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FOREWORD


BY THE HON CAPTAIN RT HON PENNY MORDAUNT MP


Any history, no matter how well written, can never fully illuminate what people experienced. Unlike the protagonists, the reader already knows how things will end. We cannot help but view the action with that comfort in mind. We can only imagine the anguish and uncertainty for those who lived during this major conflict.


That is why personal stories matter. They get us closer to what people actually experienced. Closer to what it took to endure. To understand how hope was kept alive. How their lives were changed. For women that change was profound.


That is why this book is such a valuable contribution to our knowledge of this period. The stories it contains are about real people. Victoria gives us a glimpse into the world of a woman or young girl and ‘their war’, be they a nurse, evacuee, engineer, pilot, mother or child. This book is essential reading for anyone with an unsatiable curiosity about the Second World War. However, these precious testimonies reveal lessons that go beyond that moment. Remarkable Women of the Second World War teaches us about humanity. Suffering and turmoil was intense and inescapable. That is why these true stories, honestly told and honestly written, are so important – we can gather strength from the strength of these women, courage from their courage, and believe in humanity, as they believed.


The book is also timely. Our own recent experiences of the pandemic can give us perhaps more empathy with life and death situations, the national effort, and emotional and practical sacrifice.


Victoria writes of her care for the women whose stories she has told in her introduction, a care which resonates throughout the whole of this book. They take us through the full spectrum of human emotions: the drama, death and destruction but also the joy, beauty and humour. The spirit of Vera Saies, our Battle of Britain plotter, who broke WAAF rules on an evening out to wear bright red lipstick; the comfort Dorothy Drew, our homesick child evacuee, gained from feeding kittens warm milk at the farm she was sent to during the Blitz; the amusement Gwen Raggett, our Land Girl, found in hiding from Italian prisoners-of-war who pestered her with love songs; and the sticky buns Midori Yamazaki, our Japanese teenager, spoke of that made her exhausting factory work more bearable.


Victoria was determined from the moment she began planning this remarkable book to reflect the fact the Second World War was a truly global conflict. Amongst the British memories there are recollections from former Yugoslavia, Russia, Burma, Japan and two stories of European Jews who were young girls when the Nazis devastated their family lives.


There is still a paucity of work which tell the stories of half the population at these key moments in our national history. Victoria has done us a huge service in this unique, varied, and vital collection of tales.


In reading it, when we are facing our own challenges, when we do not yet know how they will end, we can draw from these stories and all they have to teach. It is a book of Remembrance. It is a book about hope.


The Hon Captain Rt Hon Penny Mordaunt MP
Royal Navy Reserve
MP for Portsmouth North




INTRODUCTION


BY VICTORIA PANTON BACON


I am very pleased to have reached the stage of writing the introduction to this book. Learning about the wartime lives of every one of the Remarkable Women whose stories are revealed on its pages has been eminently rewarding, truly fascinating – and in every way, a privilege.


These are their stories, based on truthful memories shared with me. Every chapter, however, tells the story of so many women who lived through the Second World War as they did. Because of the honesty of these women so many more can be remembered; the revelations on these pages not only deepen our knowledge of the lives of so many women, but our understanding too.


We can, and must, learn from these remarkable women and draw strength from the many examples of courage, resilience, and determination that scatter the pages of this book. These women – all of them very young during the war, of course, and some were children – experienced so much: separation from families, grief, fear of being killed, physical pain. And there was nothing to protect them from the reality that humankind could be very cruel. Many were, admittedly, scarred forever by their wartime circumstances, and shaped by them, but all of them continued to show remarkable courage as they picked up the pieces of their shattered lives in the post-war years, too. The Second World War was a global conflict; I have done my best to reflect this fact with these stories. In addition to six British chapters, there are memories given to me by women from the Netherlands, Germany, Burma, Russia, Croatia, and Japan. These stories – and the British chapters which include, amongst others, a Women’s Land Army memory, an RAF nurse’s story, and a child evacuee account – will reveal much that is surprising, poignant, intriguing – and remarkable.


There will be much about these women you will admire, too; I have done them a disservice if you do not. As each chapter has unfolded, whilst piecing together the individual stories, I have grown to respect and care so much for all of them. My greatest wish would be that they were all still alive today and we could all be together in a lovely warm room, drinking tea and feeling happy, safe, and fascinated in each other’s company.


