
Friday 8th May 2020                                                                                                                             

LO: To write five diary entries from the point of view of an evacuee in 

WW2.  

Tuesday 5th September 1939                                                                                                                           

Dear diary,                                                                                                                                                    

Mother says that I will have to go away to the country. She hasn’t said 

for how long so I’m not sure if she doesn’t know or she just doesn’t 

want to tell me. However I do know why we have to go – I heard 

Mother and Father talking about it last night – it’s because of the war. I 

don’t think Mother or Father are coming, I have a feeling my little 

brother Joey is the only one coming with me, but Joey is only two so he 

might cry a lot if he is away from Mother. Father has signed up to be in 

the army; I’m terrified he might get injured or killed, but I’m going to 

try to not think about it.  

At school they’ve been talking about gas masks, I had wondered what 

they looked like until Mrs Plank brought in one to show us, every time 

I look at it I get a shiver slithering down my spine. I know that they are 

to help us breathe if there is a gas attack but that still doesn’t stop 

them freaking me out.  

Every night all the lights in London are turned off – it’s called a Black-

out and it means that if the bombers can’t see where we are so there is 

less chance of them bombing us. We also need to go out into the bomb 

shelter, inside its damp and cramped, there is an ant’s nest under the 

bunk bed and the ceiling is covered in cobwebs. I hate it in there but 

we all curl up on the top bunk together and sometimes Mother reads 

us a story, although usually I finish a piece of schoolwork or write my 

diary. 

Father had to leave home today and I cried, I couldn’t help it, I was 

worried about him and I would miss him. Mother cried as well alt-

hough she tried to hide it, I think Joey would have too but I don’t think 

he exactly knew what was happening. I really wish we didn’t have to 

go away, I wish the war would end because I’m scared, really scared. 



Monday 11th September 1939                                                                                  

Dear Diary,                                                                                                                         

This morning we picked up our suitcases and gas masks and Mother 

walked us to the train station. Her face stayed blank the whole way 

there, I think she felt really sad with Father leaving and now us as 

well. I had a lump in my throat the whole way there. The station was 

very busy and smelly, the air was filled with smoke making it hard to 

breathe properly. My best friend Kaitlin was there, clutching her 

brown parcel as she shot nervous looks at her mother and father – her 

father had broken his leg so he wouldn’t be able to go to war. I won-

dered what would happen to her, poor Kaitlin, she didn’t have a 

brother or sister to go with. 

I remember the look on Mother’s pale face as she kissed me and Joey 

goodbye, I remember turning back to look at her and seeing tears 

pouring down her face making her makeup turn blotchy. The conduc-

tor led us to our seats and I watched Mother until she was nothing but 

a blur in the distance. The lump in my throat gave a jolt and sunk into 

my stomach. 

 I stared out of the window most of the way while Joey slept, every 

once in a while giving a quiet sniffle and rolling over on the seat beside 

me. The train journey must have taken about three hours but it felt 

like longer especially when the view out of the window was limited to 

dark clouds of smoke and the insides of tunnels. I must have nodded 

off sometime because I remember being woken by a rough booming 

voice that scraped at my eardrums. Evacuees off the train! At first I 

wondered what the voice meant, what were evacuees? Then I realised, 

we are evacuees, I shook Joey’s shoulder gently to wake him and to-

gether we made our way onto the platform. 

 The evacuees were lined up in rows and given brown tags which we 

were instructed to put around our necks. I put mine on quickly and 

tried to put Joey’s on him but he wriggled and poked me in the eye, 

eventually I got it on him although the man arched an oily eyebrow at 



me. He told everyone to be on their best behaviour, I felt confused, 

why did we need to do that, what was going to happen? 

The train chugged away behind us and people began filling in. Most of 

them were couples, some young and some elderly. A few had children 

of their own; I had to say the other children looked very scruffy. The 

people began goggling at the front row of children as though they 

were animals in a zoo. Some couples muttered something to the man 

with the booming voice and one of the children from the front row fol-

lowed them out. I realised that they must be being adopted, correc-

tion, we were being adopted. We waited for about half an hour until 

our row – the back row – was called forward. More and more children 

began to file out with their new families until Joey and I were the only 

children left, there were no more people left to adopt us. I felt rather 

nervous, what would happen? Joey looked at me wide eyed, I smiled 

encouragingly although that was the last thing I wanted to do. I think 

Joey might have started picking his nose and that was why we were 

last.  

