
Tonbridge 
As background, my family lived in Tonbridge, Kent from about 1948 to 1953. 

My father was the Assistant Manager of the WH Smith book shop on the High Street in 

Tonbridge. In 1953 my father moved to Ottawa as the Manager of a new WH Smith store on 

Sparks Street. My mother took my brother and I to live with my Welsh grandparents in 

Newport, Monmouthshire until our departure from Liverpool to join my father on 

November 5th, 1954. 

I had breakfast at the London hotel and then walked to the Gloucester Road tube station on 

Cromwell Road. I paid 7.3 pounds for a day pass and took the Tube to the Embankment and 

then walked up to Charing Cross. There I paid 13.7 pounds for a return ticket in off-peak 

hours. I boarded the 10:15 train bound for Tonbridge and alighted about 45 minutes later. 

I could tell from the several tunnels that we went through the South Downs. 

I immediately recognized the Tonbridge platform. As a kid I used to pay a penny and my 

friends and I would train spot. We always dreamed of spotting the wonder trains, such as 

the Golden Arrow. 

My first stop was the WH Smith bookshop on the High Street. Then I walked ” home” to 11 

Ashburnham Road, passing the Tonbridge School en route. I retraced my childhood steps to 

St Saviour’s Church. I walked in to find five women’s holding a meeting. I explained that I 

had sung in the choir from age 8 to 11. My eye went to the altar and noted that the choir 

stalls had been removed. 

I walked to where my friend Lewis had lived only to find that the quiet country lane was now 

totally built up. 

I walked to the old parish church hall where I went to Sunday School only to find that it is 

now a take-away eatery. The grass fields where we used to play soccer are now a housing 

estate. The bombed out house, about 200 yards from my old home, has been replaced. 



I walked to my primary school only to find that it was now an apartment building. Slade 

School, which I left in 1953, is looking very good. The old fire station is just as I remembered 

it but the Territorial Army drill hall has been replaced by housing. 

I made my way to playing fields below the castle, noting that the World War Two pillbox has 

disappeared. I found the swimming pool where I had earned my scout swimming badge. 

But, the pool now has a roof on it. I ducked into the toilet and took off my undershirt as it 

was a very warm day. 

I strolled along the Medway River and found the boat yard where my father had rented 

boats. It was the same river my brother and I had learned to swim in by being towed on a 

World War Two surplus float behind a boat. 

I worked my way back to the Tonbridge railway station. On my way back to London I noted 

that the primroses and bluebells were carpeting the woods. 

I got off the train back at Charing Cross. Then I simply wandered in that area. I visited Big 

Ben, Admiralty Arch, Horse Guards Parade, Trafalgar Square, Canada House, MOD, and the 

Big Wheel. I got back on the Tube at Embankment and got back to the hotel by 16:15. I was 

worn out. 

The BBC reported 23 Celsius as the high. 

 


