	"You know, Clydebank was a really beautiful wee place…the terraces and the red sandstone buildings… all the shops… the big schools… and we even had our own little police station separate from the main one… everybody knew everybody and were a real part of the community… people were much closer then… you felt really safe".


	The Clydebank Blitz could not be least described in a single story. It is thousands of tragic experiences bonded together by a single catastrophic event and like all things which entail human activity it is complex.




Through lessons learned elsewhere, Clydeside by 1941 had prepared itself comparatively well to undergo aerial attack. No one however could have predicted that in the first brutal onslaught the Luftwaffe would dump the bulk of its destructive load on the small industrial town of Clydebank

All who inhabited this small Clydeside town were effected by it’s wide spread ferocity. Terror, pain, grief, loss and breathtaking bravery were all to be experienced on those two dreadful nights. Above all things, this is a story of humanity which belongs to the blitz generation.

	On Thursday 13th March 1941 at 9 o’clock on a clear frosty evening, the brittle Clyde Valley air filled with the eerie wail of the siren. Within minutes, the elite German pathfinder force KG100 appeared in the dusk sky. With the prowess of skilled executioners the formation spread to mark their targets, and far below Clydeside scuttled to safety.

As the sirens faded, the night air filled with the drone of laden bombers and the screams of descending bombs. Thousands upon thousands of incendiaries rained down and as the darkness fell, Clydebank began to burn.

"I heard the siren and we ran from the hospital to get to the shelter ... it was like daylight ... they were dropping flares ... I couldn't believe it ... they were so low I could see the crosses on their wings ... and the noise . . . I've never seen so many aeroplanes. They passed overhead and within minutes we could see the red glow above Clydebank".


	"The bombers had a strange vibrating drone that seemed to come and fade, come and fade almost as if their engines were going to cut out ... they came in waves ... you would hear the bombs dropping ... then the drone would fade away ... you could hear them coming from miles away and your heart would sink".

"I wouldn't have believed that the sound of an aeroplane would put the fear of death into you".

Ablaze, beneath a full moon, the target was marked. Beckoned by the inferno on through the night, wave after wave of bombers dumped their heavy loads of high explosive and incendiaries into the conflagration below.


It was in this environment of blast and fire that the citizens off Clydebank were to meet their death, or suffer mutilation. Or by some miracle escape the random destruction unscathed.
Such was the intensity of the raid that the organized services were soon overwhelmed. Communications badly interrupted by direct hit on the control centre, fire-fighting and rescue units toiled independently. A bomb, leaving a crater 30 feet wide by 20 feet deep, severed the town water main in the early hours of the raid cutting fire-fighting supplies. Immediate rescue and assistance by outside organization were made impossible by craters in roads and collapsed buildings.
"Five minutes after the siren ... every ambulance in the depot had been called out ... then they started to come in ... the injured and dead ... all night ... a constant stream of injured and dead
"There were firemen slumped on the road ... buildings on both sides of them were blazing and crumbling ... they had run a hose all the way to the canal because the mains had gone ... the hoses were gashed from being dragged over broken glass and rubble ... water was pouring all over their legs ... some of them had been injured ... they could hardly move ... I have never seen such dirty or tired men"

What I'll never forget as long as I live was the noise and the screams and cries when I was taken to the First-Aid post….This was something you couldn't believe ... the screams were terrible ... people had lost arms and legs ... some people were doing what they could to help but it was just too much for them".
"Oh ... what a catalogue of injuries ... people broken, smashed and burned ... and others dead without so much as a scratch on their bodies ... killed by blast
They brought in this fireman ... he had been injured by flying debris and his arm was split to the bone from wrist to elbow ... they patched him up with what was available ... it looked as if he had lost a lot of blood ... he was really grimy and exhausted ... after about twenty minutes he got up from the stretcher mumbled something about 'being no bloody use lying here"… and went back to rejoin his unit ... where that man found the strength..... God only knows".

"We were so tired that we couldn't carry the casualties up the corridor ... we laid them at the door ... there was this wee boy crying for his mum and dad ... he died ... we heard this noise ... it was like an express train coming out of a tunnel. It hit the wall in the middle of the corridor ... I thought ... this is it ... there was a roar and we were all blasted into the air ... I looked up and saw the corridor walls caving in . . . 'I hope it stops, stop, for God's sake!' I kept saying to myself ... it did ... just a few feet from the casualties. Later we went outside ... all that was left of the ambulances were bare chassis. We were all badly shaken ... it was a miracle nobody was killed".