That can’t happen, of course, but you can read their stories; you can let them into your lives through their words, as I have done.


You will be enriched by their recollections; of this, I am certain.


Victoria Panton Bacon




PART 1


THE BRITISH MEMORIES




DOROTHY DREW: A CHILD EVACUEE


Backwards, forwards, backwards, forwards … enjoying the sunshine and the motion of the small wooden swing she was propelling with her 7½-year-old legs, Dorothy Drew was feeling as happy as could be in the garden of 89 Parkside Avenue, in Romford, on the morning of 3 September 1939. Dorothy loved her swing – it was hers and hers alone because she didn’t have brothers or sisters to share it. She loved its gentle movement, listening to the birds as she swung, thinking only of what she might be having for lunch, or even about what she had had for breakfast.


Then her father came into the garden and held the swing so all forward – and backward – movement stopped. She told me she jumped off the swing, and said:




I remember my father ushering me quickly into the kitchen, where mother was waiting, looking anxious. ‘We have to listen to the radio,’ father said, ‘we have to listen to Mr Chamberlain on the wireless, because what he is going to say is very important.’





The radio was in the kitchen of their small house in Romford, in the East End of London. Her mother was very fond of the house and the kitchen was her favourite room. Her father (an electrical engineer) devoted as much time as he could to his gadgets, making and fixing whatever he could; he was as practical as he was thrifty. He was, Dorothy told me, particularly proud of this wireless set, which he had made himself. She said: ‘It was a great big set, that sat in an alcove in the corner of the room, with enormous valves on it.’ Quite often, as a child, Dorothy had ‘watched’ the radio whilst people talked, imagining the faces behind the voices.


However, there was no childish fun to be had in Mr Chamberlain’s words that emanated from her father’s wireless that morning. Confirming that Britain had declared war with Germany, because Germany had refused to withdraw its troops from Poland, Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain said:




I am speaking to you from the Cabinet Room at 10 Downing Street. This morning the British ambassador in Berlin handed the German government a final note stating that unless we heard from them by 11 o’clock that they were prepared at once to withdraw their troops from Poland, a state of war would exist between us. I have to tell you now that no such undertaking has been received, and that consequently this country is at war with Germany.


You can imagine what a bitter blow it is to me that all my long struggle to win peace has failed. Yet I cannot believe that there is anything more, or anything different, that I could have done and that would have been more successful. Up to the very last it would have been quite possible to have arranged a peaceful and honourable settlement between Germany and Poland. But Hitler would not have it. He had evidently made up his mind to attack Poland whatever happened, and although he now says he put forward reasonable proposals which were rejected by the Poles, that is not a true statement. The proposals were never shown to the Poles, nor to us, and though they were announced in the German broadcast on Thursday night, Hitler did not wait to hear comments on them, but ordered his troops to cross the Polish frontier the next morning.


His action shows convincingly that there is no chance of expecting that this man will ever give up his practice of using force to gain his will. He can only be stopped by force.


We have a clear conscience. We have done all that any country could do to establish peace. But the situation in which no word given by Germany’s ruler could be trusted, and no people or country could feel itself safe, had become intolerable. And now that we have resolved to finish it, I know that you will all play your part with calmness and courage.





‘It wasn’t a huge surprise,’ Dorothy recalled:




I think everybody knew that the Prime Minister was going to declare we would be going to war with Germany, but we didn’t know when. After Mr Chamberlain spoke my father, who was very good at explaining things, told me why the war was inevitable; Mr Chamberlain had been left with no choice but to make the decision he did because of Germany invading Poland, making life so difficult for the Poles.





Her father’s words of explanation may have been to reassure Dorothy, as much as he felt able, that there was reason in what was happening. But as much as he would have wanted to reassure his daughter, how could he? How could anyone be reassuring on such a day? The only certainty of war was uncertainty; but even the extent and nature of uncertainty was unclear. How long would it last? Who would have to go and fight? Would their small family be broken up? Would they still have enough food? Questions, questions, questions asked by the millions in the United Kingdom and in Europe whose lives were instantly altered with the announcement that the Second World War had begun. Questions for which there were no answers, no option left but for all – whatever their situation – to adhere to Mr Chamberlain’s instruction, to ‘play [your] part with calmness and courage’.


