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No il

()U indefatigable  Mrs.

Tthead (Deris Craig to
you Old-timers) has finally
succinubud to pressure of work
and housekeeping and has
handed the seals of office to
Mr. Bert Martin, who is now
our Hon. Social. Secretary.

Weoe

indead ‘more than
sorry .to lose the official ser-
vices of Mrs. Rhead; there is
no need to remind you of ail
tle geod work and years of en-
thusiagilc service she has de-
voted {o the Club, in the pre-
war era of happy cycling, We
know we are expressing- the
] the whole

am

sincers wizhea of
membership when we say
“Thanit you, Doris, for all

you've done for the ciub.”

Mr. Bert Martin, one-time
secretary of the Nolls and
Derby C.C. brings the ‘ox-
perience of years of touring,
club-riding and club ad-
minisu‘.ﬂ,ion, to the counci
table of the D.A.; also, he is
E‘-.‘v‘_p‘o_‘:’i:(.l on the “Derby Tele-
graph,” so-—well, you can see
- fU'f"yo"f"mv—"'

In Qugelast issue we
piszed fo say something &
the.- club’s New Year Party
held at Bdirs, Kirk's, What-
sfan‘iml‘ on January 1. The
feed cherduled to start at
21.00 ]L‘ 5 hul small groups of
wind-biown, end winded (1)
cyclists b gan to infiltrate into
Whatstandwell arcund 8 p.m.

nro-
about

\l:\RCH,

1944.

Incltlnn.al]x there was a 1}
of-t hlowing down 2
Des 1 v that night, so
it \\.a» quite undexsta.ndable
if the aforesald winded cyc]lsts
sheltered in the Derwent Arm
hefora tackling the fierce ‘ﬂ'le
S’O:)L over the eanal up to Mrs.

5. By 9 p.m. 40 p-,o“‘u had
smomhbled in the long ropm.
Tl:c “J”_of tables laid out
round the room with a fire at
the open end made quite a
pleasant spectacle.

After your humble editor
and ex-zoldier Johnson (C.)
had appeared in the room
(voll, we'd only been toasting
fellow exiles—not individually,
of course!) the command to
“fail to” was given, and 40
hunery cvelists enthusinstic-
ally obeyed.

N'zturu!lv, no one expecled
211 elaborate meal, but Mrs, K
:1<l us quite well w1f11 pressed
beef, spair, beetroot, celery,
cheese czkes, ete,, and gallons
of tea. At the end of the meal
(Don was still eating, of
course) I, as the only exiie
Tucky enough to be present,
said the few words everyone
(wru‘"‘ on these occasions,
and, of course, fellow exiles
were most certainly nof for-
gotten.

After

the tables and
chairs had been cleared
away, Mr. David Bateman
treated us to an interesting
film show. A travel fi'm show-
ing Peak beauty spots (includ-
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.
ing the Fish Pond!) and one
showing a little of the private
lives of the stars—film—was
enjoyed bv everyone. Next,
ex-goldier Cyril proved that his
army career hadn't impaired
his memory, at special request,
gave us several of his mono-
logues—Albert and the Lion,
ete.—you know Cyril, Anyway,
Cyril's act went down as well
as ever with both old and new
numbers. After this, Gypsy
Dcnald Rose - Lee - Pogson
amused himself and us, by tell-
ing the fortunes, from cards,
of several of us. We hope Don
is not too skilied in this fore-
casting business, or else the
recent glut of weddings in the
club will be followed by an
epidemic of divorces!

The fun now waxed a little

more beiterously, several
varieties c<f muszical chalrs

being attempied but had to be
abandoned az the furniture
wilted under the Diizkrieg! A
short spell of the cld-fashioned
“turn plate’’ provided a safer
went for the skill and cunning
of the aforesaid exuberant
cyelists, The fun was main-
tained in various forms until
02.00 hours, when the great
sort out of ironmongery began.
Bventually everyone did
manage to find their own
machine, and in happy groups
Derby D.A. dispersed along
the routes leading home.

Speaking for ourselves, the
blind home was not the least
enjoyable episode of the even-
ing. Dry, empty roads, 2
star-lit night, a fast tandem,
wind behind and one's wife as
crew.—what more would you?
—we did!

And now a few words about
the A.G.M. This was held at
the Outdoor Clubs’' Centre,
Derby, at 14.20 hours on Sun-
day, January 30th. Thirty-

four members attended, all
three sections being well repre-
sented. Geoff. Rogerson was
elected chairman, guiding the
meeting with his usual quiet
efficicncy. The regular routine
foilowed; the minutes were
read and passcd, the hon. sec-
refary read her report, which,
considering the times in which
we live, presented a satisfying
and encouraging picture of
ciub activities over the past
year.