"Two of us never made it to the shelter because we had to cover all the children's cots with big sheets to protect them ... after we had finished we sat in the corridor with a sheet over our heads ... we were too terrified to talk ... we could hear the noise of the bombers droning overhead ... we were really frightened ... we couldn't even cry ... we heard a bomb coming down ... I thought I was going to die ... it blasted and roared ... the noise was horrible ... windows were smashing, doors were blasted off and we were thrown about ... the roof caved in and we could hardly breathe ... I remember feeling all numb ... I thought I was dead ... everything became very quiet ... there was not even a whimper from the children ... I thought they had all been killed ... you would hardly believe it ... the hospital was like a smashed dolls house ... the roof had been ripped off ... the windows and doors had been blasted in ... the ceilings were down all over the cots ... the children had been saved because they were covered ... it really was a miracle that those covers had taken all that weight". 
"We were in the ladies' hall downstairs ... the close had been fixed up with struts as a kind of shelter...I had my sisters baby in my arms ... we could hear bombs all around ... you could see glowing red from the houses on fire ... it sounded as if every bomb was coming at you ... then it seemed to whoosh away and you'd hear the explosion and feel the shake. About two o'clock in the morning we heard this one come down ... it was different ... it seemed to take a long time ... we were terrified and were praying ... I lifted the lid of the coal bunker and threw the baby in ... at least she'll be saved I remember thinking ... this thing kept coming ... then it seemed to stop ... there was a massive explosion ...we were thrown all over the place by the blast… I thought we had all been killed we couldn't breathe and the dust and dirt filled the air ... doors were blown off, floors ripped up and the tenement smashed. The shelter in the street had got a direct hit ...we were all trapped… it was six o'clock in the morning before they managed to get us out". 

"I saw a little girl standing at an upstairs window ... she was about seven years of age ... the house was blazing ... up until that moment I had been doing things ... helping ... there was no way I could get to her ... the roof caved in and she disappeared ... seeing that, changed my whole life ... I became so bitter ... it still hurts to think of it".

"I was sitting in the shelter, playing cards with my two pals ... my mother and father were sitting on each side of the door with my brother in the middle facing me ... it was a great shelter ... three joined together at the back of the house ... we had a charcoal fire ... it was really comfy ... we never heard it coming down ... you would think you'd feel yourself being blasted about ... it was as if I was the centre of everything ... I was still; everything else was moving around me like a whirlpool ... I remember it so clearly ... I felt the wall on my back ... saw my brother being blasted through the door ... my pals ... blasted to bits... the concrete roof caved in smashing into my mothers chest ... crushing my father ... the screams .......I was sucked down as if I was looking through a telescope ... I felt numb ... I was crying for help ... but nobody seemed to hear. 'I was buried ... with a fire beneath me ... and my dead friends on top of me ... the shelter was lying on top of us ... I could feel the rescue people walking above... they took away the injured and it was only when they came back to take away the bodies of my friends that they discovered me beneath ... I was buried for 81/2 hours down the side of the bomb crater ... I was paralysed from the waist down ... my mother was killed ... my friends were killed ... my father and brother survived ... all the other people in the adjoining shelters were killed". 

"I can only remember little bits of what happened ... I was unconscious for most of it ... I remember going into the shelter ... I was terrified ... the raid seemed to be going on for so long ... I was about twenty years of age at the time ... I remember the smell from my brothers hair cream, it was annoying me ... then being blasted about ... the rescue men were digging us out ... I couldn't see anything but I heard somebody saying 'come on' . . . 'I can't. I'm stuck I said ... the rest is what people told me ... both people were killed on each side of me and each side of my brother, who was unharmed … I had a child on my knee ... she was blasted to pieces...... I had a fractured skull and a list of other injuries ... too many to go into ... I had taken most of the blast on my head...if you look carefully you can still see the grit and dust blasted into one side of my face...like a faint tattoo … I was in hospital for months and they thought I was going to be blind for life ... it was long and slow but I got my sight back ... a lot of people were killed by that bomb ....... I was really lucky". 

At 6am the following morning the population emerged from shelters to a shattered and burning town

"I came into town to look for my family . . . Oh, what a nightmare! ... The place was smashed to bits ... everything was burning ... I had to climb over mountains of rubble to get to the street where my family lived ... our street was demolished and on fire ... some houses were smoldering empty shells ... I was sobbing uncontrollably ... I couldn't find anybody ... it was the most terrible feeling I have ever had...I was only 17 and I felt like the only person left in the world'

We lost everything ... I had the clothes I stood in and a case with a Thermos flask. My father and I stood inside the shell of what used to be our building ... it was just four burned walls ... I looked up ... all that was left was the grate and a pot with what was supposed to be our dinner ... it may sound terrible . . . but I was glad in a way that my mother had died the year before ... she loved that house ... it was her life ... it would have destroyed her to see it like that ... I'll never forget that burning smell till the day I die ... it wasn't the smell of death ... it was the smell of everything".
"All my family and relations stayed in what used to be called the Holy City ... every single one of them lost everything they owned".
"We lost everything ... it was raining incendiary bombs ... I counted seven which had burnt out in my small back garden. They were all over the roads and gardens ... losing everything like that ... it gave us a deep sense of value ... we really appreciated what we had from then on".
"When I came out of the shelter I remember thinking ... what a mess ... it was numbing ... you just couldn't take it all in ... rubble ... mountains of it ... houses sliced open ... walls all black and burned".
"My mother took us to the rest centre in Radnor Street ... we had lost everything ... our house was a burned empty shell ... there were bodies lined up along the street covered with sheets ... and lots of injured people ... it's strange the things you remember ... there was a woman's feet sticking out from under a tarpaulin ... she still had her slippers on. My mother said 'Lets go. There are a lot worse off than us"
"Walking through the devastation the next day ... it was numbing ... we were struck dumb' 'My husband saw the parachute mine that hit the terraces in Second Avenue ... it floated down over Third and Second Terrace and crashed into the back of First ... there was a tremendous explosion ... they were trying to take cover in plots about a quarter of a mile away and were blasted over a fence and up against a wall ... the whole block of buildings were blasted across to the other side of the road ... I saw it in the morning ... it was horrific... you felt all these emotions at once and could hardly talk or even cry ... it was a dreadful sight ... there were people and little children torn apart ... just like rag dolls, all over the road ... there were about 88 people killed in that street"

