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FOREWORD 
 
 
 
 

In the summer of 1964, there was a rather singular event in the lives of 
Addie Leah and Bob Brownlee,  

and  
J. Paul Mutschlecner 

 
 
 

Herein is Bob’s account of the events as they unfolded, recorded 
because of the improbability of their occurrence at any time, coupled 

with the opportunities for laughter on a scale that is difficult to 
comprehend, or even to imagine.  

 
These events culminated in Hornchurch, England, on August 9, 1964.  

 
We remember that day with continued admiration and appreciation to 

Mr. and Mrs Brian Keeler 
Who dealt with us as though we were real people, and made all kinds of 

allowances for three visiting Americans. 
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                    Innocent Preliminaries

It all started quite easily, in May of 1963, when one day there was a brief item in the
Albuquerque Journal.   An Associated Press item, it told the story of the consequences
of the practice of the Hornchurch Drum and Trumpet Corps, of Hornchurch, England.
They had started to play “Semper Fidelis”, and when the drums crashed, and the
trumpets blared, six cows belonging to a Mr. Reed dropped dead.  The article gave the
name of the director of the Hornchurch Drum &Trumpet Corps as Mr. Keeler. 

As frequently happened, this item went up on the bulletin board, and triggered
numbers of comments.  

Bob claimed that the article was patently false, as it was not possible to scare cows to
death with noise.  He cited as evidence the experience of his Uncle Mason, who had
a Greyhound Bus horn on his Model A Ford.  This horn was impressive in the
extreme, as it could intimidate at great distances any Model A driver and surrounding
spectators.  Bob’s family had an old milk cow who managed to get out of the corral
at most any time, and loved to roam the farm in a maddeningly unrestricted way.  One
day she was standing in the middle of the road, looking into the wind, when Uncle
Mason drove up behind her, came to a stop, then leaned on the horn.  The old cow
instantly kicked out his headlight, then continued to stand, apparently undisturbed.
(Accounts of stimuli passing directly from a sensor to muscles without having any
effect on an intervening brain are not unknown, even among laboratory personnel!)

Paul was totally unimpressed with this argument, saying that the cows just died of
cornaries, and that the band’s role was relatively minor.  Imagine the scorn for such
arguments, especially as they were  being applied to such serious matters!  

Time passed--in fact a lot of time passed.  Then, another item appeared in the
Albuquerque Journal, recounting an experience of the United States Army. They were
having troubles with their Pershing missiles from time to time, so a report of a
wayward one was not news of astounding proportions.   That clipping has survived,
and is shown following.    
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So, here it is!  Several parts are worth
noting.  First the Pershing missile has a
safety zone.  Since the launch was from
Utah to White Sands, it is of interest to
wonder just how far outside the safety zone
Gallup, New Mexico, might be.  Secondly,
there was an abort area near Ft. Wingate,
that too raises interesting questions.
Thirdly, the fact that there is a rancher in
the Gallup area named “Fox” is a bit odd
for NM.  A principal point, of course, is
that there were no casualties of any kind.
The cattle were at most startled, at best
entertained.  

So now, the argument, having waned,
waxed.  Paul’s contention was that this
event only demonstrated that a Pershing
missile was not as deadly as the Drum and
Trumpet Corps. To this, Bob said “Pooh!”

After considerable discussion, it was determined that the problem should not just be allowed to blow
over, but that some action was needed.  From the original news item of the international Associated
Press we knew that a Mr. Keeler was the director of the Band, and his location was in Hornchurch,
England.  Mr. Reed, the owner of the cows, was also mentioned.  We decided to write two letters--
one to the “head” of the Band, and one to Mr. Reed.  It seemed to us that the British Postal system
could certainly find either if it desired to do so, for Hornchurch was clearly a village if the Band was
practicing in a pasture, and its director would be easy to find.  The Band itself, having made the
international press, would also be well known.

