


Vaccy*

“Wake up Bobby! Come on love, rise and shine. It’s a blimmin’ beau’iful day: the sun is shining and there ain’t a cloud in the sky.” Ma’s voice was almost melodious, laughing even, but Bobby, who had been fast asleep, buried his head under his pillow.

“Stoo-early!” he mumbled from beneath the covers. “Le’me sleep Ma.” Bobby heard the swoosh swoosh of curtains being opened and knew that there was no point in arguing: it was time to get up and there was nothing he could do about.

“Now, I’ve packed you a bag - ain’t too much in it, just like what the letter said. There’s …” Bobby stopped listening as the realisation of what was about to happen dawned on him: today he was being sent away. Evacuated. Deserted, more-like. Everything he loved and ever knew would be left behind, he would be placed on a train and dumped, like a sack of coal, at who knew where? He slowly lifted his head from his pillow. “... wrapped up some carrot rolls for you and I managed to get ‘old of some sugar - don’t ask me how -  so there’s a great big slice of cake for you an’ all. Bobby? Have you ‘eard a word I said?”

“Yes Ma. Cake. Thanks Ma.”

The morning air was crisp and Bobby shivered as he traipsed wearily towards the train station. In one hand, he carried a small suitcase which his mother had purchased using the last of her savings; in the other, his lunch (wrapped in paper). His respirator hung from his neck. Bobby thought it was just as well he was unable to clasp his Mother’s hand. “I would never let it go,” he whispered to himself. Feeling tears gathering in eyes, he squinted hard to make them go away. He mustn’t cry. He must be brave. Ma must not worry.

Outside the station, grief-stricken mothers and children assembled; some sobbing, some, like Bobby, trying very hard not to whimper whilst others were squealing with excitement at the thought of the great adventure that lay ahead. Most had never been on a train before, let alone left the city for an uncertain destination. Bobby looked about for a familiar face - all of the children in his class had received the same letter, so he knew that they would be here.

“Bobby! Bob me ol’ mate, there you are!” The familiar voice of his best friend, Sam, filled him with relief. Sam, too, was overladen with bags, cases and his gas mask. Bobby was sure he could see an old teddy bear nestled inside Sam’s mac.

“Morning Mrs. Jones. Morning Sam. See Bobby? Your friends are ‘ere. You’re gonna be fine.” Ma placed a reassuring hand on Bobby’s shoulder and gave him a gentle squeeze. Bobby looked at her face and smiled. Though she was not crying, her ruddy cheeks and glazed eyes suggested that she was being brave for him. 

Mustering all of his courage, he turned to Sam, “Time to go then Sam. Come on, race you to the train!” He ran a few steps then stopped, turned and called out, “Love ya Ma! I write to you - soon as I get there!” Then, taking a deep breath and puffing out his chest, he carried on towards the train and an unknown future.



*During WW2, an evacuee was often referred to as a vaccy.