Ted Benton as hon. secretary
of the Derby and Alfreton
Scetion, presented his report,
followed by that of Don Pog-
son as D.A, treasurer. Don
revealed that the D.A. is com-
fortably holding its own finan-
cially. Next came the elec-
tions: Mr. Jeffreys, Derby
D.A G.OM., was unani-
mously re-elected President, as
were vice-presidents J. W.
Hinds, Ted Benton and your
editor.

Now came an interruption
in the even tenor of the dis-
posal of business. The retir-
ing hon. secretary did not seek
re-election this year. She ex-
plained that she had msade her
decizion with reluctance, but
now that the D.A. was 88
strong as in peace time, with
the resulting peacetime quan-
tity cf work, she ihought it
would be in the interest of the
D.A. if someone with more
spare time and cpportunity
took over the reins of officee..

After some discussion Mrs.
Ingledew, wife of arweld D.A.

stalwart, Harry Ingledew
(now serving with the
R.EM.E.) gallantly offered

her services as hon. secretary
for 1944, Mrs. Ingledew has
2 demonstrated har

by her own efforts, the Burton-

on-Trent section. In wishing



her every success in her new
responsibilities we rest as-
eured that she will continue
the good work of her pre-
decossor in “maintaining” the
ciub until the wandercis a!l
return,

After the election of com-
mittee members the transfer
of territory from South Stafis
D.A. was formally ratified.
This extends the D.A.'s juris-
diction over Burtcn-on-Trent
and district.

“Any other business” pro-
duced the usual crop of ideas
and suggestions, among which
were—-an increase of social
activity and more frequent
inter-section runs.

This interesting and stimu-
lating meeting closed at 5.15
p.m. On behalf of the Exiles
we sincerely thank the retired
executive for their work and
develion to the Club in our un-
avoidahle absence, and also ex-
press our confidence in the
new officers that they wrill
carry on the good work.

And now for a little more
perzcnal news.

We are afraid that the first
note is not so good. We have
just received the bare an-
nouncement that Bert Brown,
an old D.A. member, has been
posted as taken prisoner from
Leros. At the moment of going
to press, that is the sum total
of our information, bhut wiil
give what gen we can concern-
ing Bert in our next number.

The list of Exiles has been
further lengthenad by the
addition of two more volun-
teers to the Forces--Jack
‘Wain, of Sutton-in-Ashfield,
and Ernest Broener, of Bur-
ton-on-Trent. If the select
company increases any more
Derby D.A. will scon be

! exiies cazerte.

clpiming representation on' the
the Impecial General Staff!

The longest letter we have
received this month from the
old regulars is Trom David
Crozss. He positively makes
our mouth water with a de-
tailed description of the 14
days leave he spent in Jeru-
salem and district—particu-
larly the Christmas dinner!
Nice work, David. Christmas
Eve was spent attending a
Caro! Service together with
a huge crowd of peopie, in
the Shepherds’ Fields at
Bethlehem, and in viziting the
Manger. During his ztay in
the district David ai=o visited
the site of the Crucifixion.
Reading of such adventures
almost makes us wish we were
overseas too, until we read
another line which says, “A lot
of time was spent just loung-
ing and dreaming of home.”
May those dreams be quickly
realised by everyone.

Another long letter comes
from Jim Cole. He writes
quite cheerfully, saying that
the mail service has greatly
improved recently. We are
glad of that, Jim!

Jim is feeling quite fit and
well as a result of early morn-
P.T. and cross country run-
ning. The secenery in his pre-
sent location is magnificent,
“almost better than England,”
which from an Hxile is praise
indeed. Jim says it positively
cries aloud for eycle and
camera. In his spare time
he has been learning French
from a phrase book, and pro-
gressed remarkably—until he
tried his skill on the French.

He =ays they didn’t even know
their own language! He now
admits he will have to make
a fresh start with Basic Eng-
lish! Good luek, Jim, and
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what about trying a spot of
German as a relaxation?

Eric Atkin is back in North-
umberland again after chasing
all over the country. Back
again to wind, rain and moor-
land—mud-larking. Before re-
turning to base Eric spent a
pleasant ten days in Whitby,
and now as he and his pals
contemplate the 83 miles
which separates them from the
nearest bar and barmaid, that
ten days seems like heaven!

