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The mission of The Royal Canadian Legion is "to 
serve veterans and their dependants, to promote Re-
membrance, and to act in the service of Canada and its 
communities." In essence, the purposes and objects of 
the Legion were born of the need to further the spirit of 
comradeship and mutual assistance among all who have 
served, and never to forget the deeds of the fallen. 

It is paramount that the Legion strive to pass on these 
goals and traditions to the families and descendants of 
our ex-service personnel. 

The Legion also maintains a leading role in the creation 
and care of memorials to the contributions and valour 
of our veterans and ex-service members. Working 
in concert with other veterans’ organizations and the 
Canadian government, the Legion has vowed to ensure 
that the preservation of the records and memories of 
our fallen heroes and returning veterans continues in 
perpetuity.
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The Western Zone Commander’s Message
Robert B. Edmonds, MBE

One of the most important 
functions of our Legion is 
Remembrance. Our Annual Pre-
Memorial Day Service and Wreath 
Laying Ceremony was held on 
Sunday 19 May at Inglewood Park 
Cemetery. Our faithful NJROTC 
Cadets in the Colour Guard and 
Rifle Company from Hawthorne 
High School again added to the 
splendor and importance of the day. 
Thank you to the Members who 
attended and thank you to our other 
very supportive organizations who 
participated in our duty to Honour 
our departed Comrades:  Lest 
We Forget  “We Will Remember 
Them”  

Our focus now turns to our 2013 
Biennial Convention in late 
September and as I have previously 
indicated and announced, it is very 
important for you to attend and 
participate. You have previously 
received the details from me and 
your Branch.  

This is our major function every 
two years. Harrah’s Rincon Casino 
and Resort at Valley Center in 
North San Diego County is a grand 
facility and the Zone has made it 

very cost effective for the members 
in our Branches to be in attendance.    
For so many years now we have 
been saying that this may be the 
last Convention of this scale and 
class to be held at a really quality 
location ? Well we have made it 
happen again and all is set. We 
have met the challenge and it is 
pretty much as central as we could 
get between  San Francisco and 
Chapala, Jalisco, Mexico.

I hope that you have already put 
a large note on your calendar for 
Sunday and Monday 22 – 23rd 
September. The  Parade at 7:00 
p.m. and Opening Ceremony will 
be at 8:00 p.m. on Sunday evening, 
followed by Hospitality in the Zone 
suite.  Monday we have business 
meetings and we close with our 
Dinner/Banquet at the poolside 
courtyard in the evening. You can 
make your room reservations at 
Harrah’s Rincon now, 1-800-427-
7247 a credit card will be required, 
use our Legion block booking 
Code SO9R0Y3  Note: Our special 
block rate ends on 23 August.

Prior to Convention we have an 
important Pre-Convention Zone 

Meeting in Glendale on Sunday 18 
August  2013 at 1:30 p.m.   If you 
can give the necessary time and 
have the will to serve, and would 
like to be considered for and hold 
a Zone Office ?  Please send in 
writing  to me or to Doug Lock our 
Secretary, your name and the office 
you would like to be considered 
for. All positions are open for 
election. The slate of Officers will 
be selected at the August meeting.

We left Southampton 7 November 1960 on HMTS Dunera 
bound for Aden, via Gibraltar, Malta, Cypress, through 
the Suez Canal and on to Steamer Point. Our Regiment, 
The Queen’s Royal Surrey Regiment, were assigned to a 
fourteen month internal security, peace keeping posting to 
the Colony in Aden, Little Aden and up in the mountains at 
Mukeiras on the Yemeni boarder. After the Aden posting, the 
Regiment went on to Hong Kong arriving on 19 February 
1962 on HMTS Oxfordshire via Colombo, Ceylon (Sri 
Lanka) and Singapore. For God, Queen and Country, join 
the Army and see the world !!!

The Day Before Yesterday

An MBE is a British honour that is 
awarded to a person by the King 
or Queen for a particular achieve-
ment. MBE is an abbreviation for 
`Member of the Order of the British 
Empire’.
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At eleven o’clock on November llth in 1918 the most 
bloody war of all time ended. Britain had lost the elite of its youth, 

and this day and this time will 
be memorialized in the annals 
of Britain for all time.