After Dorothy told me how she received the news that their lives were about to become very different, I could not help but think of my own childhood – and about children I know today that are of the age that Dorothy was when she heard this. The years between being a toddler and a teenager are widely understood to be ‘formative’ years, when we learn to read, to count, to ride a bicycle perhaps – to constantly learn, without knowing that we are little sponges, absorbing, absorbing, absorbing. I remember from my childhood this was the time I would walk in woods with my father and learn the names of trees, birds and butterflies. We don’t know how precious our childhood is until it has passed, until those carefree days are replaced by adulthood – possessed of course of its own joys but accompanied by duties and responsibilities that don’t go away. Dorothy’s story therefore reveals another consequence of war that I hadn’t thought about so much before, until she opened my mind to it: the fact that quite simply, thousands of children were robbed of the sweetness of childhood. When I was that age I might have known a bit about war, but I had no understanding at all about the fact that human beings could be so cruel. I am sure I didn’t appreciate that one human being would ever want to kill another.
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Dorothy outside her Romford home, c. 1938.
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Dorothy on her swing.





As the Second World War began to unfold in the days, weeks, and months that followed Prime Minister Chamberlain’s announcement, the way that life changed for children, inevitably, varied immeasurably depending upon their age and situation. Thousands of children – Dorothy’s age but younger and older too – would have had to get used to a home that was suddenly without the presence of a father or brother. Mothers left behind would have been weighed down with extra duty and care, leaning on their young ones for practical, and even emotional support. School must have been a very different experience too; children in village schools suddenly ‘invaded’ by youngsters from towns who came to them as evacuees – so class sizes suddenly bulged and children, as different as chalk and cheese, had to learn to accept each other. Thousands of children, too, discovered the pain of bereavement, and loss – homes taken away, as well as so many loved ones.


That said, amongst the loneliness, extra responsibility, new-found fears (and food rationing), aspects of war did, for some youngsters, prove to be exciting. How many would not have been thrilled by the sight of one, or often more, aircraft tearing across the sky; enormous, roaring machines, sometimes even dropping men with parachutes? There are also tales of the excitement children felt when ‘pillaging’ parts off fallen enemy aircraft – anything they could grab including levers and switches from cockpits, bits of propellers, lights and wheel nuts. And, of course, child evacuation – from the city to the country – had some delightful consequences too. For the first time, thousands of city children were able, for example, to run freely in country lanes, see spring lambs, bluebells and mountains, and even swim in the sea. There are also many heartening stories of lasting friendships that formed as the contrasting worlds of city and country children came together.


However, I will return now to Dorothy – this is her story. The story of a little girl whose Second World War began when she was 7½, and ended when she was 13. You will recall she was in the comfort of her parent’s kitchen as the Second World War began. Nothing much happened for the first few days, but then, for Dorothy, it became inescapably real:




A lady appeared at the house, a week or so after the war began. She told my parents I would have to be evacuated, because Romford – where we lived – was near the docks, so it was deemed a high-risk area and too dangerous for me to stay there. I didn’t want to go and didn’t really understand either why I had to because we hadn’t been bombed or anything by that point. My mother didn’t want me to go, she was really sad, but the decision had been taken anyway. I remember feeling very disappointed because I loved my school too, it was called Havering Road School. But the next thing I recall was being put on a coach, I thought my mother was coming with me, but she didn’t. I was one of lots of children put on this coach, which was taking us to a place called Layer Marney in Essex. It was just a village then …


I don’t remember details after that, such as a getting off the coach, or being collected by anyone, my memory is rather hazy … but I can recall crying whilst we were driving along, and most of the other children crying too. However, I do recall the little farmhouse I was taken to with about five of the other children; and the lady who took us in, who was in her 30s, being very kind. She showed us their animals: lambs, kittens, chickens … I remember thinking how lovely they were. I recall having to share a big bed with a little girl who was about the same age as me, who wet this bed because she was so nervous. I used to get up during the night sometimes and stare out of the window, wondering which was the way home; I desperately wanted to go home, I was so home sick.


