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This book is dedicated to the late Jack Sharpe, whose courage and tenacity in the face of the enemy overcame the most appalling of circumstances.

His spirit, and the spirit of so many like him, is embodied in this book.


Author’s Preface

Forgotten Voices of the Second World War is a sequel to Forgotten Voices of the Great War and has been created from the remarkable collection of taped interviews held by the Sound Archive of the Imperial War Museum. It is an archive of extraordinary depth, containing thousands of recordings of men and women who have served or witnessed the wars and campaigns from the First World War to the present.

The Second World War archive contains several thousand taped interviews recorded over the last thirty years. I have drawn extensively from this archive and listened to hundred of hours of taped interviews and read countless transcripts of people’s experiences of the war.

Apart from a number of French and German accounts, the Imperial War Museum interviews primarily cover British and Commonwealth participants, so I have concentrated on the campaigns where they have been involved. The exception is the Salerno landings, where the personal accounts are of American troops. These accounts come from a collection presented to the Sound Archive some years ago.

I have arranged the accounts, wherever possible, in chronological order. However I have made an exception with the accounts of the Far East, which I have placed at the end of each year. Because these are personal accounts, not cold histories, the order in which I have placed them may sometimes seem imperfect. Wherever possible I have checked for historical accuracy. The length of these accounts varies – some take many pages, whereas others select the most affecting moments. In some cases, contributors appear several times to tell of different actions in which they were involved. To place the accounts in an historical context, I have included a short history of each year from 1939 to 1945, and where necessary have given further background to the campaign within the particular year.

What I have sought to do is capture the experiences and atmosphere of the Second World War: the waiting, the preparation, the action and the consequences of those actions. Some of these accounts are raw and horrific, others more matter-of-fact or reflective. They all have their place in the tapestry of war.

Recalling experiences forty or fifty years after the event can lead to occasional inaccuracies, but what cannot be taken away is the feeling that comes from these interviews, and I have tried to capture the intensity of these feelings. It has been a privilege to listen to these men and women, many long dead, and to bring to life again their vivid memories. These are their words – I have been but a catalyst.

Max Arthur

July 2004


Introduction by Sir Martin Gilbert

Max Arthur put all students of war in his debt with his book on the First World War, Forgotten Voices. This book revived long-hidden archival recollections of those who had fought in what became known as ‘the war to end war’. Had that been the case, this second volume would not have been needed, or indeed possible. When war broke out again in 1939, many of those who had fought twenty years earlier, and millions of new faces, entered an even longer conflict.

This new volume covers almost six years of fighting on land, sea and air between 1939 and 1945. It spans all the war fronts on which British troops, sailors and airmen were to be found. Civilian voices are also heard in these pages.

Max Arthur has a sensitive ear for the nuances as well as the hammer blows of war. He has found space for the young evacuees who were taken away from their homes in the threatened cities and into the countryside, or across the Atlantic. Many little-recorded episodes of the war, such as the Norwegian campaign on 1940, the convoy run to Malta and the Chindit expeditions behind Japanese lines, find a place in these pages.

Although German bombs had dropped on London in the First World War – from Zeppelin and aircraft – and many hundreds of civilians killed, it was during the Blitz in 1940–1 that the full intensity and horror of civilian bombing became apparent, long before Hamburg or Dresden. The voices of those grim months in Britain are powerful and evocative.

The campaigns and battles of the war are illuminated by the voices assembled here. They include the Dunkirk evacuation, the raids on St Nazaire and Dieppe, the war in North Africa, the battles in Italy, the bombing of Germany, the preparations for the Normandy landings, the Normandy landings themselves (an extraordinarily graphic set of recollections), the war in Burma and on the Indian frontier, Arnhem, the Ardennes, crossing the Rhine in March 1945, Victory-in-Europe Day, the terrifying battles against the Japanese, and the Nuremberg Trials. Taken together they form a varied and vivid tapestry, emotionally draining, heroic in its portrait of men and women at war.

While the voices are predominantly British, they include, among others, a German schoolgirl in Dresden, a Japanese officer in Burma, New Zealand pilots, Australian infantrymen, a Rajput major, a French cavalryman, a Polish parachutist and a French resistance fighter. Commonwealth troops are well represented, as they are also well represented in the war cemeteries of Europe, North Africa, the Far East and the Pacific.

The variety of contributors is remarkable: they include a fourteen-year-old telegram delivery boy delivering ‘death telegrams’ to those who had lost a loved one, British medical students entering a liberated Belsen concentration camp, a British prisoner of war in Nagasaki when the atom bomb was dropped, merchant seamen, submariners, snipers, commandos, clerks, buglers, war correspondents, wireless operators, firemen and nurses, parachutists, prisoners of war. These were the fortunate survivors of more than two thousand days of war. The millions of men who killed are forever silent.

Those who recorded the stories that Max Arthur has chosen for this book – from the remarkable Imperial War Museum collection – will live on, in the printed word, with all its emotional power, for as long as books continue to be read.

Martin Gilbert,

Honorary Fellow,

Merton College, Oxford,

3 August 2004


1939



 

The day war was declared, the admiral called us together in the wardroom and gave us champagne and gave us a toast – ‘Damnation to Hitler’.

NO ONE WANTED to admit that another European conflict was inevitable – the horror of the last war was such that, to some, almost any compromise would be acceptable to avoid conflict again. In 1938, however, Hitler’s foreign policy became more aggressive and he made plans to annexe parts of Czechoslovakia. The British Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain flew to Germany to discuss Czechoslovakia with the German, French and Italian leaders, and returned having agreed to cede the disputed Sudetenland area to Germany, with a promise of ‘Peace for our time’.

However, as 1939 dawned, the Allies began to prepare for war in earnest. Hitler continued his steady drive to take over Europe, unperturbed by any signed agreements, and his troops invaded Czechoslovakia in March. By mid-May, Hitler had joined with Italy in ‘The Pact of Steel’, and revoked the nonaggression pact with Poland, reaching an agreement with Stalin in August as to how they would partition Poland. The Polish Army mobilised as Hitler’s sent a force of some 750,000 men into Poland on 1 September. Britain and France honoured their obligation to their ally, and declared war on Germany on 3 September.

Britain’s army at the outbreak of war had been boosted by the introduction of conscription for the first time during peace – but it was still an under-manned, under-equipped British Expeditionary Force that sailed for France on 9 September.

On land there was no full-scale fighting. There were naval confrontations when on the night of 3 September U-30 sank the British passenger liner Athenia, and the navy sank U-39 in the Atlantic. As 1939 drew to a close, Poland had been divided between Germany and Russia, and Soviet forces had invaded Finland, but Europe seemed to hold its breath. A strange sense of anticlimax reigned.

