Carpetbagger reunion, before
setting off for Europe.
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Editorial

The Changing Face of War
THE PREDATOR WAR

Since the last issue of the DropZone a major
change has taken place in Britain. Our corrupt politicians have given our nation to the Fascist organisation called the European Union.
This may not seem too important to younger citizens, but it is a move greatly deplored by the older
generation, particularly ex-service personnel. A recent survey carried out amongst those who saw service in the Second World War and others who lived
through that period, found everyone interviewed to
be very despondent. They felt let down and many
questioned whether all the sacrifices made were
really worthwhile.
During the twentieth century Britain and her Allies
fought two terrible wars with Germany. Millions of
people died. If the British people feel betrayed,
what do our Allies think about this surrender of our
hard-won freedom? The first nail in the coffin of
Britain was driven in by the great traitor Edward
Heath in the early 1970s. The final nail has been
driven in, by default, by a potential leader of the
same clan in the year 2009.

On 5 August 2009, officials at the Central Intelligence
Agency, in Langley, Virginia, watched a live video feed
relaying close-up footage of one of the most wanted terrorists in Pakistan, Baitullah Mehsud. The leader of the
Taliban in Pakistan could be seen reclining on the rooftop of his father-in-law's house, in Zanghara, a hamlet in
South Waziristan. It was a hot summer night, and he
was joined outside by his wife and his uncle, a medic. At
one point, the remarkably crisp images showed that
Mehsud, who suffered from diabetes and a kidney ailment, was receiving an intravenous drip.
The video was being captured by the infrared camera of a Predator drone, a remotely controlled, unmanned plane that had been hovering, undetected, two
miles or so above the house. Mehsud was resting on
his back. The image remained just as stable when the
CIA remotely launched two Hellfire missiles from the
Predator. Authorities watched the fiery blast in real time,
After the dust cloud dissipated, all that remained of
Mehsud was a detached torso. Eleven others died: his
wife, his father-in-law, his mother-in-law, a lieutenant,
and seven bodyguards.

Next year the British people will be given the opportunity to make a real change in the way they are
governed. It is unlikely that they will. As usual, they
will fall for the lies put out by one of the three main
political parties and the dreadful merry go round will
start again.
Does any of this really affect the running of Harrington Aviation Museums? Well, it just might in the
not to distant future. During the past twelve years
the State has taken away more and more of our
freedoms. We are told what we CAN do, rather than
what we can’t. Freedom of speech has been curtailed, we have so many new laws that we are
unlikely to go through a day without breaking at
least one.
So how long before political correctness prevents
us from telling the story of Operation Carpetbagger?
Do you think this couldn’t happen? Well, we no
longer celebrate Trafalgar Day, or VE and VJ day
because it might upset some of our old enemies, so
what is next? Enjoy what little freedom you still
have, because our way of life has been changed
forever. (If you want to know what the future will be
like, see The Daily Telegraph, 19 September 2009,
http://tinyurl.com/mr5mwj)
For all I know I could be committing some sort of
‘hate crime’ by writing this editorial, so I must make
it quite clear that the views expressed here are mine
alone. Fred West.

The “push-button” approach to fighting Al Qaeda
represents a radically new use of state-sanctioned
lethal force.
Pakistan's government considered Mehsud its top
enemy, holding him responsible for the vast majority
of recent terrorist attacks inside the country, including
the assassination of former Prime Minister Benazir
Bhutto in December 2007 and the bombing in September 2008 of the Marriott Hotel in Islamabad, which
killed more than fifty people.

Mehsud was also thought to have helped his
Afghan confederates attack American and coali
tion troops across the border.
The above is an extract from an article by Jane Mayer, published in The New Yorker, 26 October 2009.
For more details see:

http://www.newyorker.com/
reporting/2009/10/26/091026fa_fact_mayer
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Remembrance Sunday 8 November
2009
Heavy rain covered most of the country on the
morning of November 8th, and the village of Harrington got its share. But just after 10 am the rain
eased and by the time the flags were raised at the
Carpetbagger Memorial, a little after 10.30, the sun
was starting to appear.

