A Story of Evacuation


My name is Gillian, when I was eight years old. I was evacuated from Newcastle, it was a confusing but very important experience. One thousand six hundred children form my school were evacuated from Newcastle because of the ammunition and tank factories.

We went to  Newcastle Central Station and were taken on a train. We arrived sometime later in Longtown, Cumberland. I felt scared as there were so many children and I was worried about my family. We walked along to the Town Hall and we stood in rows of children, and families from the village picked children one by one. All we had with us was a small brown bag with some soap, a toothbrush, some sweets and a small tin of meat. My brother who was ten, was picked and he went to live on a farm, but I was picked by an old lady called Mrs. Cook, and her son Stuart. Nobody knew how long we would be there. Mrs. Cook also took two other girls but they left a few weeks later because they were homesick. When I got to Mrs. Cook’s house I sat on the stairs and cried. Mrs. Cook gave me a bar of chocolate to cheer me up a bit.

I went to the village school one week in the mornings and the next in the afternoon. If we were not at school we went on nature walks. They were amazing! I had never seen trees before, or birds or animals like cows and pigs. Even when we were at school we had to wear our labels and our identification cards and we had to carry our gas masks incase there was an air raid. We often heard the siren and saw planes flying overhead. 

Once every two weeks I got a letter from my Father containing a postal order I could exchange for one shilling for my pocket money. I used to buy sweets.

Sometimes we heard bombs dropping in the distance. One day I heard the news that my uncle had been killed in the war. Because of the war we had to have blackouts put up on our windows and turn out all the lights outside. Christmas was not like it is today. We had a small chicken and we didn’t get very many presents - it was the same for my birthday. I was out in Longtown for nearly five years, till I thirteen years old. I stayed friends with Mrs. Cook and Stuart came to live with me when she died. I also stayed close to a friend in Longtown. She was called Mary. While I was an evacuee I was scared and worried and yet I still managed to have some fun and be happy.

By Rhys Walton