So we addressed two letters.  They follow.  
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                            Not-So Innocent Letters
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Mrs. Keeler gave us a prompt reply!
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We never received any reply from Mr.
Reed!  (Who we now  learn is Mr. Read)

But what a lot of information from Mrs.
Keeler!  The boys have been maligned!
Injustice reigns!  (Yet Mrs. Keeler
suggests that the story should be allowed
to die “a natural death”.)  The clipping
enclosed from the Hornchurch Reporter
contained several provocative sentences!
It is a great clipping!  And note the
delights within it.  It was necessary to
translate a pickup truck to a lorry, and we
are identified as “a farmer in Mexico”
and our Albuquerque Journal note is
from a “Mexican” newspaper.  The
comments of the Ministry of Agriculture,
suggesting that if the cows were “in a
rather weak state it might be possible to
frighten them to death”, is so beautifully,
bureaucratically  ambiguous that it can
only be savored.

The possibility of putting an end to this
whole thing is quite real, but there are
other interesting aspects to the situation.
It happens that we have at the lab
colleagues from Great Britain who are
preparing for a British nuclear test to be
conducted in Nevada.  So we naturally
consult them about this situation.  They
are quite intrigued, are returning to
England in a couple of days, and decide

that they will contact officials at Hornchurch to obtain more information.  Within a very short time
they return to Los Alamos, provide us with a booklet published by the Urban District of Hornchurch-
-the Official Guide.  Well, we learn that while the place used to be a village, it is now a “bedroom”
community for London, is the last stop on the subway to the northeast, and is a huge, and booming
community with population of about 150,000, and growing.  Furthermore the officials are quite
surprised to learn that the Drum and Trumpet Corps are famous, and, indeed, one official denied that
was so, finding it quite incredible.  
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On the same day we responded with the letter saying we were going to be visiting England, and
would like to go to Hornchurch, we conjured up a mental picture of benefits that might accrue if a
person of powerful charisma, etc, could find a way to support the boys in their moments of
embarrassment and chagrin.  So J. Paul drafted a letter to His Royal Highness, Prince Phillip.  His
draft, with his written comment, follows.

We decided to send off the letter, and did so, and Bob was particularly taken by Paul’s closing
words.  Clearly, we were in the mode of trouble makers here, and enjoying every minute!
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On August 12, Buckingham Palace responded, possibly having seen the press items about events
on August 9.  We liked the response!  Isn’t this class, or what??

Paul and I contacted each other after we had arrived in London, and I learned that we were to
meet Mr. Keeler on the steps of Westminster Abbey, and would then go with him to his home,
where we were to be served a classic English meal with roast beef and Yorkshire pudding, etc. 
Mr. Keeler was going to wear the HD&TC uniform so that we could recognize him easily.
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                                   The Big Day

When we arrived, there was Mr. Keeler, surrounded by tourists, for they believed him to be an
Abbey guide, though the bull patch on his uniform identified him absolutely as “our man”!  (More
laughter here.)  We were then taken to the Keelers’ in a car Mr. Keeler borrowed for us, and treated
to a wonderful meal, indeed.  Our shock came toward the end of the meal, when Mr. Keeler said
“We’ll have to be moving along, for the BBC will be here to interview you at two, and then there
is the parade at three.”

To our amazement the BBC guy arrived and explained that he did the morning show on BBC that
was the same as our “good morning America” radio show.  He set up his recording gear, and
interviewed each of us.  We told the story, leaving out the part about Prince Phillip, and Bob did
pretty well until suddenly, out of the blue, came the question “Now why don’t we just be honest
here, and you admit that you are really Pershing missile experts, here to learn whatever you can
about the dangers of the Hornchurch Drum and Trumpet Corps?”  Bob almost fainted away, because
in fact he was on a committee that was evaluating the Pershing missiles from the point of view of
safety, and on the way from Los Alamos to London he had stopped in Washington to attend a
classified meeting about the Pershings and their troubles.   His response was a classic fumble,
bumble kind of mindless “harumping”, no doubt demonstrating that not all shots in the dark are
worth making.  (Or, maybe they are!)   

