Peter Phipps Transcript

Peter Phipps 00:00

It made a very peculiar noise. It was a *RUMBLE* bit like that, yeah. And then what would happen is
you would hear one coming from, from France. They were came from, coming from France. And you
hear, you *RUMBLE* it would stop, all of a sudden, it would stop, and then it would start to fall, because
it had no engine. The engine stopped and it would come down. It would dive. It would dive. Not like
that. It would dive.

Marie Horner 00:50
And so, oh, like that. Look, that's showing it going down. Oh, that's it, yeah, yeah. So, so when you
stopped hearing the noise, you knew it was dropping

Peter Phipps 01:01

when you heard that engine stop. You had to rush into a shelter because it was going to blow up. Might
it might blow up on your, on you, if you were not safe underground, you had to go into a shelter, or you
had to go into a safe, safe part part.

Marie Horner 01:30
That's terrifying.

Peter Phipps 01:32

It was. There was once when | was really terrified, when there was one of these coming at me.
Oh,*RUMBLE* it was getting louder and louder, louder, and it was coming straight towards me like that.
It was coming out towards me, and it was making this noise. And | thought it's going to fall on me, the
engine's going to stop. It's going to fall on me, but it never did stop. It went right over my head, right
over my head, and it went on and on and on, and | thought it's going to kill me, but it didn't stop. It went
on and on and on.

Marie Horner 02:30
How old were you when that happened, Peter?

Peter Phipps 02:33
| was ...1944 | was 12. The first time | ever saw Jacksons Lane was in 1944

Marie Horner 02:48
Right.

Peter Phipps 02:49
A long time ago. | didn't come in. | saw the building, and the reason | saw it because just across the
road was a bomb. It was called a flying bomb. You heard of the flying bombs? No one was that? Oh, it



was one of Hitler's. It was called a revenge weapon. And it hit a block of flats across the road, and
Jacksons Lane was very badly damaged, and this was in 1944 and | thought, oh, there's an interesting
old church. And it was Jackson's lane, and | didn't go in. | think it was closed because of the damage.
So that they closed it because of the damage. You could see it from outside in the road. You would
see, oh, that church, that nice old church, has got no windows left. And | didn't come back to Jackson's
lane for another 40 years. The first time | ever came in here was in 1977 I've been coming here for
nearly 50 years. | haven't missed a Christmas day for a very long time, it's to give the pensioners a nice
day out, and there's entertainment. People read poems, people sing, people play. | play the piano. It
was, it was to entertain, to give people some fun, some enjoyment. All those things, lots of things, with
gifts for the pensioners, a little play. Presents, little presents, which paid for from the charity. Christmas
Day, very nice. Here, always, always, | made so many nice friends here | new, new friends, people. I've
got a friend. Maybe you'll meet him sometime, a friend called Martin, who a very fine pianist, and he
used to play on Christmas Day as well. Very good pianist, and I've known him 40 years. And | was in
here once having a cup of tea, right now, cup of tea. And a man walked in who | didn't know, and it was
Martin, and I've known him. This was 40 years ago. He came in, and he's a pianist to remember. And
and he came in and he looked, oh, there's a piano. Can | play it? He said to me, can | play that piano?
He said, This is a stranger to me. | didn't never met him. And | said, Well, yes, | think so. | don't see
why not. And he sat down, and he did some very nice clean, and that was Martin, and that's 40 years
ago, and he's still my great, great friend, really great friend, came to me, see me yesterday in Muswell
Hill, came yesterday, played my piano.



