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Two Worlds – Legacy 

Welcome to Legacy, the third and final exhibition in the Two Worlds trilogy. It 
completes the Two Worlds Project through a moving and thought-provoking 
exhibition of mementoes and artefacts, loaned by people throughout the South 

East. They all relate to conflicts over the last century and individuals who have been affected 
by war. Coinciding with the centenary of the start of the First World War, I hope these 
individual stories resonate with you.

The Two Worlds Project – developed by the Town & Country Foundation, the charitable 
arm of the Town & Country Housing Group – was created to honour and support those 
who have served their country in the Forces and are now returning to civvy street. The 
project’s aim has always been to raise awareness of the issues faced by ex-Service men and 
women once they have left the Forces for civvy street. Since the first exhibition in January 
2013, the project has been very successful in this aim. 

We are extremely proud to have been a part of the achievements the project has 
accomplished, all of which are summarised at the end of this booklet.

Finally a thank you to all involved especially our West Kent Veterans.

Jackie Sumner
Head of Community Investment 
Town & Country Foundation 

“Help is out there, but you just 
have to look hard to f ind it.” 
Photograph from an art work by 
Darryl Oung and Jason Whybrow
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Kevin Alderton, the 
Lead Veteran of the 
Two Worlds Project, 
shares his thoughts 
on what has been 
achieved.

It’s nearly two years since this project’s official launch 
and I am so proud of what’s been achieved. From a 
personal viewpoint, we have seen a fantastic amount 

of progress both in terms of creating a lot of awareness 
within the community about the issues veterans face, but 
also being able to offer practical help. 

The exhibitions to date – and this new one, Legacy – have 
really helped to open the eyes of lots of people as to 
the sometimes painful path back in to civvy street some 
veterans face. And by engaging with, and telling the stories 
of, veterans from conflicts recent and stretching back into 
the history of the 20th Century, we’ve all grown to learn 
that painful transition is not a new phenomenon.

There has been tremendous enthusiasm from everyone 
who has seen the exhibitions, and even from those who 
have just heard about them. We always knew the stories 
given by our veterans were extremely powerful and 
moving, but we never anticipated just how much they 
would catch the imagination of those who have read 
them. It never ceases to amaze me how true resilience 
and determination shines through in ex-Service personnel 
– qualities that in today’s society appear to be rare. 

I am delighted to report that the project has succeeded 
on a practical front too. The Veterans’ Drop In service in 
Tonbridge has been a great success in engaging with local 
veterans. I have been busy networking the project to a 
number of different agencies and this has helped maintain 
the project’s momentum. In addition our website  
www.fromservicetocivvystreet.org.uk has an up-to-date 
resources page and offers real help and support.

And the critical thing for me is that the Two Worlds 
Project doesn’t just end now. It has a real legacy, and I am 
proud to be part of it.

Kevin Alderton

The first exhibition, Two Worlds, 
launched in January 2013 at 
the Trinity Theatre Gallery, 
Tunbridge Wells. 

Through Pat Pope’s stunning 
photographic portraits, and the 
accompanying personal stories 
of ex-Service men and women 
written by Felicity Hasse, the 
exhibition explored some of  
the real life challenges faced  
by veterans – with housing, 
work, health and relationships – 
as they journey from military to 
civilian life. 

Their experiences are varied, 
and their stories fascinating and 
moving. They detail personal 
courage in the face of adversity, 
and they tell of sometimes 
shattered lives slowly being 
rebuilt with the assistance of 
their families and charities.

Here we present some of the 
stories featured.

Two Worlds –  
The Beginning

“

”
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I joined the Royal Engineers at 16 and experienced 
discipline for the first time after a difficult upbringing. 
You were judged and respected on how good you 

were, not your colour or background. Now I could get on 
through knowledge and discipline. I was promoted quickly. 
The Army became my life.

I spent six months in the Falklands after the war there 
and saw terrible things. From there I returned to base 
in Germany and my wife and I started our family. Even 
in Germany I saw awful accidents and, as a medic, had 
to deal with traumatic incidents. But you’re trained to 
see and do all this stuff and mentally you have to go into 
a zone and get on with it. The anger and emotion only 
comes later.

The Army was my life, a brotherhood. So, when I was 
about to be promoted to become one of the youngest 
sergeants in the Royal Engineers at 27, my CO couldn’t 
understand why I turned it down and resigned. As a Royal 
Engineer you are moved around every three years and I 
didn’t want that for my kids. I knew I had to leave.

“
Darryl’s story…

I joined the police – the obvious choice as it was closest 
to what I had done. I changed from one uniform to 
another and loved every minute of it. I progressed quickly 
to where I’d been aiming for – the Tactical Firearms Unit 
(TFU). Then suddenly life began to unravel. I suffered a 
spinal injury and was eventually let go by the police.

I went through very bad times and lost my home and 
my marriage. I couldn’t see what others could – that I’d 
lost the plot. I felt worthless and was on a road to self-
destruction. The turning point came when I realised that 
my sons could see what was happening, and what I was 
doing was affecting them. I’d always wanted them to be 
proud of their Dad. They needed to see me turn it around.

I was diagnosed with Post Traumatic Stress Disorder and 
Bipolar Disorder. I received psychiatric treatment for almost 
seven years, but it was the group psychotherapy that 
helped me start to recover. I came to understand that what 
matters isn’t what you can’t do, but what you can do. 

I found the job I have now, working for a charity that 
mentors and helps young people develop practical skills. My 
job saved my life because I’m helping people. And because 
I work alongside other veterans who’ve had their own 
difficulties leaving the Forces, I know that I can help them. 

The transition from military to civilian life is tough for many 
soldiers. No-one should decide to leave on a whim. And 
when they do leave, they should ensure they come out to 
something they’re going to love. Above all, leave the past 
behind – respect it, but focus on the future.

Darryl Oung
Corporal. 24393000 
Corps of Royal Engineers

The Army was my life, a 
brotherhood.“ ”

”
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I got kicked out of school because I wasn’t bothered 
about education – I’d always wanted to join the Army. 
I joined the Coldstream Guards at 15½. I loved it so 

much that I signed up for a full 22 year stretch. It was 
going to be my career and my life.

On 4 October 2009 I was deployed to Afghanistan. I 
was blown up four days later. My best mate died instantly 
beside me. I escaped with massive brain injuries and 
shrapnel wounds but, thankfully, with my limbs intact. 
For a month I was on a life-support machine, and for 
another three weeks I was in intensive care. When I 
regained consciousness I had forgotten everything. I didn’t 
recognise my own mother. Altogether I spent two months 
in Selly Oak Hospital and another year at Headley Court 
being treated for my injuries.

My memory slowly started to return, but even now whole 
bits of my life are still missing. It’s three years since it 
happened, but I’m still receiving treatment.

I wanted to return to the Army and went back for a 
trial period. By week two I was finished, I couldn’t do it 
anymore. I was exhausted, forgot things and places, and 
just couldn’t cope. So what was left for me now?

I volunteered at the school I’d been kicked out of, 
mentoring kids who were disengaged like I had been. 
They identified with me and respected me, and some of 
them saw me as their hero. I volunteered at Headway, 
helping people through the recovery process that I’d 
been going through. But I couldn’t get a job. All I had 
on my CV was Army. I couldn’t do that anymore, so 
what could I do? I wanted to kill myself. I made so many 
attempts, so many times.

I was tormented by the blast. Why had my mate died and 
not me? He had a fiancée, a baby – why him? Over time I 
realised that killing myself would be a selfish act. Eventually 

I realised that life’s full of ‘what ifs’ and you just have to 
accept them and move on. 

My biggest help through all of this has been my fantastic 
girlfriend along with my parents and brother. As a couple 
we’ve come through it, and we’re getting married soon 
and plan to start a family. Now I really do have something 
to live for.

I’ve had the opportunity to make a difference to quite a 
few people’s lives now, and that wouldn’t have happened 
without the injury. I’m a different person now – I want to 
make a difference. That’s why I’ve been to Macedonia to 
work with war-damaged kids, and I’ve trekked to Everest 
base camp for Help for Heroes. 

I never had the chance to leave the Army in the normal 
way. Returning to civvy street would have been a lot 
harder without charities like Help for Heroes and the 
support of my family and loved ones.

Jason Whybrow
Guardsman. 30011355 
Coldstream Guards

Jason’s story…

“

Out of the Army, I couldn’t 
get a job. All I had on my CV 
was Army, nothing else.
“

”

”
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Initially I trained as a chef in the Royal Air Force. 
Women didn’t fire weapons until 1984, so most of 
my roles were support rather than combat. My last 

detachment was as part of a team preparing individuals 
for Afghanistan including weapons training, making them 
aware of the dangers of suicide bombs, and teaching them 
about booby-trapped bodies.

I loved the life. I’d become one of the first women Flight 
Sergeants in my trade, and I had a great time living in the 
Sergeants’ mess. I’d signed on to 55, so when I came out 
in 2006 at 46, it wasn’t the exit I’d planned. But I was 
finding the physical side of it harder and I’d had enough of 
living in tents. I felt ready to go.

I was eligible for full pension and a generous resettlement 
package, but I just took 28 days resettlement leave so 
that I could come home and work on the house that 
I’d bought several years earlier. My Dad always guided 
me financially. So when my sister had wanted to sell her 
house, my parents and I bought it and rented it out until I 
needed it to live in. With my resettlement package I paid 
off the mortgage and bought out my parents.

But I didn’t have a clue what I’d do next work-wise. By 
chance, I found a job as a Welfare Officer for an ex-Service 
charity and I loved it. It made the transition to civilian work 
a lot easier for me, helping ex-Service people. I could 
relate to them and we spoke the same language. 

