THE PLYMOUTH VETERAN
JOURNAL OF THE FEDERATION OF PLYMOUTH AND
DISTRICT EX-SERVICES ASSOCIATIONS

Welcome to the 68TH edition:
The journal is not only for the officers of Associations but also Associations members
so we ask you to give it as wide a distribution as possible to members and anyone
else you think might be interested. Articles for consideration for inclusion will be most
welcome. Please submit in word format.
Basil Downing Waite Chairman/Editor bazval@btinternet.com telephone 01752
771983

Merchant Navy Memorial :
Another cold and windy Day on the Hoe witnessed Plymouths Lord Mayor and
former Merchant Navy man Councillor Sam Davy cut the first Turf on the site for the
erection of the new Memorial to the Merchant Navy.

Operation Tiger 75th Annivesary.
Exercise Tiger, or Operation Tiger, was the code name for one in a series of largescale rehearsals for the D-Day invasion of Normandy, which took place in April 1944
on Slapton Sands in Devon. Coordination and communication problems resulted in
friendly fire deaths during the exercise, and an Allied convoy positioning itself for the
landing was attacked by E-boats of Nazi Germany's Kriegsmarine, resulting in the
deaths of at least 749 American servicemen. Because of the impending invasion of
Normandy, the incident was under the strictest secrecy at the time and was only
nominally reported afterwards. On Friday 22nd February Veterans and members of
the public turned out to mark the 75th Anniversary of the Operation Tiger at Slapton
Sands

STANDARDS LINE UP

HMS Gloucester.
A service was held by the members and families of the HMS Gloucester Association at the
Royal Navy Memorial on Plymouth Hoe in memory of the 722 men who lost their lives when
their ship was sunk 22nd May 1941

Lord Mayors Choosing, Church Service & Lord Mayors Day.
The Federation Standards were on parade at both events but not needed at the Lord Mayors
Day.. The Lord Mayors Choosing event was followed by a meet and greet the new Lord
Mayor, Royal Navy Veteran Councillor Richard Ball in the Civic Centre.

Lord Mayor’s day gave the opportunity for the general public to meet the Lord Mayor
as he visited the various stands in the city Centre. At lot of time and effort is given up
by the runners of various originations especially the cadet organizations. I visited the
Stall of The Royal Marine Volunteer Cadets Corp stand under the control of Cadet
W.O 2 Gavin Thorpe & Cadet Colour Sargent Mike Phillips who is also Chairman of
the local HMS Ganges Association.

Malay & Borneo Veterans Service On Saturday 25th May we had the
annual service to mark the end of hostilities in Malay and Borneo at the Belvedere
Memorial Garden on the Hoe. We had 13 standards on parade. Malaya and Borneo
Vet. Association, RMA Plymouth, RNA Saltash, Submariners, Fleet Auxillary, R.A.,
R.E., RAF association, RAF Police, HMS Ganges, RBL Ivybridge, RBL Saltash, RBL
City Centre.

"Prior to Malayan and Borneo Veterans service Falklands Veterans Alan Barry and
Carl Brassington laid a wreath at the Falklands Memorial on behalf of the HMS
Broadsword Association in memory of those who died onboard HMS Coventry"

75 D-Day Anniversary . The Federation this year joined forces with the City
Council to mark this significant occasion at the D-Day war memorial Saltash
Passage beneath the Tamar Bridge. It was a very well attended event including a
representative from America Lieutenant Colonel Tony Castillo USAF ret’d along with
our Lord Mayor, Councilor Richard Ball. Plymouth MP’S Johnny Mercer and Luke
Pollard with a selection of local councilors.. The event was special being attended by
some of Plymouths last surviving D-Day Veterans The Service was conducted by
Reverend Joe Dent the Federation Chaplin. The ‘Last Post’ and ‘Reveille’ was
sounded by Bugler Lieutenant Tim Healy of Royal Marine Volunteer Cadet Corps
and ‘The Lament’ piped by Lt Cdr Ian Kemosell RN. ‘The Exhortation’ read by
Alderman TRF Jones RAF ret’d and the ‘Kohima’ by Jim O’Connor Burma Star
Veteran. Wreaths were laid by The Deputy Lieutenant of Devon, Brigadier Simon
Young. The Lord Mayor of Plymouth, Councilor Richard Ball, Lieutenant Colonel
Tony Castillo USAF ret’d representing The Ambassador and US Embassy,
Commander Steven Ward RN BXO representing the tri-service Armed Forces and B
Veteran Mr Fred Ford on behalf of The Federation of Plymouth and District ex