Cheer up, BEric, it still rains in
Derby tha' knows, Harry For-
men writes to us again from
his old R.A.F. station at New-
ton, Notts. He is as fit as
usual, but casually mentions
an accident in the Lakes last
year in which his cape was
torn to ribbons—we trust that
neither yvou or the Dawes suf-
fered more than loss of dig-
nity, Harry.

The only other letter we
have is from John Inkpen, Cor-
poral Inkpen, R.A.O.C. is an

old Century Club and Metro-
politan D.A. member, stationed
in Derby. He has been able
to ride with the D.A. occa-
sionally in the past, but is now
robbed of that pleasure, as he
only has week-days off duty.

Ag another cyclist exile John
sends New Year Greetings to
ail Derby D.A. members, home
and overseas, Thanks, John,
we wish you the best of luck,
too.

That is all for now, folks,
hut don’t forget to send us a
line when you can. We are
all interested in each other
these days, so let us try and
keep the comradely spirit alive
in the old D.A.

Derbyshire is just the same,
and waiting for you.

G. 8. F.

P.8.—Letters . and  copy
should still be forwarded to—
Mrs, D. Fletcher, 170, Words-
worth-avenue, Sinfin, Derby.

St
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HE present state of ex-
pectancy and_air of
approaching climax pre-
vailing at home and
abroad (and which may
fully explode before this
script acquires the dignity
of print) is probably the
reason for the lack of con-
tributions this month to
the august columns of this
copy of the “Gazette.”

Owing to the pressure of the
same evenis our own military
career is much more hectic
than of iale, so if this par-
ticular issue does not achieve
the length, interest and
literary briiliance (!) of our
previous numbers we rely on
the goodwill and understand-
ing of our fellow exiles in
making our apologies and
excuses,

We have had word from
David and Raymond Cross,
Erie Atkin and Jack Hinds,
and a spot of nosialgia from
Ted Benton. The editorial
stafi (both of 'em) were re-
cently most fortunate in wang-
ling a leave spent tandeming
in Somerset and Devon, so, if
time and space permit, we may
include a few notes thereon
for the henefit of exiles who
may sometimes wonder what
touring is like in this, the 5th

year cf the war.

Writing on February 25,
Raymond Cross teils us he
spent a most enjoyable Christ-
mas with “bags ol stuif to eat
and drink.” Itaymond, of
course, is still in India; he goes
on to suy that the temperature
is begnning to rise again and
that he has traded his great-
coat for a pair of shorts, and
at times would like to get rid
of them too. Judging from
the cheery tone of his letter
Raymond is still the wide-
smiling lad we knew on ciub-
runs three or four years ago.
He expresses his good wishes
to his fellow exiles and hopes
to meet them all next Christ-
mas—at home!

Brother David writes again
from ihe Middle East. Fe
tells us that when not nursing
aeroplanes he is busy rehears-
ing the camp repertory com-
pany. They have already pre-
sented successfully a murder
play and are now preparing
that well known piece of J. B.
Priestley “Journey’s End.” We
hope that you realise, David,
that on your return when clun
dinners are possible again, we
shall expect something extra-
ordinary from you in the way
of after-dinner speeches, in
view of all the oratorial train-
ing you are receiving out
there! We are glad to know
that you are able in some de-
gree to combat the evils of
boredom inherent in Service
life by your theatrical activi-



EXILES GAZETTE.

ties, We wish you luck and
every success in the future.

Also from the Middle East
comes the news that our old
friend George Clapton, now a
member of a docks operating
company of the R.H.s, has
joined the Alexandria section
of the “Buckshee Wheelers”
Nice work George, may you
have many enjoyable runs with
your mew club. Your ability
on rough stufi should prov:
useful now, George. We still
think of you tackling the ford
at Washgates way buack In
1939—happy days those! We
hope it won't be too long be-
fore you can give us snother
exhibition, but don't forget the
spare pair of socks!

Eric Atkin sends us the tale
of excitement and adventure
we have come to expect from
him. He begns this month
rather thrillingly with—"It
happened in the time of the
snows—"and goes on to relate
a saga of grit and endurance
(and discomfort) a civilian
would hardly think possible in
this civilised land. He talks of
snow every day for five weeks,
of a tank broken down in tie
halling wastes of Northum-
bria, of five days without food
(except what could be
“acgquired” unocfficially!) and
of sieeping vough through a'l
this time—what might be
calied “soldiering in the raw.”
Through it all Kric sounds a
cheerful note and views it all
quite patiently and philosoph-
ically as just being part of the
system. We congratulate you,
Erie, on your survival, but also
hope the play doesn't become
too rough in your part of the
world. We thank you for
your kind regards and extend
them with pleasure to all our
other home-servers.

