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They shall grow not old, 

as we that are left grow old: 

Age shall not weary them, 

nor the years condemn. 

At the going down of the sun 

and in the morning, 

We will remember them. 
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A 1916 hero of the 

Boys’ Brigade: 

William Walker aged 16 

Taken from ‘The Boys’ Brigade Gazette’ of 
1st November 1916  

‘William Walker, who is only 16 years of age, joined the 
4th London Company at the age of 12. He served for two sessions 
and became adept at bugling, and it was this which led to his 
heroic conduct at the Battle of Jutland. On leaving The Boys’ 
Brigade, Walker joined the Royal Navy in which he occupied the 
position of Bugler aboard HMS Calliope when she led her 
Squadron into battle on 31st May. It was the duty of “Young Bill”, 
as his friends call him, to stand on the bridge with the Captain, 
and to him fell the honour of sounding the “Commence”. After he 
had done this he bravely stood by his Captain amidst the fury of 
the battle, while his ship played a gallant part in the great fight. 
Late in the day a splinter of a shell struck him, wounding him 
severely in his side; but he still stood to his post until he fainted 
from loss of blood. The wound was a serious one, 
necessitating the removal of three ribs, and leaving a 
scar ten inches long very near his brave young 
heart. While in hospital Walker was visited by 
the King.  
‘The honour which Walker valued most highly 
is the recognition of his gallantry by Admiral Sir 
John Jellicoe, who presented him with a specially 
inscribed bugle in commemoration of his heroic conduct.’ 

100+ years ago, the Boys’ Brigade was particularly strong 

in Scotland. Numerous lads signed up with their friends for 

the armed forces, some lying about their age. Sadly, many 

never returned home, leaving whole areas (particularly 

around Glasgow) with few young men after the War. 
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Coping with war in the countryside 

Dulcie Browning has worshipped at St Mark’s for 
over 60 years but was brought up in rural Cornwall. 
In her fascinating booklet ‘Dulcie Hosking’s 
Cornish Childhood’ she includes her childhood 
memories of the Second World War. Copies are 
available in St Mark’s for £3.50 (profits to St 
Mark’s Church). Here are extracts: 

You would think that living away from London and 
other busy cities we would hardly know there was a 
war on. Not so. Relatives and neighbours suddenly 
went away to join the army, navy or air force. Falmouth, 
a big seaport near us, had a lot of seaplanes and secret 
shipping. This town was surrounded by barrage balloons, big, gas-filled 
silver balloons held safe by ropes or chains; I'm not sure which. 

A lot of children were sent from Bermondsey, London to our part of 
Cornwall. They all had labels pinned on them with their names and 
addresses. How lost and lonely they must have felt. Instead of streets full 
of people they knew around them, there were fields and quiet roads. So 
different, so strange. 

People with enough room HAD to have these children whether they liked 
the idea or not. Most were so kind to these evacuees, but not all of them. 
Some teachers from London came with the children which was good. The 
one at our school was an artist and painted lovely pictures of Cornwall. 

I am sure you realise that the children came to us in case their London 
houses were bombed. Some were! Imagine the worry for a child if they 
thought about their parents still at home, perhaps being bombed!  

At school we had tape stuck across the windows in diamond patterns, so 
that the dangerous glass would not fly around as much if we were 

bombed. If an air raid siren sounded, we grabbed our gas 
masks and crouched underneath our desks. For a long 
time we had to do gas mask drill, practice putting them 

on in a hurry. At a signal we grabbed them out of their 
boxes on strings, stretched the elastic at the back over 
our heads and breathed air through a filter near our 
mouths. The smell of the rubber was horrible and we 
looked like aliens from outer space.  

Dulcie Browning 
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BOMB IN 
CROYDON 

CINEMA 1944 
A Croydon newspaper reported: 
‘On Friday, January 14th 1944, 
Croydon had another no-sirens 
attack. A solitary German plane 
dropped a couple of heavy 
bombs. One of them went 
through the roof of the Davis’ 
Theatre and landed directly in the 
centre of the stalls. Although it 

did not explode, it killed six people and injured 25 others. The 
bomb split in two as it penetrated the roof and members of the 
audience were killed by the sheer weight of the missile and the 
explosion of the detonator. The cinema was fairly full at the time 
and had the bomb exploded with its full force the casualties 
might have numbered hundreds.’ 

 

Mansfield was not bombed. Thus the town received many 
evacuated children from cities such as London and Coventry.  

