
Dear Diary,  

Today was a very sombre, dull and exhausting day. This morning I 

woke to find my mother offering me an apple. My stomach was 

rumbling, and I was very hungry, but I was too downcast to eat. I 

emerged from my bed, and mother told me to go and pack some 

items that I feel are necessary to bring. I packed only a few items, as I 

only had a small briefcase: a teddy bear that I have had since I can 

remember; a toothbrush and some toothpaste, as mother says I have 

to look after myself; a notebook for me to write in; and very few 

clothes. As soon as I had packed, mother and I left for the train 

station. As we walked along the street, I saw debris everywhere. 

Down the road, there was a bomb-shattered house and the only 

thing that remained was a torn teddy. We arrived at the station and 

there was a crowd of children, all clambering into trains and waving 

goodbye to their family. Tears were forming in my eyes, as I didn’t 

want to leave mother. How long would it be before I could see her 

again? Nobody knew. Mother would be going to work at a munition’s 

factory, but I would be going to a new family. Why aren’t I able to 

stay with her? Why should I leave? I started to cry heavily; buckets of 

tears splashed onto the ground. Suddenly, a faint whistle started to 

get louder. I turned around and I saw it. The train was here. I hugged 

my mother tightly; I didn’t want her to go. She hugged me back and 

kissed me lightly on the forehead. And then she left. I heaved myself 

onto the train, wiping away my tears. Finding a compartment that 

had a spare seat in it was hard, as there were hundreds of children 

on this train. There was only one compartment that had a seat in it, 

and it had my best friend, Joe sitting inside it. I sat down beside him, 

and we embraced by doing our traditional handshake. Sitting 

opposite us was our schoolteacher and our headmistress, Mrs Galvin 

and Mrs Callahan. The train started to move. It was time to say 

goodbye to our town. Out of the many memories I had here, one of 

them could never be beaten. When I was 5, my dad carved me a little 



toy horse. I always used to play with it, it was my favourite toy. And 

ever since my dad left to go and serve the country, I have treasured 

that toy. This morning, that was the first thing that went inside my 

briefcase. I saw the last of the buildings out of the train window and 

then we went into a completely different world. There was trees, 

grass, flowers, cows and sheep. It was beautiful. 5 hours later, we 

were still in this beautiful world. It was the countryside, the place 

that we are all going to stay in. When the train stopped in a much 

smaller station, I was surprised. There were still no buildings. When 

we left the train, we were greeted by who I assumed was the owner 

of the village hall. We walked and walked for miles until a small and 

dark village came into focus. There were a few houses that looked 

mouldy and grim. There was a farm with many animals and crops. 

Lastly, there was a dilapidated building that had plants and fungi 

growing on it. We entered the building and we were told to sit down 

on the floor. Mrs Callahan begun to call out the register. Everyone on 

the floor mumbled, “here”. All of us were exhausted, after the train 

journey and walking for miles. Soon, people started to flood into the 

hall. There were young ladies in velvet green hats, there were old 

men with big wellie boots on. All sorts of people were taking children 

one by one. Finally, it was only me and Joe left. For some reason, the 

only thing I could think about now was my mother. What would she 

be doing at this moment? Was she okay? Tears dwelled in my eyes. 

What if I would never see her again? Suddenly, the sombreness was 

interrupted by the opening door. In stepped a woman, around the 

age of 40, who had fair blonde hair and a purple velvet hat. Moments 

later, Mrs Callahan started to shout. 

 “DO YOU HAVE ANY IDEA HOW LONG THESE BOYS HAVE BEEN 

WAITING??!!”. 

The lady started to explain that she had been working hard preparing 

some new clothes for her new children, as she had to make do and 

mend some old clothes. Mrs Callahan then understood, and soon 



enough, we were walking along the road with her. As we entered her 

house, I began to wonder what life would be like in the country. The 

house was rather small, but it was very pretty and colourful.  Our 

bedroom had a blue sky and clouds on the wall. It almost reminds me 

of life before the war. I hope that mother is alright. The lady has a 

beautiful name, Roseanne. Oh, that is Roseanne calling me right now 

for supper.  

I am unbearably tired, and I shall go. 

 

 

 