We have an indirect line
from Frank Potter. He is
now ground staff R.A I'. some-
where in Hants. We under-
stand that although Frank
volunteered for Air Crew
duties he is grounded for a
little whilc at least. Don't
forget, Frank, that we would
all welcome a few lines from
you telling us how you are
doing these days.

Speaking of the R.AF.—
Jack Hinds is no longer de-

moeciled in Darlington but 1

knobbling A.C. 2s in Norwich.
Ha didn’t like the idea of leav-
ing Dearlington one bit after
being there for nearly two
years, but the R.AF. officers
and N.C.O.s threw a grand
farewell party in his honour
and showed their appreciation
of his hard work in an un-
mistakeable manner. Jack
says the party lasted till 2
a.m. and that he went home
sober, but personally I think
the last port is just propa-
ganda! His new area of op-
erations should provide plenty
of material for Jack’s passion
for ecclesinstical architecture
in its eathedral and the stately
churches of the county and ad-

jacent broadlands We also
remember that he was in-
terested in birds. Are their

any nightingales round Nor-
wieh, Jack? Sorry! All the
best, lad, den’t work too hard.

And 1ast, but not least, s
news from the home-town.
Corporal John Inkpen, of Lon-
don, who had joined us on
several of our club runs, has
been presented with a baby
girl-—Valerie. His wife and
child are hoth doing very well,
John's onlv worry is that
owing to the present military
emergency he cannot get home
to see the new member of nis
household, We hope for your
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sake John that the present
situation soon changes for the
better, Meanwhile, pleace
accept our congratulations.

As space is running short,
we find that we cannot tell
you all about our recent tour
in Somerset and Devon, but
will limit ourselves to a few
notes on the acquiring there-
of. The preliminary procedure
now necessary to ensure a
trouble-free holiday is now
slightly more complicated than
in the happy-go-lucky days of
the 30’s. First the worrying
and subtle strategems one
must employ to synchronise
one's leave with that of one's
wife—no mean feat, this! Then
a week's pay is mortgaged by
the postal expense incurred in
seeking accommodation in ad-
vance Incidentally, it is now
almost impossible to obtain

digs by the casual “knock-at-
the-door” principle of the
aforesaid 30’s. It is most
essential to “centre tour” or
book in advance if the holiday
is not io be spoilt by the con-
stant search for digs at the
end of each day. Having ob-
tained sufficient offers of ac-
commodation a further fort-
night’s pay is absorbed by the
deposits necessary to confirm
these tentative bookings. All
that remains then, before the
holiday actually begins, is to
pray fervently every night that
the Army Council will not can-
cel your leave at the last
moment. Thus is a tour plan-
ned in this year of grace, 1944.
Fortunately for us, all our
plans worked out as good plans
should and we enjoyed yet
another carefree leave in the
lovely English countryside,

R
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We are sorry you had to
walt so long for No 12 but the
delay was caused by circum-
stances quite beyond our
control. If you remember
there was a bit of a “do” on
the 6th of June—a few of the
boys started a new style “Tour
de France,” and in the preced-
ing weeks of preparation even
Derby D.A. Gazette lost its
priority somewhat. Instead
of composing these sparkling
columns the editorial stafl's
literary bent was bent still
further in translating good
American into better English
while shepherding Shermans
and other useful knick-knacks
into columns Jerry wouid
understand, and apart from
that, the printer-bloke was
absent from duty for a fort.
night, which held up publica-
tion for a ittle while longer-—
such are our apologies Gentle-
men. We hope you will kindiy
accept them—thanking you!

At the moment of writing
—D Day plus 20, we believe,
there are no D.A. members
riding in the “Tour,” but we
shall know more certainly as
the helpers and marshals in
Normandy become completely
organised.

We have a small batch of

letters from our regular cor-
respondents, including one
from Jack Hinds, which in
view of its general interest we
shall use as this month’s spe-
cial feature. We hope you
wont mind, Jack?

We haven't had a direct line
from Jim Cole this month, but
we understand from friend
Ted that Jim has been seeing
a spot of high (explosive) iife
in the Anzio beachhead. Of
course, now that Jim and
Alexander have administered
such a thrashing to Kesselring
and have chased him up che
length of Italy, we don't know
quite whether Jim is viewingz
the Alps with the eye of an
expert low-gear tendemist or
whether he's swotting up clas.
sical architecture from
Musso's balcony in Rome!
Perhaps you would write and
tell us, Jim?

