CREATIVE WRITING SHORT STORY COMPETITION 

Finding Mum’s Old Diary
It was only an old exercise book – or so I thought! It had spent the best part of 20 years under a pile of other papers in my neglected bureau.  The day had dawned when I needed to, I had to clear this space of clutter.  Although it had loitered for so long I had only kept it because its pages were blank, it could be used for something! But how wrong I had been.  This ordinary grey covered book held a wonderful secret withni.  I absentmindedly flicked through and there they were.  Pages of faint, smudged pencil in handwriting that I easily recognised.
30th August 1939
Well today has been the day of days.  I have had the best adventure of my life (so far).  It started with a journey.  Two buses and the tube (Dad helped me with the route, good old Day). Then I can’t believe I did it but I have! I went to 26 Bruton Street, Mayfair.  I had to go in the back door but my goodness it was amazing so posh. I met a little French lady who I must call Madam when I am at work.  Yes me little Dorothy I have got a job! Actually, an apprenticeship with Norman Hartness no less!!!!! He, Mr Hartnell, is the Queens dressmaker and I am going to learn to make dresses, eventually.
I was so happy at four o’clock but now I am so sad and fed up.
Mum came home and found out where I had been and what I had been up to se is so cross with me.  Dad’s in trouble too for keeping it to himself.  She said she couldn’t believe we both went behind her back.  Her advice had always been to avoid sewing and make something of myself, I tried to tell her how much I loved watching her sew, the way she turned a flat piece of fabric into a beautiful dress was wonderful.  TO learn to do that is all I ever wanted and I thought when she knew where I was going to be working she would understand.  I could never work in an office why would I want to do that! Mum had worked tirelessly and as a Tailoress but complained because there was always one of her sisters wanting something for nothing! That wouldn’t happen to me I only had my silly little brothers and they certainly don’t wear dresses.
I can’t believe it she said sorry.  Gold old Dad and his twinkling eyes.  He sat her down and talked her round.  I had seen the advert in Mum’s Women magazine for apprenticeships at Norman Hartnell, Dad had kept it and showed her it and she realised that I had made something of myself! I told them that at my interview I had sewn my practice piece and they were impressed with my work. Madam asked me who had taught me to sew so beautifully.  I said I had watched my Mum all my life and just did what she did.
Mum told me she was so cross at first because I had gone all that way on my own and I was only thirteen.  But I could leave school soon, when I was fourteen, and I was just thinking ahead.  Dad said the world was becoming a dangerous place and that war was just around the corner. I told them both that I wanted to sew so much that I had to try to make my dream come true and today whas just the beginning.  That was when Mum hugged and kissed me, she even cried!! Dad winked at me from across the room and lit his pipe.
These hidden pages hadn’t seen the light of day for eighty six years and probably only my dear Mum had read them as she had written them down.  It still amazes me that she did what she did at such a young age and twenty four hours later war was declared!
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