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Chairman’s introduction. 
 
In this, our May edition, we are proud to announce that His 
Majesty King Charles III has been confirmed as our new 
patron, succeeding Queen Elizabeth II. The first British 
monarch to become patron of the Royal British Legion was 
King George VI who became patron in 1946. The tradition 
has been continued since.  
On a sadder note, I have just been informed that the RBL 
National President Vice Admiral Sir Clive Johnson KBE CB 
died on 12 May. He will be much regretted. I heard what was 
probably his last speech at the conference of which more 
below.  
Janet and I, with Ian, our Treasurer, have repeatedly been in 
contact with London Head office in an effort to retrieve 
monies due to the Paris branch from the Poppy Appeal. I am 
pleased to say that this is now in hand. This matter was 
raised in the National conference, which I attended from the 
10th to the 12th and we learned there that the membership 
fee payment system is currently being revised by a new 
administrative team.  
Another matter of concern discussed at the conference is 
the relative shortage of young RBL members and how to 
attract more. Means of recruiting from younger age groups 
are being explored, one of which is to encourage serving 
members of the armed forces to join.  
Of substantial relevance to overseas branches, a further 
question raised was the difficulty of obtaining goods from 
the Poppy shop. A member of one of the Dutch branches 
proposed a central distribution centre in Europe be set up to 
avoid the import tax due on orders made directly to the UK. 
This problem seemed to come as a surprise to the 
committee although other branches concerned, especially 
in Germany have raised the matter before and I myself 
mentioned it to the National Chairman last year when he 
came for the Pedal to Paris arrival. We await with interest to 
see what action will be taken. 
Our overseas Representative Bob Chambers is standing 
down from his post and the new overseas Rep. will be from 
Germany. I only have his first name, Dusty, at present.  
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However, we will, no doubt, be informed officially in due 
course.  

To change the subject: I attended the 
1945 ceremony at the Arc de Triomphe 
last week and met and chatted with 
President Macron, Sylvie  Retailleau 
(Ministre de l'Enseignement supérieur 
et de la Recherche) and others 
including an 
interesting lady 
who is pilot for 
the king of Saudi 

Arabia. I hope there is space for a 
couple of photos here. I particularly 
like the one of President Macron with 
a pair of boxing gloves and Rugby ball 
given to him for some obscure reason 
by a gentleman from Montpellier. 
Understandably he looks somewhat 
puzzled. 
 
Janet Warby and I shall be providing this month’s lunch on 
23rd (menu below) Hope to see you there. 
 

Richard Neave 
 

_________________________________________ 

 
JANET’S MAY QUIZ  

 
1. What's the birthstone of May – it represents love and 

success? 
 

2. Which tennis Open Championship normally begins in the 
last week of May? 

 
3. What are the two zodiac signs for the month of May? 

 
4. May in the Northern Hemisphere is similar to which month in the Southern 

Hemisphere? 
 

5. Which sweetly scented, highly poisonous woodland flowering plant is the birth 
flower of May? 
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6. Historically, what sort of dancing has been linked to May Day celebrations?   
 

7. Who did Queen guitarist Brian May marry in November 2000? 
 

8. 'The Third of May 1808', is a painting completed in 1814 by which Spanish 
painter? 

 
9. How long is the lifespan of the adult female Mayfly, Dolania americana : 5 

minutes, 5 hours or 5 days? 
 

10. According to a 1732 traditional saying, what should you never cast till May be 
out? 

 
11. What is the more common name for the Mayflower shrub? 

 
12. Theresa May was born in which town? 

 
13. Victory in Europe Day, generally known at VE Day, was celebrated on which day 

in May 1945? 
 

14. In the nursery rhyme 'Nuts in May', on what sort of morning are the nuts 
gathered? 

 
15. Which American federal holiday, sometimes called Decoration Day, is currently 

observed every year on the last Monday in May? 
 

16. The Mayflower left England for the Virginia Colony with which other ship on the 
15th August 1620? 
 

17. In France, with which saint was the 8th May associated before 1946 when it was made a 
public holiday commemorating victory in WWII? 