Shortly afterward it was off to the parade.  We rode with the Mayor and his wife, in their official car
that greatly resembled cars used by the Royals!  On the ride around the track in front of the stadium
Paul kept holding his hand up with the classic V signal of Winston Churchill (who was still alive
on this occasion!) and Addie Leah and Bob tried to match those peculiar hand waves of members
of the royal family.  The families of the band members were in the stands, and in front of us all the
Band played, opened ranks, invited us into the group to inspect, and we were each given instruments
with which we could play along. 

During the ceremony, it became clear that each of us were going to have to make a short speech. 

A very important movie came to Los Alamos one time, and the first night the theater had its usual
number of half a dozen customers.  The second night the theater was about half full, and the
remaining two nights was a sell-out affair.  The movie was “The Mouse That Roared” starring Peter
Sellers.  In it the Duchess and the prime minister, both played by Mr. Sellers had a scene what was
truly great.  When it came time for the Duchess to make the speech launching a missile, she had lost
it somewhere in her bosom, was told to ad lib it, and she looked out upon the crowd, and said, in the
most elegant manner “I declare this bridge open”.  Now the bridge at the Firth of Forth just outside
of Edinburgh had been opened by the Queen, and she had of course used these exact words.  



page 10

When Addie Leah realized that she was going to have to say something, she asked Bob what she
should do.  His reply “Why don’t you declare a bridge open?” he thought hilariously funny, given
the circumstances, in fact so funny that his suggestion should be seriously considered, but it did not
go over at all well with Addie Leah.  Part of the problem was that representatives from 8 London
Newspapers (all but the London Times) were all present, taking pictures, etc.  This could have been

just a bit intimidating for Mexican
farmers. It was certainly so for us.
   
In the reviewing stand, J. Paul in
lower left, then Bob and Addie
Leah.  Unknown person upper left,
then the Mayor’s wife, and the
Mayor, or the Lord Mayor as we
choose to refer to him. (We note
with some considerable amazement
now, in the year 2000, that the Lord
Mayor’s wife is apparently the
spitting image of Mrs Bucket, from
the British comedy program
“Keeping Up appearances”.)

   THE HORNCHURCH DRUM & TRUMPET CORPS
                                 AUGUST 9, 1964
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Here we document the
honors that the three of us
had in the course of the
open-ranks inspection.
Addie Leah was great on
the cymbals.

  We wore yellow ribbons, no doubt
befitting our rank.  The badges of
office worn by the Mayor and his
Lady were extremely beautiful. 

The drummers in the band wore leopard skins, and when we asked the Lord Mayor the reason for
their doing so, he replied “It is very traditional”.  We were embarrassed not to have thought of that!
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Here is a wonderful example of
“spieling” as explained to
assembled troops by J. Paul.  Oh,
the ability to rise to any occasion!!

         Here are the official dignitaries, and for the life of us, we can find no name or title for  
                                                               “Mr. Official”.
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             Their Most Gracious Hosts!

   Another view of St. Andrew’s Church

With our arrival immanent, the decision was made to present us with a doll, dressed in the band
uniform.  Some of the mothers of the band members spent most of the night sewing the uniform,
and the picture above shows the presentation.  We still have this doll, and still admire the
handiwork.  
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Was that the end of it all?  Well, Hardly.  The morning of August 10th, Addie Leah and Bob were
lying in bed, listening to BBC’s morning show.  Sure enough, The HD&TC was given a substantial
amount of time, and it all went well until the very end.  Then the MC said “Well, what do you think
about the band killing the cows.  Let’s hear them play, and you can decide for yourself.”  Shocking
sounds emerged from the radio!  They had distorted the music something awful, and so the entire
effort of ours was placed back in limbo.  Maybe the band was responsible for the unthinkable, after
all!