Every Sunday nearest 
November 11th, the Royal British 
Legion organizes a Parade in 
London, centered around the 
Cenotaph in Whitehall. Military 
and civil organizations, nursing 
associations, war widows, cadet 
organizations and others take 
part in the parade to celebrate 
the ending of two world wars 

and other wars. This year 10000 marchers took part.
The parade gathers in Horse Guards Parade, and marches out 

to a.ssemble in front of the Cenotaph. At 11:00 a.m the Archbishop 
of London conducts a short service, with music provided by the 
Brigade of Guards Band, and then the march progresses with each 
organization handing a wreath of poppies to be placed at the base of 
the Cenotaph, before passing and honoring the Queen with a smart 
“Eyes Left”. The assemblage marches in lines of six, with a leader 
calling Left Right Left with great authority.

I have marched most years since leaving the Royal Air 
Force in 1946.1 march with the Halton Apprentices. This is the 
body I joined in January 1938.1 wanted to fly aeroplanes and this 
was one way to make it possible. Little did I think that the world 
war would begin before I had completed my training, but, at 16 
and 17 years of age the world was our oyster. I flew with Bomber 
Command, Halifax’s and Lancasters, completing 82 operational 
flights and surviving. How lucky, our losses were 55 per cent, equal 
to those of the American Army Air Force. Why did I survive and 
not the others. It was not that I was a better pilot than they, It was 
luck of the draw. I knew so many great pilots who died after many 
successful operations.

The Halton Apprentice program was created in 1919 at 
the behest of Lord Trenchard, the founder of the Royal Air Force. 
He reasoned that the newly formed RAF needed young skilled 
mechanics, and a program of three years training of young men 
between the ages of 15 and 17 was developed for aircraft and 

engine fitters and riggers. At completion of this training 
suitable graduates could become pilots, flying as such for 
five years and then reverting to their trades. The advent of 

November 11th - Armistice Day
by Jeff Watkins DFC
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World War 2 changed that however.Lord Trenchard convinced 
the Rothschild family of bankers to donate their mansion at 
Halton (Bucks) in the Chiltern Hills, and many surrounding 
acres of land ,to become the training base for his program . 
Hence the Halton Apprentice scheme was born. All of us who 
were trained in the program believe it to be the best thing that 
happened to us. We were young, leaving home for the first 
time. How exciting. We are known as Trenchard Brats, he is 
our Father. The program ended three yars ago. New training 
programs were needed for the different trades, but the Halton 
Apprentice Association of past members flourishes. Each year 
we march as a group , and this year was no exception with 
80 of us doing the honors. It is an exciting time with Central 
London closing down; barriers separating the applauding 
crowds from the marchers, some of whom are pushed in wheel 

chairs by others. Many in complete uniforms, the Gurkhas in 
particular with their recognizable round hats. This group of 
the British Army from Nepal were awarded more Victoria 
Crosses than any other similar sized group. The War Widows 
always have a large marching group, all wearing hats and 
black dresses. This year I was impressed with a smart young 
group of Marine cadets, all of around 16 years old, dressed 
in smart white uniforms. The sound of the Brigade of Guards 
Band with their red jackets and busbies is thrilling.

At the conclusion of the March one of the Royal 
Family takes the Salute. Usually it is Prince Charles. This 
year,however Charles was in New Zealand so Prince Edward 
did the honors.

This event is certainly a time for reflection. The war 
to end wars. Why wars. Human greed. Tears. Suffering. Why 
him and not me? Relations.

Will we ever learn?

Last Post
Helen Cook, Branch 156

Pat Carlson, Branch 5

Lt. Col. Derald Prosser, Branch182

Frank Corbeil, Branch 182

Distinguished Flying Cross
Distinguished Flying Cross

 

 

 

Obverse of the medal. Ribbon: 30mm, diagonal alternate 

stripes of white and deep purple.
Established 3 June 1918
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Next morning, Monday, September 18, it 
was raining, but about 2:00 in the afternoon 
the sun came out and another drone of 
bombers and gliders came over and, again, 
the sky was black with thousands of planes.

It was the start of freedom, Oh, how 
wonderful! Now we would be free! It was 
a good thing that we did not know what was 
to come. Germans were shooting at them 
with ordinary guns from rooftops and we 
dared to laugh at them.  More planes came 
back without the gliders and fighters came 
over very low we could see the pilots and 
we waved at them with our flags sheets 
and hankies and they acknowledged us by 
waiving the planes wings. The happiness in 
people’s eyes was wonderful to see, and we 
prayed that we would be saved in the battle 
still to come. We were saved but thousands 
of young Allied soldiers fighting side by 
side to give us freedom died for the sake 
of peace in the battle of Arnhem. People 
stayed in their houses listening to forbidden 
radios for any news.  For days we could 
hear the cannon firing coming closer; again 
they came for more than two days dropping 
paratroopers into the fields near Arnhem. 
This was called Operation Market Garden 
and it is known the world over how it ended.

