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Introduction


The year 2005 marks the sixtieth anniversary of the end of the Second World War. During the five and a half years of bitter fighting that raged between 1939 and 1945, some 500,000 British and Commonwealth servicemen gave their lives while on active service, and many more were wounded or maimed. It is almost impossible to put a figure on the number of soldiers, sailors and airmen from the West of England who fought during the conflict, but in 2005 many thousands will gather in the cities, towns and villages of our region to pay their respects to friends and colleagues who made the ultimate sacrifice in the pursuit of freedom. This book, and the ITV West television series which it accompanies, were commissioned to commemorate this important anniversary, and to pay tribute to the courage, dignity and humour of the men and women from our region whose lives were forever touched by the events that began in Europe in the autumn of 1939.


Many books have focused on life on the home front during the Second World War, but a local study of front-line experience has been a comparatively neglected area. For over a year the production team at Testimony Films in Bristol collected first-hand accounts from many hundreds of veterans, and were provided with graphic and moving descriptions of action seen in all the major campaigns. We are most grateful to the countless local and national organisations, clubs and societies that helped to put us in touch with their members. It is sad to note that as the years take their toll, many of these organisations will close down following the sixtieth anniversary commemorations. Many of the veterans we contacted, however, were not part of any official organisation, preferring instead to put the past behind them in an attempt to forget the horrors of war. Some of them were, quite understandably, reluctant or even unwilling to share their memories with us, while others told their story for perhaps the first time. Quite often, these were among the most powerful testimonies we heard, and we were frequently humbled by the frank and often harrowing accounts we recorded.


Research began at the beginning of 2004, expertly guided by Series Producer Steve Humphries and since then researcher Clair Titley and I have personally met and spoken to local veterans with vastly differing wartime experiences – from those who escaped Dunkirk, flew in the Battle of Britain or sailed in the Battle of the Atlantic, to those who landed on the beaches of Normandy on D-Day or emerged victorious from the jungles of Burma. We have heard the most remarkable stories from submariners, airborne troops and spies; from tank commanders, French resistance operatives and prisoners of war. Indeed, from the outset we realised that our most difficult problem would be in deciding which stories we should include and which we would have to leave out.


Of course, it was impossible for us to provide a detailed history of the Second World War in just six short programmes and as a result several significant theatres of war have unfortunately been omitted, among them the vitally important victories in North Africa and Italy. However, we have been able to tell for the first time the little known roles played by some our region’s most illustrious fighting forces, the Gloucestershire Regiment’s heroic defence outside Dunkirk in 1940, and 501 (County of Gloucester) Hurricane Squadron’s success in the Battle of Britain among them. In fact, such was the importance and heroic nature of the Glosters’ actions during the Battle of France, we decided to dedicate two programmes, and two chapters of this book, to their incredible sacrifice. Given the current uncertainty with regard to the regiment’s future, we are honoured to pay proper respect to their past glories.


One important consideration we had to look at early on in our research was the obvious question of what do we mean by the West? The ITV West region itself has clear boundaries and reaches roughly from Gloucestershire in the north to Somerset in the south, and from Wiltshire in the east to Bristol in the west. However, we had to decide whether we should include just those people born and raised in our region or add those born elsewhere but living here now, or perhaps those who served with local units. Ultimately, we decided that as long as a potential interviewee fulfilled one of these three criteria, they would be eligible for consideration. In fact, this definition proved invaluable when researching the roles of the Royal and Merchant Navy, for although the West Country has a long and well-known maritime history, a large majority of the sailors we spoke to were born outside our region. Of course, the very nature of a life at sea means that sailors will often move around from port to port and frequently settle outside the area of their birth. As a result, Chapter Four includes the experiences of merchant seamen from London and Liverpool, who now live in the West Country, as well as testimony from a Royal Navy volunteer from Gloucestershire.


The chapters in the book are arranged chronologically, beginning with the Battle of France and ending with the conclusion of the war in the Far East. Each chapter begins with a brief introduction to provide a general overview to the personal testimony that follows, and the memories of the veterans are illustrated with many personal photographs and documents, which help bring their stories to life. We are very grateful to those we interviewed for trusting us with their precious memorabilia, and for allowing us to reproduce it here. It was very moving to see how many veterans kept photographs of friends they had lost in battle, and once again we are honoured to be able to include these also.