Children and War
During the Second World War, many children
from large cities were evacuated to areas of the
country thought less likely to be troubled by German air raids. The evacuation started immediately
on the declaration of war between Great Britain
and Germany, but a lot of children remained with
their parents until air raids on their home city became too intense.
When the threat of air raids had passed, children
returned to their parents only to find themselves in
great danger when the Germans sent first the V1
flying Bombs and later, the V2 rockets.
The following is an eye witness account, told in
his own words, of what life was like for small children in London between 1939 and 1945.
A Childhood Memory

The worshipers were cool, but dry and comfortable.
Around thirty villagers joined HAMS members in
remembering all those who have fallen in wars
past and present. After the two minutes silence
was observed, the Service of Remembrance was
conducted by the Rev. Doug Spenceley, curate of
Faxton Benifice.
This was followed by the laying of the wreaths
and acts of personal remembrance. Later, members and friends returned to the museum for light
refreshments.

Visiting the Carpetbagger Aviation Museum I
discovered the S.O.E. display featuring my halfbrother, Harry Verlander. It proved to be a fascinating visit for me, and for my son Kevin, who accompanied me. Harry and I subsequently met by
arrangement, after a gap of many years.
The passing of the years has brought me to realise how important are the records and memorabilia
of events of the Second World War, a period still
within living memory of the older generation. The
elderly will remember and the young will hopefully
understand something of the turbulences and the
sacrifices made during that conflict.
In the museum there is a detailed diagram of the
workings of a pilot-less flying bomb, a German
weapon used with devastating effect against the
civilian population of southern and eastern England. The V.1. was also known here as the Doodlebug - a fun name for a very unfunny invention! The
flying bombs, to be later followed by the rocketpropelled V.2’s, penetrated our skies in their thousands. London was the main target.
Between June 13 1944 and March 29 1945, a
staggering total of 9,251 flying bombs were plotted
against England. Of these, 2,419 evaded R.A.F.
fighter planes, gunners, and barrage balloons to
crash and explode on impact. Civilians killed and
injured were numbered in thousands.

The Rev. Spenceley with the wreaths.

The total number of V.I's destroyed was 4,261;
1,979 by the Royal Air Force, 1,971 by anti-aircraft
guns, 278 by barrage balloons and 33 by the Royal
Navy. Such was the magnitude of Nazi Germany's
last - ditch effort to subdue our people on the
ground.
Cont. overleaf.
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Piloted bombers had already caused much devastation in London and other areas, now we were to he
subjected to further terror. The arrival of one particular Doodlebug remains today in my memory. I was
only four years old at the outbreak of war, but by
1944 I was old enough to realise what was happening around me.
At the time, my mother, my younger sister Janet
and I lived in Ilford, Essex. Only eight years old, I
was familiar with the Warning and All clear sirens
and the booming of anti-aircraft guns. Now, on occasions, I heard the throaty rumble of a different kind of
engine, sometimes in the distance, sometimes
nearer and louder. When we heard a siren we would
make automatically for our Anderson Shelter in the
back garden.
Inside it was damp and the corrugated metal
roof sent flakes of rust into our hair. My sister and
I amused ourselves by reading comics, sometimes by candlelight, while Mum scurried back and
forth with plates of food. Sunday lunch (we called
it Dinner) was prepared on the gas stove in the
scullery, a poky place not worthy of the name of
kitchen. Hot food in the dugout, courtesy of Mum.
Hitler or no Hitler, Mums looked after their children.
Our cat Blackie, sensing the danger perhaps,
crept down into the depths of our shelter. All over
the target area, families, including the elderly and
the infirm were similarly huddled together for
safety and a degree of comfort. The bunks were
full at night and people slept fitfully or not at all.
Strong wooden doors were pulled across the entrances. Stone hot-water bottles kept the occupants warm; rubber hot-water bottles were scarce,
like most commodities.