Betty Ball of Southwell Road West, Mansfield writes . . . 
‘My name is Betty Ball and during this time I was living in 

Croydon, South London. This paper report writes about the Davis 

Theatre Croydon being bombed. I was there with my friend Beryl 

and we always go downstairs but this night we had a change and 

sat upstairs. During the picture show it went dark and the screen 

went blank, we were told to leave the place, not knowing why, 

only a loud bang was heard. It was a German bomb but it did not 

go off. Beryl is now 92 years old and myself 90 years but this did 

not stop us going to the pictures again.’  

[The film was ‘Two Senoritas’ starring Joan Davis] 
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Ted Rutland: a St Mark’s member for 65 years! 

In July 2018, the folk of 

St Mark’s gave a heart-

warming standing 

ovation to Ted Rutland, 

the day before his 95th 

birthday. 

In 1944, Ted landed on 

the French coast in a 

tank shortly after D day 

to fight the Nazis. 

In my quest to find out 

more, Ted has lent me 

fascinating books and 

told me all about his 

five years serving in the 

Royal Armoured Corps 

and the 5th Royal Tank 

Regiment. He followed 

in the footsteps of his 

father who fought in 

the First World War as a 

driver of horses. 

On Remembrance 

Sunday in particular, I 

feel strongly we should 

acknowledge the 

commitment of ordinary people who left family and routine to 

step into . . . well, they had no idea what or where or when or 

possibly even why. Sadly, many never returned home. 

Overleaf, I have tried to put into writing the memories of one 

such person who did return home and is willing to share his 

experiences with us over 70 years later. Thank you, Ted. 

Oliver Foreman. Photographs reproduced by Tristan Jones 

95 years old Ted Rutland with the cap he wore in 
the war and the tie of the Royal Tank Regiment. 

The colours (brown; red; green going up) represent: 
“From mud; Through blood; To the green fields 

beyond” 
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Ted’s Army Days: 7 July 1942 to 10 March 1947 

It is 12th June 1944; six 
days after D day when 
the Allied troops had 
with much loss of life 
successfully crossed the 
English Channel and 
managed to push back 
the Germans to gain 
once again a foothold in 
occupied France. 

A young apprentice 
carpenter from 
Mansfield is amongst five crew members in a Sherman tank on a 
landing craft rolling through the choppy sea towards the Gold 
beach on the French Normandy coast. The ramp of the landing 
craft drops open; the tank engine roars into life; they lurch 
forward into the sea. Would the two years of intensive training 
really prepare the crew for confronting the enemy? Would the 
water be too deep (several tanks and men had been lost this 
way)? Would the German guns cripple the tank before it even 
crosses the beach? If so, the plight of those inside would be too 
horrific to contemplate. 

Gunner Edward Harold Rutland is too busy peering through the 
narrow slit in the armour plating and aiming his gun to 
contemplate the ‘what ifs?’ as his tank with others splashes onto 
the beach. So far, so good. Only weak gunfire from the cliff top 
but, despite the racket from the engine, deafening explosions get 
louder. The ground seems to shake and light up. German planes 
are heading towards the beach dropping bombs. Ted sees a tank 
close by exploding into flames with no time for its crew to get 
out; his tank rocks and jumps but thankfully keeps going. 

British Sherman tank similar to the one in which Ted was a 
crew member in France 

In France 
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Their initial objective was to reach the town of Bayeux, a few 
miles inland. Despite more bombs they arrived in one piece. The 
Germans had been pushed back to a line roughly between 
Bayeux and Caen. The orders for Ted’s tank were to patrol this 
20-mile line to ensure the Germans were kept back.  

Eventually in August, despite more bombs from German aircraft, 
the Allied tanks pushed forward around 30 miles defeating strong 
fortifications of mainly German tanks, including the deadly Tiger, 
in what some experts believe was one of the most decisive 
battles of the war. Because of the small fields surrounded by high 
hedges, it was difficult terrain for tanks. During one fateful hour, 
forty Allied tanks (and many brave men) were lost. Troops were 
injured and killed on both sides but our battle-scarred tank with 
Ted and his colleagues made it safely to Falaise. The previously 
impregnable German defences had been crushed. It was not all 
good news, however. Through a terrible misjudgement, our 
troops were bombed by American planes, killing several service 
people including a Colonel. 

With this crucial battle won, on 18 August the tank crews were 
split up. Ted was sent back to Bayeux. From there, he had to load 
tank spare parts onto a lorry and drive them to Vilvoorde near 
Brussels in Belgium, about 300 miles away. He went backwards 
and forwards several times. 

