[ don’t think they ever actually rested on the ground. They would just sway in the
wind, and then once they were let up into the sky they were controlled by the air
currents. There were soldiers to man them, lodging at Buxton House. They
could let the balloons up and bring them down with winches, and then the three
balloons were linked together with chains. They made a sort of net which the
German aircraft couldn’t get through. There were numbers of barrage balloons
linked together like that in various places round London so that it made a sort of
“lace-curtain” effect. The German crews couldn’t see the chains between the
balloons and their propellers could get caught up. That was the theory, but I
don’t think it ever happened, much to our disappointment.

By this time food shortages were becoming acute and life was very hard for

many people. Mrs. Betty Russell adds the following passage to her husband’s

contributions :
I don’t suppose many people who didn’t live through the 1914 - 1918 war realise
how short food was. You couldn’t get things like potatoes, they were an absolute
luxury, but it was not until right near the end of the war that they brought in
rationing. For several years you couldn’t get sweets, and you’d have to queue,
maybe for a quarter of a mile, for things like jam. And then when it was nearly
your turn, you'd find the last lot had gone, and you’d have to walk home with
nothing.

The soldiers in the trenches got such terrible money, it was a real struggle for
their families in England to live. Mothers couldn’t afford to give their children
proper food to cat. Often you’d see boys and girls with a hunk of bread and
dripping in their hands at midday - that was their dinner. Soup would be made
with just dripping, salt and pepper mixed together with boiling water. You
couldn’t get much else sometimes.

My mother managed by letting the top of the house to a man who was a
manager at the munitions factory. He did alright! His wife used to boast to my
mother that she was giving her children filleted haddock with poached eggs for
their tea, while my poor mother was struggling. After the war that man came and
begged from my father because his job had folded and he was on his beam-ends.
He had spent as he earned and now had nothing left.

But eventually hostilities were ended on 11th November 1918. Mrs. Dora
Punchard from Pynest Green, remembers that day :
During the Great War I went into a factory to do war work. Everybody had to
do something. My sister was a cook somewhere but she had to come and work at
the factory too, making cartridges. She and I were sent to Twickenham for six
months training to use a lathe, because they were short of lathe workers at our
factory. We were there when the armistice was signed and peace was declared
and I remember the parson getting on the fire-engine outside the Town Hall and
singing “Oh God, our help in ages past”.
As soon as the war was over, they came round with a pack of cards, giving
everyone their notice - but not me, though I don’t know why. I was no favourite
of the foreman. I left when I was married.
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