Services Associations. A large contingent of RN Personnel formed the Guard of
Honor. Following the service guest were invited to The Royal Albert Bridge Inn for
refreshments. A shuttle bus services was sponsored by Rays Coaches and with the
weather being kind to us, all in all it was a successful event to honor to those who
had paid the ultimate price in the name of freedom.

WE WILL REMEMBER THEM

At the end of this edition I have included the copy of letter written by my cousin and
sent to his Grandad., I have bunched the paragraphs and highlighted starts.

Obituaries with Federation Standard in attendance:
If the Federation are requested to attend Funerals.
by the families the appropriate Standard Bearers
will willingly give their support. E.G On Wednesday the 22nd May we had the
funeral of Mr Kenny Trevorrow elate of the Parachute Regiment and the Ambulance
service, at Westonmill Crem. We had 13 standards on parade,
The Parachute association, the Ambulance Service,
Airborne Association, RNA Plymouth, RNA Saltash, Submariners,
R.A., R.E., RAF Police, 29 Commando Regroup,
RBL Saltash, RBL Ivybridge, RBL City Centre.
The chapel was full with about 50 people standing outside.

DIARY OF EVENTS FOR 2019
JULY:
Sun 14th 11.15. SEA SUNDAY. MINSTER CHURCH OF ST ANDREW PLYMOUTH
The congregation of the Minster Church of St Andrew, Plymouth, will welcome
everyone to join together in a Service to give thanks for our Seafarers.
STANDARDS REQUESTED: ASSEMBLE 10.45

AUGUST:
Thursday 15th 1100. VJ Day. Short Service of Remembrance at the Rowan Tree, the
Minster Church of St Andrew Plymouth. Organized by the Plymouth
Group of Children of Far East Prisoner of War. (COFEPOW).
STANDARDS REQUESTED . ASSEMBLE 1045

SEPTEMBER:

Tuesday 3rd MERCHANT NAVY DAY- Unveiling of Merchant Navy Monument,
The Hoe Plymouth. 11.00 STANDARDS REQUESTED ASSEMBLE 10.30
Sunday 15th: RAF Battle of Britain Service - St Andrews Church.15th , 11.15
STANDARDS REQUESTED TO ASSEMBLE 10.45.

OCTOBER:
TBA : 1100. Captain Henry VC Commemoration at Ford Park Cemetery. Organised
by the Royal Artillery Association. STANDARDS REQUESTED: ASSEMBLE 1030.
NOVEMBER:
Friday 8th:
Remembrance Festival Plymouth Pavilions
Sun 10th Plympton Remembrance Sunday Parade. The Parade musters at 0845 outside
Plymco to march off at 0900. Church service at St Maurice starts at 0930 followed by
the ceremony and two minutes silence at the war memorial starting at about 1050.
Sun 10th:

Royal British Legion Remembrance Day Parade Ivybridge. 1030 for 1100

Sunday 10th: 1100 Remembrance Parade Plymouth Hoe
Sun 10th:1500. Ceremony of Remembrance at the Rowan Tree, Minster Church of St
Andrew, Plymouth Organized by the Plymouth Group of Children of Far East Prisoner
of War. (COFEPOW). All welcome to attend.
DECEMBER:
Friday 13th Lord Mayor’s Carol Service. The Minster Church of St Andrews.
Plymouth 19.30
Sun TBA

1100 (form up at 1040) Devonport North Corner Commemoration
Service. Anniversary of Operation Frankton.
Organised by the Royal Marines Association
STANDARDS IF REQUESTED: ASSEMBLE 1030

