
  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 War: a child’s view 

 

1939 

 

  

Friday 1st September 1939 

  

I had just got back from the convenience store and was getting ready to go out with a few of 
my mates. I had just recently heard the news that Germany were invading Poland but 
thought nothing of it. I am shocked that the 2nd world war has begun. And I’m living through 
it. I’m going to write about this more now because my life is changing FOREVER! 

  

Sunday 3rd September 1939 

  

The news had spread. Britain were now at war. I had heard this news from the Home 
Service but it only lasted five minutes. We were told that Hitler failed to respond to British 
demands to leave Poland. I am still shocked, and it has been 9 hours since the news was 
spread. 

  

Monday 8th January 1940 

  



Some time has passed since I last wrote because ever since everyone found out that we 
were at war with Germany I have been busy. Something crazy happened today. Something 
called rationing is being introduced meaning we must change what we are eating and can’t 
eat as much of the things we enjoy. Could be an opportunity to lose some weight. Which I 
need to if I’m honest. I’m not fat but I could do with losing a few pounds. Anyway, the 
rationing is said to last a while and we have been told it could get stricter as the war goes on. 

  

Thursday 22nd August 1940 

  

Months have gone by fast, and I have not written into my book in ages, but I am starting to 
be more frequent with it now as long as nothing else bad happens. Talking of bad, earlier on 
today a bomb was dropped affecting Harrow and Wealdstone in London. I am incredibly 
lucky I live a long way away from it all. I feel bad for all the people that had to suffer but 
luckily there have been no reported tragedies so far. This happening has made me realise 
that the rationing is nothing compared to the other effects the war is having on other people 
and I need to be more thankful for what I do have. 

  

Later, after the bombing my family decided it is best that we all stay at home and be as safe 
as we can. My dad has gone to help bring Britain to victory so sadly we will not be seeing 
him again for a while, but he is allowed back sometimes. When I found out he was being 
recruited my heart skipped a beat. Reality came into play. I knew that when he left, he might 
never come back. 

Friday 23rd August 1940 

The war had not made progress my dad has now left, and I’m scared. No one knows where 
the next bombing will be, and everyone is turning to panic. It doesn’t seem real. All day 
everyday more and more men were leaving the houses to go and fight. Some as young as 
17. People with a whole life ahead of them. I hope this is over soon I wonder to myself often 
now. 

Saturday 24th August 1940 

Finally, school is over, and I can relax a bit at home. The thing about school is that you are 
constantly worrying about your family because you are not with them. Now I am home I 
know where they are and that they are with me whatever happens. 

Sunday 25th August 1940 

Last night I had a dreadful amount of rest. All night all I could think about was the bombings. 
The thought that the next bomb could land right here on top of us daunted me. I wished that 
the war wouldn’t escalate but realistically I new it had to for it to improve. Why does 
everything have to be solved using conflict? Why can’t world leaders respect that there are 
innocent people living where they are dropping the bombs and that they do not need to harm 



them because they do not deserve it? I’m going to bed after writing this. To try and stop 
worrying! 

  

Saturday 31st August 1940 

  

I got that well needed sleep last night, I also cleared my head by doing some conditioning 
and exercise indoors. I have been feeling a lot better today and I’m starting to realise the war 
won’t stop if I worry and that there is no point imagining what could happen, instead I should 
use this time to improve myself. Today has opened a whole new way to view the problems in 
life because at the end of the day, shit happens. 

  

Sunday 1st September 1940 

  

Today I was missing dad a lot. We hadn’t heard from him, but we hoped he was okay. Our 
pet dog Raffi was acting strange today. He had his tail sandwiched between his legs and his 
eyes gave a sad impression. Luckily our mum was a vet, but she still didn’t know what was 
wrong with him, so she had to examine him and his attitude to eating and moving. She 
concluded that he has lungworm. As soon as she said this my stomach flipped. The dog was 
a big part of my life even though it didn’t pay much attention to my affection and care I gave 
it. It really was a worrying thing to hear and was the worst possible time the dog could get it 
because treatment is hard to get. Even worse now that the war has unfolded. Our mum 
would have to treat him. We really believed in her but sadly the dog had passed earlier on 
today. This has heartbroken me and I cried from 5 o’clock in the evening to 8 o’clock which 
is when I started writing. 

  

  

  

Sunday 8th of August 1940 

Yesterday something tragic happened. They called it the blitz. For 2 straight long hours 
bombs were dropped. They demolished all of London. There were casualties but no one 
knows exactly how many. I have survived along with my family but if it happens again, we 
might not be so lucky we needed to get out of here. It isn’t safe anymore. The next time I 
write (if I do survive) I could be hundreds of miles away from our home. I’m really going to 
miss my friends and old life but what needs to be done. It’s just sad it’s all ruined for me. 
Goodbye for now. 

  



  

 