September 28, at about 5 P.M, we had our 
first artillery barrage on the north side of 

town; the shells fell everywhere.  A woman 
and child were hit and killed.  Each time five 
shots came down an Allied fighter plane 
seemed to be directing the firing.  After 
a while it was quiet again.  A few people 
had enough nerve to leave their sheltered 
places; three men came walking from the 
city limits where they had gone to the farm 
to get food for their wives and children. A 
policeman walked up to one of them and 
told him his wife and only child had been 
killed,  He staggered and the policeman 
took his arm and led him away. The whole 
night the artillery fire.  How long could 
this go on? The uncertainty was worse 
than the truth.

One of the gliders was shot down and came 
down behind the St. Johns Cathedral and 
we hoped the pilot was all right. All night 
we did not get out of our clothing for fear 
of having to leave. Our front road was 
actually the road to Utrecht.  Fleeing 
Germans with baby carriages filled with 
their possessions, a cow tied behind some of 
them with bicycles, were leaving the city in 
the early light of dawn.  We looked carefully 
from behind the curtains and saw them go.

Planes were flying over again and the 
thunder of artillery fire had not stopped at 
all.  Around eleven a.m. all was quiet except 
for the planes droning over to the targets in 
Germany. Lunch time was strangely quiet.  
In the middle of the afternoon a large group 
of American and English pilots with German 
guards, came by.  They had been taken 
prisoner when their aircraft came down. 
We stood by the window and watched them 
walk by. The Americans had the Stars and 
Stripes on the back.  The last two looked 
up and saw us. We waved as they passed 
by. They had their hands tied behind their 
backs and made the victory sign. We cried 
and prayed that they would be all right.

Stores were closed, but by German command 
the food stores had to be open from 9 a.m 
until 1 p.m.  We had no gas for cooking 
so every one was allowed one ration of 
coal for the stove, and water was on again. 
The last few nights and days, cannons 
bombarded the city, crumbling houses and 

installations; every thing was a shambles.
About 5 p.m. a fighter plane circled around 
our house, and the area around the soldiers’ 
fort across the canal in front of our home.
Flak barked, the plane flew fast amid the 
puffs of smoke. Spotting the artillery fire, 
the plane dove down and it stopped. It 
was 6:30 p.m., and left us wondering how 
he made it out.

For days the firing went on; the noise was 
deafening. The road to Utrecht was badly 
damaged .  German transports littered the 
way and the dead soldiers were everywhere. 
The outskirts of town were deserted; people 
left and found shelter with family or friends 
in town or sheltered in the basement of 
schools and stores.

Next morning at 7:30 water was no more. 
Bakers could not bake bread. We were to 
get water again at 3.p.m, so no bread, but 
the bakery sold the traditional gingerbread 
cake, which was always on hand. The next 
two nights artillery fire was quiet.  Not even 
cannon fire was heard, so we had some sleep 
for a change.

Now the Germans concentrated their 
artillery around the city and started firing 
on the road to Nymegen.

When night fell the Allies started their 
offensive by firing at the German 
installations.  All hell broke loose and lasted 
all night.  Again the concentration of the fire 
was on the northwest side of the city. We did 
not get much sleep.

It was Sunday morning; for a moment 
it was quiet, then flak started to thunder, 
bombers came over low, one was hit and 
exploded into the houses, bombs and 
all. The destruction and the cost of lives 
and wounded was unbelievable. People 
were running everywhere. Ambulances 
were removing the dead and wounded. It 
is impossible to describe all this misery.   
Through all of this another Allied barrage 
broke loose. German soldiers were taking 
away their dead on trucks, bodies covered 
with a piece of cardboard.  Shells were 

Holland, September 9, 1944 - continued from last issue

Janny Billing
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coming in faster, sometimes seven to ten 
salvos at a time. It was getting too dangerous 
to be out and I headed for home.

It was Monday Oct 23rd. The night did 
not bring much rest. Shells were coming 
from everywhere; the noise was so loud. 
Now we also heard machinegun fire and 
we were thinking that the Allied soldiers 
were coming closer. I could not go out 
anymore. Orders came that we could only 
be in the streets from 12 noon until 2p.m. 
No one was allowed to leave the city, but 
they could still get in. The city was under 
siege.  Artillery firing started again at 6 p.m. 
and stopped at 11p.m.