 

Answers on last page 
_________________________________________ 

 

EVENTS 
 

Duncan Edwards of the RBL Bordeaux 
branch writes that, as it was not possible 
to become involved as a Branch in the D-
DAY 80 commemorations in Normandy, 
their branch has decided to participate in 
the  'Standing with Giants installation' 
(see link below). Their plaque is No: 44 
and will be placed in numerical order in 
front of the installation.  
britishnormandymemorial.org/plaque/  

https://www.britishnormandymemorial.org/plaque/
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8 May Commemoration. 
 
N.B. Excuses for not being able to include all the information received. 
 

 

 

 
 

< 
Janet Warby 
on 8 May at 

Verneuil 
& 
> 

Didier 
Dumont, 
Mayor of 

Bennecourt 
in his local 
ceremony. 

 
 
 

 
 

   
  

 

 

 
< 

Patrick Gaultier-Lynham 
laid the RBL wreath at the 
RCAF monument in Marly 

le Roi. 
 

& 
Richard Neave was at 

Maisons Laffitte on 
Sunday 28th April – and 

the Arc de Triomphe on 8 
May 

 

 

 

 



 

6 
 

 

 
 

From further afield we learn 
that the Nice-Monaco Branch 

was active in Biot and 
Antibes. 

 

 
_________________________________________ 

 
Schooldays and Miracles 
 
I thought I knew just about all the popular sites frequented by visitors to Paris. However, 
an e-mail fell into my computer the other day mentioning that among the ten most 
popular tourist attractions of the city of Paris is the Chapelle de Notre-Dame-de-la-
Médaille-Miraculeuse.  
It immediately took me back to my earliest schooldays in St Augustine’s school, an 
establishment run by a fleet of sisters of charity who floated around in that enormous 
headgear the cornette, a sort of  wimple. The word having more or less disappeared 

from the language these days, I take this opportunity to illustrate 
it here.  
Given France’s puritan and republican disapproval of the 
slightest religious emblem in school these days, be it scarf, 
cross or crib I imagine that such a garb must always have been 
unthinkable here but across in the U.K. it survived until 1964. 
Catholic schools like the one I remember were run by teachers 
wearing a habit including this odd headdress which instilled the 
wearers with a certain respect and even conveyed a certain 

elegance, the snow-white wings undulating gently as they manoeuvred the corridors 
with the grace of an albatross. 
I recall from early school days the story of the “miraculous medal” with the 1830 
appearance of the Virgin to a sister of the order, Catherine Labouré who was instructed 
as to how this medal was to be designed in all its minutiae. I possessed an example of 
the medal: indeed I think it was almost obligatory at St Augustine’s primary school to 
possess one, preferably on one’s person. This apparition of the Virgin was one of the 
most popular religious episodes recounted by the charming Sister Margaret, a gentle 
and soft-spoken lass. Her sterner superior, the frowning Sister Mary may, I suspect, 
have been more inclined to relate the more grisly episodes which litter the history of the 
Catholic church.  
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I am sure that we were told, at some time, that Labouré’s vision occurred in Paris but, in 
the mind of a six or seven year old in County 
Durham, Paris, or indeed France were concepts as 
remote as China – or the moon. In any case, all 
miracles - Lourdes, Fatima, Walsingham, Knock - 
seemed to happen in remote country locations 
which existed in a haze almost indistinguishable 
from that surrounding the worlds of Winnie the Pooh 
and Jack the Giant Killer. It may not have been that 
much different for our little band of gentle but 
unworldly nuns – though I hasten to add that this changed nothing of their remarkable 
competence when it came to turning out literate and numerate 11-year-olds who also 
knew – yes, even the boys - how to knit: and this in a context of post-war economy which 
went to the extent of rationing toilet paper – two sheets per child per visit, handed out by 
the teacher in advance. 
And so, for half a century I had inhabited the very city where Labouré’s vision had taken 
place and remained ignorant of it. This gap in my knowledge, and its association with 
childhood memories demanded investigation. A glance at the RATP app revealed that 
there was a bus line - 86 - running practically from door to door right across the city from 
Vincennes to the chapel in the rue du Bac. Was it a Sign? 

