TRUE STORIES FROM
THE MOST DEVASTATING
WAR IN HISTORY
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The Second World War
changed the course of history.
Up to 8o million people died,
families were torn apart and
whole cities were reduced
to rubble. Now, over 70 years
after the war, survivors
share their stories, passing
on their memories so that
their experiences are never
forgotten. Many of the stories
in the book were collected by
children  who interviewed
relatives and family friends.
RAF rear gunner Harry Irons
recounts his first bombing raid
on Germany: Anita Lasker-

Wallfisch explains how playing

the cello in the orchestra
at Auschwitz-Birkenau saved
her life; and Takashi Tanemori,
who was playing hide-and-
seek at school in Hiroshima on
6 August 1945, describes what
happened after the atomic
bomb fell on his city.

Her Royal Highness The
Duchess of Cambridge also
searched out a story from her
family. She visited Bletchley
Park in Buckinghamshire, the
centre of intelligence gathering
in Britain during the war,
to meet Lady Marion Body,
a veteran who had worked

there alongside Catherine’s

grandmother, Valerie Glassborow.
Valerie wasn’t a codebreaker
but had a crucial job in a small
section responsible for managing
the collection of enemy signals.
The duchess learned that her
grandmother had been one of
the first to know that the war
had ended, as she was working
the day shift when a signal
from Tokyo was intercepted,
announcing that the Japanese
were about to surrender.

This unique and moving
collection of first-hand accounts
of the war is published in
association with First News,

the award-winning children’s

Lady Marion Body tells the Duchess of
Cambridge about her time working at
Bletchley Park during the war
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newspaper, and The Silver
Line, the confidential helpline
for older people established by

Dame Esther Rantzen.




SOME OF THE CHILDREN
WHO HEARD THE STORIES
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Many of the stories in this book were collected by children,
giving them the chance to learn about the Second World War

from the people who were there.
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S German troops parade through
Warsaw, Poland, shortly after
inovading the country in
September 1939
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It was Sunday 6 August 1939. Speculation was mounting about war
in Europe; reports of troop movements and pictures of anxious-
looking people returning from abroad featured in the press.
Against the tide of public opinion, one Sunday paper insisted,
on the advice of its astrologer, that there would be no war!
On the radio, light music and occasional warlike tunes were played
“to keep the spirits up”.

Those who had experienced the horrors and suffering of the
First World War were understandably more concerned than people
like me, who were born later. My mother was very worried by the
turn of events, particularly as I had joined the Territorial Army
two years previously and I was due to leave for a month’s training
the following week. My father and I tried to calm my mother’s fears
by saying that we thought war was unlikely.

My father and I went for a beer before lunch, as we did most
Sundays. As we ordered our drinks, my father’s friend George
hailed him from the other end of the bar.

“My son here is off with the army next week,” my dad told him.

“Must have a drink on that,” George responded. “What mob are
you with?”

Dad told him that I was a non-commissioned officer in the
Essex Regiment. The hint of pride in his voice was unmistakable.

As we walked back home, Father said, “We have to humour your

mother, you know. It won’t be like the last time.” He was referring

Voices of the Second World War: The Qutbreak of War

1937, and was one

to the year before, when I had been called up for the crisis over
the Sudetenland, only to return after five days when the Munich
Agreement was signed and war failed to break out.

“I know,” I said. “That’s why I was so keen to get that shelter
dug. But Mother refuses to let me fit her gas mask — she insists it
messes her hair.”

“I hope Hitler doesn’t use gas, for your mother’s sake,” said my
father. We both laughed uneasily.

We were walking through an area where lots of Jewish people
lived. I waved at some lads I had been to school with and wondered
if they were more worried about the war than we were.

The smell of the Sunday roast greeted us at the front door.
“I’ve made apple pudding for you,” my mother said.

“That’s more than you’ll be getting next week,” my father joked.

We both laughed, but my mother turned sharply away.

Thatevening, I went tochurch. Attheentrance to St Matthew’s,
a man named Millington handed me a hymn book. “You're not with
the choir?” he asked.

“No,” I said. “I thought I'd just join the congregation tonight;
I’ll be going away for a while, you see.” I didn’t mention the army,
for Millington, a fervent pacifist, had voiced disapproval when
I enlisted.

“I heard you were, boy,” he said.

After the sermon, the vicar said, “These are days
of tremendous uncertainties. Some parishioners
will be facing unfamiliar or even dangerous
ways of life. As you know, a member of our choir
leaves in a few days’ time for duty with the army.
We pray that he may return to us safely
and speedily.”

Douglas in his army uniform
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