Tonight we were all going to sleep again 
behind the store in the warehouse, with 
our neighbors and friends, my Mom, Dad,  
brother, and sister all together.  We had 
planned to go down early that night, for it 
would be too dangerous for our friends to go 
out in the street after curfew. Our neighbors 
climbed over the wall upstairs to our house, 
but before we could go down, the doorbell 
rang. We stood frozen to the floor; we 
knew what that could mean. Probably the 
Germans wanted our house as a barricade. 
I offered to go and see. I was very scared 
walking down the stairs. I was shaking. I 
looked through the small window in the 
door; I saw two men bloodied all over. I 
did not know who they where.  I opened 
the door and two German soldiers came 
inside covered in blood. One had his hands 
covered with rags torn from his shirt. The 
other had a large wound on the left side 
of his face.  He asked me the way to a 
hospital. The man with the wounded hands 
asked for some water. Since the family was 
watching from the top of the stairs I called 
for some water. Our neighbor girl handed 
me the water, but stayed in the middle of 
the stairs. I passed him the water and he 
said, “I can’t.” All the agony and hurt lay 
in his voice.  I struck a match and saw that 
both his hands were missing. The horror I 
felt then choked me.  I put the glass to his 
lips, and he drank gratefully.  I knew he had 
to get to the hospital fast. I told the least 
wounded man where to find it. I could not let 
a human being die, even though he was our 
enemy. I hated them for all they had done 
to our country and our people. Everything 

in me was saying, “Don’t give him water. 
He did not give it to our dying soldiers, or 
any one who was in need.  Don’t show him 
the way out.” But they were human beings 
too. They thanked me and left. 

Wearily I went back upstairs to the family. 
A little later we all went down stairs to 
the storage room that had steel shelving 
and hoped to be safe there. We tried to 
go to sleep at ten. About 12:30 a.m. we 
were awakened by the thunder of cannons 
coming closer. Then shells started falling 
around our area. It was if everything would 
fall down up on us at any moment. We tried 
to find the safest place.  In the store itself 
was a big closet under the stairs that were 
in front of the store. Shells were coming 
from the back, The front must be safer. 
Mom, the children and I hid in the closet.
Dad sat in front with the other men, with 
the protection of a steel radiator used for 
heating. Through the showcase window 
we saw the strangest light, sinister and 
frightening. Later we knew these were the 
Allied lights, called movement or Monty 
lights shining on the clouds to see better, and 
make fighting easier. A German motorcycle 
stopped; we held our breath, for the store was 
on the corner of the street, and our biggest 
fear was that they would use our store as 
a pillbox against the Allies, but they went 
on.  It was the worst night of all the days of 
fighting. It was October 26th, but we were 
all together. The shelling was heavier. It 
didn’t stop anymore. We could hear the 
cannons firing closer now.  I was so scared 
and thought, “I don’t care if I die. I don’t 
care a bit--what is there to live for in this 
world of war?”  The next instant I thought, 
“O Lord, no-- don’t let us die, help our 
friends outside, give them the courage to 
go on, for you alone can help them to bring 
freedom to the whole world.”  One of us 
started singing Lord Abide With Me; every 
one joined in; it was as if things were not so 
horrid any more.

At 3 a.m we heard machine gun fire that 
told us they were close now. It went on 
and on.  It was getting light outside, and 
we heard some one yell, “Hands up!”  We 
were startled; that was English, it must be, 
it was too dangerous to stay in the closet, 
so we went back where it was safer.  It 

was now 7.a.m. We had just got there two 
minutes when all hell broke loose. We heard 
footsteps and running, then the closet was 
shot full of bullets.  We were so thankful 
we had left in the nick of time

Shelling and firing went on.  It had been 
going now for 12 hours, and at 12:30 p.m., 
all of a sudden it was quiet. Strange still after 
all that noise. Maybe the Allies were here, 
or were they? I went into the store to get 
some water for my sister, when a gun again 
fired into the closet, I was back in no time, 
scared silly.  We sat close together listening 
to what was going on outside. 

It was now October 27, 1944. We heard 
some one talking outside.  We all went 
into the store carefully.  Dad pulled up 
the shade of the showcase window, then 
dropped it again, but we had seen. In front 
on the sidewalk lay an English soldier, his 
knees pulled up to his chin, shot through 
his stomach. A cry came up in my throat, 
my hands pressed against the side of my 
face. I walked up and down the store crying 
out “I wish I had never looked!” Why 
do people have to die for their freedom? 
Later Dad and our neighbor went outside 
and put a sheet over him and laid him down 
by the wall. We heard horses coming down 
the street, Dad pulled up the shades again. 
It was a German kitchen wagon with five 
German soldiers. We were frantic, were we 
still not free? The wagon turned the corner 
right into the hands of the English troops, we 
were told later.