Due to time constraints, and for reasons beyond our control, not all the veterans we filmed were included in the television series. It is difficult to tell a complicated story in a 30-minute television slot and often the programmes had to be edited for the sake of simplicity. Thankfully, however, writing this book has enabled us to include some of the stories that had to be left out of the series, particularly in the case of the D-Day chapter, which we have extended to include the beach landings and the incredible story of the 43rd Wessex Division. In fact not long after research began, we had intended to dedicate one of the programmes to the Wessex Division, who fought continuously from June 1944 to the end of the war in Europe. However, so long and varied was their action that it became hard to know quite where to start! We hope that the inclusion of Geoff Young’s remarkable story in Chapter Five goes some way to redressing this.


Finally, I would like to pay special tribute to one particular veteran. Joe Trinder was born in the small village of Bibury in Gloucestershire and grew up in one of the picturesque terraced cottages in Arlington Row. When war broke out, Joe, along with many young men from Bibury, joined the territorials of the 5th Battalion of the Glosters. In 1940, he sailed to France with the British Expeditionary Force and his adventures fighting the Germans in the withdrawal to Dunkirk are movingly told in the first two chapters. After Dunkirk, Joe went back to France with the 43rd Wessex Division, before finally returning home to his wife in Bibury. Joe was one of the first veterans we filmed. His descriptions of everyday life in France were among the most eloquent we heard and it was a pleasure to listen as he recounted his experiences with passion and humour. Joe died in 2004 at the age of 93. We were all very sad to learn of his passing, but glad that we had had the opportunity to meet such a wonderful old gentleman and record his stories for future generations.


As the years pass by, fewer and fewer veterans will make their annual journey to cenotaphs around the region, and within decades the horrors of life on the front line during the Second World War will be beyond living memory. Perhaps through the testimony which follows, their stories will live on for years to come.


Nick Maddocks


January 2005
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Joe Trinder, 1911–2004.












ONE


Last Man, Last Round


The Glosters and the Battle of France


When war broke out on 3 September 1939 two battalions of the Gloucestershire Regiment were selected to go to France with the British Expeditionary Force (BEF). The 2nd Battalion, based at Seaton Barracks in Plymouth, was made up of regular soldiers like Jim Loftus and Bill Lacey and because they were already trained for battle, they set sail for France in early October. Officers like Julian Fane whose training at the Royal Military Academy, Sandhurst, had been cut short by the outbreak of war joined the battalion in France. The 5th Battalion was formed from a combination of Territorial soldiers and recently conscripted ‘Belisha Boys’, the first militia men called up by Secretary of State Leslie Hore-Belisha. New recruits like Joe Trinder and Len Llewellyn served alongside trained soldiers including Bill Stanton and young officer Frank Henn, who were drafted in to bolster the strength of the battalion. Having undertaken a period of further training in England, the 5th Battalion sailed for France in January 1940.


The first few months in France marked the period known as the Phoney War. The Glosters passed the time training and digging trenches in the frozen fields, wondering if and when they would see action. The harsh conditions they faced were evocatively captured by a newsreel photographer when he filmed the 5th Battalion on exercise in the village of Thumeries at the end of January 1940. Both battalions were then posted in front of the Maginot Line, the supposedly impenetrable fortified defences built by the French to keep the Germans out, and it was here that many men had their first encounters with the German Army. One particularly fierce exchange occurred on 3 March in the town of Grindorff, where Sergeant Bill Adlam became the first TA soldier of the war to receive the Military Medal after he recovered a Bren gun while under fire.


On 10 May 1940 the Phoney War was brought to a swift conclusion as German forces began their lightning assault on the Low Countries: German Panzers and paratroopers began to sweep across Western Europe. In response the British Army was sent into Belgium, which had previously been out of bounds because of its neutrality, and on 14 May the Glosters made their way up to the plains of Waterloo, where they hoped to settle in for battle. Initially this choice of location brought some comfort to the men because the Glosters had acquitted themselves admirably against French forces on that famous battlefield during the Napoleonic Wars. But within hours, news arrived that the Germans had broken through the French ranks and the Glosters were forced to withdraw. It was a frustrating time for both battalions because the men were keen to stand and hold the line, but such was the speed of the German advance that they were in danger of being cut off. Six days and nights were spent in a constant cycle of withdrawing, stopping, digging in, then withdrawing again and at one point the 5th Battalion marched an incredible 95 miles in just 83 hours, a feat all the more admirable considering there was little in the way of food or rest. The difficulties were exacerbated by the constant threat of aerial bombardment from the dreaded Stuka dive-bombers and the fact that many roads were clogged with refugees. In the circumstances, it was perhaps not surprising that men like Len Llewellyn were separated from the rest of their battalion and forced to make their own way to the coast.