I was there, I think, for about eight weeks – as were all the other children. It wasn’t horrid, I was just homesick. We used to have a meal at midday, the food was mostly alright but almost every day we had cabbage and I hated cabbage so when no one was looking, I would scrape it off the plate and hide it underneath it. Silly what you remember! I did get told off, but not really punished, and as I said the lady whose house it was, I forget her name, was very kind, especially to me, because she let me feed the kittens every day. I think it was because I was more homesick than the others, there were a couple of boys in the house who didn’t seem to mind being away from home too much. Anyway, back to the kittens. The kind lady had a great big old-fashioned Yorkshire pudding pan in the yard, and after the cows were milked I was allowed to put some of the fresh milk into this pan and give it to the kittens, who would paddle in it as well as drink it; feeding and playing with the kittens was the highlight of being there for me. I did this every morning. Then, finally, by about the end October, we were all allowed to go home.





Dorothy told me she couldn’t have been happier when she was told she was allowed to go home. But she said that when she got back, everything felt different. She said, ‘Bombing had already begun. My parents were so anxious all the time.’ She explained that her father had not been called up for service because he would have failed his medical, as he had had rheumatic fever as a child. However, he would also have been excused from service as he worked as an electrical inspector, which counted as a ‘reserved occupation’, i.e. someone working in a vital role that helped to keep the country going. Other reserved occupations included doctors, farmers, teachers, miners, and shopkeepers:




Of course, I was very glad my father hadn’t had to go away, but my mother and I still worried about him when he went to work. He went off each day on a motorbike, with a sidecar (which I’d sit in sometimes; that was fun!) because we wouldn’t have been able to afford the petrol for a car. He looked so vulnerable going off in that little motor – the smallest bit of ‘ack ack’ would have got him.


I remember a couple of very ‘close shaves’ my father had – one day he came from work with the bottom of one his trouser legs ripped off, after an incendiary bomb had dropped very near him, causing it to catch fire; and another time he was in our garden having a smoke, and a piece of shrapnel shot past him and landed a few feet away, with such ferocity it pierced the concrete next to him.





Soon after her return home from Layer Marney, Dorothy went to her garden to play and was upset to see an Anderson shelter1; it wasn’t so much that this shelter was there – by this time war had made its presence felt and knowing there was a place of safety would probably have been a relief – but it was the fact that the shelter had been put up in place of their garden rockery, of which she had been so fond. She told me how her father had built this rockery himself and she loved it. The loss of something like a garden rockery during the war when so much was lost – entire buildings, aircraft and, of course, most importantly, people – might seem irrelevant, even crass to mention, but I think it matters, especially for this Second World War memory. For a child to lose something like this feels very poignant: a symbol of the change all around her around her, none of which she – or more importantly her parents – could have any control of at all. Yet another part of Dorothy’s childhood taken away, never to come back, because of the war.


Dorothy told me about how they shared this shelter with the family next door; it was the norm for shelters to be shared between two families. It was a government-supplied standard issue Anderson shelter, so, like all shelters at the beginning of the war (as it progressed larger ones were made that could accommodate more people) it was around 6½ft by 4½ft – therefore, small and a squash even for the smallest families. Dorothy said:




I had a ‘siren suit’2 by my bed in our house, which I had to quickly put on if we heard the screaming of the air-raid siren and had to go to the shelter in the middle of the night. This was a special suit, a bit like a onesie, which kept me warm. I think my parents slept in their clothes, to save dressing time. If it was night-time I would try to sleep in the shelter, but it was always difficult and uncomfortable because I had to share a small bunk bed with the boy from next door, he was called Kenny, and was about my age. We went ‘head-to-toe’, it was very uncomfortable, and he had horribly smelly feet!





Their homes were also very near an ‘ack ack’ gun position, from where soldiers would repeatedly shoot at enemy aircraft during raids, which was, inevitably, very noisy.


