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JUNE 2nd 1940

As we remember Dunkirk, some of us will be celebrating another anniversary for on June 2nd 1990 

we are holding a *50 Years On' reunion for County School girls who were evacuated to Caerleon 

between 1940-44. On JUne 2nd 1940 we gathered at the school and then walked en masse to the 

Priory Station; our luggage was taken by bus. Parents were not allowed on the platform, but I 

can still see mine leaning over the bridge waving, my mother tearless but my father crying openly. 

In one short day whole families were divided; many, as mine, would never return to what they 

were.

We shared the train with the Boys' School, it was a warm day and we were further burdened by 

Miss Cruer's (our Headmistress) insistence that we wear our winter uniform!. In some ways it was 

an adventure, this journey into the unknown, but nevertheless, although we were filled with

apprehension as most of us had not travelled widely or been away from our parents, I do not 

recall many tears being shed. I think we were too busy talking and trying to work out where we 

were going. As there were no town names on platforms (this was supposed to disorientate the 

enemy if he invaded) we had to rely on the better-travelled for clues. When we saw the White 

Horse depicted in the chalk hillside we knew we were in Wiltshire and heading westwards.

Finally the train pulled into Caerleon at about 8.00 p.m. and we disembarked, tired, stiff and 

hungry. I know now that the villagers were full of kind intentions on the whole, though some saw 

us a source of income, yet we felt lost and alienated amongst these people who spoke in a very

different way from us. We were allocated billets. Having spent a miserable night in a tiny

riverside cottage, the next morning my friend and I marched to the arranged meeting place to

make our dissatisfaction known. This caused some problems for the Staff but they managed to

find us new accommodation.

So, for me, began a three year period of my life very different from my previous fourteen years 

in which I had to adjust to a very upper middle class environment. Instead of having my mother 

make decisions for me I was encouraged, indeed expected, to plan my life and accept

responsibility for my actions. The house was lovely, my hosts, their daughter and May the maid 

were very supportive amd I lived and ate royally. Naturally there were many periods of low

spirits for I missed my parents and relations and my sister and brother although I could meet him

as he was only a few miles away in Cwmbran.

Amazingly, despite all the the diverse venues, our schooling proceeded satisfactorily, mainly 

due to the herculean efforts of all the teachers. Evacuation must have been very traumatic for 

them, for they now had to assume responsibility for our pastoral care as well as teach us in very 

difficult circumstances. We became very fit for we walked in all weathers from Baptist to 

Methodist Halls, to the Training College (up a steep hill) and to huts erected in the playground of

the local school, for lessons. We did go by train to Pontypool High School for a short while at

first, but this proved too difficult.

Out-of-school activities included netball and hockey matches and we formed a Youth Club in the 

upper rooms of the small Town Hall. We played table-tennis and put on plays with members of 

the A.T.C. and other groups. When older we befriended the local youths, though going out with 

them involved major tactical manoevres to evade the ever vigilant teachers! We had a thriving 

Guide pack and the Misses Swain and Rusbridge (the latter killed so tragically in my last year) 

gave so much of their time to us, as did all the Staff in differing ways.

Some of the girls had very different and less happy experiences than I, poor and insufficient food,

two sharing a single bed, multiple domestic duties and not being alloed indoors from morning till 

evening are just some examples of the unpleasant conditions they endured. Still, we passed our 

examinations and in due time left to pursue a variety of careers. Yet for all of us, whatever our 

experiences and the profounf effect they had on us, one of the great bonuses was the strong 

bonds of friendship forged in Caerleon, which have survived the years between then and now.'Bessie Nevotcn (y\k kJwurie)
My thanks to Philomena and the Dover Society for publishing details of our Reunion in the 
previous issue.
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