The valuable advice and support I got was from my family. 
Dad encouraged me to plan for the future. The RAF 
never concerned itself with my accommodation options. 
The only help was for married people with children, so for 
a single person they weren’t interested.

There was no help with understanding the practicalities 
of civilian life. I didn’t know you need a TV licence, how to 
get on the electoral roll and sign up with utility suppliers. 
After free, immediate medical treatment it was a shock to 

have to pay for a dentist or a sight test, and wait to see a 
doctor.

I was lucky to have money put aside and some security. 
But for those with less than 22 years’ service, especially 
if single, it can be a nightmare finding a deposit for 
a flat, plus rent, food and bills. And unless they get 
compensation, those with injuries get nothing either. 
Service years don’t count as time on housing waiting lists, 
and even if you want to rent privately, how do you find 
anywhere if you’re discharged in a different area to where 
you want to live?

I’m so thankful I had my Dad to make me keep the future 
in mind and put plans in place early on. The best advice is 
to plan for the future.

Sharon Pout
Flight Sergeant. J8062513 
Royal Air Force 

Sharon’s story…

“

There was no help with 
understanding the practicalities 
of civilian life. I didn’t know you 
need a TV licence, how to get 
on the electoral roll and sign up 
with utility suppliers.

“

”

”
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I’d broken my back. I was flown back to the UK, and told I 
may never walk again. I endured an operation on my spine 
and weeks and weeks of intensive physiotherapy and 
rehabilitation at Headley Court before being sent home. 
I’m still in constant pain, so much of the time I’m spaced 
out on Morphine or Tramadol.

I was medically discharged because the RAF thought 
nothing more could be done for my injuries. I could have 
re-trained for a desk job or stores work, but that didn’t 
appeal, so a medical discharge seemed the better option.

Headley Court is the key to the way things have turned 
out since. As well as the medical treatment, they’ve got 
access to all the professionals and charities that can step 
in with extra support. Six weeks before I was discharged, 
Band of Brothers (part of Help for Heroes) came up with 
an opportunity to work part-time as a mentor to young 
people with West Kent YMCA, so I could go straight into 
a new job without having to face looking for jobs properly. 
But it’s only a short-term contract and not that well paid, 
so I’m only able to do it because my RAF pension helps.

I received compensation, and I’m suing the MOD, as I 
wouldn’t have been injured if there’d been a seat for me. 
I’m also expecting an insurance pay-out for disability, but 
it’s a slow process. So I’ve been dealing with all that stress 
on top of coping with my injury.

Financially I’m not panicking yet. My long-term ambition 
now is to be an airline pilot, so I aim to save the money 
I need for the training course and that will almost 
guarantee me a secure job.

I was on sick leave from the RAF for almost two years, 
and in all that time I never had even a phone call from 
anyone in my squadron to see how I was getting on. They 
just weren’t bothered. It was Headley Court and Help for 
Heroes that have done everything. 

You understand the risk of being killed or injured in 
combat, but not to have a stupid accident. So on one 

I graduated in November 2008 as a RAF Regiment 
gunner. After joining my squadron I was deployed 
to Afghanistan in January 2010, and after a week for 

acclimatisation and handover I went to our forward 
operating base in the east of Kandahar.

Five weeks into the tour I was in the rear vehicle of a 
routine patrol and, being the last to cross a deep ditch, 
ours got bogged down in mud. I had to sit on the metal 
gun platform because a seat had been taken out and, as 
the driver put his foot down to manoeuvre out of the 
ditch, I was catapulted into the air and back down again 
with a crash. I was in agony and couldn’t feel my legs. It 
was an emergency and I was airlifted back to base by a US 
army helicopter as a ‘Category 1’ injury. 

David’s story

“

You understand the risk of 
being killed or injured in combat, 
but not to have a stupid  
accident.

“
”

hand I was quite angry about it, but I realised I was lucky 
as it could have been worse. I’ve had two adjustments 
to make, one is to my condition, the other to the civilian 
lifestyle. For those coming out of the Forces I’d say ‘Don’t 
panic’. Do as much research as you can because there 
are so many employers who prefer to take on ex-Service 
people over civilians, and so many charities that are willing 
to help. But you have to be self-motivated, resilient and 
proactively seek them out – they won’t come to you. And 
don’t be sensitive about being a ‘charity case’ – that’s what 
they’re there for.

Apart from the pain my life’s brilliant now. Without Help 
for Heroes I wouldn’t have trekked 70 miles across the 
Sahara last year, or be hoping to be selected to trek 
to Everest base camp next year. These are massive 
challenges, and once in a lifetime opportunities. And I 
know that, if he could see me now, my Dad would be so 
proud of me.

David Atkin
Senior Aircraftsman. 30044052 
Royal Air Force

”
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I’d always wanted to be a soldier and at 21, felt ready to 
grow up by joining the Parachute Regiment. 

After my training I went on to specialise in mortar fire, 
which I loved. I did one tour of Iraq and one of Afghanistan 
and was thankful to get through both unscathed.

As for army life, I absolutely loved it – it was all I’d ever 
wanted, and everything I wanted it to be. I never had 
to worry about day-to-day things like where my next 
meal was going to come from, or where I was going to 
sleep that night – everything was provided. So when 
I discovered that for medical reasons I would have no 
option but to leave, I was gutted and also quite angry.

I’d been suffering from tinnitus and was having problems 
hearing certain tones and pitches. Tests revealed that my 
hearing had been permanently damaged by the impact of 
mortar fire and was now impaired to such a point that I 
could no longer do the job I loved.

The Army suggested some ‘soft’ roles for me but, as far as I 
was concerned, if I couldn’t be a ‘real’ soldier, I didn’t have a 
future in the Army. I felt my only option was to resign. 

I didn’t know what I’d do next, other than be a soldier. My 
commanding officer referred me to a rehabilitation course 
designed to help injured Service people prepare for 
civilian life. There they did all sorts of skills and personality 
tests to assess our employability and identify possible 
new occupations. The course helped me to identify my 

Given my experience, the one thing I’d tell anybody in the 
Forces is not to lose touch with friends and family – you 
don’t realise that you’ll need them one day. If you cut yourself 
off from them in your new, exciting life you’ll have nothing to 
come home to when the Army has finished with you.

personal skills and strengths, and also helped build my 
confidence and self-esteem.

When I left the Army I was pretty angry and resentful. 
My hearing hadn’t been damaged enough to qualify for 
compensation, but it was bad enough so that I couldn’t 
do my job any more. I hadn’t been medically discharged 
as there were still jobs I could have done – it’s just that 
I didn’t want them. I realised I’d have to come to terms 
with my situation and be realistic.

I knew I was relatively lucky – I still had  my limbs, I didn’t 
have any kind of brain injury, and physically I had far fewer 
problems  than many other guys.  I was also lucky too that I 
could move in with my fiancée and start my new life with her. 

My attempts to start my own equine transport business 
didn’t work out so I helped my Dad in his business until 
he retired. Eventually I found myself facing the prospect of 
actually looking for some form of employment.

I’d never had to prepare my CV for a real job, and I didn’t 
see how any of my army experience related to civilian 
roles. But my wife helped me identify and translate 
my skills and experience to be valuable in the civilian 
workplace. Within just two weeks of sending off my CV, 
I’d had three interviews and found a job!

Okay, it’s not the job I would have chosen for myself, 
but it’s interesting, it’s with a great company, and I have 
a really good and supportive boss. I’ve just swapped my 
uniform for a suit. 

I don’t know where this job will lead, but right now  I’m 
more positive about the future. I thought the Army was 
my life, but I have a different life now and I wouldn’t have 
it any other way. I have a beautiful and supportive wife, 
we have a lovely home, and I have incredibly supportive 
parents and friends. Without them, I don’t know how I 
would have coped.

George’s story…

“

I realised I’d have to come to 
terms with my situation and be 
realistic.

“
”

George Pierce
02086435939  
2nd Battalion,  Parachute Regiment

”
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available to people over 55. I was even advised that my 
best option would be to stop working altogether and go 
on incapacity benefit instead.

Although I’d left the Army in 1989, I’d always managed to 
find work. My real problems began when the NHS wouldn’t 
operate. It was my injury that was the issue that needed to 
be dealt with – and that was refused. But by then I was in a 
right state – I couldn’t walk, couldn’t do anything much. 

I was married with young children, and the situation was 
desperate – I even made a bodged attempt at suicide. The 
British Legion found out about my situation and suggested 
I move to Kent to be taken care of by RBLI. There I would 
get a proper assessment of my needs, a house, help 
getting the correct medical treatment and a job. 

There was more prospect of getting the help I needed 
and work in the South East than in Shropshire, so I 
moved down with my wife and children. My wife found 
it hard to settle, and after just six months moved back to 
Shropshire, taking our kids with her.

Things started to turn around though. Through RBLI I got 
the operation I needed, and after recovering from surgery 
I was able to come off benefits and work again.

I had to work at two jobs to clear some large debts, but I 
managed it within six months. And through RBLI I met my 
current wife, so my life is back on track again. One leg is 
still a problem, but I’m getting the treatment I need. 

I’m lucky I’ve still got my legs although they don’t work 
that well. I’ve got an invalid car and a disabled badge, but 
to look at me you wouldn’t know. If I had my time again 
I’d choose the Army, but I’m just glad I’m not in Iraq or 
Afghanistan now where they suffer those horrendous 
casualties and PTSD. I know they get a bit more help than 
I did, but it’s still not enough and they deserve more.