Several interesting air-
letters have arrived from the
brothers Cross since we last
went to press. David con-
tinues well and fairiy happy,
but he remarks that the brief
mention of the editorial holi-
day in our last issue made him
exceedingly home-gick. Sorry,
David, but let us hope it won t
be too long now before you can
put into execution your vow
of rolling like a dog in the
first green field you see on
coming home! David has re-
cently become a member of
the Buckshee Wheelers., He
has heen unable to attend a



EXILES GAZETTE.

run yet, but has been a
thrilled spectator of a 50 kilo
massed start race, He's also
been to several mid-week
feeds, which means about 40
one_time cyclists all eating,
drinking and reminiscing s
heartily and as vociferously as
only real cyclists can. His
unit’s ambitious project of
presenting ‘“Journey’s End”’
came to a dramatic end when
most of the cast were posted
away, but in spite of that
David, we still hold you to that
after-dinner speech!

Brother Raymond’s address
is still e/o R.A.F., India, an
India which Ray says is no%
all it is cracked up fo be.
Against such disabilities as a
soaring temperature, lack of
roads and scarcity of bikes,
Ray has managed to scrounge
an iron of sorts—“at least the
wheels go round when really
pushed and the brakes work
occasionally”—and gets
around exploring the Ilocal
district whenever he can. Cn
a recent leave he was thrilled
by a sight of the majestic
Himalayas, including Everest
himself—"a truly wonderful
sight.” Ray has suffered a
mild attack of 'flu recently,
but is guite well again now.
He, like David, is lcoking for-
ward intensely to the end of
the war and a return to home
and real cycling. Meanwhile
he offers his thanks for the
“E.G.” and his best wishes to
all D.A. members and to his
pre-war pals in particular.

We've heard nothing of
George Clapton for some time,
but we have faith in the old
saying that “No news is good
news."” We assume that he is
still in Egypt getting browner
and browner and perhaps a
little “browned off"" too?

Never mind, lad, you may he
home sgoon.

Meanwhile the old D.A. is
still alive and kicking! Turn-
outs on each of the Sunday
runs, and there are three now,
you remember, are averaging
a dozen or more. It is grand
to find 30—40 ciub mates at
the lunch-piace on an inter.
section event, almost as good
as pre-war days, and what a
contrast to the dark winter of
1940 when we had difficulty in
raising a half dozen! The
weather here this summer has
not heiped us on our long runs,
but some of us have m
to knock up a few ‘‘centuries.”
You exiles will need some
training when you all come
back. We'll have to start
with “doddles” and gradually
worl up!

And now a special item —
pause for fanfare!

We are proud to present
Derby D.A. C.T.C. cycllng and
radlo stars—Mrs. G. S.
Fletcher, ex-hon. sec. and co-
editor of the “H.G.,”” and Mr.
Jeffreys ,the club president.
Yes really. They were on the
air for a few minutes in the
Home Flash feature of the
Forces Programme on Wed-
nesday and Friday, June 28.30.
Derbyshire was the subject of
the Home Flash that week.
Mprs, Fletcher and Mr. Jeffreys
talked for a few minutes with
Phillip Wade ,the compére,
about their favourite cycling
districts, Mr. Jeffreys choos-
ing the west—Radbourne 1o
Uttoxeter, while Mrs. Fletcher
preferred the dales—Dovedale,
the Manifold Valley and
Miller's Dale. Mention was
also made of two of our fav-
ourite tea-places, Mrs. Hig-
ton’s, at Tissington, and Mrs.
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Kirk’s, at Whatstandwell. We
are sure that these names
must revive many pleasant
memories for old members.

The voices of both our com-
mentators came  through
clearly and distinetly, and
g;we at least one listener a
thill while hearing the Cluo
and its stamping ground being
boosted as they deserved. We
hope the majority of our
exiles heard the broadcast and
enjoyed it as much as we did.

After nearly three years’
gervice in England, Jack
Hinds has been posted abroad
—-to the Azores, adding yet
one more name to our growing
list of members overseas. The
regimentatior and discipline
of the R.A.F. Police have gb-
viousy not impaired the run-
ning of Rotavia’s pen. We
print below extracts from his
first letter from Mid-Atlantic,
which we think will be of in-
terest to exiles in other foreign
parts.

