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Anything in blue should be read before the session – I will

also put in red any grids or sentences or instructions that
should ideally be in the children’s books.

The children need:
● Notebooks/ writing journals and pencils
● access to a tablet
● be able to see the main screen

Today’s Game – The Objective – generate ideas and talk about what might

help with content for a letter) David and Pie will model the game first
which involves an interview with an evacuee – swap roles at
half-time.  Children either use what they know or invent.

Ideas to explore in the interview:

Who are you?
Where is your real home?
Where were you sent?
Tell me about

- the day you le�
- The journey
- The arrival
- Your new family
- First impressions
- Where you sleep
- What expected to do
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- New school
- Your feelings?
- What you miss
- What would you say to your Mum/Dad/

siblings or relatives?
-

Padlet – Objective – to invent or draw on facts that will help with the writing of a

letter home. In the letter, we will be using the following structure
or variations. On the padlet, write sentences that will be useful,
using any real facts that you have found or inventing ideas.

Journey and arrival

Where staying and with whom

More about new home

Most amazing or unexpected thing

The village or town

School

Wishes and messages for home

Children’s Audio – The Objective – to listen attentively, enjoy and reflect on

what makes good writing and performance.
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Jotcast activity - The Objective – to write about what has happened in the past

tense, using temporal language. This activity prepares the children for
the blog post that they will write. The focus for the letter is to
recount what happened on the journey and arrival at the new
‘home’. To do this, some temporal language will be needed. The
challenge is to use an adverbial to indicate time and create a
sentence that will interest the reader. The grid supplies
adverbials to start the sentences.
When we arrived at the station, I couldn’t help crying as Ma
gave me one last hug.
First, we settled down on the train and I ate an apple.
After a while, the train came to a halt and we sat there for
hours staring out at the endless fields.
Eventually, a smart young lady asked me my name and the next
thing I knew, she walking me to my new home.
That night, I tried to sleep but the bed felt uncomfortable.
In the morning, I had to go to the school which was a long walk
across some fields.
During the evening, Ma Dockerty, as she likes to be called, told
me all about her husband Frank who is fighting in France.
Once school was over, I ran back across the fields but there
were some huge cows so I had to hide in a hedge.

First, After that, Before Once

Next, After a while, During Eventually,

Later on, After Then At last/ long
last,

Later in the afternoon/
morning/ evening,

Soon , When In the end,

In the morning/
afternoon/ evening,

Meanwhile, While Finally,
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Gallery Challenge –  Draw an old house – plenty of model
drawings on the internet. Mine is a simple sketch (with an odd
roof) and a clay slab (see below).

Blogging Activity – Write a letter home
Children should write a letter home in role. Objective – write a letter

home in role as an evacuee, considering the audience and purpose.
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Dear Mam,

Thanks for the hot potato. I ate it on the
journey and it kept me right warm. A�er what
seemed like years, we arrived at Chalford. It is a
small village outside Stroud which isn’t much
bigger. It’s nowt like our Sherborne Street. It’s a
green valley and very quiet.

Once we got there, lots of people came and
chose which children they wanted. It was like
being at the cattle market. I got le� to last. I think
it was because of the shoes and feet being black.

Anyways, I’m staying with Mrs Hill in Oakridge
in a little stone cottage. The water comes up from
a well in the garden. There’s a big handle you turn
and up comes the bucket. First thing, Mrs Hill
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made me wash in the tub outside and it was right
cold. She wouldn’t let me in the house till I was
scrubbed clean. Then she gave me a lovely hot
cuppa. She talks with a funny voice but we get
along right well.

I have a little room in the attic. I can see across
the valley. At night, I can hear the owls screech and
the nightingales sing. I’ve prayed everyday day for
you and our Dad, little Benjy and the King. Every
morning, I wake to the sound of a cockerel. It
doesn’t half make a racket. There are chickens in
the backyard and Miss Hill lets me collect the eggs.
She has rows of vegetables in the garden. There
aren’t any cars, only the odd cart and donkey. It’s
dead quiet a lot of the time.

You’ll never guess but Miss Hill keeps a pig
called Gertie in a small, stone shed. I have jobs to
do and the best is feeding Gertie scraps like potato
peelings. I also have to lock the chickens up at
night as Miss Hill says that the fox will have them
otherwise. First thing in the morning, she lets me
collect the eggs and then gives me a boiled egg.

Oakridge Lynch is a tiny village on top of a
hillside. There are only about 30 houses. They
have these little pathways that criss-cross between
the houses. They are called ‘laggers’ and each one
has its own name. There is one called Crooked
Mustard. The fields and trees are really green. It’s
nothing like home.

Every morning, Miss Hill sends me off to the
little school. I carry my gas mask like I promised.
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It’s only one minute’s walk up the lane. Lots of us
go there. We have to sing a hymn, pray for the
country and I sit on a bench at the back of the
schoolroom, with my copybook and slate. I’m
trying right hard with my handwriting and
numbers.

We have lunch outside on the grass and Mrs
Hill sends me with a bread and dripping sandwich.
Sometimes she puts in a slice of beetroot as a treat.
Lots of the boys eat turnips that they’ve dug up on
the way to school. I reckon they steal them from
the farms. I’ve seen them washing the turnips in
puddles and drying them on the grass. I tried
eating one and it nearly knocked my teeth out.
The boys and girls here are ok. They’ve taught us
all sorts of games. The girls here are really good at
hopscotch and jump rope. The boys play jacks and
marbles.

I hope you and Benjy are alright Ma. I think
about you every day. I hope our Dad is alright and
soon beats Mr Hitler and comes home. I’ll write
soon. Please write to me.

Your loving son – Henry.
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