THE OUTBREAK OF WAR

Young men joined up, many before conscription reached them – and women too embraced a new life in the forces. Those who remembered the previous conflict, however, saw bleak times ahead. Gas had proved a deadly weapon in the trenches – and the prospect now was that it could be inflicted on the civilian population. Gas masks were issued to the public, air-raid sirens were tested, Air Raid Precautions demanded that full black-out be achieved during hours of darkness, and people dug up their gardens to erect air-raid shelters. After a flurry of sand-bagging and bomb-proofing, there was an atmosphere of fearful anticipation. Western Europe waited for the first action, and hoped fervently that the troops would be home before Christmas.

Evelyn White

Civilian in Birmingham

I remember vividly ‘peace in our time’ – Neville Chamberlain coming back from Munich. We thought, ‘Thank God, it’s going to be peace. It’s not going to be war.’ But of course, events proved wrong. I began thinking, ‘Is it going to be like the First World War?’ when thousands of men were killed. In a way, they were human fodder. I thought, ‘Is it going to be a repeat? What’s going to happen to my brothers?’

Muriel Tucker

Civilian, aged 13, in London

I remember the bother with Czechoslovakia, and we thought there was going to be a war. My father certainly did – and we were quite prepared for it. Then of course it all blew over temporarily, and I remember Dad bought us a dolly each to celebrate, because it seemed as if it was going to be all right – and of course, it wasn’t.

Frederick Winterbotham

Secret Intelligence Service

We had an agreement with our man in Warsaw that he would let us know the moment hostilities started. And I think it was when the first bomb dropped on Warsaw that he got through to us at once – and I had the signal brought in to me and I was sleeping in the office, of course, at the time. I had the pleasure of ringing up the Secretary to the Cabinet, who was sleeping at that time, and happened to be a friend of mine. I said, ‘I’ve got a job for you. War has broken out and I think you’d better advise the cabinet.’ I won’t repeat his language at the other end, because he didn’t get another wink of sleep that night. But we were now at war. Chamberlain talked about the subject on the radio a few days later.

[image: photo]
War becomes a reality, 3 September 1939.

Grim faces greet the news on a London street.
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On 3 September. Crowds in Downing Street, are restrained by police in tin helmets, as the news is released that war has been declared.



Dorothy Williams

Teenager at outbreak of war

It was a very anxious time. My parents followed the events very closely, so when we knew that war could break out – I think it was 11 o’clock in the morning – we were really keyed up. I was frightened. We didn’t know what was ahead. We had relatives who had been badly gassed. Father said if the Germans ever landed, he would kill us all rather than us ever fall into their hands. That frightened us a little bit too – we didn’t know which was going to be the worse of the two. Oh yes, he meant it. He had been right through the previous war and he had seen a lot.

We had to go to a hall in the village and collect our gas masks. I never found mine very comfortable. For babies there were the big gas masks in which the child lay. I know my baby sister was absolutely terrified of it. I don’t know what would have happened if she had remained in it for a long time because she was so frightened. She screamed the place down and went quite blue in the face. Of course we had to carry them everywhere we went in those little cardboard boxes with a piece of string attached. We never moved without them. I took mine with me until I joined up.

Doris Scott

Civilian from Canning Town, East London

I was terrified of what would happen, since I had been through the First World War, and had had to take shelter in a chapel on the corner of the street where we lived. The air power of the First World War wasn’t anything like that of 1939, but those raids were frightening enough. The possibility of war was really frightening, especially with two young children.

We were told that we all had to go to the local town hall and receive gas masks. My baby had to be issued with a sort of diving helmet with horizontal wires, totally encasing her. My other daughter was three, and had this Mickey Mouse gas mask which wouldn’t scare her. My mother, being asthmatic, was given another contraption, which was right for her breathing – and I had the normal mask that everyone else did. So we had four different types of gas mask in one family.

[image: photo]
Fully kitted out to face a gas attack, a nurse shows how to fit a special baby’s gas mask.



Ronald McGill

Evacuee from Vauxhall, South London – nine at the outbreak of war

The week prior to the outbreak of war, everybody seemed to know it was going to happen – and my parents were worried. They thought that our part of London would be devastated by bombs the first moment that the war was declared. Although now we know it’s ridiculous, when you look back, it wasn’t. These people round there that lived in the Vauxhall area – they weren’t too well educated, the parents. The children were gradually getting better than the parents who were very working-class. They had a very real fear.

My mother had seen the Zeppelins come down over Elstree in the First World War, and she thought that was going to happen again. I heard her telling another lady that if Germany did attack, she would rather kill her own children than let them be taken. I just couldn’t believe it – I couldn’t imagine Germans in my house. It didn’t make sense. They issued gas masks in Walworth Road before the outbreak of war, and that was the last straw. They thought about gas, and that frightened all these average working-class ladies. It was a fear which was generated by our own air-raid precautions, if you like.

Jutta Buder

Jewish girl living in Germany

We were on vacation in September 1939 and we were playing on the beach – and our parents came running down to the beach and told us war had broken out, and that we had to go home immediately. I thought it was very exciting, even though I didn’t want to leave the beach – and we all pushed into trains and everybody had to go home.

Mysterious things were beginning to happen. We lived in a duplex, and the radio used to be on the wall facing us – and my parents moved the radio to an inside wall of the house and away from our neighbours, and they would keep it very low, because they were listening to foreign stations – which was, of course, forbidden. Sometimes my mother listened from under a blanket so that nobody could hear outside – and we were told not to talk about that outside our home.

Edward Doe

Former soldier who had fought in the Spanish Civil War

Looking round, I could see that we were quite unprepared to enter a war of any magnitude – we just weren’t ready. We never had the kit and we never had the men. We never had anything – we had so far lagged behind.

Us chaps who had been in the service were under no illusion as to what the word ‘war’ itself meant. We had no illusions on that score. However, I answered the call the same as many thousands of others and reported myself at Winchester, and we were there a total of two days. Everything was in chaos because the barracks not only housed the King’s Royal Rifle Corps, it also housed the Rifle Brigade and also the Hampshire Regiment. You can imagine the chaos as literally hundreds and hundreds were pouring through the gates those first three days – all reserves answering the call.

Lieutenant Dick Caldwell

Lieutenant-surgeon, Royal Navy

As war approached, I think the thought of going to war was exciting. The day war was declared, the admiral called us together in the wardroom and gave us champagne and gave us a toast – ‘Damnation to Hitler’.