That day the newspapers ran short stories about the whole affair,
and mercifully there were no pictures.  Each account was fun to
read.

From the Daily Telegraph and Morning                  
 Mail (below)

Shown right, is the report in
the Daily Mail.  Below, that
in the London Guardian.
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This account in the London Herald builds on
information in a quite remarkable way.  We are
convinced that no one ever interviewed the cows
owner, yet here the owner is quoted as saying that
the band’s music was the only possible
explanation.  The description of the event in
Gallup departs totally from the truth, as the cows
are said to have “merely raised their heads and
wandered slowly away”. In fact, it was clear to us
midst the variety of ways in which this whole
episode was handled by the press that newsmen
around the world have more in common with each
other than they do with their own countrymen. 

But far be it from us to declare that newsmen are
beyond being used for entertainment, and other
purposes!

The news account shown on page 13 from the
Daily Mail is repeated on the page 15, but only to
show its juxtaposition with a news item about
Princess Anne and her father.  As this was
published two days before the Palace responded to
our letter to Prince Phillip, we feel that it is
possible that this news article might be responsible
for the response, as perhaps the photo helped to
bring to the Palace’s attention the Hornchurch
story.   
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So now, maybe with all the press and radio coverage, surely we have cause to let all of the activity
decay away, and to be content with our memories.  Well, perhaps, except that there was the
Associated Press summary, shown next.
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This report, like the original story about Mr. Read’s cows was put out on the international circuit,
and was printed in English-language newspapers all around the world.  So we began getting mail
from friends scattered here and there, as our names were accurately reported, and although reference
was made to “the Los Alamos firing range in New Mexico” most everybody knew how to ignore
that bit of non-intelligence.  

One of the situations that delighted us most happened to Bob’s sister, Donice Buller, who lives in
Colorado Springs.  She was up early in the morning, preparing breakfast, and as always she had her
radio tuned in to the Denver radio Station, KOA, for the usual farm and home hour.  The radio host,
Pete Smythe,  occasionally read items from the morning paper that could be of interest to farmers
and ranchers, so he read this article.  When Donice heard Bob’s name, she came awake.  She was
aware that Addie Leah and he were in Europe, but other than that, certainly expected to hear about
it only after they returned.  We would have loved to have seen her astonishment upon hearing us as
“American rocket scientists”.

We were so impressed by the hospitality shown to us by everyone, and so astonished at the efforts
made to get publicity for the Band, that we felt we should make some effort to repay our hosts in
some appropriate fashion.  The Boys had been tremendously curious about New Mexico, and had
asked any number of questions about Indians.  We of course reported that we worked with Indians
at the Lab, had many Pueblos of Indians living very near to Los Alamos.  So we decided to send
them an Indian artifact for their home base, as well as medals for each of the band members.  These
took a little time to procure, and then we shipped them off, but not before writing another letter.
This one was to the American Embassy in London, asking if there was a way the Embassy could
help in making the presentation to the Band.  A gracious reply was received, begging off.  But we
have no apologies for trying to make such an arrangement.  

Since these days, we have been in regular communication with the Keelers’, principally at Christmas
time. It may be of interest to show one more letter, written in January 1965, for it records something
of considerable historical interest--the death of Winston Churchill.
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Just our luck, the news about the Drum and Trumpet Corps was also published in the newspaper in
Las Vegas, Nevada.  And, as can be seen, our names were accurately reported, so now we had many
explanations to make to our friends and colleagues at the Nevada Test Site.  Our reputations were
not done much good by all this, but the joys of remembering all of this have been worth whatever!
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The Bull’s head at St. Andrews

Two additional Bulletin items that were published after we returned home are worth remembering.

Does anybody know why we decided to let this one about the model airplane go?  

Hornchurch lives on as a very special place for cows, rocket scientists drums and trumpets, and
surely continues to have a huge population of people with very warm hearts!




