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                                                                    33 Glamis Cresent, 

                                                                      Rowlands Gill,
                                                                     Tyne and Wear,
                                                                       NE39 1AT 
                                                        Wednesday, 22nd July 1926 
Dear Mum,

                    It’s horrible here - everything’s going wrong. Mr Mogally makes me get up at 6.00am to do all the chores: clean my room tidy the kitchen, clean out the toilet. Guess what? I don’t have one minute to sit down. 

                  The worst thing about Newcastle is the community. Every body makes fun of me at school and out of school. They call me the abandoned kid; I hate them! Why can’t you look after me again?
                 When I come home from school which is at 8.00pm.I have rubber eggs, stale bread and mouldy kippers and for afters I have lumpy custard and soggy chocolate cake. I’m as thin as a pin. How would you feel if you had to survive in this dump! I hate it!
                I miss you so much; however, there is one person who cares about me, Mrs Sumet, the shop owner. She understands me because she was an evacuee herself when she was my age- but nobody understands me like you do. The number one thing that I miss the most is love. You always use to say to me: 

“Sleep tight, don’t let the bugs bight” then gave me a big sloppy kiss.

                  On Saturday morning the cockerel wakes me up at 6.00am (It was only 8.00am at home). The animals make annoying noises all day. If they could speak in human language they would laugh at me. Sometimes Mr Mogally goes out and shoots birds. I hate when he does that because the farm stinks of blood and guts all day.

                              Please send for me,

 



I want to go home!

                



Your Sincerely,

 Georgina xxxxxx 