In an effort to learn a little more of this top tourist destination, before setting off I did 
what we all do these days when in search of information: I consulted ChatGPT which 
duly provided the following:  

“The body of Saint Catherine Labouré lies in the Chapelle Notre-Dame-de-la-
Médaille-Miraculeuse (Chapel of Our Lady of the Miraculous Medal) in Paris. 
Saint Catherine Labouré was a French nun who reportedly received visions of the 
Virgin Mary, which led to the creation of the Miraculous Medal. She died in 1876, 
and her incorrupt body is on display in the chapel.” 

A real body? Incorrupt? I had to see that. So off I went on the n° 86 with the unusual 
impression of 
somehow being on a 
sort of mini 
pilgrimage. 
The chapel is up an 
impasse, none of its 
architecture visible. It seemed a bit of a disappointment really. The walls of the alley, 
however, were lined with hundreds, possibly thousands of plaques, each giving thanks 
for, if not a miracle, at least for the happy outcome of a devout supplication. 
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There were indeed a lot of 
people in the church - 
certainly over 100, and this 
midweek at three p.m. The 
chapel would seem to have 
been a fairly modest building, 
of no great age but being 
dragged into the ranks of fame 
and fortune has resulted in a 
remarkably impressive display 
of undoubtedly expensive 19th 
century Kitch. Here's a general 
view: 

A closer look revealed some remarkably rich and detailed artwork. 
Then I noticed at the bottom of the latter a rather gruesome element which seemed to 
correspond to the glib account of ChatGPT. 
Good lord!  I thought, appropriately, hadn’t that sort of thing gone out in the Middle 
Ages? The decor underneath looked like writing but was illegible. There was no 
explanatory notice. 
 
This seemed to be the main event so, after duly inspecting it, I left the chapel and 
entered the inevitable shop. It 
sells nothing but versions of 
the miraculous medal, tiny 
ones, huge ones, gold ones, 
silver ones, every possible 
nuance of variety extracted 
from what is, after all, an 
exactly prescribed image. 
I made my way home. 
 
Later I went back to the 
computer. That body in the 
chasse somehow didn’t look 
right. ChatGPT, once again 
appealed to resulted in the 
following exchange. Computer 
buffs please note that it illustrates the limitations of this remarkable tool, even if, in this 
case the most impressive bit is the graceful apology at the end. I asked,  
 

“Whose body is simulated in the reliquary in the Chapelle Notre-Dame-de-la-
Médaille-Miraculeuse in Paris?” 
This returned the answer:  
“The body of St. Catherine Labouré is preserved in the Chapel ….. Her incorrupt 
body is displayed in a glass reliquary within the chapel for veneration by visitors 
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and pilgrims.” 
I thought I’d check and sent a follow-up: 
“Is the body of St. Catherine Labouré really preserved in a reliquary in the Chapel 
of Our Lady of the Miraculous Medal (Chapelle Notre-Dame-de-la-Médaille-
Miraculeuse) in Paris?”  
Which produced: 
“I apologize for the confusion earlier. There seems to have been a 
misunderstanding. To clarify, St. Catherine Labouré's body is not preserved in a 
reliquary in the Chapel of Our Lady of the Miraculous Medal in Paris. (It) is not on 
display. Instead, her remains are interred within the chapel .…. her body is not 
preserved as a relic for public viewing. Thank you for bringing this to my attention, 
and I apologize for any confusion my previous response may have caused.” 

It is the only time my computer has apologised to me although it has had hundreds of 
occasions to do. However, this time it seemed to be wrong again: 

At this point my sniffy scientific son, whom I had shared the previous information by 
email, decided to enter the lists: 

“Sounds like a pretty legit response based on the unique source given i.e. 
Wikipedia.  
Now please go to better sources than Wikipedia and tell me if the body in the 
church currently exposed is really an incorrupt body. Be discerning.”  

 
“Be discerning” indeed! The gall of it. Still a disrespectful brat at pushing 50!  
 
However, the lad has access to gpt-4 which is more advanced than chatGPT, and this 
tells him: 
 

“… there are two ”human like” statues in the church: one is an effigy of Marillac, 
but the other one is what is cited as an incorrupt body of Labouré. 
In the Chapelle Notre-Dame-de-la-Médaille-Miraculeuse in Paris, there are both 
an incorrupt body and an effigy associated with two different individuals.” 