On 19 May the 5th Glosters were eventually able to hold a defensive position on the banks of the River Escault and it was here that gunner Bill Stanton was particularly successful in preventing the Germans from crossing in rubber boats. Just 4 miles away the 2nd Battalion was passing through the town of Tournai in a truck convoy when it became bogged down in heavy traffic. For the Luftwaffe it was too good an opportunity to miss, and Julian Fane, Jim Loftus and Bill Lacey all have vivid memories of the ensuing aerial bombardment which cost the lives of 194 men of the battalion. By 22 May German Panzer divisions had reached the outskirts of Boulogne and the decision was made to evacuate the BEF from Dunkirk. But if this plan was to be successful, selected divisions of the British Army would have to defend a perimeter around the French port to allow the exhausted troops time to escape. The Glosters were among those chosen for the role.


On 23 May, the 5th Battalion was instructed to hold the small villages of Arneke and Ledringhem, which lie some 10 miles south of Dunkirk. The following day, the depleted 2nd Battalion was ordered to take up positions in the strategically important hillside town of Cassel, which lies on the main road to Dunkirk and commands spectacular views all the way to the coast. Indeed Cassel had been used as a headquarters by Marshal Foch who commanded Allied forces during the First World War and was also the hill upon which the Grand Old Duke of York, of nursery rhyme fame, famously marched his 10,000 men in 1793.


In the days that followed, both Glosters battalions were subjected to fierce German attack from tanks, artillery, infantry and, of course, from the air, but their defence was nothing less than resolute. Their orders had been to hold the line at all costs and if that meant to the last man, last round, then so be it.


JULIAN FANE


I’d intended to go into the Army, so I went to Sandhurst and we were there when war was declared. They immediately cut short our course and so we completed only six months. But still, we were excited by the thought of war and quite frankly we couldn’t wait to join our regiments. We couldn’t think otherwise, that’s what we wanted to do. I went to the Glosters, the regiment of my selection, a very fine regiment who had a very interesting and excellent history and who actually had been commanded by my uncle. My father commanded the 12th Lancers, so it was a question of one or the other. I arrived in France near Lille, where I joined the 2nd Battalion at the age of 19 and was posted to B Company. The thing that impressed me about the 2nd Battalion was that there were a lot of long-service non-commissioned officers and sergeants, which was an enormous help to a 19-year-old 2nd lieutenant, and they more or less took charge of us, rather than us taking charge of them, in the initial stages of the war. I was always grateful for that. The immediate reaction that I had when I arrived in France was they were busy teaching us to dig trenches and build barbed-wire fences, which I rather thought was not the kind of training I had expected for a modern war. It seemed to be to be based on the old 1914–18 war. I also noticed that a lot of the tactical side seemed not to consider the possibility of a mechanised attack. We were still marching on our feet and using not very up-to-date weapons.
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Julian Fane’s training at Sandhurst was cut short when war broke out in 1939.





We started moving on 14 May and made our way slowly in transport or on Shanks’s pony to end up on the plains of Waterloo. I thought to myself, ‘Well, this is a good start for a battle.’ Then we deployed and we waited. After that we were overwhelmed because the flanks were never secured, in my opinion. The French had trained to fight in the Maginot Line and I don’t think they were as prepared as we might be to fight in the open. People fell back on both sides of us and we really had what I would like to call a fighting withdrawal. Some people had the temerity to call it a retreat, but a retreat indicates a sort of disorderly arrangement, whereas our withdrawal was very closely co-ordinated. We were standing to fight all the time and preparing to hold a line. And it infuriated us because we were lacking in sleep and we were moving an awful lot. You’d dig a hole, a defensive line, and sometimes you’d get a bullet or two whistle in your direction, but there was no attack in front of you. You were then told to fall back to another line and you didn’t know what the hell was happening. All the troops were getting browned off. They didn’t want to keep going back. They wanted to get settled and have a fight. All the Glosters, including myself, felt very despondent and disappointed that we should be withdrawing so often. It’s not what we’d joined the Army to do.


