
Evacuated to Quorn 
 
Barry Bradley from London recently got in touch with Quorn On-line Museum 
(www.quornmuseum.com). Below is his fascinating story of life as an evacuee in Quorn during 
World War II, as told in his own words.   
 
Sometime in 1940, my mother who lived in London with a small daughter and her husband away 
with the army, received a call from an official to say that she was to be evacuated with her daughter 
to the countryside that very evening, and was to report to Marylebone Station. She arrived with the 
station being poorly lit because of the bombing, surrounded by other mothers and children who were 
being placed on the waiting trains. She was very anxious and felt very alone. Not only did she have 
her two year daughter to carry, but she was also visibly pregnant. As she was loaded on to a 
crowded train, she had no idea where she was going or where she would be sleeping that night. As 
the train snaked its way out of London, already the sky was alight with searchlights. The other 
mothers were just as anxious, but after about an hour the train stopped at a station, and a group of 
the evacuees were taken off. This process continued at each station and the train became emptier 
and emptier. Eventually the train stopped at the station 
my mother was allocated to. Together with a group of 
other mothers and children, she found herself on a 
station platform in darkness – no one had a clue where 
they were. At the end of the platform there was group 
of people from the local village who had volunteered to 
take these evacuees into their homes. It was a bit like 
a cattle market with the kind residents choosing who 
they would take. Suddenly someone pointed to my 
mother and shouted “Oh no! This one’s pregnant!”.   
Then a voice from the darkness said “I’ll take her”. 
 
My mother left the station with this lady, a complete 
stranger, to go to her home. “Where are we?” my 
mother asked. “You’re in Quorn” the lady said. 
 
Those kind people who took my mother in, pregnant 
and all, were Ethel and George Woods of 5 Mansfield 
Street. It worked out so well for us. I was the expectant 
baby, born In the December.  Although I consider Mansfield Street to be my place of birth, in fact I 
was born in a Stately Home - something that my friends and family are bored of hearing!  Lord 
Crawshaw had moved to Scotland for the duration of the war and offered his home, Whatton House 
at Long Whatton, as a maternity hospital. My mother was transported there to give birth to me.  

 
After the Blitz we went back to London, but we 
returned to Mrs Woods again later, when the V1 
bombs were being dropped on London. I was older 
then, and these are the days I still remember - my 
very young childhood in Quorn. I loved Quorn and 
still do. 
 
5 Mansfield Street was a very happy place to live.  
George was a quiet man, always with a smile for me 
- he was an ambulance driver, and therefore was 
probably exempt from the Forces.  Ethel was a 
buxom lady, who had a great love of people.  When I 
used to visit them after the war years, I remember 
she was always very excited to meet me.  The house 
was a council house, (now it is a private house) - it 
had three bedrooms and eight of us lived there! One 
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Baby Barry and his sister Kathleen.  
This photograph was taken at a studio in 
Loughborough. 



bedroom would have been Ethel and George's and they had a son called Eric. Then there was my 
mother (Frances), my sister (Kathleen), then I arrived, and later my young brother John.   Finally, 
there was a lovely young Land Army girl, Florrie, who was seconded to the house.  How did we all 
live there?  I do not know! 
  

There were other evacuees in the 
road - I remember Mr. & Mrs. 
Bottom of l Mansfield Street had 
evacuees and a photograph of 
them all is on the Quorn On-line 
Museum website under ‘People 
and Families’.  The Bottoms were 
great friends of the Woods.  There 
was also a Mrs. Bumpus I 
remember - she lived in the same 
road and had evacuees, but I do 
not know the number of her house. 
 

I have some very happy memories of Quorn. I remember the 
cows used to go up and down Mansfield Street morning and 
evening, and would leave a ‘sweet smell’ of the countryside in 
their wake!  My mother, who was a ‘townie’, was fascinated to 
see cows outside the window, and so was I.  Behind 5 Mansfield 
Street were fields, not houses as now, and I remember Florrie 
taking me on horseback across those fields to the railway line, 
where we stood on a bridge, horse as well, while the steam trains 
rattled under us.  Although I would have thought that the Quorn 
Hunt was cancelled during the war years, I remember on one 

occasion being surrounded by a vast army of dogs - I 
loved it!  There was a little shop in the village called 
Kettles - I think it was a hardware shop, but it also sold 
toys and colouring books.  I loved this shop but very 
rarely was bought anything because of Ration Books 
and my mother not having much money to spend on 
‘fripperies’.     
 
My mother also told me about the night that Coventry 
was bombed - everyone stood outside the house to see 
the red glow in the sky to the south of Quorn - it was 
very frightening.  
  
Near the end of the war, we returned to London - I went 
back with an East Midland's accent, which received a lot 
of derision from my cockney school mates! Back in 
London I missed Quorn so much.  I went to school by underground trains in the bowels of the earth, 
when only a short time before I was playing in the Leicestershire fields. 
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The Bradley’s in the back garden of 5 Mansfield Street. 
Frances with her children, (left to right), Barry, baby John 
and Kathleen. 



 
We kept in contact with George and Ethel after the war - they would visit us in London and we would 
make the trip to Quorn. They remained in Quorn all their lives, George dying in the 1970s and Ethel 
dying sometime in the 1980s.  In later life Ethel was almost blind and moved to 8 Catherines Close, 
then ending her days at Soar House on Soar Road.  George and Ethel’s son, Eric, married in the 
1950s but, sadly he died quite early in the 1960s - a tragedy for the family.   
 
Florrie also remained in Quorn all her life and was always close to Ethel.  Unfortunately, I just cannot 
remember Florrie's surname.  When Ethel died, Florrie sent me a copy of a letter to Ethel from the 
King, (a standard letter I would think), thanking all the people who had made their homes available 
for evacuees.    
 
 
After the article was published in 2012, 
the museum team were thrilled to be 
contacted by Gary Wood. Gary’s father 
was Eric Wood and his grandparents 
were George and Ethel. He remembers 
well, his Nana telling the grandchildren 
about her experience of having 
evacuees. Apparently she was 
persuaded to go down the station that 
day by a Mrs Pittam, who was running 
the refreshments for the arrival of the 
evacuee’s train. When she agreed to 
help, it was only for the refreshments not 
to take evacuees herself! It was only 
because no-one else would take the 
whole Bradley family, that Ethel made 
up her mind to take them herself. She 
also told Gary how the children 

screamed when they first saw cows, as 
they had never seen them before!  
 
 
Quorn On-line Museum would like to thank Barry for contacting the village again and writing down 
his important story.  Thanks are also due to Richard Thomson for the pictures of Mrs Kettle’s shop 
and Gary for getting in touch after the article was published.  If you can remember Florrie or have 
any photographs of either Ethel, George or Florrie, or have any more evacuee information, please 
contact Sue Templeman at sue@quorndon.com.  
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