I always wanted the Army as a career but I didn’t want 
to join up too young, so I became an apprentice motor 
mechanic when I left school. But I was mad on sport 

and after six months became a professional footballer at 
Shrewsbury Town FC. Three years later, when they didn’t 
need me anymore, I thought the time was right to sign up. 

At 21 I joined the Welsh Guards. I’ve been with the 
Queen’s Guards, done Trooping the Colour, been posted 
to Germany, and been on tours of Belize, Canada and 
Northern Ireland. But it was the Falklands War in 1982 
that was to have the biggest impact on my life.

I was on the Sir Galahad when it was hit by an Argentinian 
Skyhawk, killing 56 of my colleagues and injuring another 
150, including me. Both my legs were badly injured.

While I was in the Army I received the best medical 
attention and got the treatment I needed, but when I was 
discharged in 1989 due to my injuries, that all stopped. I 
was left at a gate with my identity card, a suitcase and a 
travel warrant to get me back to Shropshire and that was 
it. In those days there was no counselling and support. It 
was just ‘fend for yourself ’.

I had no choice but to go back to my parents in 
Shropshire, and I stayed for six years. I moved into bed 
and breakfast accommodation, from where the local 
authority re-housed me in a council house. I found 
it difficult to adjust to civilian life. In the Army you’re 
surrounded by mates you can rely on and everything’s 
provided for you – the camaraderie is second to none. 
But there was none of that once I was home. I just found 
myself in a void.

I found a job and I have always worked, gaining all the 
qualifications I could to better myself. But I couldn’t come 
to terms with my injuries and was in constant pain and 
this became an issue at work. I needed an operation to 
put my knees right, but couldn’t get it because it was only 

Steve’s story…

“

Steve Hammond
Guardsman. 24509920 
1st Battalion, Welsh Guards

I just found myself in a void.“ ” ”
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T ransitions – the second exhibition in 
the Two Worlds trilogy, launched in 
January 2014 at the Trinity Theatre 

Gallery in Tunbridge Wells. Working with 
groups of veterans from across the South 
East – including those from Stoll, West 
Kent Veterans and Blind Veterans UK in 
Brighton – the exhibition explored the idea 
of the two very different worlds of military 
service and civvy street that they have had 
to journey between. 

disappointment expressed, but also hope, 
humour and memories of good times from 
veterans of the major conflicts of recent 
history. The regiment of doors highlighted 
an element of each ex-Service man or 
woman’s journey. The installations allowed 
the visitor to pass through the doors of the 
experiences expressed in words and images 
by the veterans themselves.”
The images on the following pages capture 
some of the thought-provoking art that was 
produced.

Jane Churchill, Lead Artist on the project 
explains: 
“Working with the veterans on this 
project was a stimulating experience for 
all concerned. The passion they put in 
to their art work came across incredibly 
strongly in the exhibition and I am proud 
to have been involved in its creation. The 
art created allowed the audience to gain 
an insight into some of the contributors’ 
life stories and experiences. These stories 
span the emotions – there’s some pain and 

Transitions
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This work has been created by veterans, drawn 
from the original core members of the first Two 
Worlds Exhibition. They worked together with 
Jane over seven weeks to create this hugely 
ambitious installation piece.

It represents the many challenges and hardships 
faced upon entering, but also leaving, military 
service. For some in the Forces they will exit 
willingly through the door as they choose to leave 
the Services. For others they are forced to leave 
through redundancy, injury or ill health.

The West Kent Veterans created this piece to 
raise awareness of the Transition journey veterans 
experience on their return to civvy street. 

Art work by  
West Kent Veterans
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Art work by 
Stoll Veterans
Stoll has been housing and supporting veterans 
since its foundation in 1916. It is one of the UK’s 
leading charities in providing the holistic support 
needed to integrate some of our most vulnerable 
veterans fully back into civilian life. It offers 
rehabilitative support to vulnerable and disabled 
ex-Service men and women – acknowledging the 
sacrifices they have made for our country.

The images on this page were created by Stoll 
Veterans working with Jane Churchill. Some 
harrowing and thought-provoking images of  
war resulted, produced with amazing skill  
and imagination.
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Blind Veterans UK (formerly St Dunstan’s) was set 
up in 1915 to help many of the blind veterans from 
the First World War return to a fulfilling life. Today 
the centre still offers support and care for veterans 
who have visual impairment or blindness.

Jane visited Blind Veterans on several occasions 
to talk to them about their experiences of being 
in service and of returning to civvy street. She 
discovered a thriving arts and craft department 
where visually impaired artists were creating art in 
an amazing range of media: everything from mosaic 
tables to large acrylic paintings, sculptures to card 
making. This wonderful art was produced with 
the good humour, determination and positivity so 
often experienced amongst ex-Service personnel.

The images on this and the following pages 
represent just some of the wonderful pieces of art 
produced by these talented, inspiring people.

Art work by Blind Veterans UK Brighton
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Legacy

To coincide with the centenary of the 
start of the First World War, this 
exhibition – Legacy – commemorates 

and explores conflicts of the last hundred 
years through the personal memories and 
military objects of those who have served 
or those closest to them.

Lead Artist Jane Churchill explains: “Over 
100 people across Kent and Sussex have 
taken part to create Legacy and as it is our 
final exhibition in the trilogy, it widens out 
the field of experience to include not just 
those who have served, but their families or 
those who knew them or were affected by 
the impact that conflict had on them.
“During this project it has been a real 
privilege to talk to so many people about 
their experiences through military objects 

that have meaning to them. People have  
shared their stories of how their object 
holds within it a specific moment in their 
military life, how it sums up their whole time 
in service, or is a treasured remembrance of 
someone close to them who served.
“It seems that some echo of a person is 
handed down through the generations via 
these objects. Facts about them are lost or 
only half-remembered, but the object itself 
remains, containing traces of them imprinted 
upon it.
“It has been a very fascinating and moving 
project bringing together what is a real 
community collection. To all those who 
have taken part – turning out attics, albums, 
suitcases, boxes, and even cafés, to find an 
amazing array of memorabilia – we would like 
to thank you.
“As an artist and curator, I have focused 
on those objects that tell the story about 
the bravery, camaraderie, commitment, 
hardships, and dedication of the men and 
women who have served their country. It 
is their unique individual moments that add 
together into a much wider story.
“The following pages show just a few of their 
stories, exploring the traces of people and 
their experiences of conflict and service from 
the First World War to the present day.”
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– ‘desert chicken’ as we named it – and hard biscuits that 
were mixed with water to make what we called porridge.”

Eric laughs at some of the questions people ask him of 
his experience. “They don’t have a clue what we went 
through. One woman asked me if we had Portaloos! The 
toilets were made from the trenches dug by the Guards. 
The Guards were big strong blokes and they’d dig deep 
trenches. We’d sling tree trunks across these and then 
would sit there to do our ‘business’ like a couple of 
pigeons, using newspaper as loo roll.

“Your mess tin was used for nearly everything – we’d 
shave from it, wash and eat from it. If you wanted a smoke 
you’d do it under the shelter of a gas cape to protect 
yourself from snipers although the Yanks seemed to light 
up regardless of the danger. I had my 21st birthday in Italy 
where I was treated to a glass of neat gin by the sergeant. 
Went straight to my head and I haven’t touched gin since!

“One night on patrol it was raining heavily and we’d taken 
shelter at one end of a big barn. After half an hour we 
heard a noise at the other end and went to investigate. 
Half a dozen Germans came out of a haystack, wearing 
only their underpants, hands raised in surrender, yelling 
‘Don’t shoot, Comrade!’ We called the Military Police and 
they were captured.”

Eric fought all the way up through Italy and after VE day 
ended up in a demob camp in Austria. He was eventually 
discharged, given his back pay, a Burton’s suit and a trilby.

What saddens him is the lack of interest shown by some, 
of the sacrifices made. He tells how on a recent Armistice 
Day he was the only man to stand up to observe the two 
minute silence. Others around him sat and rustled their 
newspapers. It is a testament to his wonderful spirit that, 
having experienced such horror at a very early age and 
having recently lost his beloved wife of 59 years, he has a 
cheerful disposition and a love of life.

Eric is 90 years of age and a veteran of both the 
Desert Rats campaign and the second front in Italy. 
Eric is not his real name as he’s requested anonymity  

– he still has flashbacks and nightmares to do with his 
experiences and both he and his family felt that too much 
close involvement in the project would not be beneficial. 
Eric’s objects – his military beret, medals, Certificate of 
Honour from the City of Anzio, and The Daily Mirror 
given to him while in the desert – are still incredibly 
important to him 70 years after the war. 

This is his story:
“I received my call-up papers in 1940 at the age of 19 and 
reported to a recruiting office in Hither Green, South 
East London. I asked to join the Royal Air Force. The 
sergeant looked at me and said, ‘The Air Force? You’re 
in the bloody army now!’ and that was the start of my 
military career.

“I was sent to Ireland for training and then joined 
Montgomery in North Africa where I saw action in 
Tobruk and El Alamein against Rommel’s forces. The 
fighting in the desert was pretty tough. I was then 
involved in the invasion of Italy through Sicily and ended 
up at the Battle of Monte Cassino. I lost many good 
friends there. I dug graves for them. Terrible things 
happen in war. I remember Polish troops caught in friendly 
fire from the American planes – we heard them go over 
then the explosions not far from us.”