In December 1944, Ted moved from the Royal Armoured Corps to 
the 5th Royal Tank Regiment and was sent to Limbricht in the 
Netherlands. He continued to drive his large lorry, delivering 
ammunition to the tanks near and far, including Arnhem.  

Ted then moved back into Germany to the southern end of the 
Kiel Canal near Hamburg, still with his lorry. Next, he was sent 
north-east to Lubeck where for almost a year, Ted was given a 
special responsibility. The Church Army had sent from England a 
large van converted into a mobile canteen for the troops, staffed 
by one lady. Ted’s role was to drive the van with his gun at the 
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ready in the event of any trouble. Except for once when a truck 
tried to push the van off the road when travelling between 
towns, there was no trouble, so Ted had an easy time assisting 
the young lady. Look carefully at the picture of the canteen van. It 
is Ted standing amidst the women. Those each side of him staffed 
the static canteen in a building behind the van. The lady standing 
on the step (Valerie) ran the mobile canteen . . . and after the war 
was to become Ted’s wife! 

 

Ted with the canteen ladies. Valerie, in charge of the van, is standing on the step. Ted and Valerie 
got married after the war. 

Ted stayed in Germany until he was released from the army on 
10th March 1947. He is justly proud of the medals and certificates 
he was awarded to acknowledge his part in liberating France and 
the Netherlands from the evil power of the Nazis. 

Once back in England, he married Valerie in her home county of 
Cornwall. The couple then moved to Pleasley on the outskirts of 
Mansfield and Ted returned to the building trade. They both 
attended St Barnabas’ Church and Ted rang the bells at the other 
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Church in Pleasley, St Michael’s. In January 1953, they moved to 
Mansfield and Ted has attended St Mark’s ever since. Sadly, 
Valerie died in 1986. In future years, Ted married again. 

His five years in the army were just a small part of Ted’s long life 
but a part he remembers vividly. He certainly does not like to 
recall the horrors of the battlefield, but he values the 
comradeship of the ordinary men and women who without 
hesitation stepped out into the unknown because that’s what 
their country required of them. Ted has long been a member of 
the Royal British Legion. For years, he spearheaded the local 
poppy appeal to raise money to help families with members in 
the armed forces. I believe we should all be grateful for the 
thousands (sorry, I have looked it up . . . millions) like Ted who 
did their bit so that we can live in freedom. It is most important 
that their sacrifices are not forgotten as time moves on. 

Thank you, Ted, for sharing with us all your experiences and 
memorabilia and for lending me so many fascinating books. 
Please speak to Ted if you would like to find out more. 

Oliver Foreman. November 2018 
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RIGHT: Ted’s Royal Tank Regiment cap 

badge that he wore during the Second 

World War. It reads ‘Fear Naught’ 
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City living in the aftermath of the war 
I was born in North London three years after the Second World War 
ended. Yet as I grew up in the 1950s there was plenty of evidence of what 
had gone before. There were weekly tests of the eerie air raid sirens, kept 
active in case of nuclear attack. Just about everywhere were bomb sites 

(piles of rubble that had 
once been factories, shops, 
public buildings, family 
homes etc). It took many, 
many years for all the 
buildings to be replaced. As 
a young child, I was 
particularly upset that our 
local cinema was out of 

action. I recall a foreign lady used to go every day to a bomb site near our 
home to feed the many stray cats and dogs. All around were men doing 
their best to get about on crutches following war injuries. For some, there 
was REAL poverty. Beggars were on the streets, often with limbs missing, 
thankful for any spare pennies put into their caps on the pavement in 
front of them. Our church ran a mission chapel in a very poor area. I can 
picture the ladies wearing near rags being grateful for the watered-down 
meat paste sandwiches provided by our Church Army sister who did her 
best to obtain clothing to pass on for their families. Jumble Sales had long 
queues long before their opening times. Our family was not poor but, 
despite rationing gradually being phased out, food could not be wasted. 
On Saturdays, we enjoyed our joint of meat hot. On Sunday, after church, 
we ate it cold. As the week went on what was left of the meat and 
vegetables would be served up as hash (as my mother called it), stew, 
soup, bubble and squeak, pies and other money saving concoctions 
devised by Mum. If I or my brothers or sister left food on our plate at 
lunchtime, it would be in front of us at teatime to eat before anything 
else was allowed! For an occasional treat, Dad bought fish and chips 
served in newspaper. I don’t remember any other sort of ‘take away’, 
though some parts of London had pie and mash cafes. Fond memories, 
though for ordinary people I am sure things are so much better today. If 
we had not won the war, life would certainly have been very different. 
We must be grateful to our soldiers, sailors and airmen. 

