


 

 

night during the war, my grand-

mother offered her "Bed or out," and 

my mother said, "Out!"  Throwing her 

coat after her, my grandmother said, 

"Go!" She spent the night terrified in 

a public toilet, until the sirens went 

off, when she went down into the air

-raid shelter.  My Mother was 17 when 

she left home, in 1941. 

 An interesting piece of family his-

tory came to light when as a Chris-

tian my mother travelled to different 

churches with a friend, Nettie Field-

ing, from Emmanual Hall, singing du-

ets.  She met an older man who had 

come from a very rough background 

but who had recently been saved.  

When my mother mentioned her 

grandfather Harry Evans, he asked 

where he was from.  She told him 

Handsworth (Birmingham).  Appar-

ently he knew my great grandfather 

from a stretch they did together in 

the famous Dartmoor prison, in the 

south of England on the moors 

(Conan Doyle’s Sherlock Holmes mys-
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tery, “The Hound Of The Basker-

villes,” has made this prison fa-

mous).  Harry Evans owned a 

jewelers shop and business, 

which my grandfather later took  

over. Harry had been arrested 

and imprisoned for receiving 

stolen goods and was convicted 

of melting the gold down!  He 

told the judge to take him to 

him and show him the alleged 

crucible in which the dirty deed 

was done!  My grandfather al-

ways had a car, which was a 

great luxury in those days.  My 

mother suspects that the trips 

that they took as children with 

her father to see her grandfa-

ther who now lived in Brighton, 

a seaside resort, after being re-

leased from prison, had some-

thing to do with the “family 

business.”  Apparently business 

was good! 

 My father served in the Home 

Guard during the war, drilling 

 It is against this background, 

the strange attitudes of my 

mother’s mother in particular, 

that one must understand the 

following events.  Attending Em-

manuel Hall in Birmingham, after 

a long period of uncertainty and 

conviction my mother was saved. 

She threw her make-up in the 

fire, "If I am going to be a Chris-

tian I won’t be needing that!" she 

thought. It had been an impor-

tant part of her life up until that 

point.  Her mother, a Catholic, 

was not at all sympathetic to her 

Christian testimony.  She prom-

ised my mother that if she saw 

her in an open air meeting or in 

public with her Christian friends 

from Emmanual Hall that she 

would utterly humiliate her.  

Whenever she came home from 

church in the evening, my grand-

mother would tell her, “Bed or 

out!”  My mother chose to go to 

her room without supper.  One 
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with broomsticks because there 

were not enough weapons to go 

around, making mortars out of 

drainpipes, door-bolts and 

springs, and explosives out of toi-

let paper rolls!  One night their 

home-made mortar shot a 

dummy hand-grenade several 

blocks onto the door-mat of a lo-

cal business.  The next day the 

bomb squad went to work on this 

serious looking device delaying 

the start of that day’s work, and, 

of course, giving plenty of mate-

rial for future war stories. 

 In their effort to make dummy 

explosive devices for “exercises,” 

called war-games, gelignite was 

put into card-board toilet paper 

holders, the ends stuffed with 

paper and paste.  To dry them, 

they were placed in a warm 

oven.  However, an unsuspecting 

corporal blew up his entire 

week’s ration of sausages one 

evening when he turned the heat 

up to cook them for tea!  My 

Dad’s unit even blew the track off of 

a tank one day in exercises when 

they got a little carried away with 

the gun powder in the dummy mines!  

Just to be safe under such circum-

stances, they began using bags of 

flour to hit their targets and register 

a kill that way.  This seemed to be a 

good idea until it rained one after-

noon turning the flour into wallpaper 

paste!  At times it hardly seemed 

possible that Britain could win such a 

war.  But win they did.  Peace was 

declared on VE Day (Victory Europe), 

in the summer of 1945. 

 Still in Birmingham, my mother en-

rolled in rigorous medical training to 

become a midwife.  At least she 

could "live in" and have room and 

board. When someone said of my 

mother that she didn't think she 

would last 3 months, it got back to 

her.  With her usual stubborn deter-

mination she thought, "Oh, she thinks 

that, does she, I'll show her!"  Al-

though she thought she was better at 

secretarial work, my mother soon re-

alized that midwifery was some-

thing God had equipped her to 

do.  It would become the pas-

sion and calling of her life. 

 My father and mother stayed 

in touch very loosely after the 

war.  Later, in the early 50's, my 

father went to Elim Bible Col-

lege, in London.  He was very 

poor in those days, as were the 

other students.  Often they 

would sit around a table in a 

café sharing a cup of tea be-

tween three or four!   My father 

told me that you always knew 

who had money because, to 

stop anyone asking to borrow 

some, students who were broke 

would walk about with the in-

sides of the pockets hanging 

out! 

 From Elim Bible College he 

was appointed as a probationer 

minister to an Elim Pentecostal 

church in Sunderland, England.  

At the time he was engaged to 
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another girl, who decided she didn't want to be a minister’s wife, whereas my mother 

had hoped she would be one day!  His father had told him previously that he was a fool for having missed his 

chance with my mother. Feeling lonely and unhappy my father wrote to my mother and asked her to “be his 

girl." 

 By this time my mother had begun the second stage of her training.  Nettie and Horace Fielding, her close 

friends from Emmanual Hall, had moved to Weston-Super-Mare, and invited her to join them to complete her 

midwifery training in Bristol, some 25 miles away.  She rented a chalet on the grounds of the Old House, 

where they lived, built on the site opposite Monks Steps where monks traversed Kewstoke Woods to fetch wa-

ter in the days  before Henry VIII. 

 Accepted by the Bristol Maternity Hospital in December 1952, my mother graduated at the same time 

Queen Elizabeth II was crowned in June 1953. No Staff Midwife job was available in Weston, so she accepted 

another job as a secretary for the Royal Hospital in Uphill, near Weston.  Later a job came open in Bridge-

water which she took, becoming the sole midwife on night duty.  In her job description she was to deliver ba-

bies and to go down to the cellar and put fuel in the boilers! In 1954 my mother landed a job as a Staff Mid-

wife at Ashcombe House, a Georgian house converted into a maternity hospital in Weston.  This was during 

the baby boom of the 50's.  There were six midwives working there, and she and another one of the midwives 

competed to see who could deliver 100 babies in a year.  Both reached 99! 
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