 
Marillac? Marillac?  Clearly a second visit to the chapel was indicated to work out who 
or what was actually there. I had seen one coffin, but not two.  It was May the 1st when I 
went for another look. As I should have guessed the 86 bus which had been so 
convenient last time was discontinued because of demonstrations. Oh well. All part of 
Parisian traditions. The metro was still running so I worked my way round the “manifs”. 
 
I had hoped to find a convenient priest or nun to actually talk to, but I had chosen the 
wrong day. If there had been a lot of people on my first visit, today the entire 
establishment was bursting with visitors of all nationalities. I tried to talk to a couple of 
priests, but they spoke only strange languages and, anyway, each was trying to retrieve 
his group from the crowd. As for the little shop, there was a 30m queue. 
 



 

10 
 

I went into the church, I thought. It was pretty packed but one could move about and 
that’s when I found what I had somehow missed the first time. How could I have missed 
a second glass coffin! Shame upon me! I suppose I had only been expecting one, but 
even so… 

The body in the second coffin 
was wearing the right kind of 
hat for Catherine and 
actually had her name 
written on it. 
The first one I had seen and 
taken to be “the” relic is not 
a “real” corpse but a 
likeness of Louise de 
Marillac – another saint of 
more ancient vintage who, 
with Vincent de Paul, had 
created the order of 
Daughters of Charity.  

 
On my way out I had a word with a couple of sisters at the entrance. Were they sure the 
coffin contained the real remains of Catherine Labouré?, I asked. 
They both swore blind they were, so it must be true. 
 

Mark Yates 
 

Have you an interest, a hobby, a memory to share? Why not write something 
about it – and send it to mfyates@gmail.com for possible publication. 
 

________________________________________ 
 

 

Don't forget to 
book in for this 
month's lunch. 
 

Thursday 23 May 
1215 for 1230 

Only €18 - Pay on the day  
(in cash please) 

 Contact Richard at 06 45 10 47 70 or 
 richard.neave05@gmail.com 
 
There is still time to reserve. 
 (Cancellations up to 48h before) 
 

 
 

 

 Catherine Labouré  

mailto:mfyates@gmail.com
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Benghazi Dec 1941 - post Allied attack 

 
My father, Frankland Yates, was a remarkable mechanic – as witness the succession of 
ancient bangers he managed to keep on the road in early post- war years – and was one of 
those who kept the planes flying in WW2. He didn’t get much further than Farnborough but 
that explains the interest I have for the text received from our member David Tudor Edwards. 
It is his father’s account of his career as a wartime aircraft mechanic – actually the notes for 
a presentation he made on some occasion in later years. He got around to a lot more places 
than my father though.          M.Y.  
 

Draft of speech given by RAF Acting Squadron Leader Ieuan Trebor 
Edwards on wartime RAF experiences. 

 
Gentlemen, I am a stand-in for this speech not an expert, so I propose dipping into the 
period 1942/45. However, I will skip the first period spent in RAF Shawbury mainly. By 
1941 we were disposing of obsolete aircraft such as Whitleys and Blenheim Vs and 
preparing Hurricanes for the Soviets 
 

Before my posting in 1943 as Liaison Officer to the USAAF 
1st Bombardier Division Head Quarters near Huntingdon, I 
had to undertake an Officer Training course at Oxford - 
usually for Colonel ranks and above! I had to live and work 
on the USAAF airbase. As a Welshman I was not exempt 
from British prejudice as were the Americans. In general, 
relations were polite and friendly boosted by plenty of good 
rations and plenty of ice cream! Frequently the Americans 
were irritated by the small differences in language touching 

on foodstuffs and eating as many were of German or Slav origin. They had different 
terms for shoes. 
 
There were visits from serving US film stars Clark Gable and E.G. Robinson with whom I 
had tea! 
 
 The work was much like a bus run with over 90 B17 rotating regularly with few 
casualties. When it came to bombs and detonators we tiptoed around of course! This 
was nothing in comparison to the big raids when 1400 four engined B17s started 
assembling before dawn. Fortunately, we had an energetic team who tackled the jobs 
with enthusiasm. 
 