Pilot Officer Douglas Grice

32 Squadron, RAF

On September 3rd 1939, I seem to remember listening to the wireless, as it was called – hearing the announcement that we were at war with Germany. And there was, I mean a suppressed cheer – the thought that at long last we would earn our keep was really quite exhilarating. We didn’t know quite what was going to follow. But at the time, we were all fully trained – well, as trained as we could have been for fighting. I mean we didn’t know then that our tactics were all wrong – but anyway, we could fly our aeroplanes rather well.

Our tactics had never been tested in warfare – unlike the Germans, who had the Spanish Civil War to practise in. We had a set series of attacks – they were number one, two, three, four, five and six. And there were various manoeuvres you had to go through, like going from flying in Vic formation to flying in line astern. Attacking bombers from above, behind – the side – none of which was the slightest bit of use when you came to the point of actually finding the enemy and wanting to fire your gun.

Lady Anne Chichester

Civilian voluntary worker in Hampshire

Although the war hadn’t reached England, it had very much reached the Continent, and two or three days before war broke out, 46 children arrived from Portsmouth with some of their teachers. They came in buses from Beaulieu Road Station, and the Red Cross detachment all greeted them in the village and in the WI hut we had tea for them and gave them buns and biscuits before we sorted out which house they should go to. Each of them was given a bag of rations. The sad thing was that whoever had organised the departure of the children from Portsmouth had forgotten to tell the children to bring knives and forks and spoons, so we all had to rush round and borrow from everybody.

On that fateful day of Sunday, 3rd September at 11 in the morning, we all sat round the radio and we heard Neville Chamberlain’s speech with the horrific news that we were actually, from that moment, at war with Germany. Everybody was extremely shattered, and by an extraordinary coincidence, within ten minutes of the announcement, all the sirens went off. And we really did think that at that very moment the bombers were about to arrive. But it was only a false alarm, and the all-clear went – but it was a very strange time. We really thought that we were going to be bombed. By about six o’clock in the evening, King George VI spoke to the nation. It was a very amazing time to live through. We spent most of the day just talking about the horror of it all, and trying to plan what we could do in the immediate future to get all of the organisation moving that we had been planning for some time.

Lady Isabel Napier

Civilian living in London

We had a butler – four staff, I think. But the moment, of course, the war broke out, everything dissolved around me. The butler went off to join up. The cook left – she was frightened she might be bombed. The nursery governess left to help evacuate the LCC children – the London children. All the kids were evacuated as quickly as possible, and anyone living in the country with a spare room was liable to have these evacuees sent to them. And some of them, of course, had never seen the country – never seen the sea or farm animals and all the rest of it. I don’t think, really, it was a great success.

Ronald McGill

Evacuee from Vauxhall, South London

I’d been convalescent in 1938 – I could see more country, as far as I was concerned. Bigger and bigger Vauxhall parks. For children it was extremely exciting. I don’t think this had come over enough – it was a great adventure … but when it came to the moment when we lined up, and your mum and dad were on one side of the road, and you were on the other – then we all just burst in tears, the lot of us.

The teachers told their own classes they were going, and we were all told to be packed and to have our little bags. We were given a list we had to give our mother and father, which they had to return within two days – so they knew the children were prepared. The ones they didn’t get them back from, they went visiting them in the evenings to make sure what was happening and why – because a lot of the mothers were working-class and weren’t going to let their children go. They were going to refuse. If their children were going to die, they were going to die with them. My mother was one of those – she didn’t want us to go. It was only our father who made us go. My family was completely split, and there were terrible rows over it. In our area there were no children who didn’t go – the teachers literally forced them. The fact that some were back within a week was immaterial, but they did make everyone go at first. Some parents were moving away anyway – there was a voluntary evacuation as well. Some were leaving and going to relatives. Everybody knew that our part of London – near Waterloo – was going to be an immediate target.

There was help for those who couldn’t get together their things – hygiene things were got for them – soap, flannels and toothbrushes were got – but nothing else. Some just walked along there with just a paper bag and everything they had in it. I had a model Bren-gun carrier which I wasn’t going to lose. My sister took a doll with her – we were allowed small things which we carried in our bag.

All we were told was we were going to the countryside. In the week prior to going we did things like drawing cows – how much we knew about trees – we were geared up for the countryside. Some little children had never been to the country – never seen cattle. We were told we would be following the Thames – and that was it. All the boys had loved fishing – which at the time was just the ponds of Clapham Common – and suddenly they were transported and couldn’t wait to enjoy the Thames life.

‘Be all over by Christmas,’ some were saying – but the teacher said, ‘You allow for a year.’ I’ve no idea how we were supposed to manage for a year with a toothbrush and one change of socks.

Doris Scott

Civilian from Canning Town, East London

I thought it was awfully funny – although I suppose I shouldn’t say that in a war – but when the warning went, there was a chappie who lived at the end of the street. He was under the impression that as soon as the warning went, that he had to put his gas mask on. He did this over and over again, running through the streets with it on. We had been told only to use the gas mask if we heard rattles, and that the normal warning was for getting into your shelter. It was very funny.

Ronald McGill

Evacuee from Vauxhall, South London

We waved goodbye. The parents stayed on one side of the road and they all cried their eyes out – it was terrible, but we were all happy and joking by then. We’d had our apple, bagged our gasmask and we’d said our goodbyes.

We got into Vauxhall Station, and it was like entering a tomb – all tiled and dark. We had to wait down there until the train came in. It was a Southern Railway train that went round the loop line to Reading.

It really was packed! What I remember is the noise – ten carriages of children, and half of them were hanging out the windows. A lot of police there. It was just bedlam. I felt the teachers were very, very harassed, and in retrospect, they did a marvellous job. They shepherded us all there, looked after us – and they were worried themselves – some of their own children were with us.

Mum said that after we left it was like a cathedral, it was so quiet, the whole area. In the evenings, she said, it was unbelievable. They didn’t realise ’til then the noise of children playing. The streets had been our playgrounds.

On the train we were all happy – thrilled, adventurous. We whizzed under funny old archways at Clapham Junction and Wandsworth Town; we could see people lined up above it all, waving to us, and that cheered us up no end. We were joyful for them. We went through Richmond, across the Thames, and you knew we were in the countryside. It wasn’t long before we saw cows – we were thrilled. It was a tremendous adventure for us.

When we got to Reading we were taken into a big hall. People came in and sat at desks, then they walked down the line and tried to take pairs and families. I was taken by a local council man. The house was super. We went by car – I just couldn’t believe it. My sister and I were just earmarked. ‘We wanted a boy and a girl. You’ll do.’

We were handed over to a maid. We hardly saw the husband and wife that took us. We had two small beds. I remember crying a lot at first – we used to sob and sob and sob. I was nine and she was seven, and we probably spent an hour crying. After that we’d eat an apple or read something, and go to bed. Teachers came round occasionally to see us in the evening, but we felt very cut off.