There wasn’t much room inside an Anderson
Shelter, particularly one fitted with four bunk
beds.
Picture credit; Holnet London at War 1939—1945
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One late afternoon, during an alert, I was in
the Anderson with Mum and Janet. Soon there
came the growling sound of an engine, growing
ever louder. At its loudest, the engine cut out.
There was an eerie silence, swiftly followed by
a swoosh of rushing air, like a strong wind approaching. Instinctively, Mum covered our
heads with pillows and flung her body across
us.
A massive explosion shook the shelter and
the ground seemed to move beneath us. All
was then silent, for about half a minute. Mum
rose and carefully pushed open the wooden
door. I remember her climbing out of the shelter
in what seemed like half-light. A pall of smoke
had descended. I looked past her legs towards
our house, relieved to see that it was still intact.
One of the upstairs windows, I noticed, was
broken and a curtain stirred in the breeze.
Just then there was a sudden thud outside
the shelter, not loud. Mum had been narrowly
missed by a falling piece of the Doodlebug.
She stooped to pick it up but dropped it quickly.
The metal was still hot. Had she been standing
a short distance to one side, she might have
received a fatal blow.
We began then to hear other noises. Voices
called out, some urgently. A bell clanged, an
ambulance was soon on the scene, rushing
past our house to the end of Hunter Road. By
this time all three of us had run through the
house and opened the front door. The lingering
smoke made it difficult to see the houses opposite but I could see figures running to the right,
to where the V.1. had fallen.
There came from that direction an elderly
man, blood streaking his face and grey hair
black in patches. He strode down the middle of
the road, waving his arms at the oncoming people, shouting for them to stay hack and keep
calm. Mum escorted us hack into the shelter. It
was always possible that more flying bombs
would come. Thankfully they didn't, not to our
area anyway.
The next day, in the clear light , the evidence
was shocking. We heard that the V.1. passed
over, or along, the length of our road. As sometime happened, when the engine cut out, the
Doodlebug flipped around, returning to fall into the
allotments. The resultant blast severely damaged
the end houses. There had been one fatality, a
young girl, when walls and roof collapsed. Others
escaped by crawling out through the wreckage of
their house.
Cont. overleaf.
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The authorities must have been slow to cordon off
the area of the explosion. I was able to see the large
crater, the few trees stripped of their branches and
dozens of dead sparrows littering the pavement. Opposite, the bomb damage was a stark image, still
seen in my mind's eye.

. The Carpetbagger Museum at Harrington and
other war museums do not exist to glorify war.
They stand as a necessary reminder of the courage and fortitude displayed by the many who
were involved in the struggle, not least the massive contribution by the forces of our allies from
the U.S.A. We must remember, and salute them
all.
Keith Perryman. Northampton.

Mum, Janet and Keith Perryman, May 1942.
Their house is on the left of the picture. The
mound is the Anderson Shelter and behind
them are two badly bomb damaged houses.
The space to the right is where another row of
houses stood. All damage at that time was
caused by conventional German air raids.
. By this latter part of the war, large areas of Britain, in places as far away as Aberdeen and Fraserburgh, Manchester and Sheffield, Scarborough and
Grimsby, Birmingham, Coventry, Cardiff, Plymouth,
Liverpool and many other areas had already suffered greatly from aerial bombardment by German
bombers during 1940 and 1941.
During the Blitz, death rained from the skies in an
enormity difficult to comprehend in these modern
times. Records show that 43,607 civilians were
killed and a further 50,387 were seriously injured. In
the London region nearly one and a quarter million
houses were destroyed, all before Germany's lastgasp effort of launching their V.I's and V.2's.
While adults in the armed forces fought to defeat
the Nazis abroad and in our skies, here the police,
air-raid wardens, fire fighters, nurses and doctors,
the Home Guard and many other groups – all
played their part in the struggle for survival.
My mother, sister and I had been lucky, having
been evacuated, strangely it seems now, to notfar- away Staffordshire, where we escaped further
bombing. But our return to Ilford in 1944 turned out
to be premature, as far as aerial attacks were concerned. Perhaps no-one could have predicted the
coming of' the Doodlebugs and rockets.

Keith and Janet standing on the Anderson
Shelter, May 1942, just before their evacuation. If the shelter looks odd, remember, it
was sunk into the ground and had earth
piled all around.
The family were surprised to find that it was
still standing, along with their house, on
their return from Staffordshire in 1944.
NOTE. Like thousands of others who lived
through the 1940’s but have never said much
about their experiences, Keith found in the writing of this article a kind of emotional release.