There is much humour in Eric’s story. “As I was about 
to disembark on to the Italian coast, I was advised by 
one of the sailors to dump the radio equipment I was 
supposed to carry, as it would have dragged me down 
in the sea. The sergeant first of all was pretty angry 
with me but then understood my reasoning. We’d also 
‘misappropriate’ American supplies – packets of Camel 
cigarettes and cookies which we shared out between 
mates. The American supplies were much better than 
what we got. We used to just about live off corned beef 

Eric Porter
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there is a chance that something could go wrong. It never 
did… but it could. It’s not natural, is it, to be jumping out 
of a perfectly serviceable plane?
“It was hot when we jumped into Kenya. It was at about 
midday, and it was like jumping into an oven. I remember 
just looking up and it was actually like photos from the 
War, the sky was just full of parachutes, dotting the sky. 
And yes it is frightening. You go from the inside of a Herc, 
all full of shouting blokes and engine noise and then you 
jump out and it just goes quiet. Deadly silent. You can 
hear men shouting ‘steer away’ to each other so you don’t 
descend over their parachute, creating air turbulence and 
causing it to collapse.
“I guess I did find it hard transitioning out of the Forces. 
Big time. You gotta think. When you do your training they 
make you think you are superhuman, and that you’re a bit 
special as it is. Then you are very fit. Not everyone is ever 
that fit, or gets to do rock climbing exercises up the Rocky 
Mountains, or a tour of Ireland, and all by the time you 
are 21. Then you come out and all you’ve got is plastering. 
And nothing feels as exciting, nothing can capture that. 
For me, it’s not even the camaraderie, it’s the excitement 
of it all. I mean I’ve got a few really good mates but they 
are definitely the ones I went through training with. But 
with those it’s a 100% bond. 
“So I did my time and I got out. And I was in the building 
game for a while but I’ve always had a fascination with old 

Simon Kidd is owner of the Spitfire Café in Hythe, 
near Folkestone, a café full of military objects and 
the stories attached to them. When Jane visited 

him it became clear that his café is more than just his 
collection. It is as if the memories of a whole community 
are gathered here.

Simon: “I suppose I was first attracted to the military 
because my Granddad , Gordon Kidd, was in the Royal 
Marines band for 22 years playing the trumpet. When the 
Second World War started, he was put on HMS Hermes 
as a stretcher bearer, but as he was a keen photographer 
he ended up becoming the fleet photographer, which 
is why we have so many plates and photos of that time. 
The Hermes was later sunk by the Japanese and my 
grandfather survived.

Simon Kidd
”I was in the military myself for four years during the 90s. 
I joined the Parachute Regiment in 1990, did my wings’ 
course at Brize Norton. You do about seven jumps, the 
majority of them out of a balloon and then three or four 
out of the Hercules. I joined 3 Para Company in 1991. 
We then went on a tour of east Tyrone for three months, 
which was an experience I can tell you. I was only 18. 

“When we got back from Ireland I was dropped into 
Kenya in 1992. I have a picture of me in a C-130 Hercules 
just before we were dropped. We went to Cyprus first 
and then were dropped into Kenya on a massive training 
exercise. This was a whole division drop, the biggest drop 
since the Second World War. A good 800 to 1,000 men 
all dropping at once. 

“I suppose the mood 
was a bit scary really. 
I don’t know many 
men that actually 
liked it to be honest, 
because when you 
parachute with the 
Army, it’s not like a 
freefall scenario. It’s 
static line. You’ve got 
the inside of a Herc, 
it’s full of blokes, just 
lined up doing what 
blokes do, being 
sick, blowing off. 
It’s not a very nice 
environment. And it 
is scary. I think most 
of the blokes would 
have thought like I 
did, because every 
time you jumped 
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stuff. I’ve always had it, since I was a kid, an attachment to old 
things in some way. I don’t know what it is. It’s like nostalgia.

“I always knew that one day I’d have a café with old things 
in it. I didn’t know it was going to turn into the Spitfire 
Café but I always thought I’d do this one day. I love that 
era, the Forties and Fifties, it doesn’t even have to be 
military but if its old I like it. 

“I set up the café and objects started to arrive. The radios 
came first. One guy I looked after when I was a support 
worker had this radio. So I bought it from him. He said 
his Dad listened to Churchill’s speeches through this old 
radio. I’ve had the café for two and a half years, and over 
that time people have just kept on bringing stuff in for 
me. Almost everything in here has been brought in. I 
wanted to create the feel so I did buy some bits to start it 
off like these pictures of warships and I knew they would 
look good in here. I’ve got all my my Granddad’s bits and 
pieces too. But mostly people have brought things in. 

“The baby gas mask was given to me by an old guy, and 
he said during the Second World War, hundred per cent 
truth, his Mum had put him in it just once during the Blitz 
when she though there might be a gas attack. 

And a lady brought me this Land Girls’ gas mask too. 
Things just arrived. Customers just bring things in. People 
get old, they want to hand on these items. They are 
coming to the end of their lives, they don’t want their 
precious items to be thrown away. They want them to be 
seen. They know I’ve got a real enthusiasm for it, so they 
just give them to me to look after. And so the collection 
has built up into the Spitfire Café. And I have promised 
them if I didn’t have the café, I’ll always keep them safely.”

Celia tells the story of her father-in-law: “Frederick 
Edwin Towner served in India in the First World War 
and also served in the Second World War. He was a 
Private in the Machine Gun Corps. I first met him when I 
was courting his son John.”

“I met my John at the Assembly Halls,” she continues. 
“We used to go dancing there in the late Forties. He 
actually had a young lady sitting on his lap when I first 
saw him. Despite that, love blossomed between us.” 

They were married in October 1951 in Tunbridge Wells 
and lived at Cumberland Walk. Frederick had lived at 
the top of Sherwood. 

“He was a darling he was.” Celia recalls, “He worked as 
a packer at Weakes stores, which is Hooper’s now. That 
was a big family store and he worked there for many, 
many years. He taught me how to pack things. He was 
always pleased to see me.”

Like many who served in the Wars Frederick didn’t talk 
about his experiences.

“That was the sad part about 
it,” Celia continues. “ He 
never talked about the War. 
We have these photos of 
him in the First World War 
in France… it says 1918 on 
the back… but we don’t 
know what he experienced. 
You find that, they didn’t talk 
about it. But I picture him 
with a nice smile on his face, 
he was a lovely chap. A lovely 
Granddad to my two boys, 
Alan and Andrew.”

Celia Towner
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Jason Whybrow, whose story from the original Two 
Worlds exhibition is featured earlier, has kindly lent us 
two exhibits. Here’s his story:

“I was a sniper in the Coldstream Guards, and served in 
Afghanistan. The Coldstreams really are ‘Second to None’ 
or ‘Nulli Secundus’ as our motto says. This mug was made 
out in Afghanistan, all the lads make them. When you 
take out a mortar shell it has two plastic carry handles, 
one either end. They have a thread in them as the shell is 
screwed in, so when you use the shell you unscrew it and 
you are left with the two plastic ends. If you cut off the 
threaded bit and sand it down, and lashed some para cord 
round the handle, you’ve got yourself a mug! 

“My nickname was Turkish. I’m not Turkish but it was just 
my name from day one. Everyone has a nickname… you 
even end up introducing yourself by it. All the lads made 
these mugs and stuck their names on the side with sniper 
tape. You’d have ten mugs like this in the FOB (Forward 
Operating Base) all lined up for a brew. 

“The second object on display comes from when I was 
a reconnaissance sniper attached to 1 Company, 1st 
Batallion, Coldstream Guards. This is our company coin. 
You get given it when you sign on. I joined when I was 15 
at Catterick. Engraved on it is the British Army Code of 
Conduct: commitment, respect, loyalty, integrity, discipline 
and courage. And I lived by those values all the time I was 
serving and I try to live by them now. I really believe in 
them. To be honest, I didn’t before I joined up. 

“I can’t express how much this coin means to me. It’s 
irreplaceable. Everything is summed up for me in that 
object. The experience, my time in the Army, and 
everything that means to me. It’s just irreplaceable.”

Jason Whybrow

Darryl’s contribution to the Legacy exhibition is 
explained here in his own words.
“I met my friend Sapper PK Gandhi, known as 

‘Goosey’ to his mates, on a training course in Chatham. 
I was learning bricklaying, he was doing carpentry. We’d 
served together for about three years, after which 
he joined the 59 Commando Squadron of the Royal 
Engineers. We were great mates and he’d join me at 
home for my wife’s cooking – he loved her chilli dishes. 
He heard about the Falklands and said he was leaving the 
course to join his comrades. 
“I was informed he had been killed after they’d landed 
by a missile from a Pucará aircraft. The mate he was with 
survived, but he didn’t. He was buried temporarily on the 
Falklands before his body was repatriated to India where 
he was cremated on the Ganges. He was the only Asian 
Hindu to be killed in that conflict. It was a terrible shock 
to me and to my wife that he had died.
“I went to the Falklands about a year later and we were 
building Harrier jump Jet fuel pods. The airport had been 
blown up – massive bombs had been dropped that made 
craters as deep as three double decker buses to stop 

planes landing.
“So when I was there I saw a 
wrecked Pucará, and I took 
this plate from it in memory of 
Goosey and the destruction 
these planes had caused to him 
and others. It’s been in an old 
ammo box since I returned from 
the Falklands  – it means so much 
to me being connected to the 
loss of such a great mate.
To this day, I avoid anything 
French made – they’d supplied 
the Exocets that caused such 
carnage and killed my mate.”