Joan Reed

Schoolgirl in Woodford, Essex, evacuated to nearby Ongar

I don’t recall anything apart from the blackout, and having these black curtains, and the windows with sticky tape in case they got shattered. Some houses had boards that you put up to completely block out the light. I remember a warden shouting, ‘Put out that light!’ You heard that quite often, because they patrolled the streets. And the food shortages – my sister didn’t know what a banana was until after the war, and oranges were kept for pregnant women and small children under five.

I don’t remember my mother saying, ‘This is it – you’re going.’ We were in the playground and my young sister was crying – lots of little children were crying. This was mainly because mothers were left outside the gate, and we were ushered into the school. We all walked to the station with our gas masks round our necks, in a long crocodile from Leytonstone High Road. When we arrived at Ongar Station we walked into the local school hall, where we stood around – and in the centre were the prospective foster mothers, but they walked around as if we were cattle.

John Brasier

Evacuee from Hastings, aged eight at the outbreak of war

We ate our sandwiches, laughed and joked. Having left at nine that morning and arriving at about five or six o’clock, we were pretty tired. We were then taken to the local school, and it was upsetting because it was near the end before anyone claimed us.

Sylvia Taylor

Evacuee from Hook, Surrey, to Leeds, aged four at the outbreak of war

We arrived and were introduced. We were very, very shy. Then they said tea was ready, and we were taken into the dining room – and there was a table, groaning with food. Our eyes nearly popped out of our heads. We’d never seen so much food.

Gwendoline Stewart

Schoolgirl evacuated from Birmingham to Ashby-de-la-Zouch

Helen started to cry when she saw my mother, and asked, ‘Mum, why can’t we come home?’ My mother asked if she could speak privately to her children, and she was shown into another room. I said, ‘Mum, we can’t sit down to eat – we have to stand at the table. They don’t give us chairs, and we have to eat sardines – and we don’t like sardines.’ Jack said, ‘Look, Mum,’ and took down his little trousers and showed his bottom – which was red and raw. Helen said, ‘And me!’ They had been so hungry that they had broken into the food larder and opened a jar of strawberry jam and taken it to bed with them to eat – and the father had found out and had whipped them. My mother was incensed at the injustice of this – we were just being used for the extra money coming into the house.

Henry Metelmann

German youth apprenticed to the railway

Germany had invaded Poland, and to us it was something great. With shame I express this feeling now, because I had no idea what it really meant to the people there, to be invaded by a foreign army – and anyway, to be honest, I didn’t care. I thought of the German greatness and I thought, ‘Well, anyway, the Poles are second-rate and they have treated our German people living there very badly. It serves them right.’ And also, to think that Germany now could occupy Poland, then surely we would be a powerful state in central Europe – that appealed to me.

People in general did not like it, because many of the neighbours, they remembered the First World War. My father had been a soldier. He said, ‘I remember at first it was all great, the colours and all this and fighting for the Kaiser and the Empire. But then later on, things turned and changed, and it could well happen again, because it could be a long war.’

The Blitzkrieg was a great idea. With our superior technology in warfare, we would smash that little lot – yet within a few days France and England came in. We made a point of it, that it was not Germany who had declared war on England or France – but it was the ultimatum they sent to us, saying ‘If you are not out of Poland by so and so, we consider ourselves to be at war with you.’ That was a strong propaganda line. ‘We have not declared war on the western democracies – they have declared war on us!’ and they should have kept out of our arrangement we had with the Poles – that was our business.

I thought a war was a great thing. We were being told it cleanses the nation, and a war is necessary in order to get the rubbishy element out of our blood – and I believed it.

Francis Codd

Civilian working in City of London for a printer

I had foreseen that with Hitler’s advance across Europe and his latest move that war was both inevitable and necessary. That evening of the invasion, I was too numbed with tiredness and sadness really to feel much except misery that all my past life would be changed from now on. And funny enough, it wasn’t till the Saturday morning that I got up in my own flat, that I felt an intolerable weight of sadness.

I had worked all my life in the family printing business in the City, within two minutes’ walk of the Bank of England. At that time I was thirty years old and I’d had a very pleasant bachelor life – and now I felt it was coming to an end.

Mike Sherwood

Apprentice in the Merchant Navy

On our way out to Australia war was declared. I remember being on the bridge with the Second Officer, called Ring. He always had a bit of a sardonic twist to him. He said, ‘Well, Sherwood, this will be something for you to write home about: it’s war.’ I wondered what the hell he was talking about. To me war being declared meant nothing.

When we reached Australia we had to go and be fitted with a 6-inch gun. The gun’s crew was made up from us apprentices and various members of the crew. We had to go over to the naval base at Rushcutter’s Bay and learn all about guns. When the time came for us to sail they put on board a DEMS (Defensively Equipped Merchant Ship) gunner, a Royal Navy fellow to look after the gun and see that we knew what we were doing. We steamed out to give this gun a trial, out through Sydney Harbour. I was the sight setter. I used to stand at the side of the gun and say, ‘Range so-and-so.’ We loaded it up, the gunner said ‘Fire,’ and there was such a clatter. I was knocked flat to the ground. Everyone else was flat around me. There was a great roar and commotion from below in the deck house where all the stewards and cooks lived because nobody had told them we were firing and all the bunks and everything fell down. We didn’t feel that we were at war.

Sub-Lieutenant John Roxburgh

Aboard HMS Walpole

Come August 1939 it was obvious the war was coming. Convoys for merchant shipping had already started. At eleven o’clock on a Sunday morning, 3rd September we were at war, our depth-charges were primed and we were ready to go. A quarter of an hour after war had been declared we found a submarine echo which we attacked and dropped eleven charges. We were never credited with a submarine and I should think it was quite likely a shoal of fish or a rock, but it really got one’s mind racing. There was I, a young chap of twenty, actually dropping things to kill people. It was quite exciting.

Gunther Rall

Luftwaffe fighter pilot

There was a big, depressed mood throughout the country, ‘What is going on?’ But as a fighter pilot I also felt, if there is a war, then I want to be successful and be a fighter pilot and do my duty. But the population as such was very much shocked by the war, there’s no doubt.

Ordinary Seaman Douglas Stevens

Signaller aboard HMS Saon

I was called up by the RNVR – people seemed to cheer you on your way and wish you all the best. People at the bus-stop, when I caught the bus to the Embankment with my kitbag. People seemed to want to pat you on the back as you went.

Midshipman Ian McIntosh

Aboard HMS Sussex

When war was declared, we’d had a bit of patrolling off the Spanish coast during the Civil War on the Mediterranean side, then around June the whole fleet moved to Alexandria. We were in fact in Alexandria when war was declared. One of the preparations for war, apart from fusing all the shells, was to sharpen the cutlasses for the boarding party. As this was likely to be led by midshipmen, the idea of sailors behind you with sharp cutlasses wasn’t a very cheerful thought!

