






“I was a four-and-a-half year-old blonde girl living 

in Front Street, Tudhoe, and went to bed that night 

wearing a white winceyette nightdress. I woke up 

with glass from the window covering the bed. I 

looked in the long wardrobe mirror and all I could 

see was a little girl covered in soot. 

Downstairs in the sitting room, which was kept  

only for best, we had a large Christmas tree, right 

in front of the window. It was decorated with  

miniature crackers and delicate baubles. On top of 

the piano and along the mantelshelf were  

Christmas cards. When the flying bomb exploded, 

it blew all the windows and doors out, and all the 

Christmas cards down, yet the delicate baubles 

and miniature crackers still hung on the tree.” 

 

 

Sandra Chaytors, who now lives in nearby  

Bishop Auckland.  

 “When the sirens sounded everybody was advised to go under 

the stairs, which was always accepted to be the safest place. My 

mam got us safely under the stairs and then you had to black out, 

so she went to draw the curtains, and as she did the window 

blew and the glass came in, then the front door blew open and 

she suddenly remembered our Trevor. He was only about one 

year old and had been left in one of our two bedrooms. She went 

upstairs to find the ceiling had come down on top of the bed, and 

Trevor was laid underneath it, blackened by soot, but otherwise 

unharmed. 

It was mayhem outside. Most of the people wanted to see what 

had happened. We lived about 500 yards away from where it had 

landed, so we ran across the cricket field to see it. It was fantastic 

for a six-year-old. It was sitting on top of the grass tennis courts 

that used to be in the corner of the cricket field near the  

vicarage, but the crater was only one or two feet deep, very black 

all round, but only about the size of a snooker table. It seemed a 

bit disappointing, but I don’t know what we’d expected it to look 

like.” 

 

Cecil Lowes was six years old, and his family home was at 254 

Back Row, Tudhoe Colliery.  



Mr Peberdy, what a character, deserves another mention. He was a strict 

disciplinarian. Towards the end of the lunch hour, when casual games were 

in full swing, a cry would go up, "Pebs coming". In 5 seconds flat, the  

playground would be empty, and all you could see of the boys, were, the 

faces of the boys who had courage enough to peep further around the  

corners. Alas, there would always be one innocent first former standing 

aghast, wondering where all his mates had gone. "Come here boy", Pep 

would shout, waving his stick at him.Then, when a victim had been chosen, 

the boys would come out of hiding, and life in the playground would be 

normal and the victim would ba accompanied to the outside toilets, to pick 

up the litter. I do not know of anyone who was caught twice. In the  

classroom, he was unforgiving. He taught Maths; he would solve a specimen 

problem on the blackboard and leave you to get on with it. On completion 

of every sum, it had to be marked by him. Any distraction in class and you 

were kneeling in front of him, with your hands on your head. He would 

then take a ruler and hit you on the fingers with the edge. It hurt and the 

natural reaction was to remove your hands - the last three blows landed 

on your head. I learnt my Maths very quickly and thoroughly. One memo-

rable incident happened in my first year at the Alderman Wraith. There 

was, even in those days, a little bullying and horseplay occasionally by some 

of the more senior boys towards their juniors. One first year, a particularly 

lively and loquacious young man, found himself in the cycle sheds, standing 

on the caretakers wheelbarrow, with a noose around his neck and the 

rope suspended from the cycle shed beam. One fifth former, irresponsibly, 

took the wheelbarrow away. He was saved. Next morning, the culprits, at 

morning assembly, were brought to the front of the hall. The Head, who 

was short and portly, harangued them for sometime, in front of the whole 

school and then 'blew his top' and gave each boy a 'clip on the ear' but, to 

reach the leader, who was in the order of 6ft-4inch tall, had to jump to 

reach. It took several attempts before he was successful. 

 

Lt Col. F Phillips’ war journal from 1939-1945 







This is the mystery of the 

           

Here’s what I found out... 