The loud man walked over to us and put a huge hand on my shoulder, 

he told us that he would make sure that someone adopted us. It was 

nice of the man but I still really didn’t like him. Luckily a minute later a 

family bustled in, they all had dark auburn hair and wore quite untidy 

clothes. There was a short, thin woman wearing a grubby apron with a 

baby perched on her hip, next to her were two children, a boy and a 

girl, the girl was about nine maybe ten and the boy looked about a 

year older than me.  

The woman had a quick word with the man with the booming voice 

and then led us out of the station. We sat in a battered wooden wagon, 

with the lady driving, I sat hugging my knees and staring plainly at a 

bush as the brother and sister watched me and Joey. The girl asked me 

what our names were, I told her I was Imelda and my brother’s name 

was Joey. Both of them stayed silent after that. Their home was a ram-

shackle cottage on Willows farms; I’m still not entirely sure what it 

means.  



I’m missing Mother so much already but I promised to write to her 

every week. When Joey asked me ‘why are we not at our home’ – well 

he actually said ‘whi dar wee knot dat whar ome’ – I felt my stomach 

flip over. I think I’m homesick. I wish Mother could have come with us 

and Father wasn’t in the war but I suppose things could be worse.   

                                      

Tuesday 22nd December 1939                                                                             

Dear Diary,                                                                                                            

The woman is called Louisa – I heard her husband calling her that, the 

man is Herb and the baby is Rosie. It took me a little while to work out 

the boy and girl’s name, I think she’s Sarah and I’m pretty sure the boy 

is called Hay – it might be short for Hayden, that’s what Louisa called 

him when he wouldn’t collect some eggs for last night’s dinner. Sorry I 

haven’t wrote for absolutely ages, I’m sure that someone is reading my 

diary – when I came back from breakfast my diary was open on my 

bed and several pages were creased.  

Life on a farm is not so bad I guess, I’ve been living here for about 

three months. On my first walk around the farm they showed me a 

weird pink thing called a pig and a spotty black and white thing that 

followed me around, which ended up in a chase – Hayden laughed 

when I tripped over into a puddle but Sarah told him to shut up or she 

would tell Louisa and he’d have to clean out the pig field. The black 

and white thing is called a cow, that’s what Sarah told me. They have a 

small furry cat called Ginger, I met him yesterday. He was lounging on 

my bed; I’m still finding long ginger hairs everywhere.  

Last week Sarah and Hayden took me into a nearby forest where they 

know a good tree for climbing. Sarah went up first to help me up while 

Hayden stayed on the ground in case I fell – he probably wouldn’t 

have caught me if I did. It was hard at first to get up onto the lower 

boughs but after Sarah grabbed my hand and helped me up I was fine. 

Hayden came up afterwards and we climbed higher and higher, my 

long skirt snagged on a couple of branches but I managed to get up to 



the top. The view was stunning, a canopy of emerald green leaves 

stretched as far as the eye could see, seeming to glow under the sun’s 

ferocious gaze. It’s amazing how blue the sky is, in London the sky is 

grey.  

We dropped down one by one through the branches, Sarah first then 

Hayden and then me. Lunch was pancakes with strawberry jam, I’d 

never had pancakes before but according to Hayden and Sarah they 

were amazing. They were right, the jam was sweet and the pancakes 

melted on my tongue.  

I got another letter from Mother today – I must have about twenty al-

ready under my pillow – and I read it to Joey who was sitting up in his 

cot, fluffy tufts of black hair sticking up on his head. The letter talked a 

lot about how Mother hoped that the war would end soon and she was 

happy that we were staying with a nice family. It also said Father had 

been writing and everything was going fine. I was pretty sure she was 

covering up the truth slightly but I didn’t say a word of this to Joey. 

Most days when I’m alone I stare out of the window, a twist of longing 

inside me. Sometimes I cry although I never do it if Joey is awake or if 

I’m with Sarah and Hayden.  