He begins:—“It is not such
a bad spot really (the Azores)
though a trifle warm to a
Peaklander, but it is quite in-
teresting to poke one’s nose,
even a perspiring nose, into
strange places. 1In case you
have forgotten your geo-
graphy I will remind you that
the Azores are a group of
islands about the middle of the
N. Atlantic and belong to Por-
tugal. It is not so unkearably
hot as the true tropies, nor so
dry as the deserts, and, of
course, it is a long way from

the war, if that iz any ad-
vantage, which I doubt! There
is not any black-out or ration-
ing, and fruit is fairly plenti-
ful, such as bananas, lemons
and pineapples. Pineapples
cost about 2s. The standard
of living of the peasantry is
very low indeed. They work
long, hard days for sums
which seem fantastically
small to us. The inhabitants
of these iglands are intensely
devout Roman Cathoiics and
they take tneir religion vevy
seriously. They are exceed-
ingy keen on processions with
the regalia and the panoply of
ceremony. The people are a
friendly folk and seem te hit
it of with the British wvery
well. There are occasional
bull.-fights, and they have &
cinema in the principal town
and port. A very interesting
custom dis observed at this
cinema. Apart from the re-
curring intervals in the pro-
gramme while the reel is re-
wound on the single projector,
they have a half-time break of
15 minutes during which all
the patrons go out to the local
wineshop! When the per-
formance is about to be re-
sumed the comimissionaire
goes along to the wineshop
shop, rounds up his clients,
bringing them back to the
show again.

“The island I'm on is called
Terciera, the largest of the
group of mnine. It is very
mountainous, the highest point
being well over 3,000 feot.
There’s no C.T.C. here! In
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fact I should think cyecling
would be impossible, at least
to be pleasurable. Roads are
few and in the most primitive
condition, rough stony and
inches deep in dust, proof of
the volcanic nature of the
the wvolecanic origin of the
islands. There is a lot that Is
new and strange to me,
naturally, but I hope to get
gradually “genned up” on the
locality in general.”

Jack regrets not taking his
camera with him as photo-
graphy is pracitcally un-
restricted and the whole
group of islands are highly
photographic. = He reporis
that the mail service is quite
good, all mail being handled
by the air authorities. Jt
takes on an average nine days
inward and just a little longer
outward, due to the inevitable
delay in the censgrship.

Thanks, Jack, for a very in-
teresting letter., We wish
you every success in your new
appointment.

May we state again that the
idea behind the “E.G." is to
provide a means of contact pe-
tween exiled members of the
D.A. and the folks still at
home, and although it is not

an elaborate effort we like to
think it does a little towards
maintaining a continual fel.
lowship among exiled or home-
based members in or out of
the Forces. To do this we
must have copy, so we appeal
to all the membership to send
in your news, views and gos-
sip, and let us, and through
us your pals, know where you
are and what you are doing in
between your day-dreamg of
where your first tour is going
to be when the happy days of
peace return once again.

May that re-union dinner he
not too far distant.

So-long Pals,
G. 8. F.

We have receved a very in-
teresting letter from I
Benton. It is with real regret
that we cannot publish same
owing to the modest propor-
tions of our “E. G.”, dictated
by shortage of paper, labour,
ete., and to the lengthy nature
of the letter.

Sorry, Ted, I am sure the
Exiles would have enjoyed
reading your intended contri.
bution as much as we did.

S
L
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Hello, Folks! Here we are
again with more “News from
the Universe’—almost. There
is rather more than usual thig
time, too, speaking Editorially.
We are delighted with this
spate of news from fellow
wanderers, but speaking per-
sonally, we found it a helluva
job to compose the flood of
copy into printed form. No,
it didn't arrive unprintable in
the way you are thinking!).

We are becoming almost
ashamed of beginning this
Gazette with an apology, =0
we will say no more than to
remind you that the E.G. is
written up W.0.A.8. and you
overseas wailahs at least, will
know what that means at
times. As much as we cnjoy
writing up the E.G. and read-
ing the letters you send in, we
sincerely hope there won’t be
need for many more issues—
unless for home consumption,
when we can all read the
“D.A, Gnuzette” by our own

firesides. Msy that happy
time be not too far distant for
us all. Amen!

Meanwhile, here is the Gen
for this month:—

Jack Hinds is probably our
most regular correspondent.
He writes again from the
Azores, where he seems to be
enjoying himself mightily.
Jack is now living wunder
canvas in the heart of the
country, and in his letter spe-
culates on the pleasures of a

camping holiday after the
war, saying that he is cer-
tainly having a good training
in the arts thereof just now.
He adds: “Shorts are the wear
here—with open-necked shirts.
In fact, quite the ‘on tour’ feel-
ing prevails, except that one
has'nt got certain other of the
usual attributes of holiday
touring, such, for instance, as
a good lightweight, Barts Half
Inches, and the Handbook. At
the risk of cffending our in-
veterate camping friemnds (if
any) may we gently remind
“Rotavia” that camping in the
sub-tropical Azores with all
the amenities kindly laid on
by a benevolent R.A.F.-—-and
“camping” with a lightweight
tent in  English summer
weather provided by the Lake
District—are fwo very differ-
ent projects. Still, no doubt
tha'll be prepared to find out
for thes'en lad? Good luck to
you, Jack, in all your camping,
anyway.

