
Evacuation Memories 

by Mary Alice Ruby Parker (née Branch) 

I was born on 14th August 1929 at 8c, Grand Parade, Haringey. My mother died at my birth. I lived 

with my father and maternal grandmother at that address for two or three years until my grandmother 

died and I was sent to live with a Mrs Edith Kerr and her husband in Tottenham, where I went to 

school at Elsmead Road in 1935. Mrs Kerr worked for my grandmother so I was quite used to having 

her around. We had come home from holidaying in Weymouth and a letter was waiting, asking for me 

to be ready for my new home. 

My stepmother was lovely and I loved her. She had been married before, but had no children. I was 

allowed all the neighbourhood children in to play. Next door to us lived her niece, Joan, nicknamed 

Jo-Jo. We became almost like sisters, being the same age. All the clothes we wore were identical – 

one or other parent made them. We had a very nice life and went to Stamford Hill School until 1939 

when war was declared. 

Up till then we had long summer holidays at Jo-Jo’s grandmother’s on the coast at Dovercourt. There 

were a lot of children in that family, and we were allowed to roam the beaches as long as we stayed 

together. Very often we were away all day. 

Several days before the war was declared Jo and I, with the rest of the school, were evacuated. We 

had been going to school at the crack of dawn for a week before this with our large green haversacks 

on our backs and our gas masks slung round our necks. Everyone had a gas mask, even babies; and 

we had to take them everywhere with us. We were marched up to Manor House underground station 

en route for King’s Cross railway station. It must have been terrible, all those children going out of 

London
 
on one day. Mothers were crying and nobody knew where we were going. It’s rather funny 

really; it all seemed to blow over us. We thought, or had been told, it was a holiday. As we were 

lucky, having been away from home quite often, we weren’t too bothered. Some of the children were 

heartbroken, having never been anywhere outside their own street, and never having seen a field or a 

cow. The organising of all this must have been fantastic. It had never been done before, or since. 

We arrived at Peterborough station and were taken in coaches to a school where we were given a 

carrier bag filled with chocolate, tins of fruit, etc.; so we weren’t going to starve! Then off again in 

coaches, being dropped at villages along the way. Jo and I were told we must stay together, and as we 

were nice girls we were picked by Mrs Waterworth to go and live with her at Alwalton Manor (lovely 

and very lucky). It was a continuation of a lovely childhood. We also had the added supervision of the 

maid, who was herself all of sixteen at the time. 

We learned to play tennis on the tennis court in the garden (great fun) and were given an old hut at the 

bottom of the garden where we kept rabbits which we bred and sold in the market (quite lucrative). 

Nobody ever stopped us or told us we couldn’t do it. 

In Summer we spent most of our time swimming in the river, or roaming around the countryside. 

Eventually, when there were only a handful of evacuees left, we were integrated into the village 

school where I met my future husband, sister-in-law and brothers-in-law (none of us knowing at that 

time what the future held). We were taught first-aid and how to deal with incendiary bombs with a 

stirrup pump (and in our gas masks!). 

We were allocated certain houses from each of which we collected all the old newspapers every week 

in a wheelbarrow. ‘Helping the war effort,’ they called it. I remember knitting a balaclava helmet at 

school for a soldier. (I always felt so sorry for the poor soldier who had to wear it.) We were all very 

industrious, doing our bit, knitting, crocheting and sewing. It was fun. 

In Winter we went skating on the ponds. We had sledges made for us, with barrel iron over the 

runners which we candle-greased to make them go faster. The field was always lit up at night with the 

searchlights from the army battery up the road. It used to snow and freeze like mad in those days. 

Everywhere in the village was very dark; nobody was allowed to show any light, not even a chink. 

The Air Raid Precaution men used to come round and one got into trouble if there was a glimmer 



anywhere. On a Sunday morning we would go and sit on the fence and watch the Home Guard 

drilling: that was even funnier than ‘Dad’s Army’, shown on our TVs years later. 

We stayed at the Manor until 1943 when we came home to London, and soon afterwards the Doodle 

Bugs or Flying Bombs started to fly over the city. We went back to Stamford Hill School for a while. 

And then in 1944 we were sent to Pitmans College for a two year apprenticeship (not that this did 

much good). We spent a considerable time up and down to the cellars as the Doodle Bugs were 

becoming quite frequent. Jo managed to fall downstairs in one mad rush and covered herself in red 

ink. I remember she had on a new grey coat at the time and we spent the rest of the day trying to get 

the coat clean. One could not buy coats easily: everything was on coupons. 

After college, I did nothing for a while. I really wanted to go into the Land Army but my father would 

have none of that. Instead I eventually went into a factory, testing thermometers. My father hit the 

roof! I stayed for a while and then moved on to make radar equipment at another firm. That was the 

end of my working days in London. 

Leisure-time through my teens was something I wouldn’t have missed for the world. 

Everything in the entertainment world was starting up again (1945–1946). As I lived near Haringey 

Arena and Alexandra Palace we did not have to travel far. There were lots of exhibitions held in the 

bomb craters along Tottenham Court Road, roller-skating at Alexandra Palace, ice-skating at 

Haringey, speedway, circuses, concerts, theatre, and of course the cinema. We really had a good time 

on very little money. We could still get on a tram and go for a ride along the Embankment from 

Manor House. There were no petrol buses; they were all trolley buses. 

[When Mary wrote this memoir many years ago, she was writing it for her children. You need to know 

that in order to understand the final paragraph.] 

In 1949 I went to your Father’s twenty-first birthday party, and from then on that’s the end of this 

story. 

 

  