Ginger sits with me lots, winding his furry tail around my ankles and 

nudging my hands with his head. My diary hasn’t moved slightly so 

I’ve stopped carrying it around. Joey and Rosie have started playing 

together but I still feel like I don’t belong here. I hope Father is ok; I 

worry about him so much. In my next letter to Mother I might slip in a 

note to him so she can send it. Sometimes I wonder about Kaitlin and 

about what her family is like. I miss her although not as much as I miss 

Mother and Father.  

I think I’m getting used to being here. Sarah and Hayden are tending to 

the horses in the barn, Joey is in the kitchen with Rosie and Louisa and 

I’m in my room alone, so maybe not.  

I hope Father will write, I wish that I knew he was okay. 



Wednesday 1st July 1945                                                                                             

Dear Diary,                                                                                                                  

Today another letter from Mother came, it said we were coming home. 

My heart leapt and the twist of longing inside me loosened. Immedi-

ately I ran to find Joey, he was out in the yard sitting with Ginger, gur-

gling with laughter as the cat licked Joey’s leg. I ran to him, never so 

happy in my life, I told him that we were going home. Joey tilted his 

head at me and said one word. ‘Mamma?’ Still clutching the letter I 

picked him up and nodded. We had to tell Louisa. She was pegging the 

washing out by the barn, we told her that we were going home tomor-

row morning, Louisa said it was lovely having us and that she was 

happy we were going to see our parents.  

When I told Sarah and Hayden they both looked sad, Sarah answered 

that she was delighted for me and Joey while Hayden seemed sud-

denly interested in a bale of hay. I was confused but my excitement 

was battling it and taking over. Although a tiny speck of doubt was 

starting to crawl out from the shadows, worming its way into my hap-

piness. Maybe they wouldn’t both be there. Maybe I would lose a par-

ent forever. I brushed the thoughts away and tried to smile.  

It’s been nice here at Willows Farm with Hayden and Sarah. I now 

know about cows, pigs and sheep. I’m able to climb trees, ride horses, 

cook dinner and even craft a fence out of reeds. I couldn’t believe this 

was my last day. 

 

Thursday 2nd July 1945                                                                                    

Dear Diary,                                                                                                                   

I went back to London today. In the morning I gathered up all my be-

longings and Joey’s, wrapped them in brown paper and bound them 

tightly. I decided to write a letter to Sarah and Hayden telling them 

how welcoming they had been (Hayden sure hadn’t) and that I was re-

ally going to miss the country and all of them, I left the letter on my 

bed. Joey was already in the wooden cart waiting for me; I grabbed the 



parcels containing our belongings and ran outside.  Joey was seated 

next to Hayden and Herb was driving. Louisa hugged me as I left, 

thrusting a huge straw basket into my hands, I said thank you and got 

into the wagon next to Hayden and Sarah.  

Joey took his parcel and laid his head on it like a pillow, in a matter of 

seconds he was asleep. I remember laughing with them and watching 

fields whiz by. The journey only took about ten minutes and then we 

were there. The inside the station there was barely room to breathe as 

children raced each other into the carriages and battled to get through 

the doors. I hugged Sarah goodbye, shook Hayden’s hand – we still 

weren’t friends but neither did we hate each other – and promised  to 

write. Me and Joey took our seats and waved until the Willows were 

out of sight. I put my boots up on the seat in front and thought about 

seeing Mother and Father again.  

The journey back seemed to be shorter than the train journey there. 

Soon the train chugged to a halt and the familiar interior of the Lon-

don train station came into focus. My eyes scanned the crowd of faces 

for Mother, but she was nowhere to be seen.  I woke Joey up and we 

jumped off the train. For a minute my vision blurred and my head 

span. Where was Mother? I felt suddenly faint and leant on the train to 

steady myself.  

Two smiling faces were peering at me from the crowd, two very famil-

iar faces. Mother and Father. We hugged each other tightly, tears 

flooded down my cheeks. I was home, we were home. Father looked 

very much how I remembered him although his hands were callused 

and a dark brown patch covered his right eye, it was still him. I gave 

Mother the basket and told her it was from Louisa Willows who had 

looked after us. She took it and put it over her arm. Father grinned at 

us and together we all walked home. I guess most things have a happy 

ending.                                                                                                             
Imelda Harbrook 