We are more than pleased
to hear again from one of our
oldest FExiles—George Clapton.
George has spent two months
in hospital in Egypt, but at
the time of writing he was
hoping to be out on his feet
again pretty quickly. He has
been able to contdact the Mariut
Wheelers, but although the
usual exigencies have pre-
vented him attending any runs
ag yet, George has spent
several very pleasant Sunday
evenings at their weekly club



EXILES GAZETTE.

gatherings, where members
meet to yarn and talk over
their peace-time tours and ex-
ploits. We can imagine the
nature of those yarns .. .
“Where two or three cyclists
are gathered together.... !”
All the one-time cyclists who
could attend, thoroughly en-
joyed a thrilling massed start
race staged near Alex. on July
9th. George tells ug that the
race was exceedingly tough,
every lap included two hills
and several “8” bends, ani
was for a distance of thirty-
five miles. In spite of the un-
usual conditions and strong
Egyptian field, boys from Eng-
land almost swept the prize
board. He writes very en-
thusiastiecally about this
massed start business, those
of us who remember George’s
proclivity for hills and rough
stuff in the good old days, will
have to grasp our 'hars firmer
still when George returns to
the pack again. The only
bike he has been able to
scrounge up to now is a dread-
nought, minus pump, tools, or
brakes, so his wanderings have
been rather restricted, but
when he has managed to
“acquire” a decent mount,
George intends to thoroughly
explore the surrounding
country.

George =sends his gocd
wishes to all his old pals, and
says how much he is looking
forward to being with them
again—which goes for us all,
to you, George.

Raymond Cross also sends
news of a cycling club from
India. The ¢lub was formed
apparently by an army ser-
geant, on the lines of the
well known Buckshee Wheel-
ers of Egypt. Ray has now
obtained a good bike, and has
become a member of the new

ciub. When, as Ray puts it,
“the lousy Monsoon Season is
over, and the knee deep mud
dries up,” they hope to begin
their expeditions into the sur-
rounding country. In his
billet are men from Derby,
Nottingham, Ilkeston, and
Long Eaton, so he is able to
swap yarns and tales of old
days and home districts.

We are pleased to hear of
you getting a decent bike at
last, Ray. Keep cultivating
that big smile of yours and
it won't be long hefore we
shall be reminizcing together
again “up the road” [zome-
where in good old Derbyshire.

Yet another member has
joincd the “Buclishee Wheel-
ers” in the Middle East—
young Dick Taylor, who is
now an Air Gunner. He has
been on =zeveral club runs and
seerms to be enjoying himself
quite well though he misses
his weekly “Cycling.” Never
mind lad, think of the grand
time you’ll have reading all the
baclt numbers when you come
home!

Another letter has just
come in from our original
Exile Herberlt Arnold this time
from Italv. After Herbert's
long spell amidst the sandy
wastes of the Middle East he
has found the Italian skies and
countryside a profound
change—and not all that he
was led to expect—excepting
the Senorinors! Herbert in-
fers that Italy is quite attrae-
tive viewed in the distance, but
on closer acquaintance it
smells rather badly, and the
dirt is too noticeable. He's
had a week’s leave recently,
but quickly found that he
couldn’t go far, as it was im-
possible to get a meal away
from the Army. Jerry had
thoroughly cleaned up the
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country on his trek to the
North. What he couldn't
carry away he had destroyed.
He goes on to say: “At pre-
pent we are in some marvel-
lous country, blue mountains
towering up into the sky with
wooded valleys stretching far
below. One would hardly
think there was a war on ex-
cept that every now and again
a shell screams overhead to
make yet another hole in the
Italian countryside.” He says
there are a few good bikes
about, but he is not much in-
terested in them as he has n-
time for pleasure! Herber
ends cheerfully with a hopc
that he will be home again
shortly, and sends his regards
to the old D.A.

