
Evacuated 

Tuesday 4th May 1937 

Hi. My name is Mary Johnson, aged 13. Not very much is happening in my life right 
now. I live with Mum, Dad and my two little brothers, Michael, aged 8, and Max, aged 
5. My older sister, Milly, went and got married a couple of years ago. She would be 
23 now. Anyways, we live in a small house which doesn’t really fit our large family. 
Michael, Max and I have to share a room which is the worst as Michael snores. 
Moving on, this diary is pretty small so I’m not sure how many entries it will hold… I 
guess it depends on the length of them. 

  

Thursday 25th August 1938 

Age 14. Again, not much has happened so far this year. I think this is becoming a 
repeating pattern. Actually, about a week ago on August 20th, an English athlete 
named Sydney Wooderson ran a half-mile in a record 1 minutes 49.2 seconds. It 
was all over the newspaper that week. It was pretty cool. 

  

Friday 1st September 1939 

Age 15. The war had started. Dad was fighting in the war while children were being 
evacuated. Mum wanted us to stay together so we remained behind. We were given 
gas masks though. Everyone has one. We were all given proper gas masks since we 
were old enough but children that were about 4 years old would have gotten Mickey 
Mouse gas marks. I cannot tell you how horrible they smelt. It was kind of a hot 
rubber smell. We have to carry them everywhere in little boxes… it is against 
regulations to be without a mask. 

  

Tuesday 23rd July 1940 

Age 16. Mum finally decided that it was safer if we evacuated. The bombing was 
getting really bad and she knew it would be safer in Wales with our Aunt Jo. Loads 
more children were being evacuated. Mum tied a label with my name, age and 
destination to my coat. I also had to have an identity card with me. Everyone had to 
have them. I felt like I was a suitcase being packed on a train with a hundred others. 



Mum said it should take about 3 days to get there. I’m glad that we all have a place 
to stay on Aunt Jo’s farm. I know that other families are being split up and don’t even 
know if they will see each other ever again. 

  

Monday 8th December 1941 

Age 17. Yesterday was pretty tragic. A place called Pearl Harbour was bombed 
yesterday. Apparently, Japanese bombers held a surprise attack on US military in 
Hawaii. Aunt Jo cheered us up about it by having a family game night. We played 
lots of card games and we started helping to make the Christmas Pudding. However, 
there are shortages on food, clothes, water and more because ships of the Merchant 
Navy are being sunk by German U boats, so there have been rations so everyone 
can save as much as we can. We are only allowed 5 inches of bath water! Anyway, 
Aunt Jo saves up some of the food so we can have birthday and Christmas cakes, 
which are the best. 

  

Wednesday 28th October 1942 

Age 18. Life still isn’t the best. We have to have blackouts pretty much all the time. 
We have make sure that not even a speck of light can be seen from the outside 
because enemy aircrafts will then make you a target. Soldiers walked around 
checking to make sure no light could be seen. If they could see light, they would 
bang on your door and tell you to close it. I’ve also been helping out on the farm. I’ve 
had to get up at 6:00am in the dark to feed the chickens which is extremely hard 
without a light. 

  

Saturday 19th November 1943 

Age 19. Will this war ever end? It feels like I’ve been here in Wales for decades. At 
least this year I will be able to have a birthday cake. Since rationing is still going on, 
we only have enough food for daily occurrences and to have one birthday cake for 
the whole family. This year it is my turn. Last year was Michael. Year before that was 
Max. 

  

Monday 28th August 1944 

Age 20. About 2 months ago, the Normandy Invasion happened and a few days ago, 
Paris was liberated. I think this might be the beginning of the end of the War. I hope 



it is. That way we should be able to go home and I can see my dad again. It has 
been years. 

  

Sunday 3rd June 1945 

Age 21. War is finally over. People were dancing in the street on V.E. day. We are 
getting ready to go back home. It was fun here with Aunt Jo but it will be nice to head 
home and see my friends again. With all the bombing that happened, I hope that 
most of the buildings are still standing. 

  

Friday 22nd November 1946 

Age 22. Rationing is still going on. The war ended a year ago so rationing should 
have ended too, right? Anyway, it is my turn for the birthday cake again this year so I 
guess that is something to look forward to. Dad is back home after fighting in the war 
so we are all together again at last which is absolutely amazing. 

  

Thursday 13th February 1947 

Rations are still happening. I guess they will be going on for some time. I don’t know 
for how long or if they will ever stop at all. It is freezing here at home. Not only are 
we short on clothes and food, we are also short on fuel, so the fire isn’t burning. I am 
trying to look on the bright side of things but it can be hard. The one main positive is 
that we are all alive and together as a family. This diary can’t hold any more entries 
so I have to say goodbye here. 

  

Goodbye. 

 


