                                                                [image: image1.jpg]








   Lyrics and Song





            www.jackietrent.com

Sunday 21 February 2010

 A message to the British Forces Veterans of the 50’s and 60’s

 ‘Wherever You Are.’
Hi everyone, this is Jackie Trent!

Contact Me?

At the far end of a long career on the road, in the desert and ‘up the Khyber’, I’m finally

writing my auto-biography. Not a repetitive ‘Who’s Who’, but a personal account of the people

I met: the places and events in real-time. And for that I need the help of so many servicemen I met along the way.

In the 1950’s I worked for CSE/ENSA and BFPO Germany, entertaining the troops in Cyprus, Aden, Malta, the Gulf, Rhodesia, Germany – even Mill Hill Medical Centre for the dreaded ‘jab’. ‘Sir’ Roger Bannister, a slim young doctor on National Service in Aden, saved my life when the inevitable reaction set in! The Home Office told my parents to ‘expect the worst’, for God’s sake!
I have so many memories: of Famagusta and The Champagne Girls; of young MP’s, the CO and the Naffi saving the day for us stranded, penniless entertainers; of ‘The Key Club’, the Acropol Hotel, Nicosia; of those that died at the hands of EOKA escorting our small convoy of entertainers across Cyprus..... 
We slept on the beach, dived with RN divers and befriended the RAF. 

Happy, innocent days amongst the youth of our Nation. I want to tell the tale of those young people who, to me, were as important in my life as the famous of this world. 
One incident in the Middle East sticks in mind.  
We boarded an 04.00hrs flight on a troop-carrier DC3, bound for Aden, suspended in nets that swung wildly as the ‘plane hit continual air pockets from the desert below. My right arm was still bandaged from Dr Bannister’s treatment. 

‘If there’s an emergency we’ll tell you when to put the parachutes on’, said the Gung Ho RAF.

Just before landing, one of the pilots announced ‘We’ve got a little bit of a problem with the landing gear. We’ve winched it down, but we don’t know if it’s locked in place.’ Oh Mother!

One of the cast lost control of his bowels as we went down.........

All was well and we landed safely. The poker-faced pilots finally burst out laughing at their little joke! 

On the deck our show went well. The local Sheik was invited along to the show and commandeered the whole front row with his entourage and bodyguards. I was swaithed in muslin bandage to avid showing female flesh to Muslim believers. Was it hot!
Later I was invited along to be guest of honour at a meal given by the Sheik in his desert palace tent. All very correct, but the most challenging meal I ever faced, but I will leave that one to my bio......
Later, I was given a tent to rest in whilst we waited for another 4am flight out, in cooler air.

‘Sgt, how can I mingle with the troops with all this barbed wire around me?’
‘Madam, it’s not to keep you in. It’s to stop the blighters getting in at you!’. 
Bromide in the tea? I was so naive! 
I’m proud to say that I was labelled the ‘Vera Lynn of The Potteries’ when I was just 11 yrs old and I tried to follow that lady’s tradition in my work aboard. Vera and I chuckled over my ‘borrowed’ title, years later. 
I always tried to remain ‘A Singer of the People’ and I really want to include the armed services in my life story. So come on lads; let’s hear from you so I can tell your tale. 

Luv

Jackie T

XXX