TBA

1930. The Lord Mayor of Plymouth’s Carol Service-Minster Church of St
Andrew,
STANDARDS REQUESTED: ASSEMBLE 1900

Tuesday 31st Hinkley VC Commemoration at Ford Park Cemetery, Plymouth.
Organised by the Royal Naval Association.
STANDARDS REQUESTED: ASSEMBLE 1030
COPY OF LETTER
Written by No. 14267274 Sapper D.K. Waite
188th Trans. Sts. Coy. R.E. B.W.E.F.
To his Grandfather Mr. G. Waite, “Yondova” Pebsham, Bexhill –on-Sea, Sussex
----------------------------oOo-----------------------ON ENETERING CAEN

The Bedford pulled up on the Bayeaux Road, about one kilometre outside Caen. It was early
evening, but already the sun sent long shadows slanting across the fields and hedges. Preety soon it
would rain, far away to the north lay the cloud like great white mountains piled high, reaching peak
upon peak. I imagine the Andes would look like that, only black here and there, where the snow had
melted.
We trudged toward the city, the sound of our footsteps broken only by the rumble of heavy lorries as
they roared past us toward the front line. Johnston estimated that, about five to six miles past Caen
itself.
Soon we came into Caen, and I was surprised, for it had been a big city. The awful panorama lay
before us, branding in our minds for ever this sight. It was ultimate devastation. Gulliver himself had
come to the town of Lilliput and raging, had swung his hammer (borrowed from Thor the God of
Thunder) and had wantonly destroyed just for the sake of destroying. Anyway so it seemed.
Street after street, no human pen could accurately describe it, but street after street of poor broken
homes lay before my eyes. A bulldozer rumbled past, striving to clear a passage through the great
heaps of rubble that lay in the centre of what had once been a road.
For the most parts there was that awful silence. A sobbing woman, a slinking dog that crept across
the splintered rafters, a child played in the dust, that a cross section of the population of Caen.
Away in the distance I could see some houses, they were intact, and looked strangely out of place in
the sea of bricks and glass and mortar.
A fire was burning somewhere, pieces of burnt paper blew across my path and settled down in the
dust. So it would always be.
Small groups of soldiers picked their way across the wreckage, some carried stretchers, for many
bodies still lay beneath the debris. I walked across, drawn by a morbid curiosity. A war correspondent
stood by taking pictures with a small camera. That was the only way you could the shambles of
Caen, through the eyes of a camera.
Slowly they prised aside the chunks of mortar and brick, and a guy seized hold the man’s leg and
pulled. He came sliding out, his face was grazed and covered in blood but it wasn’t life blood. I felt
sickened and turned away.
Laying in the lee of the wall were some battered saucepans, and china crunched under my feet. This
must have been the kitchen before that bright evening when the Lancasters came sliding out of the
sky,
The rafters pointed toward the clods that were slowly piling in from the north. If it rained there was
no roof to stop it. no roof to cover the beds, and the torn coverlets, or the picture of Joan of Arc that
lay face upwards with the glass smashed to small segments.
The drumfire of the heavy guns came to us there in Caen, and a few miles away more towns and
more villages, were being broken and shattered.
Some day perhaps, they would rebuild Caen, for although the city was broken, the spirit of the city
lived on. I could see it in the tattered flag that waved at the gate of had one time been a church. I
could see it in the faces of the people. I could feel it in the still air.
Above us, some planes droned across the evening sky, and moved down toward the landing strip.
More planes to evacuate the increasing number of wounded from the front.
Yesterday morning, the Heimes had severely stonked what was left of Caen with heavy mortar
bombs.
The sun sank lower and bathed the ruins in radiance, turning the smoke into a golden haze. People
were talking now, recounting their own experiences in the Hell of a few days before. Old people
dazed and bewildered, were safe in the hands of kindly officials, who find them adequate shelter and
food.