Christmas Dinner
The members of HAMS, their families and
friends joined together on the evening of Monday 7th December for the annual Christmas Dinner, expertly organised by Vera.
Once again, this was held at Market Harborough Golf Club and in spite of the wet weather,
everyone had a most enjoyable time.
The Chairman, Ron Clarke, gave a short address and Tom Reeves read out the names of
those no longer with us. A minutes silence was
held in their memory.
Mick Grey and his wife Mary organised the raffle, and many people went home clutching a
prize.
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Museum News
The Annual General Meeting of HAMS will take
place at the museum on Monday 22nd February,
2010 at 7.30 pm. Any agenda items should be
sent to the Secretary, Fred West, by 20th February.
The repairs to the museum roof, completed
early in 2008 have proved to be successful.
There are no more leaks that are likely to endanger any of the exhibits.
The latest exhibit, the tail fin of a Messerschmitt
110 Night Fighter, was loaned to the museum
earlier this year by Clive Bassett. The ME 110
became the scourge of night bombers, and shot
down hundreds of Lancasters and similar aircraft.
The museum can only open with the aid of volunteers, and these are getting increasingly
scarce. Age, infirmity and death means that the
museum is operating with the barest minimum of
staff.
We have advertised for volunteers in libraries,
heritage centres, parish magazines and other museums, but without getting any response. Vera
has had a few health problems this year and is no
longer able to work in the canteen and then suddenly rush out to the desk to sell tickets.
If any members can spare a few hours of their
time to help out, in any capacity, please contact
Vera, Ron, Roy or Fred. Weekend volunteers
should be willing to help with ticket sales, canteen
sales, dusting the exhibits, welcoming visitors and
starting up the video player, or training and operating as guides. (Guides do all the other tasks as
well, when necessary.)
Please remember that to be of benefit to the museum, volunteer services need to be offered on a
regular basis. This may be weekly or monthly,
but it must be a regular commitment with advance
notice (except in extreme emergency) of inability
to meet that commitment.
We know that people lead busy lives and have
personal commitments, also that the question of
finding volunteers is a problem facing many other
organisations. So, if you have no spare time to
offer, perhaps you know someone who has?
Wind farm update. The meeting due to be held
by Daventry District Council Planning Department
on the 16th December to consider the wind farm
application, has been postponed until early 2010,
at the request of Nuon Renewables.

More Children and War
In May 1940 a little known group of Britons found
themselves caught up in the war when Germany
invaded Belgium.
These were the gardeners who worked for the Imperial War Graves Commission. Since 1919, British
ex-servicemen had made their home at Ypes and
tended the many First World War cemeteries to be
found all over Flanders.
Many of these men had married local women and
their children had known no other home. They were
all part of a thriving British community that earned a
living from the tourist industry.
They had their own Anglican church of St. George
and the children attended the very British, Eton Memorial School, built to commemorate the ex Etonians killed on Flanders fields. The children knew
much about the First World War as rotting trenches
were their playgrounds. They earned a few pennies
by handing in pieces of live ordnance that they
found in the course of play, and often helped their
fathers tending the graves. They also directed pilgrims to the various cemeteries.
By May 1940, most families had been evacuated
to England, but on the 18th May the last 200 men,
women and children gathered in the school playground to prepare for evacuation. There were still a
few families however who, for whatever reason, did
not join the organised evacuation group.
Elaine Madden was just 17 years old when the
Germans invaded Belgium in May 1940. Her widower father had only one interest in life—gambling.
He made no effort to leave Ypes, so eventually
Elaine, in the company of a young aunt, joined other
refugees on a trek to the coast.
They were very fortunate to meet up with a retreating British convoy and after a rather perilous
journey, disguised with steel helmets and greatcoats, they reached Dunkirk. Once there, they became part of the horror and chaos on the beech until finally gaining a place on one of the ‘little ships.’
After settling down in England, Elaine joined the
ATS and when it became known that she spoke
three languages and had a detailed knowledge of
Flanders, she was recruited by the SOE’s Belgian
Section, known as ‘T’ section.
Being very young, she didn’t quite understand
what this involved, but soon found out when she underwent training in small arms, demolitions, Morse
code, stealth killing, physical endurance and finally,
a few days at Ringway making parachute jumps.
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Times Past

Elaine Madden. Dressed in the uniform of the
First Aid Nursing Yeomanry. Most SOE ladies
adopted the cover of this uniform.
In August 1944 Elaine was parachuted into the Belgian Ardennes where she became the trusted assistant the experienced SOE agent, Andre Wendelen.
One of her tasks was to protect a mysterious person
referred to as Monsieur Bernard and to make arrangements to get him safely to England.
This wasn’t an easy task and she and Wendelen
were in constant danger of being caught by the Gestapo. Just as they were about to move their
‘mystery man’ the British army caught up with them
and they discovered his true identity. He was revealed to be Prince Karel, the brother of the Belgian
King, Leopold.
Elaine was one of only two women
section and attracted a great deal of
Belgium. For her work with SOE she
the Croix de Guerre. A very worthy
brave young lady.

working for F
admiration in
was awarded
honour for a

This story was adapted from an article published in the BBC History Magazine, November 2009.
Picture credits, BBC History Magazine.

P AG E 1 4

V O LU ME 7 I S S UE 3

Christmas Quiz
1.

Who was the first British monarch to broadcast a Christmas message to the nation?

2.

Child star Jimmy Boyd sang which hugely popular 1950's Christmas song, which was initially banned by the
Catholic Church in Boston because it supposedly mixed sex and Christmas?

3.

Who banned Christmas in England between 1647 and 1660?

4.

On which date is Epiphany celebrated in the traditional Western calendar?

