A Story of Evacuation
        My name is Gillian and I was an evacuee in the year 1939. I was very surprised when I heard the war being announced on the wireless. First of all, my brother and I got on a train that took us to Longtown from Newcastle. There were 1600 children on the train. It was a very tiring journey. I felt very afraid and I was very worried about what was going to happen to me. [image: image1.jpg]il
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       When we arrived at Longtown, we all went to the Memorial Hall. I sat down and all of a sudden people rushed in the Hall out of nowhere. I felt embarrassed and very, very lonely. After a while, an old lady and her son   came up to me and took me in. My brother went to a farm near my home. The woman was called Mrs.Cook and her son was called Stuart. I then went to her house.

     When I arrived at Mrs.Cook’s house, I sat on the stairs and started crying. When I stopped crying, I got a bar of chocolate. Mrs.Cook also had taken in two other girls. 

With me I took a tin of milk, a tin of meat, some sweets and chocolate.

A few days later, I started school in the village. I only went for a half a day at a time, because there was so many children in the village - first in the morning for a week and then in the afternoon for a week. While at school I made a friend called Mary and I am still friends with her today. 

Every week my brother or I got a letter from my father, which contained 1 shilling to share, so I got 6d a week for my pocket money. That is about 2p today. While I was there I got no grapes, oranges or bananas, but I went on lots of nature walks. For the first time I saw cows, sheep, chickens and trees.





   

       Everywhere I went I had to take my identity card, label and a gas mask. On the evenings I felt very scared, because we had to put up blackouts. There was not to be a speck of light shining through your windows. 

On my birthday, I would only get a small cake and we wouldn’t make a fuss about it. On Christmas, I got no toys only books. We put up no decorations.

        Five years on I returned home to my father. Mrs. Cook and her son Stuart wanted to adopt me, but my father wouldn’t allow it. I was friends with her until she died.
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