But most of all Dorothy remembered how frightened she felt when they were in the shelter. Sometimes the two families would simply be there, together, silently listening to the fearful noise of the bombing going on above them. The shelters were – amazingly – pretty much bombproof, but were nonetheless very cramped, draughty and would have been cold and damp, especially if it had been raining. Also, once in the shelter, they didn’t know how long they would have to stay there. Dorothy told me they learnt to distinguish between the sound of German and British aircraft: ‘Ours,’ said Dorothy, ‘seemed to move across the sky, making a continuous humming sound, whereas the German planes went ‘zum, zum, zum …’ She told me she has not forgotten, to this day, the fear she felt sitting in this shelter – so much so that she is still, eighty years later, troubled and afraid when subjected to unexpected, loud, inexplicable noises.


Rushing into air-raid shelters after the ‘scream’ of an order to do so became a feature of her life back at Havering Road school, too. These shelters, of course, were much larger – around 40ft long. Dorothy recalled how the teachers would hurry the children into the shelter, doing their best to keep them calm, giving them water and biscuits. The only light they had in the shelters, which were otherwise dingy and dark, was from candles, the small flames providing an immensely comforting glow. But what strange times, especially for a child. They had to get used to gas masks too – always having one about their person, when they weren’t having to wear them. Dorothy told me:




Lots of children found these really tricky and uncomfortable, including me because I was a bit claustrophobic. Very young children, toddlers really, were given masks that looked a bit like Mickey Mouse – with Mickey’s nose and ears. I had one of these at the beginning, which did help me get used to a bigger one.





The extraordinary strength of the shelters was laid to bare for Dorothy one day at school when she was in the shelter, with her friends and teachers of course, and above them they heard the sound of some of their school buildings taking a direct hit; the resulting damage so severe their school was closed. This bombing occurred during the Blitz – a strategic bombing campaign unleashed by the Germans over a number of cities and towns in the United Kingdom, which began towards the end of the Battle of Britain (September 1940), continuing until May 1941. The term ‘Blitz’ was first used by the British press – it means ‘lightning’ – and originated from the term ‘Blitzkrieg’, which is the German word for ‘lightning war’.


Another moment of paralysing fear she recalled occurred one day, towards the end of 1940, when Dorothy and her mother were queuing up at a local market for their weekly share of whale meat, which was the only meat available to them at the time: ‘we certainly wouldn’t have chosen it,’ she said. ‘It was really fatty, disgusting and tasted how you might expect rotten fish to taste.’ They were two of around fifty people lining up for their ration, when suddenly they were all ‘strafed’ from above by a German aircraft that flew low over them, dropping bullets. Dorothy described how her mother pushed her very quickly to the ground and lay on top of her; everyone was doing the same thing. After a while, when silence replaced the noise of the aircraft, the people gradually began to look up from their horizontal positions and bravely, slowly, took their places in the queue.


It was while the Blitz was well under way, at the beginning of 1941, that Dorothy – once again – was sent away; it was, quite simply, too dangerous for her to stay in London. She went, on this occasion, to Alconbury in Cambridgeshire, to stay with her maternal grandmother. However, knowing no other children and being without her parents too, this was a lonely and troubling time for her. She told me she struggled to settle there and how unhappy she was at her new school too. She recalled:




I was a fish out of water. I didn’t like this new school, especially at the beginning. I only had my school uniform to wear from my old school – a brown blazer and a brown skirt – and the other children teased me because they didn’t have any sort of uniform. They teased me about the way I spoke too. It was horrible.


But my grandmother (Grandma Townsend) more than made up for it. It was only her and me in the house because my grandfather had died before I was born. She looked after me wonderfully – I slept on beautifully ironed cotton sheets, and I often woke to the smell of delicious sausages, or bacon. I think my grandmother was quite friendly with the local butcher, because I am sure we had more than our fair share of meat!


One of my grandmother’s favourite things was her piano – she couldn’t read music but she was able to play a tune just from hearing it – and Sunday afternoons became very special because she would open the window and some of the American airmen, who arrived in Alconbury in the summer of 1942, would gather round and say ‘Grandma Townsend, play us a tune! I remember her mostly playing the ‘Missouri Waltz’ (a Johnny Cash tune) and ‘Camptown Races’.