On 19 May we were in a convoy of trucks leading out of Belgium when we came to the town of Tournai. The roads were clogged with refugees and cars and carts with mattresses on top, all fleeing down the same road that we were motoring down. The Germans then started bombing the convoy and about three trucks behind me they hit our ammunition truck. Things were exploding in every direction. My platoon was walking section by section down the road and I jumped into a ditch. The aeroplanes then started strafing the road, the refugees, everybody in sight. You could hear the bullets whistling over your head, and of course they killed innumerable people – women, children, babies, as well as soldiers. There’s nothing you can do except keep your head down and hope. That’s all you could do. Once it had finished you had to get up and survey the scene and rally the troops and get moving. There was no emotion other than fear. There was nothing else you could do.


We continued on for several days and arrived eventually at a place called Cassel. On entering the town we found that it had been very severely bombed, that there were many French corpses and lots of animals had been killed, lots of the horses used for towing guns. And so we had a horrible and unpleasant job of clearing all the mess up before we could deploy. Unfortunately, a lot of the people were still living in their houses and had to be kicked out, which was unsatisfactory, but there it was. We couldn’t hold the town without using the houses.


We actually had the order that we were to stay behind to cover Dunkirk and I thought to myself, ‘Last man, last round.’ I’d heard that before in my military history and I thought, ‘My goodness, I didn’t think this would happen to me so soon in my military career.’ But we didn’t have time to be worried. We got busy developing our defences and then of course we were attacked repeatedly by tanks, artillery and aircraft, so we had a very busy time and suffered quite a few casualties. Obviously we realised that our chances were negligible and that the Germans had completely outflanked us.


Our platoon was on the left, guarding an approach to Cassel on a sort of winding road, and at one stage a German despatch rider was sent up. As he arrived towards our position he was shot. We dragged him in to interrogate him and he had a piece of paper on him which purported to come from their artillery battery to say that they were withdrawing, which was obviously a trick. He had been shot in the head and was dying, so we took his helmet off. All his head had been blown apart and his brains fell out of his helmet.


Not far from me was a young officer and he was put into a position covering a rather open piece of ground. He was in a house which had been prepared for defence and he held out with his platoon for quite a long time, but eventually most of them were killed because they were shelled and attacked. So battles were going on one side of me and behind me in woodland. Obviously when the Germans started breaking into our own company positions and had to be repulsed we had no reserves to deploy, so we just had to hold where we could.


I was invited by the company commander to go and take out a tank, which was in the adjoining company’s backyard. So I got the man who held the PIAT anti-tank rifle and we made our way up through the trees in a sort of woodland area. We got very close, about 50 yards from the tank. He got his aim just right and I was lying next door to him. Suddenly, just as he was about to fire, a whole lot of mortar bombs landed just in front of us. He was wounded and I got him to the stretcher-bearers who were behind us. I dragged him a bit of the way and I put a field dressing on him. But I had to leave him. I think his liver was exposed and I don’t know whether he lived at all. The stretcher-bearers were very brave.


I’m not a poker player. I’m very bad at assessing risks and the odds, but obviously the chances of getting killed were quite great and we were all aware of the fact that, in the Glosters, our chances were diminishing very rapidly.


BILL LACEY


I was brought up by my grandparents in Ilfracombe and when my grandfather died I moved up to Bristol to join the rest of my family. I must have heard something about the Army, so I went along to the Colston Hall in Bristol to join up. In the April (1939) I was 18 and I joined up in August. I was very proud to be a Gloster.
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Bill Lacey had his first encounter with the Germans near Waterloo.





We went over to France and then up in front of Waterloo. One night, I was standing up in front of where we were digging in and I heard somebody coming along. I thought it was one of our officers, checking up as to whether I was on guard, so I got my bayonet between my legs ready to challenge him, but when I looked up there was a German hat and God knows what. Automatically I just brought up the bayonet and there was a grunt and that was it. I think it must have gone right through his heart. It went straight through his chest anyhow. He was dead right away; that was it. And the awful part about it was, his weight on the bayonet pulled me over and I could have fallen on top of him.


