Finding Mum’s Old Diary

The only time I ever saw my Mum writing, was when she made a shopping list, usually on the back of an empty cereals packet.  So, imagine my surprise then, while clearing out her flat after she passed away, that I found three diaries dated 1939 to 1941.  Untying the string that bound them, I caught a drift of her scent which lingered within the pages.  
I was the youngest of Mum’s five children and as the baby, we had shared everything, even a bed when the house became crowded.  Mum and Dad separated soon after I was born, so I never knew him.  Mum and I were close and I thought I knew everything about her.  I put the diaries on the ‘Keep’ pile and planned to read them later.
It was much, much later when I got round to this.  I had been a busy working mother myself with teenage children of my own.   Suddenly, they had spread their wings; one to go travelling and one for University and I had a very empty nest.  Looking around for things to do to fill the void, I Joined the WI, a move that would eventually change my life.  I made friends, took up new hobbies and spread my wings too.  Some years later, a WI talk about Genealogy led me to unearth the diaries and finally to read them.   What I revelation!
My Mum, my devoted and lovely Mum had had a wartime romance – and I was the result!!
Much of what was written in the diaries was about the trials of everyday life, the deprivation, and how she had struggled to feed the family on wartime rations.   Dad had been called up early for war and Mum had locked up her fears and troubles into these diaries.  With enemy aircraft passing over every night and four children to keep safe, she had turned to a diary to save her sanity!  How lonely she had felt and how afraid.
During 1940, the diary recorded that a lodger had moved in.  His name was Jim and Mum had rigged up a curtained area as a makeshift bedroom. The rent he paid was the salvation for our hungry family.  He brought home rabbits for food and helped Mum keep chickens and grow vegetables.  Inevitably, Mum and Jim became close and their relationship progressed to love.  The curtain was pulled down, Jim moved in with Mum and I was born.  Reading this, I was reeling with shock.  My dear, sweet, kind Mum had kept this secret from me and now I couldn’t even question her.  After several days of anger and fretting, I came to the belief that she had wanted me to find out and had left these diaries so that I should finally know who my real Dad was.
I didn’t tell my siblings – maybe they already knew?   I looked at them with fresh eyes and thought I didn’t really look like them, so I kept Mum’s secret to myself.  Now they are gone too, and feeling alone, I felt it was time to trace my true Dad.
So, at 70, and years too late, of course, I started to investigate using the diary for clues.  I had childhood memories of Jim, the lodger, my birth father, singing ‘Oh Danny Boy’, so that led me across the sea to Ireland.  A holiday was spent poring over lists, and with help from a friendly librarian and a DNA database, I found a new family.  I now have three younger half siblings who do look like me, and who have told me all about the man who was also their Dad    I am sorry I was too late to meet him, but can’t feel resentment or shame. Jim was there when my Mum needed him and reading between the diary lines they were truly in love.
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