Darryl Oung



21

Tom Tugendhat served in the Intelligence Corps 
from 2003 to 2013, including on operations in 
Iraq and Afghanistan. His uniform is displayed 

here beside that of his Uncle Albert, who served 
in Intelligence in the Second World War. Both have 
fascinating stories.
Albert was a Jewish émigré who fled Vienna for London 
with his wife Crystal in 1939. Tom continues the story, 
“When war was declared, he was interned as an enemy 
alien. It took someone in the British government about 
six months to realise that being Jewish, he wasn’t likely 
to be very pro-Nazi and that his fluency in German 
made him invaluable to the Army. So, he joined the 
General Service Corp in 1941, part of which later 
became the Intelligence Corp.
“He became part of the team that listened in to 
conversations between senior German prisoners of war. 
It was through this activity that the British first became 
aware of some of the horrors of the Nazi regime, 
including the concentration camps and the Katyn massacre 
of some 40,000 Polish officers, rounded up by the Nazis 
and then handed over to Stalin’s troops for execution. 
Albert’s knowledge of colloquial German meant that he 
could translate and interpret POW gossip.”
One can only imagine how Albert must have felt, 
hearing about Belsen, Auschwitz, Treblinka et alia and 
knowing that the family and friends he had left behind 
were being exterminated in such places. Today there are 
no Tugendhats left in Central Europe. Those that didn’t 
make it to the UK or elsewhere were murdered by the 
Nazis. Tom says that the protection Britain offers those 
in need is one of the reasons he joined the Army:
“This country has a history of doing the right thing and 
protecting those in need but to do so it needs soldiers, 
sailors and airmen and women. That’s why I joined.”
Albert served his new country well and on being 
demobbed in 1946 lived in London, set up a successful 

He continues, “The Army is a truly democratic 
organisation. Everyone is ‘in it together’. IEDs and bullets 
don’t discriminate on grounds of class or race. If you 
don’t work as a team you fail – that’s something that will 
stay with me.”
“I’m very proud of Uncle Albert and how he served his 
adopted country. I am also proud of how Great Britain 
welcomed him as a refugee, protected him from the 
horrors of the Nazis and helped him have a successful 
and happy life. I’m so proud he took none of this for 
granted and did his part.”

textile business (his pre-war career) with his beloved 
Crystal. Tom remembers his uncle and aunt fondly. 
“They were incredibly warm people and we’d visit them 
for lunch and trips out. Albert, like a lot of men of that 
generation, always wore very smart hats. I remember a 
trip to Whipsnade Zoo when his hat blew off in to the 
lions’ den and of course the lions started playing with it. 
Aunt Crystal went on for hours afterwards about how 
she’d only just replaced the ribbon on it!”
Tom started his career as a journalist in Beirut. On 
returning home, he joined the Army Reserve and saw 
combat in Iraq and Afghanistan. “I joined the Intelligence 
Corp without actually knowing that Uncle Albert had 
been a member too. None of my family did, he never 
said a word. But recently a programme was made about 
his unit and there was a photograph of him. I was so 
pleased to find out I was following in the family tradition 
without knowing it.
“The Intelligence Corp was only established permanently 
after the Second World War because that sort of 
activity was always seen as somewhat ‘ungentlemanly’. 
The green stripe above the Sergeant’s rank on Uncle 
Albert’s uniform is the same as the lanyard on mine – 
the cypress green of the Intelligence Corp.”
Tom is the Conservative Parliamentary candidate for 
Tonbridge and Malling and his Army career has very 
much forged his political beliefs. When asked what he 
most values about his time in the Forces, Tom speaks 
with passion. “I miss the comradeship, without doubt, 
the comradeship. When you’re out on patrol everyone, 
regardless of rank or background, is reliant on their 
comrades both for survival and for the success of the 
mission. Nothing else matters but trusting the team 
you’re with. All are equally responsible for each other’s 
lives, and those bonds between people stay with you 
forever. Working within a platoon creates unmatchable 
bonds between people.”

Tom Tugendhat
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Joe is an avid collector of wartime memorabilia and 
artefacts. His story begins with his great uncle.
“The picture is of Fortunata Felix Borda, my great 

uncle. He came over from Malta in 1915 to study medicine 
at Edinburgh University. He decided to join up, and died 
in France on 28 September 1918 just six weeks before the 
war ended. 
“I’ve read the war diary for the day he died and it appears 
that he may have been caught in ‘friendly fire’. It seems 
they’d advanced further than they should have done 
and were hit by their own artillery. According to a friend 
who was with him at the time, he was killed by the blast 
but there were no signs of injury on his body. His body 
disappeared after that and he was buried in France in 
a grave for unknown soldiers. I visited the grave to lay 
some flowers to pay my respects. I hadn’t realised before 
but the authorities knew the regiments of some of the 
unknown soldiers. I knew he was in the King’s Own 
Scottish Borderers and I wanted to find a grave for that 

Joe Borda

Bruce’s grandfather was Ian Morrison McMichael and 
he was in the Royal Artillery. He was captured after 
Dunkirk and marched through Belgium, ending up 

in a prisoner of war camp in Poland for the duration of 
the war. Bruce discovered a crate of family papers in the 
attic which he has shared with us:

 “I have hundreds of letters that my grandfather sent to 
my father from the prisoner of war camp. Despite the 
hardships of his situation and the great distance between 
them he was obviously trying to be the best father he 

Bruce McMichael
could. Unable to say anything about what was happening 
to him, he wrote instead, ‘My Very Dear Hector… I am 
getting on splendidly,’ and quickly focused on his son’s 
achievements, his choice of career and sporting progress. 
His words of fatherly advice from far away are incredibly 
moving to read.

“After the war in 1945, he went to live in Bournemouth, 
with my Nan and their four children, all under the age of 
10. For the first year he was back, he couldn’t face going 
outside – it was agoraphobia as a result of being in prison 
for so long. 

“He talked a little about his experiences. Colditz was big 
at the time on TV, and I once asked him “Did you ever try 
to escape?” He told me that they were too busy ‘trying to 
survive’ to ever consider escaping. They used to get Red 
Cross parcels with tea bags in. They would use them four 
or five times and then sell them to the German guards 
who would re-use them. They would dry them out on the 
barbed wire fences. Can you imagine the idea that teabags 
could be so valuable as to use them five or six times?

“Although they weren’t mistreated as such, life was pretty 
grim. He told me they were constantly cold with just a 
blanket and a hard bed at night. He was something of a 
‘dour Scot’, coming from the far North West of Scotland 
and so was a quiet man, at least compared to my Nan, but 
I’m sure that was made worse by what he’d experienced. 
But I do remember he was very good with all of us kids.

“And in amongst the papers there are other family 
members’ stories. There are images of my great 
grandfather and his brother Jack. Jack was in the King’s 
Rifles and was killed in the First World War – we’ve not 
found out yet in which battle. Last year I took my family to 
his grave near Arras. I now have a picture of my son who 
is 19 looking at the grave of his ancestor who was 18. It 
makes you think about those ancestral links across time.”
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Ian’s memorabilia involves his father George Clarence 
Benson who was in the RAF Military Police in the Second 
World War. 
Here he tells his story: “My father was born in 1916. At 
the age of 14 he joined the Post Office. He spent some 
time in Burma when he joined up, but these photos and 
medals relate to his time in India. There are some photos 
of him with his brother David in 1945 but I don’t know 
how they met up there. I always thought David was in the 
Commandos – I guess I’ll never know how they ended up 
spending time together.
“Mum and Dad met in London. She lived in Chelsea, he 
in Battersea and they were married in St Luke’s Church – 
that’s of particular significance to me as Charles Dickens 
was married in the same church and I’ve always loved the 
work of Dickens. Dad was a tall man – 6ft 2in – and his 
military record states that he was of very good character 
and a strong disciplinarian. Apparently when he came 
back from the war, I nearly screamed the house down as I 
was frightened of this tall stranger coming in to the house. 
I was about two at the time!
“I spent a lot of time with my Dad as I grew up. He was 
a very clever man. He taught me chess – he was a very 
good player himself, President of the Civil Service Chess 
Association and I believe he once reached the quarter 
finals of the British Chess Championship. He taught me to 
fish, as well. He was a very good piano player and could 
play in nearly any style from jazz to classical, but he could 
never teach me the piano. That is a big regret of mine.
“He was a quiet man but a disciplinarian, though. He used 
to use nicknames for me most of the time – often ‘Ginge’ 
as I had ginger hair – but when he called me ‘Ian’ I knew 
I was in trouble. I remember the postwar years well. We 
lived near what is now New Covent Garden on Nine 
Elms and we’d play on the bomb sites as the Germans 
had targeted Battersea Power Station and the railway 

lines. As I was growing up I was part of the Chelsea Bridge 
Motorbike Boys, and we’d get into a little bit of trouble 
from the police if we were caught going too fast. On a 
couple of occasions I was brought home by the police but 
was more afraid of my Dad’s reaction than the boys in blue.
“He spoke rarely about the War. When he was 
demobbed he returned to the Post Office. He moved to 
Hastings in the sixties for work and he died there in 1981. 
I always wave at him when I pass the cemetery.
“This collection is incredibly important to me – it means 
everything to me. It links me to my Dad, who was part of a big 
machine that gave us the freedom we enjoy today. I hate war, it 
just causes the Three Ds – death, destruction and despair. But 
this collection is worth respecting and honouring.”

Ian HudsonJoe Borda

regiment. The first one I found had ‘F6’ on it. As his name 
was commemorated on Plaque 6 in the graveyard, I like 
to think that the ‘F’ relates to his name and that I had 
chanced on his grave. 
“The letter from the Master of the Household at 
Buckingham Palace on behalf of the King reflects the 
friendship between my family and royalty. My Maltese 
family were wealthy and had supplied the Fleet in Malta, 
and that’s where the connection came from.
“My son is a Royal Marine Commando, my father was in 
the RAF, my grandfather was in the Royal Signals, and my 
great grandfather in the Western Desert in the Second 
World War. I have a great affinity for the Forces and that’s 
where my passion for collecting wartime memorabilia has 
come from.”
Joe has a huge collection of wartime objects, some of 
which are on display in this exhibition. We thank him for 
their loan and for sharing Fortunata’s story.
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This Prussian officer’s helmet is kindly loaned by Allen 
Griffiths and belonged to his great uncle, Private 
William E. Bark of the 8th London Regiment. It is 

known in German as a ‘Pickelhaube’ which comes from the 
old German word ‘Pickel’ meaning point or pickaxe and 
‘Haube’ meaning bonnet or headgear. Although typically 
associated with the Prussian army, the helmet was widely 
imitated by other armies during this period.