Then I went down to where they was digging the trenches and I was babbling, trying to explain what had happened. I was incoherent. They carted him away and I was left there still on guard. I was cleaning the bayonet out – putting it in the ground and cleaning it out that way. Ever after, I always thought that the whole German Army was after me for it. I never expected to do that sort of thing. We’d only just moved up into position and this happened within two or three hours. It just didn’t seem real. It really upset me, but I wasn’t given time to think about it because the platoon left straight away and we did an 11-mile march before we stopped again and took up positions.


We was retreating all the while but funnily enough we didn’t feel defeated: that was the whole point. Every time we stopped and took up positions we found that the French had given way on our flank and the Germans was moving around on our rear, so we had to move back. But we were ready for them at any time, all the way. All the time this went on, right through Belgium, right back to Cassel. You had a lot of prams and carts in the road where the civilians were moving out. Then planes would come over and strafe us, but they didn’t care if there were refugees. They’d just machine gun the whole lot. We was getting no sleep and we was absolutely exhausted by the time we got to Tournai. We was sleeping on the march, walking automatically, and the next minute you would bump into the person in front because you didn’t realise they’d stopped. You just lost track of time and feeling. If it was a rest break, you’d be down on the ground right away, taking as much rest as you could. But once it came to getting up again, it was quite a struggle. You were bullied into getting up.


At Tournai there was quite a wide road. There we were on the trucks, just enjoying the first ride of the lot after marching all the way through Belgium and we had only gone a mile or so when the planes started coming over. Somebody said, ‘They’re ours,’ and the next minute we heard the bombs being dropped. Everybody bailed out of the trucks with their rifles. I got out, but I didn’t know where I was. There was a road going off to the left, so I went running there. I was just going to put myself under this wall but the planes were coming, so I threw myself under a truck instead. The next minute the wall collapsed and the bricks rolled up to me under the truck, so the gods were with me then. There wasn’t much left of the convoy, but they started shouting to us to get back on. There was bodies all over the place at the time. There were two Bren-gunners, still hanging on to their guns, and they were obviously dead. There were arms and legs in different places, and it was more like a rubbish heap, spread all over the place. There were stretcher-bearers working but they couldn’t cope because they were just picking up limbs. We weren’t allowed to help. They just wanted us back on the convoy. You feel hopeless. You feel guilty for leaving it there. The refugees suffered terribly because they were in the road and didn’t have chance to get away at all, but we just had to leave them. I didn’t think war would be like that. One of the worst things is when you feel some wet on you and you think to yourself you’ve got some blood there, or you’ve been hit or something, and what is it? Grey matter. That is really repulsive. It’s like the mark of Cain on you for the rest of your life. When you’ve got somebody’s organs spread on you, you don’t like it.


As things was going, where the Germans was getting behind us so much, I thought we would have a right ding-dong battle or we would get captured. But you didn’t get time to be afraid. You just had to keep going. To a great extent you was waiting for the next rest because we were exhausted, absolutely exhausted, we were right at the end of our tether. Then we went to Cassel. We went into this barn and we strengthened it up a bit, and it was quiet for a while. Then the next minute, up came the Germans. They seemed to pop up all the time but they were easy targets because they used to pop up just like jack-in-the-boxes. Then they started the mortaring. The mortars fell short of the barn, quite a lot of them, but gradually they were knocking it down. We found that you could almost tell where they was going to land, so you always turned the other way. But I got too clever at this. I heard a mortar going up and I thought, ‘Right, it’s going over there’, and I turned away. But it blew the corner of the barn right out and I thought I was blinded. They led me into another room and sent for the stretcher-bearers. Somebody came in and cheered me up by saying, ‘What a bloody mess.’ But luckily it was brick dust in my eyes and they managed to clean it out. Then the order went out by word of mouth that it would be the last man to the last round. We’d already realised that the situation was hopeless because there was so many Germans round about. And then it became obvious that we were surrounded.


JOE TRINDER


I was the youngest of eleven. My mother had three sons in the First World War and three in the Second. We were a very close-knit family. When the trouble started in 1938, anybody with any common sense knew there was going to be a war. They had meetings in the village hall and we joined the Territorials. I think there was nineteen people out of this village (Bibury, Gloucestershire) that joined the Territorials. To begin with we were just Saturday-night soldiers. Then when war broke out we were all called up and the Bibury platoon went to guard duties at Filton aerodrome. I got married from Filton. They gave me 48 hours to get married. My wife said, ‘Well, I don’t care if they only give us 12 hours. We’re gonna get married. Hitler’s not going to stop me getting married.’