However, soon after her arrival in Alconbury, Dorothy received the very sad news that her Romford home had been hit by an incendiary bomb and had been almost completely destroyed. Thankfully, her parents were not at home at the time so were physically unscathed, but the mental scarring it caused, particularly for her mother, never went away. ‘My poor mother,’ said Dorothy, ‘it simply made her so depressed. She was never the same again.’ Dorothy went on to tell me about a few of the belongings that her parents did manage to retrieve from the damage, including a small clock that had sat on a mantelpiece in the kitchen, which her mother loved and kept, despite it being charred. The only item of Dorothy’s that was salvaged was a china ‘bunny’, with a peculiarly large, round nose. ‘This bunny has watched over me ever since he was returned safely to me,’ Dorothy said.


However – as every cloud has a silver lining – the bombing of the family home resulted in her parents joining her in Alconbury, which, despite the awfulness of losing her home, was a huge relief for Dorothy, still not even 10 years old:




My father was given £750 from the War Commission – which of course sounds very little these days but was actually quite a lot then – after our house was bombed, which he eventually used to pay for the building of a bungalow. In the meantime, after he arrived in Alconbury, he got a job with the local Air Ministry doing I am not sure what but I think it was quite important! He also worked as an Auxiliary Firemen and spent a lot of time fishing.





There wasn’t room at her grandmother’s house for the three of them to stay very long, so they had to find other accommodation. Displacement such as this would have been a feature of life for so many families; to lose everything, in such frightening circumstances, is barely imaginable. Their ‘rescue’ came with an invitation to live in part of the Vicarage in Alconbury – the family there, Dorothy recalled, were kind and generously invited Dorothy and her parents to stay there as long as they needed. However, their living quarters were small attic rooms at the top of the house. Dorothy shared a bedroom with her parents – a room with two windows – but there was only one window in their kitchen/sitting-room and the dinginess of it Dorothy thinks, made her mother’s depression worse.


‘I don’t blame my mother for finding it so difficult,’ Dorothy said:




She had lost so much; and she was very house-proud, she was the sort of person who liked everything to be very neat and tidy; which was virtually impossible in our tiny, rather dark attic. The washing was tricky too. But we were safe, and things did eventually start to look ‘up’ and get better. My father managed to buy 1½ acres of land, for about £80, enough to build on and began to design and build a new house for us, which was to be a lovely bungalow. But it took a long time … it wasn’t easy to get materials, of course, during the war, and every bit of material had to be licensed too.





Dorothy recalled how as her parents began to plan their new home, she felt happier too, and with that school also became more bearable. At last, once again, Dorothy was able to sit in her classroom and concentrate on her schoolwork, without the interruption of an air-raid siren screaming. But, as with almost all children – wartime or not – it was the holidays children looked forward to more than anything. It was with much joy that she, and her friends, were told that if they were prepared to undertake some of the jobs that weren’t being done because so many young men had been sent away, they would be ‘richly rewarded’ with extra holidays.


These were not ‘unpleasant jobs’ said Dorothy, who then described a cheerful ‘children’s army’ – tripping over themselves to be as useful as possible. ‘There were lots of different things for us to do,’ she said:




The boys did a lot of potato picking – they would walk behind horses pulling ploughs, collecting the potatoes that came to the surface. I – with other girls – would collect old newspapers from people in the town. We would take them into school; it was all very well organised – if you collected a few newspapers you would be given a badge saying ‘Private’; if you managed to get a lot you would be a ‘General’ – we all wanted to be a ‘General’! I was quite lucky, I became a ‘General’ quite quickly – my parents took the Daily Telegraph every day and the Vicar took The Times, so I didn’t have to go very far even to get a few papers. The boys, too, were encouraged to catch rats. They were not allowed to bring a whole rat into school, but had to prove they’d caught a rat by bringing in the tails, and they’d get a penny for each one.





Helping harvest corn, in the autumns of 1942 and 1943, was also something many of the children enjoyed helping with. They would collect the corn (this was called gleaning) after it came out of the thrashing machines and stack it into pyramid-shaped ‘stooks’, the idea being that it would dry more quickly if it were in a (rough) pyramid shape for the farmer to bundle it up.