Soon a friend came over; he was smoking 
an English cigarette and told us the 
Tommys were in the next street. We all 
went outside with him. Everyone was 
laughing and shouting, “They are here, our 
liberators are here!” We were hugging one 
another.  People we had never seen were 
hugging us; we were laughing and crying 
from happiness with them. The Allied 
soldiers were in our street now and we 
were running to greet our liberators. The 
first one I laid my eyes on I flung my arms 
around him and kissed him on his dirty 
face. I’ll never forget him. They came into 
the house with Dad.  They looked through 
it, looking for German snipers who might 
be hiding among the civilians, Dad offered 
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them a glass of wine; they hesitated at first 
and after trying to make them understand 
that we saved this for five years especially 
for them, they drank a toast with us, their 
hands shaking from nerves and lack of sleep.

It was during this time that an incident 
occurred that I will not forget. On that 
day of liberation in the evening and still 
daylight, my father and our neighbor were 
standing outside when a bullet passed over 
my father’s head and into the grandfather 
clock behind them in the hall by the front 
door. The shot came from the tall smoke 
stack of the flower mill that the Germans 
were using as a sniper post.  The Allies sent 

a tank that shot the bottom of the stack away 
and as it fell a number of Germans fell out. 
British officers came around the next day 
and asked if every one could take in a couple 
of men for a few days. Bert and Jim came,  
two wonderful English guys. We tried to 
teach each other English and Dutch.  We got 
along fine, had lots of fun about the way we 
said things, but we understood enough with 
the help of the dictionary. They were with 
us for two weeks, and left with the promise 
to come back on leave. The other side of 
the Maas was not liberated yet, and our city 
came under German attack until the fifth 
of May, when the whole of Holland was 
completely free. That night we went to bed 
happy and unafraid. 

It now was October 27, 1944, the day we 
were liberated by the 53rd Welsh Brigade. 
The Canadians came in afterwards to 
defend the city from the Germans who 
were still shelling the city relentlessly.  We 
were asked to have three Canadians at our 
house; Joseph, Armand and Bill came. It was 
wonderful to have them and we felt safe. 

We will never be able to put into words 
our thanks and appreciation to our Allied 
liberators, and I would not be here if it were 
not for them, because I married one of our 
Canadian liberators.

I’m 1st on the Left in the Front Row
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It was President’s Day, overcast but pleasant. 
The RCL Western  Zone Semper Fi donation was 
presented on Camp Pendleton in front of  the Div 
ision Memorial dedicated to Marines who paid the 
supreme sacrifice in Iraq and Afghanistan.

When we arrived at the site we were greeted by 
Wendy Lethin, Senior Director for the Semper Fi 
Fund, her Colonel  husband (a middle East war 

veteran) and two sons, one of whom took over the 
photographic assignment. 

A third son returned recently from Afghanistan. 
just in time to see a brother join the Navy

The family stated that they wanted to meet “a real 
WWII veteran, and I was pleased to meet a family 
dedicated to the cause of freedom/
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THE ROYAL CANADIAN LEGION
Western Zone, USA.

Pre-Memorial Day Service and Wreath Laying Ceremony
SUNDAY 19 MAY 2013  Inglewood Park Cemetery  1:30 p.m.

“WE WILL REMEMBER THEM”
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JOHN PIERCY  Pastor, with Chaplain Bill Fee
t

Monuments of Rememberance Isaiah 56:4, 5

I. A Place to Remember Those who sacrificed
The why of the sacrifice

II. A Place to Recall The memories the struggle

III. A Place to Reflect, My part

“All it takes for evil to win, is for good people to do nothing” (Edmund Burke) 

My Obligation, My Gratitude 
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CONVENTION 2013
SUNDAY AND MONDAY 22 and 23 September 2013
Harrah’s Rincon Casino and Resort 777 Harrah’s Rincon Way
                                                              Valley Center
N. San Diego County.                          CA   92082

It is so very important that you attend and participate in this 
CONVENTION. The Zone has provided Branches, attendance/support 
funds to make your attendance possible. 

Great location and excellent Room Rates per nt.  $79.00 1 Bed, $89.00 
2 Beds + 8% Tax.   Your Reservation Code.  SO9ROY3


