
Bradford  

When the war broke out in 1939 I was just four years old. We lived in a village 

(Farsley) between Leeds and Bradford, but even at that time the old villages along 

the main Leeds/Bradford road merged into each other and there were houses all 

the way between the two cities, but also fields to be seen from the top of a bus! 

We lived in a new semi-detached house and didn't invest in an air-raid shelter, but 

had the dining room ceiling strengthened with wooden pillars. This room was then 

used as a bedroom for my sister and myself and, if there was an air-raid, our 

parents would join us. I remember only one bad raid and our next-door neighbour, 

whose husband was in the forces, came in with her young son. I don't remember 

being afraid, I suppose we children didn't understand the consequences of war, and 

on this "bad" night we were 5 miles away from the bombing. This doesn't sound far 

away today, but we had nothing crashing round us. 

 

I remember the sirens going another day - a Sunday I think - and it must have 

been fairly early, because I was dressing and fastening the rubber buttons on my 

liberty bodice. On another occasion the sirens went one summer evening and my 

mother was out at a meeting. I wasn't happy about her being away from home, but 

my father, who was chatting to a neighbour outside, smiled and said, "She'll be 

alright," and she was! 

 

One day we filed out of school and went to the end of the road and into the cellars 

of the big house in the park. I don't know what the house was used for then, but 

I'm fairly sure it wasn't a home. I don't know whether the sirens had sounded then 

or if it was just a "rehearsal" to get us all to the school shelter. I don't think we 

were there long, but there was some entertainment from the children. I remember 

a boy who lived in the same street as me singing "Oh, for the wings of a dove". For 

years afterwards I wondered what a "trest" was, because he sang "I will remain 

there for ever a trest"! 

 

My father was not "called up" as he worked for a company manufacturing asbestos 

parts used in ships. He was an air-raid warden and had a tin hat, but I don't think 

he had many sleepless nights. He was also a scoutmaster - much needed to keep 



lively young lads out of mischief with their fathers away at the war. "Away at the 

war" is an expression that was used - it sounds as though the war had nothing to do 

with those of us left at home and shows that, compared with many people in the 

country, we were touched very little by it. We had rationing, of course, but never 

went hungry. My mother was a good plain cook and would use what was available to 

its best advantage. We had "birds nests" (an egg dropped into mashed potato and 

kept warm long enough to set); potato and onion fritters, with or without cold 

meat, depending on whether there was any left; corned beef in many forms! 

(fritters again, or in a hash, or mixed with mashed potato in a pie); meat and potato 

pie, making a little meat go a long way and still a family favourite today. Our 

greengrocer came round with a horse and cart and I suppose his supplies were 

limited to local and seasonal food, but we didn't go short. My brother was born in 

1941 and never saw a banana until after the war. He was promptly sick after eating 

it and has never eaten one since! 

 

We were encouraged to grow vegetables and my father tried to grow some peas, 

but with little success. He was no gardener - my memory of the front garden is a 

small lawn surrounded by catmint! Also, people were encouraged to keep hens and 

my Auntie Clara had some. We went to stay with her once - probably when my 

brother was born - and I can still remember the awful smell of the hen food being 

cooked on the stove, but no doubt we enjoyed the eggs. She had an evacuee staying 

with her and her mother had come to visit. The mother came downstairs long after 

we had had breakfast, in a silk dressing-gown. She wore bright red lipstick and 

smoked cigarettes and I wondered why THEY needed Auntie Clara's help, when 

SHE had to cook "mash" for the hens. Some of the young women looked glamorous 

in a strange way in their dungarees and turbans and were the ones to make 

trousers for women popular, I suppose. 

 

I didn't see many soldiers, but we did have three Americans billeted with us 

before "D" Day and one of them, Edwin, was the first black man I had seen. I think 

they were with us for three days and to pass the time they painted the garden hut 

green. 

 



When the street lights went on again after the war my father and I went out to 

look at them - insignificant gas lights, I think, but like Blackpool illuminations after 

the blackout. I think it was only then that I began to understand a little bit of 

what had been going on - some husbands and sons never came home - but it wasn't 

talked about a lot because it happened to so many. One lady never did recover from 

losing her only son. She just could not accept that he would never come home and 

for the rest of her life expected him to walk through the door one day. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