‘It all sounds a bit crazy now,’ Dorothy said, ‘but actually these jobs were important and needed to be done. As children, we felt were taking part in the war effort.’ At the same time, too, without realising it probably, they were learning vital lifelong lessons of responsibility and teamwork. Meanwhile, rationing of food and food shortages were commonplace for everyone, including in the countryside; and all who had some land were obliged, by the War Commission, to grow vegetables for distribution to those who needed them most. Dorothy’s father, on his paddock, planted lots of potatoes; and later in the war she described quite a little farmholding developing; in addition to vegetables they had lots of hens, and a ‘cycle’ of having two pigs … resulting in inevitable slaughter, every few weeks, which Dorothy found very upsetting because she became very fond them.


In spite of her mother’s despair about losing their Romford home, and the continuation of the war, this was not an entirely sad time. As Dorothy began to settle in Alconbury, she became good friends with the Vicar’s niece, Valerie. She recalled the fun the two girls had together, dressing up, and selling roses and other flowers from the garden – keeping some of the pennies they made for themselves, but also giving some to charity. However, Dorothy did admit to quite a lot of naughtiness – including stealing food for midnight feasts and pretending to be ghosts adorned in sheets they would take from the large vicarage linen cupboard.


I should explain, too, that the airfield at Alconbury3 had, by this time, become an important American airbase – the US 8th Army Air Force4 arrived there in 1942, their fleet of B-24 Liberators replacing the earlier Royal Air Force Wellington bomber squadrons. In order to accommodate the Liberators – one of the largest of the American heavy bomber aircraft that had four engines and needed a crew of ten to function – runways had to be extended and extra hangars had to be built. Dorothy told me:




It was quite thrilling to watch these enormous American aircraft take off. We would count them as they would go in and out. But one day was awful. I remember one of the planes making a really strange noise. As it came in, towards the incline of a hill, it crashed, and was buried in the hillside. All the crew died. It was dreadful, some of the local people got on their bikes, out of curiosity, to get close to the bomb site.





Dorothy spoke fondly of the Americans, most of whom were jolly and very friendly, and more than happy to integrate with the local civilian population of Alconbury. Dorothy’s mother volunteered for the American Red Cross, attending to the servicemen every evening at their base, with whatever they needed – cooking, washing, and nursing, too, on occasion. Many of them were very grateful, too, for the care shown by ladies like Dorothy’s mother – two of them returned the kindness by helping her father complete the building of their bungalow. So much of the Second World War was a team effort in so many unexpected ways.

OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Title



		Copyright



		Contents



		Foreword by the Hon Captain Rt Hon Penny Mordaunt MP



		Introduction by Victoria Panton Bacon



		Part 1: The British Memories



		Dorothy Drew: A Child Evacuee



		Ena Botting: An Air Transport Auxiliary Engineer



		Vera Saies: A Battle of Britain Plotter



		Clarice Jacques: The Story of a Royal Air Force Nurse



		Gwen Raggett: A Women’s Land Army Story



		Mary Wilson: A Lady Almoner Memory









		Part 2: Memories from Around the World



		Yoka Verdoner: The Story of a Dutch Child in Hiding



		Midori Yamazaki: The Memory of a Japanese Teenager



		Mollie Birch: A Mother’s Story of Travelling from Burma to India



		Lee Edwards: A German Jewish Child Who Escaped on a Kindertransport Train



		Galina Brok-Beltsova: A Russian Aviator Who Flew on the Front Line for the Red Army



		Anka Alujevic: ‘Bugs and Buttons’, a Partisan Memory from Yugoslavia









		Epilogue: Fiona Symon: A Remembrance Story about the Sinking of the Lancastria in June 1940



		Closing Words



		Acknowledgements



		Bibliography











Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Start











OEBPS/images/half.jpg
REMARKABLE WOMEN
OF THE SECOND WORLD WAR





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
“The stories of the women in this book needed to be told — and.
most importantly, their lives and work need to be remembered
... This is a book for all generations.”

LUCINDA HAWKSLEY, author of Letters of Great Women

“Victoria has done us a huge service in this unique, vari

and vital collection of tales . . . we can draw from thes g

stories and all they have to teach.”

THE HON CAPTAIN RT HON PENNY MORDAUNT MP ;






OEBPS/images/f0016-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0016-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
REMARKABLE WOMEN
OF THE SECOND WORLD WAR

A Collection of Untold Stories

VICTORIA PANTON BACON

The
History
Press





OEBPS/images/copy.jpg
Trees for .Y fe