Then in September 1944 I was posted to the Middle 
East, leaving the UK in cold and wet weather then 
feeling the sun in Gibraltar and onwards to the African 
coast where we could see white towns and then 
passed the mighty, mysterious Atlas Mountains and 
the great white city which was the showplace of 
Mussolini’s African Empire. I had 3/4 days of sun and 
sand in Cairo. I was glad to be posted to Benghazi 
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Wadi Halfa 

which was a fine city with wide boulevards but deserted. For some reasons the locals 
were dressed in red.  Along the coast there were great piles of destroyed war equipment 
and even derelict war ships. 
 
Upon arrival I was allotted a small tent where I had to get used to tropical rainstorms 
and a plague of insects! Fortunately, we had a mess and were served by Italian 
prisoners. Outside my tent there was a signpost saying Tripoli 900 miles, but I did not go 
West. My role was to maintain the planes flying.  
 
But in December 1944 I was posted to Khartoum in Anglo-Egypt Sudan 1100 miles South 
of Cairo. We flew 8 hours at 130 mph at 10000 feet over endless burning yellow sands 

with an occasional view of the river Nile like a thread of 
mercury in the desert. We stopped at Wadi Halfa where 
the December temperature was 90 degrees Fahrenheit 
although during the summer dry months the temperature 
reached 112-115 degrees F. Our dress was shorts 
fortunately, although the plane was cold. Then Khartoum 
at the juncture of the Blue and White Nile near the 
Equator. 
 
Over the White Nile stands the very large native town 
Omdurman where Lord Kitchener and his Anglo-Egyptian 
Army in 1899 defeated the Khalifa and his Dervishes, so 
avenging the death of General Gordon. Queen Victoria 
arranged for a solitary column memorial also 
remembering the 21st Lancers. The further South we 

went the more negroid the population became with the Sheluks and the Dinkas who are 
tall naked men. There is a South African manned 
airfield named after General Smuts south of 
Khartoum. Later I went to Asmara in Eritrea and 
visited the site of the Battle of Karen which took 
place on Feb 1941 between British Imperial 
troops and the Italian elite regiments. It was in a 
narrow valley ending with great rock cliffs in a 
silhouette of teeth! The Duke of Aosta put up a 
gallant fight but lost. Walking back down the hill I 
came across a skull and wondered whose it could 

be. There was a well-kept British Cemetery where chameleons 
and monkeys ran wild. 
 
In 1945 I had a week’s leave and took the overnight train to Cairo and Lydda/Gaza which 
was a delight after coming back from the desert. The city walls were built 400 years ago 
by Saladin the Magnificent who was commanded to do it by Allah in a dream. The walls 
were 12 feet wide and in good condition. It was the Russian Jews Passover when I 
changed trains and went through rocky narrow valleys into the Holy Land. Let me say at 

        Karen 
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Gabatha pavement 

once the Holy Land to me is full of a rich and sombre history, the cradle of three 
religions, and these rocky hills have seen tyrants and heroes but is still a British territory. 
 

 I saw the Ecce Homo (“Behold the Man” 
by Pilate) and Gabatha pavement which 
was traditionally the location of Pilate’s 
Judgement Hall and where he asked the 
Jews what to do with Christ. There was a 
long flight of steps in Kedron Church, 
and I saw the remains of a mill that was 
worked by donkey. Equally there were 
stone cisterns. It is believed that taxes in 
kind were brought to the Temple of the 
High Priest up the steps. Christ too was 
brought up them for questioning. 
 

I saw a small plateau where Sion was, David’s city. Also saw a man plough a field with a 
donkey. Then I walked down a hill overlooking a narrow valley called the Valley of the 
Sons of Hinnon. It was once used for the worship of Moloch by child sacrifice. It was 
defiled by Josiah who turned it into a tip, a place to burn rubbish, and given the name of 
Gehenna or Hell, one side of the Valley was riddled with tombs full of human bones. 
 
Then I set out for Galilee passing two Holy Mountains: Ebal and Gerizim.It was a hot and 
dusty walk to Jacob’s Well in a dimly lit chamber where an Orthodox monk hauled up 
cold fresh water from 40 metres. 
 

