
 

World War II: 

Reminiscences of an ordinary family. 

 Imagine a world with no sweets; no television; no i-pad; no computers; no mobile  

 phones; no fridges or freezers; no central heating; (and lots more) 

 

 This was how it was during and after World War II for a great many families.  

 But, of course, because we had never had any of these things, we didn’t miss  

 them and just accepted things as they were, got on with life and were quite happy. 

 We lived in Central London. My only claim to fame is that I was born in the same  

 hospital as the Royal babies are today. Then it was quite ordinary. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 My father was in the army and my mother was a housewife. In those days women  

 gave up work when they married. However mother was encouraged to find a job  

 in the war, so I was left with my Grandparents who were instrumental in bringing 

 me up. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Every night during the war we went, along with lots of other people, to a shelter to  

 shield from the air raids over London.  



 

 One morning we came out of the shelter to find that the tower of the church down   

 the road had been a target for the bombers and it had been destroyed along with 

 my Grandparent’s house next to it. So they had to move in with us and we all  

 packed into a small house which was an annexe to a house divided into separate  

 rented rooms.  

 

  

 We shared the one bathroom with all the  

 other tenants. For years I bathed in a tin  

 bath in front of a small coal fire which blew  

 out black smuts, so as fast as I washed  

 they landed on me and I was dirty all over  

 again. 

 

 There was no heating except for coal fires  

 in two of the rooms, so it was very cold and  

 very damp. This didn’t suit my mother who  

 was prone to bad chest infections and she  

 was often ill in bed. 

 

 With no fridge or freezer we shopped every day for food and cooked what we  

 bought immediately. It was a basic diet with lots of stews and milk puddings.         

 To keep things like milk cool, we put them outside on a window ledge. 

 

 As there were no washing machines  

 everything was washed by hand, including  

 big items like sheets and towels. These  

 were then put through a mangle to get rid  

 of the wetness and hung out to dry in a  

 yard. We had to keep an eye on the  

 weather as, at the first hint of rain, every 

 thing had to be brought in again and kept  

 until the rain stopped. In winter things were  

 hung up in the kitchen which added to the 

dampness in the house.  

 

 The things were then ironed with a flat  

 iron, which was heated up on the range we  

 used for cooking. There were always two   

 irons, one in use and one being heated up. 

 The washing process took all day and the ironing another whole day. 



 

 We had coal delivered every month   

 for the fires and range. This was   

 tipped down a grating in the road  

 outside our house and made a lot  

 of dust and mess. Milk was  

 delivered by a milkman with a  

 horse drawn cart. People ran along  

 behind shovelling up the manure to  

 put it on their gardens. 

 

 We didn’t have any money but set  

 out to enjoy any treat that was  

 offered. Each week my father took me to Woolworth’s which sold absolutely  

 everything. He bought me an ice cream cornet (for one old penny) and I ate it on  

 the way home before my mother could see me, as she did not approve of me  

 eating in the street. 

 I went to a small church school with one class  

 in each year. There were forty children in a  

 class. We were all very well behaved and the  

 teaching was very traditional.  We chanted our  

 tables every day; learnt all the names of  

 countries in the world and pieces of poetry by  

 heart. We wrote with pens dipped in ink which 

 made a terrible mess and fingers and papers  

 were always blue in colour.  
  

 Everyone wanted to be the “ink monitor” as you  

 had to miss a lesson to collect the ink and then  

 fill up the inkwells on every desk. 
 

  
 

 Children had very few toys. I had a small toy dog which was  

 mounted on a platform which I pulled behind me on a piece  

 of string when I went out. The wheels frequently got stuck in  

 the iron grids along the road and came off. My Grandfather  

 was forever mending it. 

 

 I made dolls out of cardboard and had a big collection.  

 I made clothes for all of them out of paper and each doll  

 had its own wardrobe of clothes. I played with these constantly imagining schools,  

 holidays, outings, and even read to them.  



 

 We had a pack of cards and the whole family  

 played card games together in the evenings.  

 My father was very musical. We had a piano  

 which he inherited from his mother and some of  

 the notes stuck together. We had lots of musical  

 evenings when he played and we sang.  

 Visitors were roped into these evenings as well.  

 

 Every week we visited the library. This was half  

 an hour’s walk away. Only one book a week  

 could be borrowed. This didn’t take me long to  

 read and I then had to be patient before getting 

 the next one.    

 

  There were few new clothes to be had.   

 Adult clothes lasted for years.  My mother was a  

 good needlewoman. She would alter clothes to fit  

 and  re-make old ones. I had hand-me-downs or  

 bought clothes in jumble sales.  I was fifteen when  

 I had my first new dress. 

 

 Some of what I’ve written I can remember quite  

 clearly. Some is hearsay.   What comes across to  

 me is how much longer every task took . A different  

 task was apportioned to every day  (Washing on  

 Monday; Ironing on Tuesday etc)  Life was a strug-

gle at times. When he came out  

 of the army my father had two jobs in order to make ends meet. But I don’t  

 remember it being anything but an enjoyable existence and it certainly puts  

 today’s way of life in perspective  

 

                                                                        Memories of a Wimbledon resident 

 

 

 