Allen tells the story thus: “Uncle Will started work as 
a Post Office messenger, originally signing up with the 
Territorials at the age of 17 in 1911 to the 8th (City of 
London) Battalion – The Post Office Rifles. I believe they 
were sent to France around 1915. Family lore has it that 
he found the helmet on a hook in a captured German 
trench. The trench was full of dead Germans. Their 
bodies seemed to sigh as they were trodden on by Uncle 
Will and his mates. Later, Will was blown up, gassed and 
spent three days up to his neck in water in a shell hole, his 
legs badly hurt, before being rescued. He was invalided 
out sometime around 1916 and returned to civvy street.

“He went to stay with his parents and sister near Canvey 
Island in Essex, and would regularly walk through his local 
town of Southend. At that time, there was a desperate 
shortage of men to feed the Western Front war machine, 
and many young men in civilian clothing would be accused 
of cowardice and presented with white feathers by 
womenfolk. This happened a lot to Will and he became so 
fed up with their actions that he decided to join up again.”

Allen continues, “Will’s former sergeant happened to be 
in the recruiting office and was amazed that he wanted to 
go back into uniform after what he’d been through, given 
the risk that he might be returned to the Front. Will told 
him that this was the only way he could find to avoid the 
white feathers and so his sergeant, unable to persuade 
him otherwise, arranged for what he thought was a ‘cushy 
number’ at Shoeburyness Garrison. I remember my father 

Allen Griffiths
telling me Will told him ‘Turned out to be not that cushy 
after all. Would have been cushier if I’d gone back to the 
trenches what with all the bombing by Zeppelins and 
aircraft.’” Raids by Zeppelins and Gothas (heavy bombers 
used by the Imperial German Air Service) were frequent 
and often deadly on that part of the Essex coast.

Allen remembers visiting Uncle Will in Essex and the 
photograph displayed in the exhibition shows him at 
the age of nine, plastic machine gun in his hand and the 
helmet proudly on his head. Allen says “It came in to 
my possession when I was about eight or nine. When I 
first had it, it was just a very authentic toy that I had and 
my mates didn’t. By the time I was 18 or 19, I began to 
appreciate its value and started to take care of it.”

Allen has recently had this valuable possession lovingly 
restored and we are proud that he has loaned it to the 
exhibition and told its fascinating story so eloquently.

This book of cartoons and cuttings, taken from 
newspapers at the time of the First World War, 
has been kindly loaned by Dawn Champion. Dawn 

tells her story:
“My family was a true service family. My father Harold 
Stott was in the Royal Navy, as was my grandfather 
Charles before him. My brother Barry was in the Royal 
Air Force and I was in the Army. My husband ended up 
a Colonel in the Queen’s Regiment. This book was from 
my husband’s side of the family and I didn’t know of its 
existence – I only found it after he died.
“I was a midwife in Queen Alexander’s Royal Army 
Nursing Corps. I met my husband Crispin in Hong Kong 
while I was serving at the British Military Hospital. We were 
both Captains. I remember first meeting him because the 
Matron asked me to read the lesson on Queen Alexander 
Day. I was very nervous and worried reading in front of an 
audience that included the General, and so I learnt it off 
by heart. Crispin was so impressed that he asked me out. I 
declined initially, but eventually said yes. 
“He retired as a Colonel and we moved to Tunbridge 
Wells. Because he then became President of his Regiment, 

the Army was still an incredibly 
important part of his life. He 
died last year. In his last few 
weeks he lived on champagne 
and liquidised strawberries. 
We couldn’t cry when he died 
because he was so happy leaving 
us. He reached over and took my 
hand and said, ‘You’ll be alright 
darling, you can do it’.
“I understood him, and I 
understood the Army life. I 
have many happy memories and 
mementos. This book from long 
ago links our Army life to earlier 
generations.”

Dawn Champion
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Bob Heapy’s story concerns his grandfather Edward 
Robert Heapy.

“My grandfather was born in 1904 in London but 
was brought up in Essex where he trained as a painter 
and decorator. He then joined the Merchant Navy and 
travelled around the world as a stoker. When war was 
declared in 1939 he volunteered for the Royal Navy 
Reserve. The first records of him in the war itself are for 
1941. He started off on minesweepers and was promoted 
to an NCO.

“Edward was something of a character, to say the least. 
My Dad and he had a distant relationship – Edward’s wife 
died in childbirth when my Dad was three and in effect 
he was brought up by his grandmother. In fact Dad was 
14 when he remembers meeting him properly for the 
first time. When Edward was demobbed he had re-joined 
the Merchant Navy and was away for months on end. 
When he was 65 he was forced to retire and settled in 
Southampton.

“The family only saw him rarely, at weddings and funerals 
and such. But when I learnt to drive, I’d visit him in 
Southampton and I got to know him better, I think, than 
my Dad did. He’d talk about the war a little, mainly when 
we went to the pub together. The picture I have here of 
him was taken on the Anticosti – he told me the ship was 
sunk the week after this was taken and he was only one of 
four survivors. You can see from the picture (he’s bottom 
right) that he was the father of the ship, at about 35 years 
of age much older than the rest of the crew.

“When he did talk about his war, I realised that he 
was something of an unsung hero, having seen and 
experienced an awful lot. His nickname was ‘Lucky’ – he’d 
survived the sinking of six ships he’d been on. He was on 
the North Atlantic and Russian convoys and told me he 
was cold for two years. Apparently he spent three days 

on a raft after one ship sank and for two years after could 
not close his eyes properly because they were damaged 
by salt water. His then partner told how, after the war 
ended, he would still wake up screaming in pain.

“He was presented with a ceremonial dagger, a beautiful 
hand-crafted object, by the Nova Scotia Officer Signal 
Corp. My father has it and it may have been the result of 
him and his shipmates rescuing 25 Canadians from the 
water after their merchant ship had been torpedoed.

“He obviously loved life at sea and was well liked by his 
colleagues, but he was a bit of a rascal. He had issues 
with alcohol. When he was serving, breakfast was a mug 
of black tea and a tot of rum and when the young sailors 
were seasick, he told how he’d often get their rum ration. 
He died when he was 86 of sclerosis and the family joked 
that he had so much alcohol in his body he’d cause the 
crematorium to blow up! He was something of a ladies’ 
man even when he was in sheltered accommodation and 
he was always engulfed in a cloud of pipe tobacco smoke. 
He served in every major theatre of war and there are so 
many stories about him you actually don’t know what’s 
true. It was rumoured he had a second family in the USA, 
that he’d taken cocaine when he was in South America – 
as I say, quite a character.

“I have very fond memories of him and am very proud 
of what he achieved. Grandfather like many thousands 
of others did his time to no great hurrah. He just quietly 
got on with it. It was all very low key, and though he 
seemed to enjoy the war what he saw must have been 
traumatising and shocking. I find it very emotional, what 
they gave to the rest of us, the younger generations, that 
freedom we’ve got because of it, it’s quite humbling. I feel 
very passionate about that – we need to remember it.”

Bob Heapy
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by big companies in London – a good bit of advertising 
as their names were on the side – who did their bit. The 
wounded were brought in by train and met by volunteer 
ambulance drivers, workers often in their lunch time, who 
then drove them to hospital. 

“The ambulance evolved during the war. Originally it 
was used simply to transport the wounded to the field 
hospitals, but very often these were miles away from 
the Front and the patients died in transit. It was realised 
that patients needed treating during the journey and so 
portable medical equipment and first aid techniques were 
developed. 

“There’s a picture in my collection of a 
bullet-riddled ambulance. I assume both 
driver and patient died and that was part 
of the problem. It wasn’t easy to tell an 
ambulance from a private vehicle. The 
Geneva Convention after the war tried 
to make sure ambulances were clearly 
marked and only used to safeguard life. 

“My collection spans the years. It’s 
incredibly important to me – these 
ambulances and the unsung heroes 
who drove them are a piece of history 
that has been largely forgotten. If I 
don’t maintain the archive it will be 
lost for ever. Through this one small 
area of interest, so much touching and 
emotional material can be uncovered. I’d 
love to find a permanent home for the 
archive to be displayed one day so that 
they can all be remembered.”

Chris has an amazing collection of photographs and 
objects relating to ambulances throughout history 
and in particular their early beginnings in the First 

World War. His interest began when his grandparents 
died in a car crash in the West Country when he was 20. 
As a result, Chris joined the St John Ambulance service a 
year later and became an ambulance driver. It was from 
there that his interest grew.

“I realised that there really was not much information 
about ambulances in war,” he said. “Partly it was due 
to censorship – an ambulance relates to casualties and 
no government wants to demoralise the people by 
referring to the dead and wounded. Many 
newspaper pictures in both World Wars 
show fire engines, few show ambulances. 
There’s a picture of the devastation 
caused in Lewisham when a doodlebug 
landed in 1944 killing hundreds. Lots 
of fire engines are shown – very few 
ambulances.

“Militarily, the first ambulances appeared 
in Napoleonic times. When the First 
World War began, lots of women 
went to the front as ambulance drivers. 
What’s not well reported is that many 
just couldn’t bear the horror and came 
home quickly.