Gwendoline Saunders

Civilian in Weymouth

On Monday I went back to the library. There was a fair stir about, and by the end of that week, this other girl had already been scouting round, apparently, to find what she could do. She’d been up to this air force station. She said, ‘It’s rather exciting. I think I shall like this. I’ve signed for a plotter.’ So I said, ‘What is that?’ ‘Well,’ she said, ‘I think we shall plot the operations, but I’ll have to go for training. I had to sign a form. It was either for the duration or for four years.’ So I said, ‘What did you do?’ She said, ‘I signed for the duration. It can’t go on longer than four years, can it?’

Aircraftwoman Elsie Bartlett

An early recruit to the WAAF

All types turned up at Hallam Street to enlist – short, fat, thin, small, dowdy, glamorous – typists and shop-girls, married and single, from all walks of life. They were fussy about who they took at the beginning, and I hadn’t a lot going for me – what with spinal curvature and bad eyes. However, I slipped in as a grade C3 and, by that evening, was in Harrogate with the King’s shilling and a sore arm from injections.

When I got my posting, I opened it and read ‘RAF Dunkirk’. Well, I nearly had heart failure! ‘My God’, I thought, ‘things must be dodgy.’

My Dunkirk turned out to be a village in Kent. So there I was, a small WAAF weighed down in a heavy greatcoat, hat pulled down tight, carrying a gas mask, a tin hat, a case, a kitbag almost as big as me, and clutching my orders and a packet of sandwiches. Off I staggered to Kent.

Ordinary Seaman Vernon Coles

Stoker 2nd Class, Royal Navy, aboard HMS Faulknor

I saw my first real action on the 14th September. We were exercising with Ark Royal and three destroyers off St Kilda. Suddenly, during the mid-afternoon, there were two terrific explosions – we went to action stations immediately. We learnt that a German U-boat had fired two torpedoes at Ark Royal. Their torpedoes had magnetic heads on, so when they came within the magnetic field of Ark Royal, they both exploded. Otherwise she would have been hit.

We sailed straight down the torpedo tracks, dropped a full pattern of depth-charges and up she came. It was U-39. We took them all prisoner; we rescued the men in the whalers and then brought them on board. They were badly shaken, as anybody would have been on the receiving end of a couple of depth-charges.

I talked to some of the German prisoners. They thought they were going to be shot and they were actually surprised at the way they were treated. We had to communicate with them in sign language, but we gave them cigarettes and things. They were rather wet, so they were supplied with blankets while all their clothes and underwear were taken down to the boiler room to dry off. Their vests all had the German swastika on, so off they came during the night – they were taken as souvenirs. The Germans were most upset about that.

We off-loaded them in Scapa Flow. That was the first U-boat of the war to go down and they were the first naval prisoners-of-war.

Ordinary Seaman Stanley Allen

Recruit, Royal Navy

I went up to Skegness with a small suitcase, taking what I was told to take – which was very little – met other people at the railway station on the way up, and when we got to Skegness, we came out and it was raining. A little man in a blue Burberry and a badge on his cap, who I later found was a petty officer, he says, ‘Here, you long bastard.’ I was the tallest one amongst them. ‘You come and stand here.’ I was brought up in a church home, and of course he must have seen my face, and he said, ‘Oh, don’t take any notice, Lofty. If we calls you a bastard, we loves you.’ And of course, as I was the tallest, he was putting me as right-hand man from which the others could fall in.

Lieutenant-Colonel Alexander Stanier

1st Battalion, Welsh Guards

I think we rather thought that it would be very like the First War – there’d be the rush forward by the Germans – we’d hold them. Then trench warfare would come about as it was. We did realise that there’d be much more bombing from the air – in fact, we thought that it would be much greater than it was to start off with. Gas – so everybody had gas masks.

Evelyn Fee

Civilian mother

We had the blackout. All the streetlamps went out and, oh, it was awful. Pitch black out there. And then we had the barrage balloons all up overhead. Yes, I think that was the worst part – waiting for it, you know.

We heard about the evacuation from the school. I wanted to stay in London with my little ones, but we had a friend living with us, who kept on at me. He said that it would be best if I did go away, because, he said, ‘Once this lot starts, it’s really going to start.’

I can remember the little girl catching hold of my coat. My little girl – she looked so beautiful – she really did. I can always remember Jean that morning – and Teddy, the boy – because he was a lovely little boy too.

Captain Anthony Rhodes

253 Field Company, Royal Engineers

One of the things we were told – the sort of rumour that was going round – was that the Germans couldn’t possibly have built up an army since 1933, in six years. People even said that, when the Germans paraded their tanks through the cities of northern Germany, some of them were made of cardboard. That is the sort of rumour one heard.

Bugler Edward Watson

8th Battalion, King’s Royal Rifle Corps

The boat was just going out – very leisurely out of Dover Harbour. I was still convinced that they were going to take us out and bring us back again.

We were all laughing and joking. This fellow Day, and another fellow, Corporal West, started flashing away with this signal lamp, up to the top of the cliffs of Dover. Lights are flashing back from there to the boat. I said to Day, ‘What are they doing?’ He said, ‘He’s wishing us good luck and hope you come back soon.’ So I said, ‘What are you saying?’ ‘I’m thanking him very much.’ I said, ‘We’re not going, are we?’ He said, ‘Oh yes.’ And that was the first time I realised. I said, ‘But I can’t – I haven’t told my mum.’ It was all quite different then. This was the real thing – it wasn’t an exercise.
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Packed up and labelled like parcels, bewildered London evacuees prepare to board the train, which will take them to new homes with unfamiliar foster parents. It is hardly surprising that many were desperately unhappy.



I went and stood at the edge of the boat and started thinking, because it was going on. ‘What am I going to do?’ I was a bugler. I had a gun with a Bren tripod – and a bugle as well. We had silver bugles. I thought to myself, ‘What am I going to do with this bugle? Supposing they ask me to play it over there – or blow it? There’s Germans there – they’ll hear me. They’ll shoot me.’ I took the bugle off and threw it in the Channel.

Charles ‘Bertie’ Nash

Civilian, living in London

On my wedding day, which was 12th October 1939, at four o’clock in the afternoon I received a little buff envelope asking me, in reference to my volunteering, I should report to the Acton Town Recruiting Office and get myself sworn in and attested. I must admit I was rather shattered at receiving this on my wedding day.