Oliver Foreman 
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King Edward School taken over by soldiers! 
‘My name was Doreen Lummus and I was born 
in Mansfield on August the 12th 1933. I was just 
five years old when I began school, and the 
second world war began on the 3rd of 
September 1939. So I had just one year at school 
before our school was taken over by the military 
so as to house the wounded soldiers to live in 
when they were brought back from Dunkirk. (I 
didn’t know where that was! I just remember 
Mum and Dad talking about it.) This school was 
KING EDWARD SCHOOL. This take over took 
place on the 28th of May 1940. 

‘When this happened the younger children had to go to the recreation 
ground at the bottom of Berry Hill Road for our schooling to take place 
and on fine days we had to sit on the grass for our lessons, but mostly we 
played games like rounder’s and races, or we would be taken by our 
teacher for nature walks. When it rained or was too cold, we had to go to 
The Church of Christ Chapel on Littleworth. It was a very dark place inside 
and the thing I remember most of all about it was that the seats had 
‘swing backs’ which would turn either way so you could face one way or 
the other, (rather like the old tram seats).  

Air Raid Shelter 
‘In the early part of the war we had air-raid drill every morning. We were 
told not to run but to walk quickly and smartly holding hands with the 
child who was sat next to you in class. We had to follow our teacher over 
the allotments next to the school and into the air-raid shelter beyond. 
The shelter was built underground and the grass put over the top again so 
that it wouldn’t be seen from the air if any German aircraft came to drop 
bombs on us. Thank goodness this never happened. It was very damp 
inside with puddles on the floor, and had wooden seats for us to sit on. It 
was lit with small electric lights, all rather frightening, but the best thing 
was we were all given one, or two if we were lucky, little boiled sweets 
covered in sugar no bigger than my finger nail! But seeing we didn’t have 
many sweets during the war it made going to the shelter worthwhile to 
we small children!!’ 

Taken from www.ourmansfieldandarea.org.uk where there are many 
more fascinating accounts of the war (and much more). 

http://www.ourmansfieldandarea.org.uk/


-15- 

St Mark’s people who died in active service 

First World War: 
This plaque hangs in St Mark’s vestry: 

 

Members of St Mark’s choir killed in the First World War:  
Harry Crondace, Alfred Watson, Charles Hibbert 

Second World War: 

Richard (Dick) Lees, husband of Ida Lees. Buried in War Cemetery 
in Bayeux. Probably killed in 1944. (Source: Katherine Scott) 

Harold Walls, husband of Gladys Walls. He may have been killed 
in North Africa in about 1943. (Source: Sue Dobbs) 

Research by Michael Browning 

Clipstone Camp (now Vicar Water 
Country Park) was a massive area full 
of wooden huts. It could hold 30,000 
men training for Kitchener’s New Army 
in 1915. The once peaceful countryside 
was alive with soldiers digging 
trenches, practising on rifle ranges and 
stirring up the dust on country lanes as they went on training marches.  

OF/OF ted104.docx 06/11/2018 V4A 
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A Poem for Remembrance Day 
Why are they selling poppies, Mummy? 

selling Poppies in town today. 
The poppies, child, are flowers of love, 

for the men who marched away. 
But why have they chosen a poppy, Mummy? 

Why not a beautiful rose? 
Because my child, men fought and died 

in the fields where poppies grow. 
But why are the poppies so red Mummy? 

Why are the poppies so red? 
Red is the colour of blood, my child. 

The blood the soldiers shed. 
The heart of the poppy is black, Mummy. 

Why does it have to be black? 
Black, my child, is the symbol of grief 
for the men who never came back. 

But why, Mummy are you crying so? 
Your tears are giving you pain. 
My tears are for you my child. 

For the world is forgetting again. 
Poem suggested by Michael Longdon 

 

More about St Mark’s Church on www.stmarksmansfield.org.uk 
and  www.facebook.com/officialstmarkschurchmansfield 

Parish Priest: Fr James Curry 01623 628067 
You are invited to join us on Sundays and Thursdays at 9.30am 

http://www.stmarksmansfield.org.uk/
http://www.facebook.com/officialstmarkschurchmansfield

