






TERRY GRIFFITHS 

EVACUATED TO FRINTON-ON-SEA, ESSEX, FROM APPROXIMATELY 
JANUARY 1940 - MARCH 1940 

The part of the Essex coast comprising Clacton, Frinton and Walton-on
the-Naze consists of a 10 mile strip of flat sandy beach, ideal for a German 
invasion landing area, allowing easy access into the countryside. 

A government expert decided this would be an ideal area in which to 
deposit hundreds of child evacuees, although the logic of such a decision is hard 
to understand. 

Early in 1940 my brother Leslie. Age 11 years, and myself, age 8 years, 
arrived in Frinton by train with a group of evacuees from London. 

Frinton was a rather select little town which attracted upper class citizens 
looking for a quiet, refined resort in which to retire in peace. No cafes, ice cream 
barrows or "kiss me quick" hats were seen here. 

My brother and I were taken to a large house complete with tennis court 
near the sea front. Our foster parents were two old ladies, The Miss McClarens. 
They did their best to look after us, but I don't think they had ever looked after 
children before. For instance, when we arrived at the house after school we 
would have a meal and then be locked in our bedroom until school the following 
morning. The two ladies smoked Abdulla cigarettes and occasionally we were 
able to acquire one or two, which we would then enjoy in our bedroom. To our 
minds this balanced up the equation a little. 

After a while we made it known that we were not very happy with our 
treatment, so we were relocated in a very large hotel type house called' Ivanhoe". 
Approximately 1 00 children were housed here which completely swamped the 
available staff. 

I remember tea was taken seated on form seats at long trestle tables. 
Discipline was non-existent and the main object seemed to be to fill one's spoon 
with tea and flick it at the person sitting opposite. It was here that I contracted 
impetigo on both legs. 

I was told to attend daily the clinic at Walton-on-the Naze for treatment, 
and I enjoyed the walk along the sandy beach which was about 2 miles each 
way. 

On arrival at the clinic I was told to wait in the hall until called by the nurse. 
Against the wall opposite me was placed a large red machine with lots of dials, 
levers, etc., on it. I was rather worried wondering what function it performed. 



The lad sitting next to me told me that the machine is used by the nurse to drop 
one's eyeball out on the cheek for scraping and then replacing in the socket. As 
he was about 11 years old and almost a man I accepted his explanation. 

When the nurse called out my name I entered the treatment room and 
hastily assured her that my eyes were perfect and that I had come for treatment 
to my legs. The nurse sat me down and with a piece of lint scraped away the 
crusty sores on my legs until they bled, then coated them with yellow ointment. 

After a few visits to the clinic I decided that I liked the 4 mile return journey 
along the sea front which was relaxing after the bedlam which existed at my 
billet. Also I had come to accept the treatment at the clinic, so in order to ensure 
a few more visits I rubbed dirt into my sores, which delayed healing to a certain 
extent. 

My "Bedlam" billet in Frinton-on-Sea 
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The beaches of England should have been bristling with barbed wire, 
machine gun nests etc. but all I saw on my seafront walks to Walton Clinic were 
the occasional Local Defence Volunteer men (the forerunners of the Home 
Guard) armed with wooden drill rifles, but I'm told some had shot guns and pitch 
forks although I did not see any of these men. How could our Government have 
been so stupid as to leave us undefended knowing that Hitler had prepared such 
a vast war machine? 

As we now know the early part of 1940 was known as the "phoney" 
period. Not much else happened in England at this time, the expected bombing 
had not materialised, perhaps Hitler thought we might negotiate a settlement 
shortly. 

It was therefore decided that as things were quiet and also my brother and 
I were unhappy at Frinton we could return to London, which we did in March 
1940. 
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