THE PHONEY WAR

War had been declared – Christmas came as troops bided their time in Britain and France. There was a deep feeling of unease. But only one thing was certain – sooner or later in 1940 the war would begin in earnest.

Ronald McGill

Evacuee from Vauxhall, London, to Reading

We were in a very grand house – but I can’t remember walking over it. I think we must have been told to stay in our sort of area, or the garden – and that’s the only parts I can remember of the house, except for sitting down for meals. I think we were there, tucked away; somebody was looking after us and they were giving us a good home. We were away from anything that was going to happen – and as the weeks went by, nothing was going to happen. Perhaps they began to feel, ‘We’ve taken them in for nothing.’ A very real feeling.

Our parents visited us after three weeks – and they came by bus. The lady looking after us took us into Reading, and we waited by the cinema. I remember my mum and dad getting off the bus. They took us round the town to a café and bought us sweets and made a fuss – then they were straight back on the bus after a couple of hours. I can’t remember my mum and dad coming back to the house. I don’t know why, but they didn’t come to see our billet – which is unusual when you think about it. Dad had to go back to work, so we were just collected again and they went back to London. But we said we weren’t happy then.

The week after Mum had gone back, I sent a card – and on the bottom of it I’d written, ‘Dear Mum, we want to come home.’ Within a week they were down and took us back. We were really only away for seven weeks at the most. They must have seen the difference in us, and I don’t know why. We were well fed, we were being looked after – but it didn’t work. Mum’s thoughts of whatever was going to happen to her and Dad would include us. The people didn’t demur – they just accepted it. I think, quite frankly, they were glad to see the back of us.

Nancy Bazin

Civilian in Devon, working as a supply teacher

I have very strong memories of the first evacuee children coming to the West Country. The obvious place to send a great number of the London borough children was to the West Country, and all the families were being asked to take in their homes one, two, according to the number of rooms they had. Children were being billeted and I was involved with friends who were billeting officers. I have a very keen recollection of these little things with their gasmask box and a little suitcase in their hands, looking very, in many cases, dejected – very small children in particular – and of taking them to homes with people speaking in, to their way, a very curious accent. The Devonian is a kind-hearted person, but on the other hand, not very used to the Cockney child. They were an odd mixture. In most cases they settled in very well. I was to see the next side when I was actually teaching in mixed classrooms. They settled down remarkably well, particularly in the completely rural areas, because there the farm children had a great plus in that they knew everything about the animals and the livestock and the general countryside, and there was a lot of interest for the town children. Though they felt lost, they were pleased to be surrounded by a lot of animals, and children who could teach them so much. I think it was a good blending.

During that period, known as the Phoney War, there was a lot of feeling that it was an unnecessary exercise, and that they really might as well be at home with their parents, who were missing them very much. And of course, there was no doubt that I think the families in Devon probably were quite relieved to have a period without them – so some went back.

Joan Reed

Schoolgirl evacuee in Ongar

I couldn’t understand why we’d been sent. Nothing had happened, because there didn’t seem to be any war. It seemed very premature. Mother was at home – everything was perfect at home.

Doris Scott

Civilian from Canning Town, East London, evacuated to Wallingford, Berkshire

I really did fear invasion – because we knew that they had just marched into Poland, just like that. A Polish refugee was in our billet, and she used to get into hysterics about what she had gone through. We had to calm her down. I felt, ‘God, if that happens here, what would it be like?’

Lilias Walker

Schoolgirl evacuated from Hull to Scarborough

I thought it was a great joke. You get into these school stories and you think, ‘Oh it’s just like a boarding school.’ We were evacuated to a hotel, the Astoria, which overlooked the Italian gardens at Scarborough. There were two girls to a bed and we were six to a bedroom. It was a very cold winter and everything froze up and there was no hot water in the place. One of my first memories is of the first meal that we had at the hotel. For dessert we got bread and butter pudding, but we didn’t like the lettuce and the meat that was floating about in it. We went to school in the morning and did nothing in the afternoon. It was just a beautiful summer, we just went swimming and things like that.

Sergeant Raymond Trivass

Drum-Major, 1st Battalion, Coldstream Guards

There was a football match between us and a French Army unit, and they had a French band there and we had my Corps of Drums. And at the end we were both together on the football field and the French bandmaster conducted the British National Anthem and then I was called upon to conduct the French National Anthem. When it had finished, they turned about and saluted the top brass and I saw the brigadier coming out from the saluting box with the French general. I had a nasty idea what was going to happen – and it did, of course. When he approached, I saluted him and he then kissed me on both cheeks. A huge great roar came from the Coldstreams in the stands. Somebody sent a report to London, which was put in the Brigade magazine – which I never saw. It took a bit of living down once we got back. I was in the sergeants’ mess and the sergeant-major came in and said, ‘Do I have to kiss you, Drum-Major?’ I said, ‘No you certainly do not,’ or words to that effect.

[image: photo]
In Muswell Hill, North London, railway vehicles have been commandeered to deliver the corrugated steel panels for the residents to construct Anderson bomb shelters in their gardens.



Captain Derek Boileau Lang

Adjutant, 4th Battalion, Cameron Highlanders

There was never any question of us anticipating and pre-empting a German attack. We were always on the defensive. Apart from anything else, the Maginot Line itself was designed, wrongly as it turned out, to be a bastion of defence which nobody would get through. In fact, the cry was ‘On ne passera pas’.

They had done nothing, really, to prepare their defences. There’s a good example of this down in the Maginot Line. The Maginot Line defences consisted of four lines, but only one was the concrete line with all the built-in heavy armament. There was one defence line in front of it and two behind, known as the Ligne de Contact, the one in front the Ligne de Recueil, and the one immediately behind, and behind that was the Ligne d’Arrêt – the line of stopping.

When our general, General Victor Fortune, went down to the Ligne d’Arrêt a number of the French poilus came along with picks and shovels and started to dig fences around him. He asked, ‘What are they doing? What’s going on?’ and they said, ‘Oh, we were told that a British general was coming down to look at the defences and we thought we’d better dig them and make a start.’ That really presents the picture of those three lines, other than the Maginot.

Captain Paul Hawkins

Royal Norfolk Regiment

Our duties were in fact to guard ammunition dumps which were laid out along the sides of a network of roads about seven or eight miles from Arras, and also to try and dig fresh emplacements by the side of the road to put in shells and ammunition. I always remember that time of digging out one particular piece by the side of the road, which would only come away in large chunks because the frost was in the ground to a couple of feet deep. We found the skeleton of a First World War German soldier whose jackboots were still reasonably intact, and a Canadian soldier whose identification disc was still there. They were taken away and buried elsewhere.