[image: Images]


Joe Trinder’s wife wasn’t going to let Hitler stop her getting married!





In January 1940 we set sail for France. Green as mustard, we were. Half of us hadn’t fired a rifle. We landed at Le Havre and went up through the country. We hoped that it would be over quickly, but once we got into France and we saw what we had with us, your mind started to change. I was second-in-command of the transport, and we only had about half a dozen proper army vehicles. The rest was what we called impressed vehicles. They’d gone all round the second-hand merchants and got them. One was a fruit wagon and at one time we had a hearse, but they sent that back. We weren’t prepared for war at all. It was terrible, really, to think that we put people up against tanks with rifles.


Of course, it was a terrible winter. Roads were all frozen up and we were sleeping in the wagons, one blanket each. Most of the people were put to digging tank traps on the Belgium border. We stayed there for a month or two and got acclimatised, and then heard we were going to fight in front of the Maginot Line. The old CO was a real First World War man and he was chuffed to death that we were going to scrap but I wasn’t very particular about it.


The Germans used to patrol at night and so did we, but most of the time we were in dugouts. We were supposed to be there for a fortnight and we were there for a month. We lost one or two people and they took a few Germans with them. When we came back from the Maginot Line, we had about ten days to get ourselves cleaned up. In that ten days we had a Guards sergeant-major to shake us up together, and he did!
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British troops enter the Maginot Line in 1940.





One night, there was a terrible air raid and that was when the Germans started. So we had to load up and get ready. We went back up to the Belgian frontier but they wouldn’t let us through, so we pulled up alongside a big wood and at night the birds started singing. There must have been hundreds of nightingales and they were singing like mad. It was beautiful.


Then we went through the Belgian frontier, up towards Waterloo, and we got a peppering. Then we started the trip back, which was dig in, fight, move, dig in, fight and move, all the way back. You’d dig in at night and wait for the morning to have a good go, only to find that the French had gone and you’d got nobody on your right. It was retreat all the time. It was terrible. We got to different places where we really hung in and had a good go, but it wasn’t very good. We thought we were gonna stand and have a good scrap. But so many times you got ready and keyed up to have a go and then you had to retreat and you hadn’t fired a shot. It was a sad job, really, all the way through.




[image: Images]


The militia men of the 5th Glosters during the harsh winter of 1940. (IWM F2343)





There were very often times when I thought I would be killed. You were only inches away from it. We went to one little place and Cookie, my mate, was with me. We were lost from the unit and we were with some RASC (Royal Army Service Corps) chaps. They went out after what the French people said were parachutists, but I don’t think they were. I think they were rogue Frenchmen and they were gonna fight for anybody who came along first. Anyway, we cornered them in a field and they fired on us and they killed one of the RASC boys. As soon as they started firing on us, Cookie and me was flat on the floor like a shot. It was winter barley that we got in and the bullets were whipping the tops of the corn off, just over our heads. A bullet makes a funny little noise when it goes by you and I said to Cookie, ‘Do you ever pray?’ and he said, ‘Yeah, sometimes.’ ‘Well,’ I said, ‘pray now that that machine-gunner don’t get the bloody hiccups, cos if he gets the hiccups, we’ve had it.’ He said, ‘How do joke in a state like this?’ And I said, ‘What else can we do, Horace? We’re just here and we take our chance.’ There we are.


We went to a small village called Wormhoudt and I started work straight away. They’d had some vehicles shot up and we were trying to make one good one out of two. The transport officer came by and he said, ‘Don’t worry about them, just smash them up. We’re going up to some villages, we’ll be there for a few hours, there’s about 300 Germans, and we’re gonna wipe them up and then we’re going hopefully back to England.’ Anyway, the next morning we went up to Bruxelle and Ledringhem, all little farm villages. We had orders to hold them for 48 hours, no matter what happened, to allow more BEF to get away from Dunkirk. Well, we spent the night there and the next couple of days weren’t too bad. Then we had a spotter plane come over and within minutes we got stonked something terrible. We had 4-inch mortar bombs coming down on us like hail. We could see where the Germans were and instead of 300 I think there were 3,000 there, and they were working their way around these villages.
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