Surname:

First Name(s):

Army Number:

Sherwood
Maiden name
(if applicable):

Lilian Ellen
Name used during service:

W/57419
Rank:

Sherwood

Corporal

Training base:

Enrolled
at:

Garbett
Main base:

Stratford-onBeaumaris, Wales
Avon
Platoon/Section:
Company/Battery:
Year(s) of
service:

515 S/L Battery
Reason for discharge:

Norton Barracks, Worcester
Group/Regiment:
Command:
D B Group
Trade:
Plotter

16/5/1941 to
28/6/1945
Uniform
Issued:

Photo:

Stockings
Cap
Brassieres
Corset belt
Gloves
Jersey
Jacket
Shoes – brown
Shoe – canvas
Skirt
Knickers
Panties
Shirts
Steel Helmet

Description of
daily tasks:

• Whilst at Stratford-on-Avon during the day – telephonist, during the night – plotting
searchlights, homing damaged aircraft and practising for being bombed at Biggin
Hill. Dover to Folkestone – plotting to our own guns. The area was known as Hell
Fire Corner. Planes were being brought down by our own guns. If they came in
low, it was impossible to get a plot on them.
• Daily P T
• Testing weather

Pay book:

Memorable
moments:

• I was 22 years old when war broke out. I was an apprenticed tailoress living and
working in Worcester. My husband-to-be was in the second intake. He completed
his training and was sent to France in the British Expeditionary Force, escaping
through Dunkirk. We decided to marry on 2 May, 1941, and then discovered I was
to be called up on the same day. Luckily, I was able to postpone the induction for
two weeks. My initial six-week training took place at Beaumaris in Wales. I was
them posted to the 515 Search Light Battery in Stratford-on-Avon. We relieved the
men of telephone and plotting duties so they could man the lights. I was stationed
at Stratford for about two years, receiving three promotions form Lance Corporal to
Corporal to Plotting Instructor.
• We lived very well in the manor house. Near the main building was an old malt
house. The soldiers, who lived in nissan huts in the grounds, converted it to a
canteen complete with murals. One private was a good pianist. He had a
signature tune for each of us. Mine was “Lily of Laguna”.
• We had some great friends. Mr and Mrs Keely had a small tea shop on the road
between Alvechurch and Stratford. We called it home and were treated like their
own daughters.
• During the first few months, my husband was stationed nearby in signals. His
overseas posting was delayed by there being insufficient shipping available.
Finally, he was posted to India, and then Burma.
• In 1943, when things were hotting up on the coast, the battery was sent down to
cover the area between Folkstone and Dover. We had no operations room, and
had to dig trenches for our own accomodation. We could see the Germans on the
French Coast.
• We were then sent to Biggin Hill working with the RAF outside Bromley. We lived
in an evacuated home with and air raid shelter in the garden and had some hairraising times. We commenced our duties by taking over in the middle of a raid.
• I was lucky in having a friend who was with me for the entire four years of my
enlistment. Lance Corporal Edna Peak who came from Lowestoft. I am still in
touch with her. We shared some good times an some harrowing ones too. Soon
after the buzz bombs started, we were bombed out of our billets. Glass was all
over our beds. Fortunately, we were on duty. We were then placed in the barracks
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right on the aerodrome. The air raid shelter was right across the other side!
Barrage balloons were tethered at the base, but we were still bussed from billets, to
meals to work because we were not allowed to stay near the operations room when
off duty. Once the buzz bombs started, they came over constantly on their way to
London.
The Spitfire pilots used to perform a trick that I have had people refuse to believe.
They would touch wings with the buzz bombs and send them off course.
Eventually, we were bombed off the aerodrome and were sent to a former private
school at Chislehurst. We made ourselves very comfortable, but not for long.
Above-ground accommodation was not considered safe enough, so we slept in the
Chislehurst caves after night duty. Our section belonged to the school and was
relatively civilised. A larger section however was being used by civilians who had
been bombed out of their homes in the Battle of Britain. They lived in squalor.
Children were suffering from malnutrition. There were no shops in the area so the
families had to wait for dad to come home with food.
I have spoken to many Londoners since who were not even aware of the
Chislehurst caves. They were damp and frighteningly dark when the lights were
off. We begged to come out, and were eventually allowed back into the school.
Then came the V2s. There were no counter-measures for these terrible weapons.
There was no warning of their approach, just a massive explosion. To avoid panic,
the authorities encouraged the fiction that they were gas main explosions.
We still managed some pleasures. After a night on duty, instead of going straight
back to our billets in the bus, we would walk back , calling at a truck stop where a
dear man would cook us a lovely breakfast.
On one occasion, we went to the pictures in the afternoon. We were due on duty,
but walked out into a typical London pea-souper. We felt our way along the street,
our task hampered by the lack of railings, which had gone to the war effort. By a
stroke of luck, we ran into a fireman who was going the same way. It was a miracle
we got to the “ops” room on time. Luckily, the fog had brought air activity to a halt,
so we were saved.
By this time, we were practising for what turned out to be D Day.- June 5, 1944.
When it came, we were on duty and plotted one great mass of armaments moving
across the Channel. Our excitement was tempered by orders that we must return
directly to our billets in the bus and not speak to outsiders for 24 hours. By then,
the news was out.
As the invasion of Europe continued, the V1 and V2 sites were progressively
captured. So our work was coming to an end. Things began to relax. The
authorities let it be known that we had done our job and granted us extra leave and
theatre tickets until our discharge time. My husband had returned from Burma with
a tropical disease called sprue. He was lucky to have had bad weather at
Portsmouth, and been disembarked at Glasgow where there was tropical diseases
hospital. During his six-month stay, I was granted leave to visit him. I collapsed
myself and was advised that four years of duty every third night had taken its toll.
As a married woman, I was discharged in one of the first groups on 28 June, 1946
at Hereford.
No-one in their right senses would wish for war, but my time in the army was the
greatest experience of my life. It stood me in good stead for the challenges to
come.
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Stratford-on-Avon 1943

Lily Sherwood second from left

Operations room – Biggin Hill
Watercolour painted by a friend. Lily Sherwood is seated in her normal position on the
far left of "the podium". Leaning over her is her friend Edna Peak. Lily's duties were to
relay information gained from the plotting room floor to the ten gun sites situated from
Dover to Folkestone. Lily also posed as the plotter standing at the table in the right
foreground. The raised booths at the rear were know as "the fishbowl". Army officers
faced towards Lily's area, Airforce officers faced towards an identical plotting room on
the other side of the booths.