5.

Who are the four ghosts in Charles Dickens' A Christmas Carol?

6.

What liqueur goes into making a 'snowball' cocktail?

7.

What is the English title of the carol written in 1818 by Austrian priest Josef Mohr originally called Stille Nacht?

8.

The Nordic countries (Denmark, Sweden, Norway notably) tend to celebrate Christmas chiefly on which date?

9.

Which US State in 1907 was the last to declare Christmas a legal holiday?

10. Presepe in Italy refers to what Christmas tradition?
11. Christmas Crackers is cockney rhyming slang for which part of the male anatomy?
12. What is the popular name for little baked sausages wrapped in rashers of streaky bacon?
13. Which of the Wise Men was said to have brought the gift of gold for the baby Jesus?
14. The 1954 movie White Christmas was the first to be made using what new Paramount film format?
15. Which river did George Washington cross on Christmas night in 1776 in the American Revolutionary War?
16. What changed in 1752 which caused Britain to have a White Christmas less frequently thereafter?
17. Traditional in Germany at Christmas, what sort of food is stollen?
18. According to the UK National Meteorological Office what year (prior to 2007) was the last White Christmas in
Britain?
19. The Christmas period of 1813-14 saw the last what in London?
20. How many gifts are given in total in the song The Twelve Days of Christmas?
21. The words "Myrrh is mine, its bitter perfume breathes of life, of gathering gloom..." come from which Christmas
carol?
22. Christmas Island in the Indian Ocean is a territory of which country?
23. Which diarist noted on 25th December 1662, "(Christmas Day). Had a pleasant walk to White Hall, where I
intended to have received the communion with the family, but I have come too late..."
24. The USA's official National Christmas Tree is in which National Park?
25. John Callcott Horsley designed what first commercial Christmas item in 1843?
26. In Victorian England what people were popularly called robins because of their red uniforms?
27. Which popular poem was alternatively known as A Visit from St Nicholas?
28. Which token vegetable is often included in the ingredients of a Christmas pudding?
29. What animal is Snowball in George Orwell's book Animal Farm?
30. Yorkshireman William Strickland is believed to have brought the first what to Britain from North America in

1526?
Answers on p16. No peeking now!

P AG E 15

A Very Merry Christmas and a
Happy New Year to One and All

WARNING to would-be volunteers. These are some of the people
you could find yourself working with!

Who are they all? Well, you’ll have to visit the museum in 2010 to
find out. The museum re-opens on Saturday 27th March 2010.
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Christmas Quiz Answers
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.

George the Fifth (in 1932)
I saw Mommy kissing Santa Claus
Oliver Cromwell
6th January
Christmas Past, Christmas Present, Christmas Yet to Come, and
Jacob Marley (one point for each correctly named ghost, and a bonus point for all
four)
6.
Advocaat (or advokatt, pronounced 'advocar' - normally a blend of brandy,
egg yolks, vanilla and sometimes other ingredients - award yourself a bonus point if
you dare order one next time you go to the bar.)
7.
Silent Night
8.
24th December
9.
Oklahoma
10.
Nativity scene (literally meaning crib)
11.
Testicles ( knacker - related to the very old word for a horse slaughterer.)
12.
Pigs in blankets
13.
Melchior
14.
VistaVision
15.
Delaware
16.
The calendar (the adoption of the Gregorian calendar, replacing the Julian
calendar, shifted Christmas day back 12 days - and all the other days too of course 11 days were skipped in 1752 and a further day in 1800.)
17.
Cake
18.
2004
19.
Christmas Fair on a frozen River Thames (known as a Frost Fair)
20.
364
21.
We Three Kings of Orient Are (composed by Rev John Henry Hopkins,
1857)
22.
Australia
23.
Samuel Pepys (pronounced 'peeps')
24.
King's Canyon National Park, California (a giant sequoia called The
General Grant)
25.
Christmas card
26.
Postmen
27.
'Twas The Night before Christmas ('Twas the night Before Christmas' is
also the first line. The poem was first published anonymously in 1823 and is
commonly attributed to Clement Clarke Moore, although some believe Henry
Livingston was the true author. This is different to the song Rudolph the Red-Nosed
Reindeer. Rudolph was created in 1939 by copywriter Robert May for the Montgomery
Ward department store chain in a free Christmas promotional story. This extended
the 1823 poem and was later still developed into the Rudolph the Red-Nosed
Reindeer song.)
28.
Carrot (vegetables were in earlier times used in making Christmas puddings)
29.
A pig
30.
Turkey

