


 

 

and her father was Frederick 

Harry.  My father's mother was 

also called Florence Dora (Flora 

Dora to her friends) and his father, 

Frederick John!  Both of my par-

ents were born in 1924, my mother 

August 28, my father October 14! 

They even had grandfathers with 

the same name, Harry Evans! My 

mother and father were neighbor-

hood buddies and met at a church 

called "Lawnswood".  Going to 

other meetings during the week, 

they became, in my mother's 

words, "platonic friends."  They 

would pal-around together to keep 

from being lonely. 
 

My parents were in their late teens 

when war broke out in September 

of 1939.  After the so-called 

“phony war,” Hitler invaded 

France forcing the British Expedi-

tionary Forces from the European 

continent at Dunkirk.  Germany set 

Chapter 1: War Breaks Out  

her sights on England.  She 

didn’t attack the cities at first, 

but confined her raids to ship-

ping in the channel and vari-

ous airfields, in a strategy that 

was designed to gain air supe-

riority over the beleaguered 

Royal Air Force.  However, 

one fateful night a lost Ger-

man bomber squadron 

unloaded its arsenal on Lon-

don, precipitating a retaliatory 

raid on Berlin.  The game was 

afoot.  From then on Germany 

bombed London and the civil-

ian population of the other 

key British cities relentlessly, 

in an effort to precipitate sur-

render.  My parents remem-

bered those raids vividly; the 

strafing of the streets, going 

to the air-raid shelters at 

night, not knowing if, when 

you got up in the morning, 

In more than thirty five years 

as a Christian there have been 

many major experiences that 

have contributed to my spiri-

tual development.  I was born 

to Christian parents in Weston-

Super-Mare, on the south west 

coast of England.  At the time 

my father, Rev. Dennis W. Ev-

ans, was an ordained Elim Pen-

tecostal Minister, who pastored 

a struggling church in Bridge-

water, not far from where we 

lived in the country opposite a 

farm in Henley, Langport.  The 

house was called Wishel Cot-

tage.  We didn’t have a house 

number! 
 

My mother, Joan Margaret Ev-

ans, and father grew up in Bir-

mingham, England; both were 

Evans's before they were mar-

ried.  My mother's mother was 

called Florence (Marguerite) 
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your house would still be there, 

or whether you would still 

have a work-place.   
 

My Uncle Harry went out one 

night during the raids to watch 

the bombs fall at the town hall.  

When he came back home he 

climbed in through the window 

that had been shot in, with a 

burned out incendiary bomb.  

When my grandmother saw it, 

she took it from him in disgust 

and threw it over the fence into 

the neighbor’s yard two doors 

down.  They boasted all day 

the next day how they had been 

bombed by the Germans!  

While “Nanny”, my father’s 

mother, babysat us one eve-

ning, she told the four of us 

war stories. She was washing 

an wiping dishes at the time.  

After each story she would 

wash and wipe another dish or 

two and then tell us another 

story, leaving us rolling on the 

floor in laughter.   
 

One night my Uncle George, older 

brother to my father, had gotten up 

from his bed, when a few minutes 

later a bomb exploded not too far 

away, causing the widows to shat-

ter and sending a sharp slither class 

slicing through the mattress where 

he had been lying.  I remember my 

grandmother telling us about the 

night she met an Air-raid Warden 

on the door-step with a  butcher’s 

knife in her hand, because there 

had been reports that German para-

troopers had been spotted.  My fa-

ther’s parents, I vaguely remember, 

ran a working man’s club for a 

while during the war.  When the air

-raids were on their customers 

would hide their coal and wood 

under the seats.  My grandparents 

said they never got cold while they 

ran the club.   

Uncle Fred was conscripted 

by the army at 17 1/2 in about 

1941.  When he wasn’t in the 

“glass-house” (army prison), 

he was a member of the Royal 

Signal Corps.  It was during a 

period of detainment that he 

discovered his talent as a me-

chanic.  He had been assigned 

to repair a broken down truck.  

After a few short hours be-

neath it, he had it running.  

However, he spend several 

more days taking it apart and 

reassembling it to avoid hav-

ing to do anything else.  He 

ended up in Europe on D-day 

+1, and one day when driving 

a petrol tanker he ended up  

behind enemy lines!  Later on 

he “borrowed” a jeep to go 

out on the town.  The jeep 

ended up in a pond, and never 

made it back.   
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Uncle Fred was demobbed after the war and returned from France to Birmingham.  Rather than wake 

up my grandmother, he spent the night in the washhouse.  When she discovered it was him she said, 

“Oh it’s you, you *******.”  She didn’t even acknowledgment his presence. Uncle Harry, on the other 

hand, his mother’s favorite, had come back from a trip to Southend and had his shoes carefully re-

moved and his feet rubbed!  Fred never talked of his experiences in France very much.  My mother saw 

Fred washing with his shirt off one day after the war, and asked him about a scar on his chest, he casu-

ally mentioned that he had been shot by a sniper!  All of this turned Uncle Fred into a cynical and 

sometimes bitter man later in life, who was happier drunk than sober.  Back in England, he decided one 

day that he would “help himself” to someone’s car (just as he had the jeep).  He then drove it to his sis-

ter, Irene’s, house in Hemel Hempstead, near London.  While he was there he worked as a farm laborer 

until a policemen reported him one day because he could not figure out how a farm laborer could af-

ford such a fabulous car!  When the case went to trial pictures were produced of the car before and af-

ter it had been stolen.  It was a wreck before and a polished gem afterwards!  Uncle Fred spent a short 

amount of time in prison, where my mother visited him and cried uncontrollably the whole time she 

was there! 
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