Sergeant William Harding

Royal Artillery, attached to Queen Victoria’s Rifles

We had dugouts only. We dug our own holes in the ground, covered them over with sandbags and corrugated iron. But there was no provision for water. Nobody ever dreamed that water was going to come down like it did, because it flooded down. We dug channels in the ground, but it went to terrible gooey mud, just like a lot of porridge. Your boots got twice the size and squelched as you walked along – and you ended up with wet feet. Nothing was dry – nothing at all was dry because it just rained, day in, day out. Eventually the officers arranged a rum issue at night to keep the cold out.

The meals were bully beef stew, day in, day out. That’s all they had to offer. Sometimes they fried it in flour and water and made fritters – other times we had sandwiches of bully beef, but bully beef it was. We got to the situation where officers were buying food out of their own pocket. Things got so bad that the cook sergeant asked for six volunteers – and I went. We went in a three-ton lorry without the officers knowing, and raided farms round about and stealing everything we could lay our hands on – cabbages – anything.

There seemed to be a complete lack of interest at that time from the people at home about the BEF. I think, with the long drag from September onwards with nothing really happening, their interest had died. And I think they got the impression we were all having a marvellous time, living it up – Gay Paree, sort of thing.

We were short of water, so the habit caught on of shaving in the last drop of tea in the mug. We just existed that way. Eventually it got so bad that, just before Christmas, we were moved. It was just untenable. Men were going into hospital and things were showing themselves in a very bad way with health generally.

Flight Lieutenant Peter Brothers

32 Squadron, RAF

I was sent to Uxbridge first, for ground training, getting kitted out and so on. At Uxbridge there was this splendid First World War pilot, Ira Taffy Jones, who stuttered terribly. One day he stood up and said, ‘There is going to be a b-b-bloody wa-wa-war and you ch-chaps are going to be in it. I’ll give you one piece of advice – wh-wh-when you fir-first get into a co-combat, you will be fu-fu-fucking fr-frightened. Ne-never forget the ch-chap in the other cock-cockpit is tw-twice as fu-fucking fr-frightened as you are.’ I reckon he saved my life with that piece of advice. In my first combat over France, I suddenly thought, ‘My God, the chap in that other cockpit must be having hysterics,’ and shot him down. But I give all credit to Taffy.

The first hint of war came into my life with the Munich crisis, when I began to think, yes, this is deadly serious. Then came the so-called ‘phoney war’, convoy patrols and constant scrambles, but you never saw the enemy.

Gunther Rall

Luftwaffe fighter pilot

The Versailles Treaty had ruined the German economy, and there was much bitterness, particularly against France. We had to pay and pay and pay – and there were restrictions everywhere.

I heard Hitler on the radio. He said from now on we are fighting back. As a soldier and as a pilot, we were all feeling, ‘Come on now, we are ready.’ I mean, there was a great anxiety about what was coming, but that did not mean that you were not willing to show that we were capable fighter pilots. You wanted to prove that you had mastered what you had learned.

Josephine Pearce

In Paris, en route to join Ambulance unit 282 in Alsace

When I eventually got to Sarraguemines, where the unit was, I was inundated with questions from the nurses. They were asking me, ‘Was Paris behaving itself?’ And at first I thought, ‘What do they mean?’ I realised what they meant, because we’d been at war for three months – and they were behaving as though there was no war. They were doing nothing, nothing to protect the people, nothing to protect themselves.

THE BATTLE OF THE RIVER PLATE

In August, before war was declared, Hitler put the pocket battleships Graf Spee and Deutschland to sea, before the Allies could blockade them in their home ports. When war was declared, he issued a directive for German naval vessels above and below the water to attack Allied shipping. In the course of two-and-a-half months, Graf Spee sank nine British ships, including the Doric Star, before heading for South American waters. On 13 December, three British cruisers – one of the eight hunting groups formed to protect Allied shipping – spotted Graf Spee off Montevideo. Although the German vessel managed to inflict heavy damage on HMS Exeter, she sustained such serious damage herself that she took refuge in the mouth of the River Plate where, on Hitler’s orders, Captain Langsdorff scuttled her to avoid the disgrace of being sunk by the enemy. At last there was positive news in the naval war – a much-needed boost for British morale.
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Peter Brothers flew with 32 Squadron, based at Hawkinge in Kent during the Battle of Britain, then in September joined 257 Squadron at Debden. He was credited with ten ‘kills’ during the course of the Battle of Britain.



Lieutenant-Commander Richard Jennings

Gunnery officer aboard HMS Exeter

On the 8th December the commodore told us to patrol around the Falkland Islands in case the Germans were planning a comeback to mark the anniversary of the Battle of the Falkland Islands in 1914. But nothing happened, so we headed north and joined the commodore in the Plate estuary on the evening of 12th December. We did some steam tactics on arrival, and Commodore Harwood sent for the captains of the Exeter, Ajax and Achilles to inform them of his intentions, should we encounter the pocket battleship. No one else knew what tactics he was going to pursue.

I had the middle watch that night of 12th December. When I was relieved I went aft, shaved and decided against turning in as dawn action stations was due at 0440. After some more steam tactics we reverted to third degree of readiness. I got into my pyjamas, arranged for a call by the sentry (just outside my cabin door) and turned in, only to be called ten minutes later. I hustled up to my action station in the Director Control Tower. As I was crossing the compass platform the captain hailed me – not with the usual sort of rigmarole of ‘Enemy in sight, bearing etc’, but with ‘There’s the fucking Scheer! Open fire at her!’ Throughout the battle the crew of the Exeter thought they were fighting the Admiral von Scheer. But the name of the enemy ship was, of course, the Graf Spee.

So the fight was on. It was about 0612. In the DC Tower I was in telephonic touch with the Transmitting Station which, in turn, was in touch with all main armament quarters. I ordered ‘Open fire’. The range was then about 20,000 yards and the Graf Spee was as large as life on the horizon. Our 8-inch guns could hit any target up to 30,000 yards away.

At 0624, while loading for the ninth broadside, B turret received a direct hit, knocking it out of action. Not only that, but fragments peppered the compass platform, leaving only the captain and two others standing. The captain, with his eyes full of grit, decided to fight the ship from the after conning position. We in the DC tower – less that 15 feet above the compass platform – were quite unaware of all this upset. Another round entered the fore superstructure, ran along the deck of the Remote Control W/T office, passed out through my office and burst over the starboard AA guns, starting fires in the area of the ready-use ammunition lockers. In the meantime, A turret, when loading for our 32nd broadside, was put out of action by a direct hit on the right gun.