"Through it all I only saw one incident of hysteria ... a shelter at the High Park got hit ... it was really bad ... arms and legs sticking out of the mud ... a lot of children got killed ... anyhow this woman ... she was screaming, 'My sister, My sister ... she thought her sister was in there ... everyone else was so quiet".

"My cousin went up to visit her friend in Napier Street. Two parachute mines had landed at the back of the houses. Her family went up to see if they could find her ... they never found a trace of her body ... all they found was one of her black patent shoes ... then they knew she was dead"
"A bomb had hit the tenements in Whitecrook Street ... there were a lot of people killed and injured ... my cousin was lifting a man into an ambulance who had lost his legs in the explosion ... a bomb came down and exploded at the end of Stanford Street ... the blast took his legs... they lay beside each other and bled to death"

'It was a miracle that anybody survived in our shelter ... we were on the edge of the crater and it seemed as if the shelters further away got the worst ... the injuries were terrible ... people were horribly burned and had legs and arms blasted off ... some were on fire from head to foot ... these people were your neighbours ... people you had known all your life'
'The dead were laid out in rows in the school ... they were covered with sheets ... hundreds of them ... it was a dreadful sight ... watching all those people walking through ... trying to find their relatives ... it broke your heart just to see it….it's a sight etched in my mind for ever . . .all those bodies lined up in neat rows ... after all that noise it was the silence that got to you'

'There were not enough coffins ... so the dead had to be buried wrapped in white sheets tied with string ... there were hundreds of them laid out in the school hall ... it was a pitiful sight' 

The town was evacuated. 48,000 refugees were set adrift and spread afar, many never to return. That evening, Clydebank still burning, the bombers returned to a near deserted town to complete their task. When the drone of the last bomber had faded 528 lay dead and over 1000 had been seriously injured.

It had often been said that Clydebank Blitz was unsuccessful. The basic objective of the blitzkrieg to cause as much dislocation and social upheaval as possible and to strike terror into the hearts of the population. A massive housing loss suffered; 4,000 had been completely destroyed, 4,500 seriously damaged. In all only seven houses out of a total of 12,000 remained intact.
Many industrial targets received directs hits or severe blast damage and incendiary damage; Beardmores, The Royal Ordnance Factory, John Brown’s Shipyard, Arnott Young, Rothesay Dock, Tullis Engineering and Singers Factory, the massive Singer’s wood yard destroyed. Many large schools and churches perished. At one of the primary targets – the MOD oil storage at Dalnottar, on the periphery of the town – eleven huge tanks had been destroyed, others severely damaged. Millions of gallons of fuel were lost in the resulting inferno. When the site was finally cleared, 96 bomb craters were counted .

There can be no doubt that the Blitzkrieg in Clydebank succeeded in causing massive dislocation and hardship to the population. But Clydebank people were no stranger to hardship, as those acquainted with the towns history will know. More importantly, the psychological effect was the exact opposite of what was intended. Rather than divide the community and throw it into frenzied panic, it strengthened and immeasurably hardened peoples’ resolve to survive and resist.

There was however a lingering anger, tinged with sadness. The once close-knit communities passionately desired to be reunited. This never happened. The ties severed, many thousands drifted; time passed and people began to make new lives else where. Many still bear the mental and physical scars; all have vivid recollections. The Blitzing of Clydebank was as far-reaching in time as it was in effect.

"It was terrible to see the town that you lived and grew up in disappear in two nights' 'they should have rebuilt the place to give the people a chance ... they had paid dearly". 

They just bulldozed the rubble into heaps and hid it ... it lay about for too long ... it makes me angry when I think about it." 
" It was far too long before they thought of starting to rebuild the town ... it was too late ... people had been moved elsewhere and had begun new lives."

'Years later ... I cried when they pulled down Singers Clock ... you could see it from anywhere in Clydebank ... I thought ... Oh, God! It was the only thing left ... it came through the Blitz untouched ... it was a symbol of survival and meant so much to the people of Clydebank ... I hate them for that." 

"I remember even years after the Blitz ... the sound of an aeroplane ... people would stop in the streets and look up, then look at each other ... nothing needed to be said."
"For fifteen years after the Blitz I shook uncontrollably every time I heard an aeroplane ... it took me all that time just to get over it"

''I can't help it ... I still cry when I think of the people that I used to know...."