“My collection has come from many 
different places. I’ve found things in 
junk shops, skips, on eBay and I’ve had 
loads of donations. I’ve got well over 
two thousand pieces and the collection 
is growing. I’m passionate about 
documenting this, simply because the 
story has been ignored.

Chris Batten
“In the First World War just about any means of 
transport was used to help the injured. Private cars and 
vans were converted, mules, horses and motorbikes – 
even camels – all played their part. When the ground 
froze in winter some injured were dragged by sled. 

“A lot of motor manufacturers donated vehicles and 
I’ve some of their leaflets in the collection. Henry Ford 
donated about 1,300 vehicles to the war effort but was 
adamant that they must only be used for saving lives. They 
weren’t very practical as the chassis were too short and 
so a bit had to be cut out of the back to accommodate 
stretchers. I’ve photos here too of ambulances paid for 
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Jackie Johnson

Jackie Johnson’s story begins with her grandfather Robert 
Cook in the First World War and then follows other 
family members through conflicts to the present day.

“This picture and these documents are to do with my 
Granddad Robert who was born in London in 1895. 
He joined one of London regiments at the beginning of 
the Great War – we don’t know which. I’ve managed to 
download some of his records but many were destroyed 
in a huge fire in the Second World War – on some of 
the records you can even see the charring. So parts of his 
story are missing.

“We know he was gassed at some time and that he was 
a ‘tunnel rat’ – one of those who dug under enemy lines 
in order for explosives to be planted. We also know that 
he was badly injured when a roll of barbed wire fell on 
him, and that his sergeant had to testify that the injury 
wasn’t self-inflicted or else he could have been placed on 
a charge or even classed as a traitor. He had scars on his 
legs but he never talked about his experiences, like so 
many of the men of that time. He died in 1961 of cancer – 
his nose had been destroyed when he was gassed and in 
all likelihood the gas attack caused the cancer.

“He didn’t work after the war as he was too weak. 
My Nan did, as the road sweeper for private roads in 
Tunbridge Wells and, while she worked, he brought up 

conflicts.  He’s a Warrant Officer now but set to leave 
soon. He’ll be bored initially I’m sure as he adapts to the 
change, but his family are now all in Torpoint and he’s well 
known down there so he’ll be fine. His son is in the RAF 
–  I’ve also got cousins in the RAF and Navy so we’re a 
true Service family.

“I applied to join the Wrens around the time of the 
Falklands, but because women weren’t allowed on the 
frontline I was turned down. I met Pete and married. I’ve 
spent time in Jerusalem when we were being bombed 
from Gaza, but to be honest I’m more worried seeing 
armed police in London. The whole family has been 
brought up to believe that if a bullet has got your name 
on it then so be it. That’s what you joined up for to fight, 
though I’m not sure anyone should be fighting other 
people’s wars as we seem to have been doing recently. 
It hurts to think what is happening to the young men 
in Afghanistan – they’re just the same age as my eldest 
granddaughter. They should be having a life, not fighting 
other people’s wars.”

six children including my Mum. They were both very well 
known in Rusthall and people still remember them to this 
day. He died before I was born and he’s someone I really 
wish I had known as he was obviously quite a character. 

“I knew my Nan well and she’s so like my Mum – if I 
turn out like them I’d be well chuffed. As kids we got 
away with a lot but there was a limit. Nan had a Charlie 
Chaplin cane and my Mum tapped my hand with it once 
and I cried for three hours. Nan was so important – she 
was the family. There is some Italian in that side though 
we can’t find out where and there was something of the 
Italian Mama about her. I wish now I’d asked her so much 
more but when you’re a child you don’t realise that you 
will want to know things later in life.

“My uncle, Tom Still, was at Dunkirk. He didn’t discuss it 
much either. What I do know is that he was rescued off 
the beach by his mate’s dad who was a fisherman he used 
to visit in Hastings before the War. He heard a voice call 
‘Come here, Tommy!’ through all that mayhem and was 
rescued. I only found that out two years before he died. 
His wife, my Aunt Sheila, saw a commemorative plate in a 
charity shop and bought it for him as he had nothing that 
honoured his service – I don’t think he even claimed his 
medals. What he saw must have been horrendous and 
you can only assume he suffered some sort of survivors’ 
guilt. And of course there was no support, no counselling 
in those days. 

“My brother Richard is in the Navy. He joined in 1981 
but was still training when the Falklands War began so he 
didn’t see action there. His best mate, Andrew Ladhams, 
was a Sea Cadet and was in the war: he gave him the shell 
case that’s on display in the exhibition. The shell was fired 
from HMS Brilliant, which was affiliated to the town at the 
time, and so there were lots of Sea Cadets involved.

“My brother’s served ever since and been in the Gulf 
though thankfully he’s not been involved fully in the 
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Rosemary’s story involves three generations of 
Army service – and something of a family mystery! 
Rosemary explains:

“The Army seems to be in the family blood. My nephew 
Robert always wanted to serve and he’s in the TA. He’s done 
tours of Iraq in 2004 and 2012 and also was in Bosnia. He 
loves the military life and we’re all very proud of him – there 
are photos of him in uniform on display in the exhibition.
“My Dad was in India during the Second World War. 
Mum and he had married in 1939 and my sister Val was 
born shortly before he was posted. The photo of Mum 
with Val in her arms says on the back: ‘To my darling 
husband’, so I can only assume this was posted to him.
“And then here’s the mystery! The coin I’ve loaned was known 
as a Dead Man’s Penny and was presented to the families of 
soldiers killed in the War. This one bears my grandfather’s name, 
Henry Emile Joy who was 
in the Household Cavalry 
and he died according to 
this on 6 September 1917 
at Ypres.
“My brother has done 
a family tree and 
found that my Dad 
was born in 1919 and 
Henry is named as his 
father which means he 
couldn’t have died in 
1917! And also family 
history says that he 
was in the Spanish Civil 
War too. So maybe 
there were two Henry 
E. Joys and the coin 
was sent in error. I’m 
not sure we’ll ever get 
to the bottom of what 
happened.”

Rosemary Johnson
healthy to be German then. The family had moved to 
England in 1860 and at that time my grandfather was on 
square-riggers that sailed around Cape Horn. During that 
time he witnessed several ships sink, and people were 
near enough to hear sailors crying out but couldn’t save 
them. He developed a rocket firing system to get a rope 
onto the sinking vessel so you could drag it to you and 
help the survivors off their ship onto yours… so my family 
produced lifesaving equipment for sixty years. 
“During the Second World War on D-Day, American 
commandos called Rangers were sent to Point du Hoc. 
The only way to get up the sheer cliffs was to fire rockets 
(made by my family) attached to a grappling hook that 
caught in the barbed wire entanglements at the top of the 
cliff. The American Rangers climbed up the ropes. They 
took the guns that would have shelled Omaha beach. It 
was said to be an impossible task and they fought a three 
day siege to carry out this mission which saved countless 
lives on D-Day.”

Vic has a large collection of war time memorabilia. 
Here he explains how his collection began: 
“I started collecting in the fifties. It was a thing 

kids did. Nearly everybody had an old tin helmet in their 
back garden with a geranium growing out of it. I just used 
to ask people ‘Do you really want to use that as a flower 
pot or can I have it?’ Invariably they’d let me take it home. 
That’s where my obsession began.
“My father just missed out on fighting in the First World 
War. He was training up to go but was too late to serve. 
He was court-martialled for refusing to wear a pair of 
boots that had been sent back from the front. He argued 
that they might have come straight off the feet of a dead 
soldier. That happened a lot, recycling of boots from the 
front as there was a huge shortage. He was exonerated at 
the court-martial as all the officers agreed with him. They 
said they wouldn’t wear second-hand boots possibly off a 
dead man either.
“In the Second World 
War he was in charge 
of the family firm – The 
Schermuly Pistol Rocket 
Apparatus Company 
Limited made things like 
flares. When the RAF 
were going to bomb a 
city, a ‘pathfinder’ aircraft 
would go over first and 
drop flares to illuminate 
the area, so the bombers 
knew where to aim. We 
didn’t make anything that 
killed people, but items 
that helped the war effort. 
During the war we said 
we were Dutch… we 
were actually of German 
origin, but it wasn’t very 

Vic Schermuly
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Rosemary Johnson

This enchanting piece, a love heart made from the 
glass of a Spitfire canopy, is on loan from Bob 
Backhouse. Bob tells the story behind it:

“In January 1942 my father, anticipating his call-up, 
volunteered and by doing so he could choose the service 
he wanted to join. He wanted to be an engineer in the 
RAF – he loved engines and machinery. My parents had 
only known each other for six weeks before they married. 
Mum had been called up for the Land Army and by being 
married it meant that she didn’t have to join. She ended up 
joining the Ministry of Agriculture and Fisheries and was 
moved to Cardiff to escape the Blitz. But of course Cardiff 
Docks were bombed heavily, too, so she saw no logic in 
the decision to move to Wales. She always joked about 
the terrible inefficiencies in the Civil Service compared to 
her time in an insurance business before the war.

“They had been married for about a year before they 
were separated. He was stationed at an airfield in Middle 
Wallop, Hampshire (still an air base to this day). His job 
was to repair the Spitfires and Hurricanes that had been 
damaged in battle, and very often he had just 45 minutes 
to get them airworthy again. 

“This piece comes from a damaged Spitfire windscreen, 
about half an inch thick. That was all that protected pilots 
from enemy fire. Windscreens hit by ‘normal bullets’ (.303s 
as in this case) would tend to simply have bullet holes in 
them, but if the Germans used cannon the whole glass 
could split. The canopies were made up of many rectangles 
of glass and held together by Allen keys so that if one glass 
was shot out that piece could be replaced. Father attached 
some RAF badges to the love heart and a chain when he 
sent it to my mother.

