Surname:

First Name(s):

Army Number:

Pearson
Maiden name (if
applicable):

(Dorothy) Lilian
Name used during service:

W/167509
Rank:

Luing / Pearson

Private

Training base:

Enrolled
at:

Luing
Main base:
Aldershot
Derby
Hatfield
Platoon/Section:

Year(s) of
service:

York
Company/Battery:
Field Stores Group ATS
H.Q. Derby
No 1 CRU
Reason for discharge:
Marriage

10/4/1942 to
16/8/1945
Uniform Issued:

ATS Recruiting Centre, Aston,
Birmingham
Group/Regiment:
Command:
Ordnance Corps
Royal Artillery
ATS, Hatfield
Trade:

S.E. Command

Clerk

Photo:

See full kit list
below

Description of
daily tasks:

• I did lots of typing – very little shorthand. Lived in barracks with other ATS girls
and we all eat our meals together in the ‘mess’. We were just like one family and
all getting along together. Then each morning I would report for work in the office.
• In Aldershot I was taken by truck. Whilst in Aldershot we had church parade every
Sunday morning which involved marching together in a platoon =- and we had our

own ATS band to lead us. I really loved the marching. We were confined to
barracks each Wednesday evening where we would attend lectures etc., and I
was with a group who did extra marching – so we practiced together then.
• In Derby and Hatfield we just walked to the office each morning from our barracks.
We never discussed our work outside of the office.
• I didn’t do any P.T. after my training days at York, although I was sent on a three
week P.T. training course, but I flunked it. I was in top shape when sent on the
course, but not in good shape at the end of it. This took place on the East coast in
November and I simply ‘froze’ and couldn’t get warm at all – especially when
having to run on the sand in shorts and thin tops.
Pay book:

Memorable
moments:

• April 10th 1942 and my sister and I were on the train heading for York, Yorkshire.
Prior to this we had both volunteered to join the ATS. We did our three weeks
training at Fulford Barracks and whilst there, York experienced their first enemy air
raid and one man was killed walking across the parade square. We were ‘shook
up’ but no one hurt. I well remember the Princess Royal came to our passing out
parade. Then we were ‘posted’ to other parts of England. My sister was sent to
London on a clerical course – I was off to Aldershot with a number of other
recruits. I was a shorthand typist in civilian life so went directly to the Ordnance
Corps. Parsons Barracks and did clerical work.
• A number of us were taken each morning by army truck out to a small village
called Tongham where we worked – me in the office the other girls worked at
sewing machines doing repairs. Later two other ATS came to work in the office
with me. One day either before or after ‘D’ Day’, we had to go to work in a truck
which was used for transporting horses – it still smelt of horses and we had to
walk up the ramp into the truck then the two soldiers closed the ramp and off we
went. When we drove through the town, we all began to make animal noises and
really laughed to see the perplexed faces of civilians – we had a few wee peep
holes to see through.
• My next posting was to Derby, Derbyshire – this time at the H.Q. offices with the
Royal Artillery.
• My final posting was to Hatfield, Herts. This was a very interesting job as this was
the No. One Rehabilitation Centre where we received our released Prisoner of
War soldiers. They themselves lived in one wing of the Earl of Salisbury house,
and we ate our meals with them in the banqueting room. The ATS lived in houses

near to Hatfield House. And of course I still did typing etc. The ex prisoners were
being trained for various jobs and also they were being helped to get back into
civilian life. Things had changed so much in England whilst they were interned –
they really had a lot of adjusting to do.
• My stay here was very short as in July 1945 I went home on leave to marry my
Canadian boy friend whom I had met whilst in Aldershot. Aldershot at that time
was full of Canadian soldiers and when we in the ATS first arrived in Aldershot we
were really timid when we were off duty and went in the town – but we soon began
dancing with them at the local dance halls and I guess I wasn’t the only one to
marry one of them. My boy friend’s parents were both born in Yorkshire, England
and emigrated to Canada and were farming. My husband was born in
Saskatchewan, Canada. He had lots of Aunts, Uncles and cousins still living in
Yorkshire so I was able to meet them all. Anyhow I ended up as a Canadian War
Bride and became a farmer’s wife.
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