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When the war started, we lived in Walthamstow in East London. Our house was small, but had a cellar. If a house did not have a cellar but had a garden, an Anderson Shelter was put in the garden. These were constructed of corrugated iron, buried with earth on top. My mother Margaret suggested that she and I should be evacuated out of London. I was 18 years old and said that I did not want to go and would stay with Dad. Sp Mum went off to Weymouth, on the South coast of England.
Mum made me promise that during air raids, which happened most nights, I would go down to the cellar. I said "I would", but I did not always go down. If it was not too close I sometimes did not wake up. Sometimes my dog Mickey, would wake me, dogs seemed to know when they were coming.
My father (George), worked as a 'Boot clicker', that's was someone that cut out leather on the wooden last to make boots. Dad was also an air raid warden. He either patrolled the streets, telling people to close their blinds or turn the light off, or was on a rooftop observing where bombs hit and telephoning it in.
My brother's (Len) fiancee (Joan), and I decided we would like to become engineers.
So off we went to a factory, run by a firm called De La Rue. They were quite a big firm and made all sorts of thing in different places in England.

At this factory, they made aircraft and aircraft parts. But after a morning there we decided we didn't like it so we went to the office to resign, only to be told the factory had been registered war work, and that we were in for the duration. Nobody could leave unless they joined the forces.

Joan and I could not get to the recruiting office quick enough. There was one about ten minutes walk away at Whipps Cross. It was here that Joan and I signed up, again for the duration. Joan and I were lucky we stayed together all through our service, which was good for both of us.
Very soon after this, Joan and I received orders to report to ATS (Auxiliary Territorial Service) Wing, LT.C. (Infantry Training Centre), Oxford & Bucks Light Infantry in Slade Camp, Cowley, and Oxford. It was there that we did our basic training, square bashing etc. I remember on one occasion, we were being drilled by a Staff Sergeant and as I swung my right arm up, a bee got caught on to my thumb and stung me. I just pulled out of the ranks wringing my hand, it hurt. The Staff Sergeant, who I'm sure had not experienced this happening before shouted something out, I don't remember what it was, but it would not have been very nice. Anyway he pulled the sting out of my thumb and sent me off to the Medical Room, for treatment. One good thing as a result, was that I was excused duties for a while.
After basic training, Joan and I deciding we would like to be a drivers, we were given more tests and passed these alright. We were then posted to Hereford Driving School, for driving training. We were tested on both day and night driving and I passed both.
After passing out we were posted to Dalmeny, Scotland for 18 months, where the unit, 445 Heavy Ack-Ack was stationed. I had to drive in all kinds of conditions and weather and had to maintain our vehicles at all times. I remember one time; I had to take a Major Davenport to another camp, at night, in very thick fog. The fog was so bad, he had to walk in front of me as I couldn't see a thing, we arrived and he survived!!
Sometimes when given weekend leave·(Saturday & Sunday), I would sneak out on Friday evening and get a train to London to see dad, hoping that the Red Caps didn't check my pass too closely as I would be in trouble. They often rode the trains looking for deserters or others who should not be travelling.

We drove a variety of vehicles from cars to water tankers. Officers were taken in cars. I would have to take a truck to pick up milk for the camp from a local dairy. This was done using a flat tray vehicle on which the full milk chum would be placed; I did not have to load it, too heavy for little me. Other times I would be sent to get water, this meant taking the water trailer off to the Fire Brigade for them to fill it.
Whilst in Scotland, on the 11th July 1943 I received a telegram (I still have it). In those days telegrams meant bad news. But upon opening it, I received good news. My brother Len has been reported missing in Malaya two years before. The telegram was from mum to say that they had a card from Len, saying that he was safe, but a POW of the Japanese. Len was serving with 155 Field Regiment Royal Artillery. Len worked on the Burma Railway whilst he was a POW. He was injured and through good luck was sent to Japan. He was released at the end of the war two and a half years later.
After a while the regiment moved down towards London, through the midlands, stopping at different camps, West Hartlepool's, County Durham, and Stockton-on-Tees. We travelled in convoy until eventually we arrived at

	Sheerness. 

	


For a while at Sheerness, when I was given weekend leave, I was able to go across to Southend-on-Sea to see my best friend Wyn (Winifred), we have known each other since we were twelve years old and are still friends today, although we are parted, she in England and me in Australia. We were permitted to ride on any boat that was going to Southend, free of charge to service people. That did not last too long as the VI, (Doodle Bugs they were known as) rocket bombs were starting to come across, and were moved from Sheerness to the Romney Marshes.
Unfortunately, when Wyn got married, I was not able to be there as all leave had been cancelled.
All of the fields at Romney Marshes were filled with all kinds of guns, Light Ack-Ack (Pom- Porn's), Medium and Heavy Ack-Ack.

When we first arrived there we only had tents to live in. There were no air raid shelters. So when a VI or a bombing raid came over, we had to loosen the tent guy lines to lessen the effect of a bomb blast, and wear our helmets. After a while we had small shelters were provided for us to go into when there was a raid. But if a driver was wanted, I had to go even during a raid, when all the guns were firing; this was quite frightening as they seemed to be very close to the road I was driving down, right beside us.
After the bombing and VI' s were finished we were moved to a holding unit 155 Field Reg·iment RA, J Company, Chester Group in Chester ATS, waiting to be Demobbed in 1946.
While stationed on Romney Marsh we had some near misses with VI's, bombs and various bits and pieces of shrapnel, but were lucky that none actually fell on our site.
On a clear day we had a good view towards the France and could see the VI's coming. They looked like a little bright light in the sky, that became bigger the closer they got. They did not fly very fast and were not very high up. The sound they made was one you never forget. If I heard that sound today, I would know what it was.
I do remember one day Joan and I were halfway to the mess tent when the sirens went and we had forgotten our steel helmets, all the guns opened up, shrapnel was falling everywhere, which was very frightening, and we took shelter behind some bushes, it was all we could find. We never forgot our helmets again!!
Gladys Margaret Davis