Then I drove through the Plain of Esd where the last 
great battle of Armageddon took place. On our left 
was the faint outline of Mount Carmel sloping to the 
Sea of Galilee, 200 metres below sea level, which, 
like the Dead Sea, surprises visitors at the 
remarkable buoyancy of the human body in it. 
 
Later, Dr. Harte of the YMCA Jerusalem, my host, 
pointed out Tiberias on the right of the steep sided 
Gadarene Mountains and on the left Capernaum. He 
also took me to the Roman Baths. 
 
Finally, my week was up and I went back to 
Khartoum, Sudan. 
 

Contributed by David Tudor Edwards 
 

(Photos added thanks to Wikipedia and others) 

 
 

***** 

Jacob's well 
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Photo of the Month –  
 

 
 

Adrian Parr submitted this photo of a rocket fusillade on the D-Day 70th anniversary, taken at 
Ouistreham (behind Sword Beach) on 6 June 2014.  

 
________________________________________ 

 
 
 
 A Word in your Ear...  
 

On tenterhooks (N.B. not “tenderhooks”!  ) 

This comes from one of the processes of making woollen cloth. After it had 
been woven, the cloth still contained oil from the fleece, mixed with dirt. It 
was cleaned in a fulling mill, but then it had to be dried carefully or it would 
shrink and crease. So the lengths of wet cloth were stretched on wooden 
frames, and left out in the open for some time. This allowed them to dry and 
straightened their weave. These frames were the tenters, and the tenter 
hooks were the metal hooks used to fix the cloth to the frame. At one time, 
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it would have been common in manufacturing areas to see fields full of 
these frames (older English maps sometimes marked an area as a tenter-
field). So it was not a huge leap of the imagination to think of somebody on 
tenterhooks as being in an state of anxious suspense, stretched like the 
cloth on the tenter. The tenters have gone, but the meaning has survived. 
Tenter comes from the Latin tendere, to stretch, via a French intermediate. 
The word has been in the language since the fourteenth century, and on 
tenters soon after became a phrase meaning painful anxiety. The exact 
phrase on tenterhooks seems first to have been used by Tobias Smollett 
in Roderick Random in 1748. 

 

Maxine Arnoult 

_______________________________________ 
 

 
The Last Laugh:   
 

 Breakdown 
 

Jill:   Oh Joe. I have to speak to you. 

Joe:  Yes. What's the matter? Have you been crying? 

Jill:  You know Bill and I have been married for ten years now. I can't 

              believe what happened this morning! 

Joe:   Go on then. Keep calm and tell me all about it. 

Jill:  I took the car to go to work as usual, but I'd only gone half a mile   

              when the engine   hiccupped and stalled. 

Joe:  That's annoying. 

Jill:  So, I walked back home to get Bill and guess what I found. 

Joe: I've no idea. What did you find? 

Jill:  Bill was in our bedroom, in our bed, with the girl next door! 

Joe:  Hmm. That's a bit thick. It really hasn't been your day, has it? 
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Jill:  So I walked out, without saying a word. And now I'm not sure that was  

the best thing to do. Do tell me Joe. What should I have done? 

Joe:  It was probably the carburetor. If you had taken off the top and blown  

the valves clear that would probably have solved the problem.  

 

Mark Yates 
 

_______________________________ 

 

Janet’s May Quiz: Answers:  
 
 

1.  Emerald 
2.  French Open 
3.  Taurus (until May 20) and Gemini (May 21 onwards) 
4.  November 
5.  Lily of the Valley 
6.  Morris Dancing 
7.  Anita Dobson 
8.  Francisco Goya 
9.  5 minutes (The commonest British species of the Ephemeridae can attain a 

 venerable 5 hours)  
10.  A clout (a piece of clothing “Ne’er cast a clout till May be out.”) 
11.  Hawthorn 
12.  Eastbourne 
13.  8th May 
14.  On a cold and frosty morning 
15.  Memorial Day 
16.  Speedwell 
17.  Joan of Arc 

 
 

 
Comments & contributions to mfyates@gmail.com 

Back numbers: rblfrance.org/ then "Paris Branch Newsletters" 

http://rblfrance.org/