It was perhaps the last hit that came in by the Petty Officer’s mess and burst in the Chief Petty Officer’s locker flat that caused the most worry. The flat was above three magazines and a diesel generator was put out of action. The transmitting station was rendered useless, as visibility was nil due to white powder used for insulating the space around the transmitting station. Breathing was also difficult. The crew was ordered out to join up with the damage-control parties. I left the DC tower, finding, to my surprise, that the compass platform had been abandoned. I went aft to the after control and, with the control officer, decided to put Y turret into local control, with me standing on the gun house roof to help with the spotting. While talking to the After Control Officer, I failed to notice we had altered course a few degrees, and that the guns of Y turret were only a few feet away. When the guns spoke, I remember looking down and seeing that my legs were still there!

After perhaps two salvos in local control, Y turret lost all power due to flooding – and the flooding in the ship grew worse. At this stage, Harwood told us to drop out of action and head for Port Stanley. There was nothing we could do, for now the Graf Spee was too far away to ram.

Able Seaman Reginald Fogwill

Aboard HMS Exeter

Although the Exeter was now on only two guns, we steamed into action with the guns firing on the foremost bearing. The control of the tower was taken on by the gunnery officer Richard Jennings, with utter disregard for his own safety, he stood on top of the turret, shouting directions down into the front of the guns.

By now we were in a sinking condition and slowly listing to port. When it became apparent to the commodore that we were in a dangerous condition, we were ordered to withdraw from the action and make our way to Port Stanley. But we weren’t in any great hurry to retreat. The captain had mentioned to the ship’s doctor that he intended to ram the Graf Spee, so we were all ready to rig up the Lewis guns – but in the end, we didn’t have to. Nobody felt particularly relieved that we were out of action. The general feeling was that we hadn’t done enough. It made you kind of bloodthirsty. You felt so isolated from the real activity, because it’s shells from the ship which are doing the job, not you. I never experienced fear, not even in retrospect.

We stopped for lunch and everybody was given a tot or rum. It was my first, because I was only 18 and under age. The shock of what we had been through sank into us in the form of hunger. At that time there was no means of getting a meal, and the only thing we could get our hands on was raw cabbage. We had this and enjoyed it.

Then we set to work to clear away the damage. Some of this work was ghastly, because as the debris was cleared away, the great number of dead and wounded was brought to light. I was put on lookout on the wings of the bridge on the flag deck. It was pretty grim because there were still some bodies around. The shell which had passed from port to starboard had sliced right through the deck and chopped off the legs of all the telegraphers who were lined up on a bench. They were all killed instantly. There were over 60 killed and over 120 wounded. During the afternoon, our fallen comrades were buried at sea with full naval honours. I know that every survivor thinks with pride of those who were lost, and will never forget them.
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Once, as I was leaving the park shelter and coming back to my house, those all around were bomb blasted, and I saw this woman cleaning the front doorstep of her demolished house as if it were business as usual.

WITH THE GERMAN invasion of Denmark and Norway in April 1940 and the sudden sweeping assault of Blitzkrieg – lightning war – across Western Europe launched on 10 May, the Phoney War was over, and Hitler’s actions left no doubt as to his ambitions. The Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain, already discredited for his appeasement of Hitler at the Munich conference, resigned to be replaced by Winston Churchill. The British Expeditionary Force, woefully outnumbered and under-equipped, fought a rearguard action back to Dunkirk, where it was successfully evacuated. The Germans were poised to invade.

Wanting to strike while Britain’s armed forces were still in disarray, Hitler needed only air superiority over the Channel to launch an invasion – and on 11 July Luftwaffe commander Hermann Goering promised that his pilots could destroy the RAF in a month. Britain’s defence against the coming onslaught was in the hands of Air Chief Marshal Dowding – to him fell the task of directing and garnering the RAF’s resources to defend Britain from invasion during the summer of 1940 – the Battle of Britain. Despite heavy losses of men and aircraft during the battle, the tide was turned by the end of September. It became apparent that Operation Sealion – the invasion – could not go ahead. The Luftwaffe then turned to Britain’s cities – initially London and then to industrial centres and ports – to destroy production and terrorise the civilian population. By the end of 1940, Britain stood alone, and it was her citizens who were on the front line, weathering the attrition of the Blitz.

Following the evacuation of the BEF from Dunkirk in June, Italy declared war on Britain and France on 10 June. Across Europe, around the Mediterranean, the Axis alliance of Germany and Italy launched actions to protect the supply routes from Africa to mainland Europe. In June, Italian bombers attacked Malta and the following month, Italian troops entered Egypt from Libya and on 28 October invaded Greece and Albania, effectively opening up two new fronts. British forces were sent to the defence of Greece, landing on 2 November. On 9 December the British attacked the Italians in the deserts of western Egypt – these actions were a prelude to the all-out warfare which would open up the following year.

NORWAY

The first major strike which broke the artificial calm of the Phoney War came on 9 April 1940, as the German fleet engaged with British warships sent to lay mines in the waters off neutral Norway to disrupt the routes used for supplying iron ore to Germany. The Royal Navy suffered some losses – and the German fleet continued on its mission to land invasion forces. On 9 April, German troops landed at Narvik, Trondheim, Bergen, Kristiansand and Oslo. Although the Norwegians defended bravely and inflicted significant damage on the invaders, they were eventually overwhelmed.

Despite































[image: photo]

































































[image: photo]




















[image: photo]











[image: photo]























































[image: photo]





















































[image: photo]




























[image: photo]


[image: photo]


















































[image: photo]























































[image: photo]


































[image: photo]








































































[image: photo]
















[image: photo]


































[image: photo]


























[image: photo]


[image: photo]




























OEBPS/images/fig13.jpg





OEBPS/images/fig12.jpg





OEBPS/images/fig15.jpg





OEBPS/images/fig14.jpg





OEBPS/images/fig11.jpg





OEBPS/images/fig10.jpg





OEBPS/images/fig5.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
FORGOTTEN

VOIiGES

OF THE
SECOND WORLD WAR

IN ASSCCIATION WITH THE
IMPERIAL WAR MUSEUM

MAX ARTHUR





OEBPS/images/fig6.jpg





OEBPS/images/fig81.jpg





OEBPS/images/fig3.jpg





OEBPS/images/fig4.jpg





OEBPS/images/fig9.jpg





OEBPS/images/fig7.jpg





OEBPS/images/fig8.jpg





OEBPS/images/MyCoverImage.jpg
RANDOM HOUSE @BOOKS

Forgotten Voices Of The
Second World War

Max Arthur






OEBPS/images/fig1.jpg





OEBPS/images/fig20.jpg





OEBPS/images/fig2.jpg





OEBPS/images/pub.jpg





OEBPS/images/fig21.jpg





OEBPS/images/fig17.jpg





OEBPS/images/fig16.jpg





OEBPS/images/fig19.jpg





OEBPS/images/fig18.jpg





