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My Great Uncle Bert Jewell by Slater

My name is Slater and I am 13 years old. My great uncle Bert Jewell decided to leave Canada to fight in the Second World War. There was no TV in 1939, so no one back home could really identify with the horrors of war. He was 17 when he signed up in 1939.  Corporal Bert Jewell fought with the Canadian forces and their allies throughout western Europe. After five years he was part of the troops that aided in the Liberation of Holland in 1945.  He stayed with a Dutch family for a while and they all became very close. 

 My Grandma Eileen, Bert's sister in law, was a strong influence with Bert when he was overseas.  She kept sending letters and pictures of his niece Sandy…and that gave him a connection to home as he had no parents. When I asked Aunty Sandy about how he was after the war, she replied: "…I only remember as a little girl I could not go into his room when he was sleeping, as he would leap out of bed screaming, because he thought I was the enemy."


When I spoke to my Great Auntie Bee about Great Uncle Bert, about his war experience, she said: "It was very hard on all of them. Both physically and mentally.  They see terrible things.  There were a lot of things they enjoyed like finding amazing comrades.  Uncle Bert had a good friend that was also from Alberta and he died young as well.  It put a terrible strain on them.  He didn't talk about it much and Bert never wanted to be in the legion or anything.  He didn't want to talk about it. I had three brothers in the air force and you just find it very sad and your parents are very sad. Letters took a long time to come and there was so much waiting for news.  We knew lots of people that didn't come back. One day Uncle Bert was watching a film about World War 2 on TV….it was in France.  Suddenly Uncle Bert recognized the place and said, "I was there!"  His kids asked which one he was, to which he replied, " See that little black speck?  That's me running the other way."  They all laughed, except the youngest, who was frightened to think of his Dad over there in the middle of a war."

Every Remembrance Day, Auntie Bee lights a red candle and surrounds it with a poppy for each of her three brothers, her dad, her husband Bert and his brother Jack, my Grandfather. All veterans, all remembered.


Life during World War Two for Grandma V. (Edith Vousden) By Gaelan Vousden Welch


My Grandmother was five years old during World War Two. She lived in a farmhouse in Timmins, which is in Northern Ontario. Life was hard for people whose Dads and husbands went to war. 


During the winter my grandma, her mom and her two brothers (aged 3 and a little less than one), lived in the kitchen. They lived in the kitchen to stay warm because it was the only room in the house that was heated by a wood stove. Their mom would dress them up in their coats, mitts, and hats and they would go and play in the living room instead of outside. Her mom would dress up in her winter clothes and go outside and scoop up snow in a pot which she would heat on the wood stove for water because the well was frozen. Her baby brother got very sick in the winter. Her mom made a tent out of blankets and she boiled water and the steam helped him breathe. The neighbours thought that he wouldn't last through the winter but he did. Often her mother would wait for the fire to go out and she would put the kids in bed so that she could go to the store to buy food.

Even though my grandmother wasn't living where the war was taking place life was harder for her and her family because her father was off fighting in the war.

My Nana's Story by Maia

Forty years ago my Nana and Granpa made a big decision.    They had been married less than two years and my mom was not even a year old. They wanted to have an old fashioned family -a family where the mom stays at home with the kid/s and the dad goes to work. But  they did not even have enough money to buy a house for themselves (they lived with Nana’s parents).  So they left friends and family to seek better luck in Canada. 

It was hard to leave. They had to pack linens  and carefully wrap their china and put everything they owned -even a crib!-  into six tea chests. And the hardest part of all for my Nana was telling her mom who had taken care of the baby while Nana went to work. As they boarded the boat a man asked if he could help by carrying the baby , my mom. My Nana insisted that she would carry the baby off British soil.                                                                                                                            

After five days on the ocean they started going down the St. Lawrence River. It was a hot day. Nana remembers seeing lots of green and church steeples reaching for the sky. When they landed  the first thing my Nana saw were police with guns (they only carry big sticks in Britain) and she knew  they were not in England any more.                                                                                 

That Christmas was a sad one for my Nana, writing cards to friends and family back in the U.K. but she knew that soon she would be smiling again because she knew she had made the right choice. 
