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Wartime memories of Derek Hall. 

This is an account of Hainault resident, Derek Hall, as a young boy during the 
Blitz. 

Within two months of being brought home after being evacuated, a 500lb 
German bomb landed in our back garden and buried itself underground.  

 

Derek Hall (second from the left) with his brother and parents by the crater in his 
back garden in Hainault in 1941. Photo: Derek Hall.   

 

We were very fortune, as my brother and I slept in the back bedroom and had 
it exploded would have certainly been killed. 

We had to evacuate the house and the army bomb disposal came in to make it 
safe.  

We were then rehoused into Penrith Road, Hainault with a lovely park with 
swings and a roundabout. When we arrived, we discovered that five families 
with eight children, all our relations, had moved into Penrith Road after being 
bombed out of London. 

So I had lots of cousins to play with and plenty of birthday parties through the 
year. 
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The year was 1941, and although we were further away from London the 
bombs still fell around us, with 680 bombs and 70 V1 and V2 rockets landing 
on Ilford during the war. 

Many people were killed and across London the death toll reached 30,000. 

Most households had an Anderson shelter, half buried in the ground with earth and 
sandbags heaped on top to protect them from bomb blasts. These offered good 
protection except a direct hit. They were made from six corrugated iron sheets bolted 
together at the top, with steel plates at either end, and measured 6ft 6in by 4ft 6in 
(1.95m by 1.35m). 

After a few months these shelters became very smelly, cold and damp, and 
many times when the sirens went off of a night we would have to get out of 
bed, put two pairs of socks on, two woolly jumpers on over our pyjamas and a 
balaclava on hoping they might help to keep us warm. They never did. 

At different times when our family left the cinema in Ilford at night and we saw 
see burning rooftops, this usually meant that the buses had stopped running. 

We had to walk the two miles to Gants Hill, or sometimes even three miles to 
Barkingside, before we could get on a bus back towards the top of New North 
Road and then the one mile home. 

In 1943 we were walking home from the cinema and made it as far as Hainault 
station, when there was an air raid. 

We had been hoping to get to our own shelter at home in Penrith Road, but the 
air raid was so heavy, we ran into a public shelter that was used by the 
wardens by the allotments. 

We were not allowed to go underground but could stand on the concrete slope 
that had a concrete roof. 

The noise of the raid was quite horrendous, and as a little boy I wanted to see 
the flashes of the guns that were put in streets to protect Fairlop Aerodrome. 

I suddenly yelled “Dad!” and I had been hit in the right eye by a housebrick. 

A doctor was called and by about 1am an ambulance was called to take me to 
Moorfield Eye Hospital in the city.On the way up to London there was a 
constant bumping as the ambulance rode over the fire hoses that stretched 
across the roads to treat the raging fires from the bombing that I could see with 
one eye through the window. 

I was taken in and had an operation to remove splinters of metal shrapnel from 
my right eye and had to go back to the hospital every week for a long time. 

But they saved my eyesight, albeit that everything is a little blurry. It used to 
give me splitting headaches, but these went away after a few years. 
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For some time I had to wear an eyepatch – which gave me the nickname Long 
John Silver at school. After a year doctors suggested I wore a pair of 
sunglasses to protect my eye, the only problem was that you couldn’t buy 
sunglasses during the war. 

My mother had a pair that she had bought in the 1930s that were very big and 
had white frames, so I became Micky Mouse at school. 

A bit hurtful at the time, as I was only seven years old. 

 

24 March 1944. A Ju88AA (55059) of 4/KG6, was shot down by 3.7 inch AA guns 
of 26 Brigade from 15,000 feet . The main body crashed near to Fairview House 
Farm, Chigwell, in fields north of where Manford Way now stands.  

The tail unit sliced through the fence of a bungalow in Walden Way.  The police 
were late arriving, too late to prevent local children playing with fully armed 
machine guns!  The A.R.P. confiscated belts of ammunition, but the log book, 
navigation lamps and flares were picked up by locals youths.  

The pilot Lt. H. Besser killed. Uffz. J. Titz, Uffz. H. Mette and Obergefr. H. 
Wissell all injured, baled out and were captured.  Aircraft 3E + AM totally 
destroyed  

My mates and I kept two of the bullets we took from the crashed German 
bomber, one each, and decided we might try to fire them. 

We went into his father’s shed and put one into a vice, with me holding a six 
inch nail, and him holding the hammer. 

We tried to hit the firing pin but the nail slipped and we fell about laughing. 
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Then his older brother , who was in the garden, came to see what was going 
on – when he saw what we were trying to do he went mad. He threw us out of 
the shed saying. “Are you trying to kill yourselves?” 

Of course, we didn’t realise the consequences of firing a bullet like that, it 
could have ricocheted around the shed and killed both of us. I did have one 
trophy left, I found a beautiful parachute flare, it had copper thread running 
down it from the pilot’s silk parachute, but with no actual flare attached. 

Police were now coming round looking for any items that had been thrown from 
the plane. 

They said if anyone was caught withholding anything they would be put in 
prison. I think they were just trying to scare the living daylights out of us. 

I thought, they’re not getting my parachute, so when the police had gone, I 
grabbed my father’s shovel, tied it to my bike and cycled to the park, to an 
area between Hainault Station and Fairlop. 

 

Fairlop Station as it was during the war 

There was a line of trees and large concrete blocks called Tank Traps – these 
were put in place in case of invasion by the German army. 

I counted out from one of the tank traps and then from one of the trees and 
dug a hole to put my trophy in. I thought I would leave it there until the hoo-ha 
had died down.  

Four weeks later I went back to the tank trap to reclaim my treasure, full of 
expectation. I counted out the steps but it wasn’t there. 

As there were 30 tank traps, and as I was so terrified of anyone seeing me, I 
must have miscalculated which tree and which tank trap I was counting from, 
and so my great trophy from the war was lost. 
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