“My father told some gruesome, harrowing stories. He 
worked with Mosquitos – very effective, twin-engine, 
multi-role combat aircraft that were made of wood. 

Canvas with thick resin was stretched over the wood 
making them very airworthy and light but not capable of 
withstanding bad hits. One aeroplane disintegrated on 
landing, he recalled, and as they couldn’t find the pilots it 
was assumed they’d bailed out. They hadn’t – the impact 
had crushed their bodies unrecognisably, an image that 
stayed with the groundcrew for a very long time. Men 
came back from raids with the most incredible injuries. My 
father recollected that most still landed their aircraft and 
survived.  

“Both my Mum and Dad’s families lived near the Old Kent 
Road in London, but their family homes were flattened in 
the Blitz and they lost everything. I went back about 20 
years ago to the address I found on my father’s old driving 
licence. There are flats there now. Father was a master 
printer and he told me that he had a fantastic parchment 
– his apprenticeship indenture scroll that was lost when 
the house was bombed. He always blamed the Nazis, not 
the Germans. It was the same with my mother who lost 
her brother at Monte Cassino. In fact Dad had German 
machinery in his print business after the war. 

“They were very happily married and lived near the Old 
Kent Road themselves after the war. I can remember 
bombsites in the 1960s, houses still wrecked with chimney 
breasts and wallpaper visible. Where the National 
Theatre is now was a bombsite. The war must have had 
a terrible effect on them, but I really don’t remember 
them having any bitterness toward the Germans. But they 
couldn’t ever forget the war. I remember photos in his 
wallet and her handbag long after war had finished.”

Bob Backhouse
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This family photograph, covering four generations, 
has been kindly loaned by Peter Flamank. Peter 
takes up the story: “My grandfather’s name was 

Clifford Oscar Flamank. He was born in 1896 in the South 
Island in New Zealand. He lived in Dunedin. He was 20 
when he went off to war in 1916. All I know of his war 
record was that he went in as a Corporal, and I think he 
moved across to the artillery and became a Sergeant. 
Later in the war he was gassed and invalided out.

“I have got a lot of very fond memories of him. He died 
in 1972 so I grew up with him. We had a very close 
relationship. There was one occasion when I did ask 
him about the war – I can remember it so clearly. He 
just about took my head off ! He shouted at me and he 
never usually shouted at me. I remember distinctly my 
grandmother saying ‘Look Cliff don’t be hard on the boy, 
he doesn’t understand, he doesn’t know.’ 

“As was common with a lot of veterans, he just didn’t 
want to talk to anybody about his experiences, even 
his immediate family. It was just too horrific. He didn’t 
want to be reminded of anything to do with it. You 
try and imagine what he went through… He did have 
contact with a lot of people from the RSA (the Returned 
Servicemen’s Association), and it was probably only there 
in that group of shared experience that he could have 
talked about it.

“After the war, the New Zealand Government gave him 
two options: either to recuperate in Dunedin, or to take 
ownership of a large parcel of land in Otago, in the south 
of South Island. So he went and worked that land and 
that’s where my father grew up. This was throughout 
the 1920s and into the 1930s. Then because of the 
Depression he ended up having to walk off the land, as it 
was such difficult land to farm profitably.

“My parents used to put me on the bus to go up and stay 
with him. He and I used to work the garden together 
and he would make up stories about us as we worked 
chopping down a tree or something. He was a lovely chap. 

“I remember he was in a lot of pain in the latter part of his 
life. My siblings were that much younger and they didn’t 
know him well – they just remember him as a grumpy old 
man. But I remember him as someone who I could really 
relate to. 

“In my grandparents’ living room they had this picture of 
a handsome looking chap in uniform and my grandmother 
said ‘Peter do you know who that is?’ and I said ‘No’. She 
said, ‘That’s your grandfather.’ I just couldn’t relate the 
grandfather that I knew, age-worn as he was, with the 
chap in the photograph.

“I am very proud of this photograph of the four generations. 
And I’m very proud that I knew him. The memories I have 
of him and my teenage years mean a lot to me.”

Peter Flamank

Carol’s story and object concern her father Ron 
Crees.

“My father knew from an early age he wanted to 
go to sea. War broke out in 1939 but he was too young to 
join up. The only way he could see action was to join the 
Dutch Merchant Navy. And here his story really starts.

“He was part of the disastrous PQ17 convoy carrying 
arms and food to the Russians. Someone in the Admiralty, 
knowing there was a strong E-Boat presence nearby, 
ordered the convoy to scatter, which was the worst it 
could do as it left each ship without any support, to be 
picked off by submarines. 

Carol Francis



31

Trevor Archer

We’d like to commemorate Trevor Archer on 
this page. 
Trevor, a resident of Showfields, sadly 

passed away in August this year with no known relatives. 
Amongst his possessions were discovered photographs of 
his time spent overseas with the Life Guards in the 1950s. 
We know no more about his service history than these 
faded images.

It is sad to think of somebody who has served their 
country dying alone.
Trevor’s story illustrates the value of projects such as Two 
Worlds and the need to raise awareness of the issues faced, 
and the support needed, by those who have served.
We’d like to pay our respects to a forgotten hero.

Carol Francis
“Dad’s ship was sunk and he and 11 men spent 10 days 
on a life raft in freezing Arctic conditions. He survived 
somehow by eating sea birds but several of his shipmates 
died and had to be thrown in to the sea. Dad was still 
only 16. 

“They were picked up by the Russians and taken to 
Archangel where he spent a long time recovering both 
from exhaustion and frostbite. He lost some of his 
toes and I do remember him in later years going to the 
Cottage Hospital for further treatment. More of his toes 
were amputated and replaced with pegs.

“He very rarely spoke of his ordeal but I do remember 
when we were young and at the dinner table he’d get 
quite cross if any of us didn’t finish their food. He’d say 
things like ‘You must eat what’s there – you don’t know 
what it’s like to be without food’.

“He began to use a school exercise book to write and 
illustrate his story. I think it helped him come to terms 
with what he’d suffered. The family published it and 
surprised Dad with a book launch. Dad was delighted. 
Last year he met David Cameron and was presented with 
a medal, the Russian Star, and a ceremonial dagger from 
President Putin. Even on the train up, he tried to hide his 
medals with his scarf – that’s how private he was.

“We know not to talk to him on Remembrance Sunday. 
There are tears running down his cheeks as he remembers.

There was no real support for him. In the book there’s 
a story of when he was trying to get back to his parent’s 
house in Charlwood, Surrey. He’d got off the train at 
Horley, on his own with no help, not even a wheelchair. 
He completed the last mile or so on his knees as he was 
in such pain from his feet. These men had no help and no 
support – they were just left to get on with it.”
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The world has moved on since the first exhibition in January 2013 and the key positive changes include: 

• Signposting and support – the Two Worlds website (www.fromservicetocivvystreet.org.uk) has been created to be both a useful information portal as well as an inspiring 
and interactive tool for the use of veterans and their families. The site offers information about resources and supporting organisations, and readily accessible contact details for 
vital services offering support for those in great need or stress. There is now a monthly Drop-in at Tonbridge which is attended by a range of support organisations. In addition 
RBLI secured funding for direct support to veterans in social housing who are struggling to adjust. Over 67 veterans across Kent are currently being supported. We have worked to 
remove the ‘fog’ and the ‘reluctance’ to access support. 

• The Community Covenant in Tunbridge Wells was signed in June 2013 by a wide range of organisations including the Town & Country Housing Group. The Covenant aims to 
combat discrimination against the Armed Forces community based within the local Borough. All Kent local authorities now have a Covenant in place and Covenant steering groups. 

• Awareness – the Trilogy of exhibitions has sparked debate and highlighted issues. Having identified a clear need to increase awareness of the issues for front line staff across a 
range of agencies, Veterans’ Awareness pilot courses were run around Kent in 2013. Other similar programmes, such as the Armed Forces Network Military Mindset course, have 
also been funded and rolled out across the South East. We have achieved a great deal of media coverage including TV, radio and press and the exhibitions will have been seen by 
over 2,500 local people. 

• Access to housing – the Veterans’ Nomination Scheme is run by Stoll in partnership with The Royal British Legion. Town and Country Housing Group has committed to 
providing a set number of nominations each year for veterans. Kent Housing Group is encouraging all social landlords to sign up to this scheme. Kent Home Choice now prioritises 
veterans in terms of allocations and the former need for a ‘local connection’ has been revoked. Housing providers have also secured Homes and Community Agency and Libor 
funds to build homes for veterans over the future years. 

• Partnerships – we are part of The Kent Civilian Military Partnership which, together with the Joint Policy & Planning Board for Housing (JPPB), has established a Service Personnel 
Housing Sub-Group, to lead on implementing the priorities relating to serving and ex-serving military personnel with regard to housing issues. The Sub-Group has representatives 
from a wide range of supporting agencies with the ambition to level the playing field on housing issues for serving and ex-serving military personnel. Veterans will be a key target 
group in the revised Kent Housing Strategy. 

• Funding has been directed at resolving the issues veterans face. The Libor Fund of £40m has been ring-fenced for the Armed Forces community and in addition there is money to 
support Community Covenant initiatives. In Kent £2.5 million was secured by the Royal British Legion for a specialist dementia unit for 30 veterans in Broadstairs. 

As the Project comes to its end in December 2014 its legacy will extend into the future. Thank you to all concerned for their hard work and dedication and principally thank you to the 
Founder Veterans as this project starts and ends with them. This project is also grateful to the Community Covenant Fund, Kent Housing Group and the Arts Council for their support. 

Project summary
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