We have yet another mem-
ber moved to Italy—Davlid
Cross, also late M.ELF, After
stagnating so long in one place
David feels he really is on the
way home now—rvia Italy. He
also writes very appreciatively
of the wonderful scenery, say-
ing it explains why Italy has
produced so many famous
artists. He continues: “The
roads are truly atrocious, and
put even rough-stuffing
Blighty in the shade! Valu-
ing my spine I haven't done
any cycling yet”” On his
travels David has seen Taran-
to, Bari, and Naples, the latter
being quite nice, but he con-
fesses he personally was rather

disappointed in it. In his
opinion the surrounding
country flatters it, with

Vesuviug in the background;
when he saw it the pot wasn’t
bolling. David promises that
he will have plenty of snaps to
show and tales to spin when
he returns. The whole of
David’s letter is most interest-
ing but lack of space prevents
us quoting as much of it as

we would like. Sorry, David.
As always, David wishes the
Club every success, and the
membership plenty of good
cycling.

In our last Gazette we wrote
that we thought none of our
members were fighting in
France, but we have since had
a letter from Eric Atkin tell-
ing us he is now across the
Channel. Eric is not par-
ticularly thrilled with the parts
of France he has seen as yet.
He writes very forcibly that
“it stinks,” and writes long-
ingly of the fresh open air of
Derbyshire and of the joys of
a housebozt on the Trent. Eric
remarks rather wryly that he
is spending on an average
about 10 francs a week, and
there is just nothing to spend
money on, and that the cash
he is saving will help to keep
him when this job is finished!
He ends on a more cheerful
note by saying, “Still, with
all the good news pouring in
maybe we shall be home next
year, I hope so, as I've had
enough wandering, and long
for the Sunday ruhs which
now seem so far away.” Keep
smiling, BEric, me lad, we shall
all be home sgoon (we hope)
and we'll all enfoy our grouses
together .while you spend your
money on the dinner.

Harry Forman =ends us a
further line, this time from an
address in Yorkshire. He is
lucky in having a broadminded
C.0. who permits his personnel
to wear civvy clothes for ‘“re-
creational” cycling. Naturally,
Harry is taking full advantage
of this. He is situated about
25 .miles north of York, and
about the same distance from
Thirsk on the Scarborough
road—a good centre for ex-
ploring the North Riding. We
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wish you good riding, Harry.

We are glad to receive the
first letter direct from Frank
Potter. We  gather that
Frank is proceeding quite
normally with his Service
career in spite of his initial
difficulty in getting in. His
present address is R.AF. Sta-
tion, Longparish, Andover.
You will be interested to know
Frank, that the male staff of
the editorial staff know Long-
parish paricularly well, as we
moved in on Military Police
duties on the day the place
opened way back in Novem-
ber, 1942, Nature really was
raw in those first few weeks,
but after we were organised
we spent some most enjoyable
hours up in the backwoods.
The station is probably quite
“super” by now? Let us
know how you get on, Frank,
and thanks for your good
wishes for the Club. The old
D.A. is still progressing
favourably.

Mat Martin, of Long HEaton,
and Jack Jay, of Duffield (?),
both D.A. members, though
some of you older Exiles may
not know them, have recently
been on leave. Mat is now in
the overseas contingent of the
N.F.8. and expects to be
drafted to France very soon.
Perhaps you will let us know
how wou get on Mat? Jack
Jay is now almost a fully-
fledged Air Navigator. He
has completed his training in
Canada and has now returned
to England before going on
Ops. He liked Canada well
enough but. is glad to be bac’t
in T¥ingland, as he sayg, their

cooking is terrible (he didn't
use that word!) and the drinks
far too expensve. He has

some amusing yarns—of
“Zombies,"” which is the name

of some drink reputed to be
pretty powerful, of riots in the
streets of Montreal, and of
Zootsuiters—a mixed collec-
tion!

Jack Wain, who i1s in the
Royal Corps of Signals, has
also had a week's leave, the
first since he was called up—
in January this year. He spent
the Sunday with his old pals
of “B” runs section, We send
you ‘cur best wishes, Jack,
hoping that your next leave
will eome round more quickly.

And that is all from Home
and Overgeas this time, folks.
Thank you one and ail.

We would like to write n
page or two about the present
activities of the boys and giris
carrying on the old D.A. 2t
home, bhut unfortunately tim:
and space (and the Orderly
Room Sergeant) won’t permit,
but everyone can rest assured
that when they return again
to Civvy Street they will rnd
Derby D.A. as strong and
virile as ever. We are speak-
ing without the book and are
open to correction by “The Old
Guard,” but doesn't the D.A.
come of age next year? 1f so,
how grand it would be if we
were all at home and w2 held
the Reunion Dinner, Annual
Dinner, and Coming of Age
Party, all in one big Jam-
boree ?—a thought with which
to warm oneself on the ‘stag’
just before the dawn. We'll
leave it at that, shall we?

Cheerio! G. S. F.



