
Evacuation 

Levenshulme High School – Age 14 

Saturday September 3rd 1939. 

We met at school wearing a luggage label with our name and address, carrying our 

gas mask and a small case. Nobody knew where we were going and our parents 

had to wait until we arrived, to be told. We were taken to the station by bus and 

finally arrived at St Annes-on-Sea. We went to the Lowther Pavillion and met the 

people who were to look after us. We were given a bag with provisions for our hosts. 

I can't remember much of its contents but I do know there was a tin of corned beef 

and a packet of biscuits. A friend and myself were billeted with a middle-aged couple 

Mr and Mrs Grimshaw. They had no children, so it must have been quite an ordeal to 

take two teenage girls. They were very good to us. 

On the Sunday we all sat round the radio to hear Mr Chamberlain announced that 

war had been declared. Mr Grimshaw said that we should all stand up when the 

National Anthem was played, which we did. We shared our schooling with St Mary's 

Girls School. A timetable was issued and we worked either mornings or afternoons. 

Trenches had been dug at the bottom of the playing fields in case of air raids, but 

apart from Air Raid Drill, we never had to use them. We had some very cold weather 

and once at Blackpool, it was so cold that the sea froze. We were away for six 

months and the school reopened in February 1940. 

Green End School – Age 6 

Sometime in January 1940, I remember being taken to school one dark morning, 

complete with luggage label, getting on a bus and being whisked away. At the 

station, we caught a train to Macclesfield. I don't know whether I was happy, sad, or 

looking forward to some big adventure. 

After all the procedures, I was taken to a house in Rainow. When the door opened, I 

burst into tears and said that I wanted my friend Joyce with me. The lady, Mrs 

Hancock, must have kindly agreed, because the two of us stayed with her, for six 

months. Her husband was in the army and she had a teenage daughter. Rainow was 

very much a village. Nowhere near as big as it is today. 

My memories are of going to the village school, being surrounded by hills and having 

lots of room to play in the fields and not hearing the sirens. My seventh birthday was 

in February. I had a party with a swiss roll as a birthday cake, complete with candles. 

My most vivid memory is having so much snow, that we couldn't get out of the 

house, to go to school!! 

I suppose there must have been some sad times, but overall looking back, I must 

have been one of the lucky ones. 