Most of the women were crying bitterly, grief stricken and anguished. War had come to them, and
it’s touch had not been kind. I lingered by their shattered dwellings, perhaps for a last look at their
own personal treasures. Their homes, those so simple words meaning such a lot. Perhaps a lifetime
of toil and poverty gone in a few brief moments. Perhaps a dear one lost for eternity.
So that Caen on this June evening. Street by Street, house by house, battered, flattened, torn,
shattered – dead.
When I go back to England, they will they will tell me of the flying bombs, they will recall the blitz.
They will say “You should see Dover” and I will say “You should see Caen” They will say “You should
see London” and I will say “You should see Caen” They will say “You should see Maidstone” and I will
say “You should see Caen”. If they say “ You should see the life and gaiety here, and see the happy
children running in the streets” it would only then I could not say “You should see Caen”.
Suddenly the air felt chill and I shivered. A squadron of tanks crashed impressively through the mined
streets, grey and dull, breathing of battle. A young officer with a bandaged arm waved at us from his
turret.
Yes here in Carne had been fought the first battle, and in some ways a decisive one. Perhaps the
freedom of the world had been thrashed out and won here in the streets and houses of Caen. I feel
perhaps Caen does not mind, perhaps She is honoured that she alone should be selected, and yet the
blood that has flown and seeped away in the streets shrieks NO! NO! NO!
The paraphernalia of war and battle are scattered in abandon across the gardens and roads in the
houses. Helmets, rifles, food, equipment, burnt out tanks and jeeps, guns, shells, mines, and what
have you.
A childs book lay in the garden, it’s pages idly flipped by the wind. An old bicycle lay beneath the
scarred wall, it’s owner where? Inside the house, the doors hung creaking on their hinges, and the
tables and chairs lay where they had fallen from that first concussion. Hanging from the wall was a
picture, a family group, two old people, two young people, and a baby girl. The old man had a kindly
face and wore a beard. The young man was in uniform, and he was smiling. Does he smile now I
wonder?
I could bear it no longer. I had to get away from the stricken city. We turned and picked our way
toward the canal, for that is where our worked lay. The sun had vanished now, and the grey ominous
cloud blinked from north to south, turning the waters of the canal to an oily black.
The rotting hulks tied alongside, creaked as the strained against the wall. Warehouses and store
sheds lay smashed and broken by accurate bombing. Great craters besmirched the fairness of the
canal banks, and the great jagged pieces of shrapnel bore mute testimony to the fierceness of the
attack.
Suddenly it began to rain, a slashing downpour of tropical intensity, a last shaft of sunlight caught
the raindrops, and transformed them to a million silver bayonets. A fit setting for macabre Caen.
Some officer rolled up, stumbling over bricks and rubble, we were to leave right away, most of the
troops leave as a matter of fact where? Oh! Anyway outside the town (Town! That was a good one, I
laughed at that). Perhaps we could move back in tomorrow. The fact was, they were expecting a
Heime stonk (shelling)
We footslogged it back to the Bedford, and after some consideration, drove away into the gathering
darkness.
Caen seemed to change at the last light. All the harsh colours of day melted away, and in the
greyness of dusk, a hard vicious outlines mellowed and softened. A low night wind whipped up the
coast in little eddies, and slowly Caen became shrouded in the cold night. Glad at last that no eyes
could see her suffering. Perhaps the heartbeat of the city had slowed a little during the dark days, but
it did still beat. Caen will live.
About five kilometres out from, Caen we heard the shrill screech of the shells against the noise of the

engine. Dull orange flashes showed against the low clouds for brief instants. The road seemed to
shake. Caen’s ordeal was not yet over.
The rain pattered down on the cover of the Bedford. I shivered, for we still had to bivvy out
somewhere.
In the years and decades that lie ahead, there will many wise and learned men. Peace will bring
wisdom and finer attainments in life.
Assuredly, some wise man, perhaps from Oxford or Cambridge, Hale or Harvard, or even the
University of Moscow, will write a dictionary, for dictionaries are such useful things.
He will proceed slowly through the ‘A’s and B’s and C’s and eventually will reach the letter D.
Soon after he will come to the word DEVASTATION. He could do no better than write :- SOMETHING
THAT HAPPENED TO THE CITY OF CAEN, IN THE MONTH OF JUNE 1944

If you have a military associated event you wish to advertise in
the journal please contact the editor. bazval@btinternet.com
FEDERATION WEB SITE www.fedexservicesassoc.co.uk

