Finding Mum’s Old Diary
Mummy didn’t keep a diary. At least I have never seen one.
She collected recipes. She kept many of the letters she received, one written every Sunday, from Granny. She had a scrappy little notebook full of names and addresses and  dates of birthdays.
So when I came across a funny little bundle of papers held together by a folded-over corner, some pages larger than others, some neatly scored out on one side, it took me a long time to realise what I held in my hands. 
This was a record of a few wartime weeks, a picture of Gordon Baxter’s family near the end of the war, a description of four ordinary people living a far from ordinary life in circumstances of long ago. It was a story of love, and shortage, and memories.
It was written by my Mum
I will share it with you.


 Continued: 1-4-1945 –(this is the last blank page I have so the diary can’t go on much longer) – When Gordon came home and showed me what he had found on his desk when he came in after playtime, I couldn’t quite believe it. He said the class were all giggling behind their hands but he ignored it and said, “Open books at p. 107”.  I don’t know where they got suspenders but if they pinched them from their big sisters they will be in trouble. They won’t dare say they gave them to Mr Baxter on April Fool’s day. I have not been able to buy them for at least 2 years. I have had to use buttons from Maggie’s Liberty bodice to keep my stockings up. Not that I have many now anyway. Being a teacher in a  ‘reserved occupation’ has its advantages. I pushed Lizzie down in the pram to Maggie’s school as usual but the old pram is falling to bits with 2 miles each way to the village, and Gor’s bicycle is even worse. In the snow this winter he sometimes had to cycle down on top of the hedges because the snow was so deep, and when he goes to Homeguard on the dark nights, with no lights, twice a week, it is very dangerous. Maggie says some of the children called to her in the playground to ask what her ‘Daddy’ had done with his ‘find’ but she didn’t understand. The farmer gave me 5 eggs today. The German prisoners of war working on the farm had found a little cache and so we can have a feast. 2.4.1945 . The roses were lovely this morning in the hedge. Maggie was picking Carl Doddies to play with in the interval, and dinner time. We will soon be picking the hips and selling them for rose hip syrup. We’ll get a thruppenny bit for them, or maybe 2. Maggie sicked up her cod liver oil again this morning. I tell her she has to have it because it is good for her. She doesn’t get her spoon of orange juice if she can’t swallow the oil. But she’ll still get half an egg. 3.4.1945 The houses at the bottom of the hill, just near the whins and the gorse, are very poor. The Dad is really Grandad and works at Achip farm. They still have their prisoners too. The little girls were playing with their dolls when we went to school. They don’t always seem to go to school. They were tucking up them in blankets made of rhubarb leaves, and Maggie went to look. She said they were not dolls but dead moles.4.4.1945 Gordon has found a jotter with 3 empty pages at the back so he will bring them home to me. The diary can maybe go on to May. They are lined for primary children to learn to write ‘joined up’ so I will have to be careful with my writing. Maybe I will ‘diary’ every second day. 6.4.1945
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