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Saturday December 10
Dear Diary,
Today is the first time I have written in this book. It is
a beautiful new diary with a green leather cover, and was
given to me by my grandmother (who we all call Nana).
She said I must record all the important happenings in my
life. She said it will be very good practice in handwriting
(mine is messy), and also good practice in remembering
our own history. The date today is 10 December, 1949.
I think my Nana has a secret. Her eyes twinkled when
she said, “Remember to write things down often. Your life
will be interesting, just you wait and see.”
Sunday, December 11
Dear Diary,
Two more days until Tuesday. That is the day Dad
brings home our comics. We all look forward to it so much,
and we race down the hall to greet Dad at the doorstep. I
get Dandy, Nicky gets Beano, and Piers gets Radio Times.
Barnaby is too young to read yet, and Deborah is just a
baby, so she doesn’t count. She was born on the 22th of
last July. When we have each read our own comic, we
argue about slow readers, and then we swap around with
each other. That way, we get to read them all. Sometimes,
if there are any sweets in the shops, Dad brings us some
home. But we are only allowed to have one sweet a day.
There are not many sweets in the shops to buy—and you
have to use coupons to get them. Coupons are like paper
tickets, and they come in a book. The book gives you
tickets for flour, sugar, sweets, tobacco, cheese, sultanas,
and all sorts of stuff. Sometimes, the grown-ups swap our
tickets for the things they like best. I know Dad gets extra
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coupons for cheese, but I don’t know what he gives away as
a swap! It was worse when the war was on and there were
no sweets at all! It was strange to see the long glass cabinets with no sweets on the shelves. Sometimes, we only
got sticks of liquorice. That’s not smooth black liquorice, in
tidy paper bags, but real sticks—pieces of wood! They are
quite sweet to chew, but very stringy. Dad says that this is
real liquorice. He means that the little sticks are cut straight
off the tree. It is these sticks from the tree that liquorice is
made from. When you have sucked and sucked your sticks
for ages, all the sweetness goes, and they are very stringy.
It makes your teeth go on edge, like sucking on rags. Yuk.
Tuesday, December 13
Dear Diary,
As I have said, I love Tuesdays. But this Tuesday was
extra-special, because Dad also brought home some amazing news! This is very, very exciting. So I am starting my
brand new diary properly today with some BIG news!
We are going to live in a new country—far, far away—
called New Zealand. It is exactly halfway around the
world! I remember how sad I was when Aunty Sheila left
us (she used to live here with us) and went to live in New
Zealand with Uncle Harry. I was in bed recovering from
the mumps, and I didn’t ever say goodbye properly. But
now we are going to meet her again, in a brand new country. I am SO excited. I won’t be able to go to sleep for ages.
So I will just note down a few things on these lovely clean
pages. This will be fun now!
Sheila is my mother’s youngest sister. She lived with us
all through the frightening war years, and then she married a
New Zealand sailor and went away with him across the sea.
She sent me a beautiful doll last Christmas. It had eyes that
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opened and shut. I was so delighted that I cried with surprise
and happiness. But I will be happier still when we to go and
live in New Zealand and I can be with Aunty Sheila again.
Best of all, there are lots of animals in New Zealand,
including horses. I’ll try to sleep now.
Wednesday, December 14
Dear Diary,
I have heard Mum and Dad talking about their future
plans, and about our emigration. They are very worried
that we do not have enough money. But the officials at
New Zealand House, in London, have said that we can
all go over the sea in a ship together, and it will only cost
Mum and Dad ten pounds each! That is such a great help
to us. We do not own this house, and we have never had a
refrigerator or a washing machine. The man said that New
Zealand is not densely populated, and that new people,
especially from England, are very welcome. Apparently
this is called the Assisted Passage scheme.
Luckily, Mum is great at sewing, and she is going to
cut up two of her dresses and re-make them for me. They
will look so lovely, with white collars and cuffs. You will
never know that they were ever worn by my mother. She
has done this before.
I am going to have a new pair of sandals, like the children in the photographs at New Zealand House (in London),
and a new cardigan that my grandmother is knitting for me.
Thursday, December 15
I am fed up with writing “Dear Diary” all the time.
The more I think about our life, the more there is to write,
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and I will never get on if I don’t start dropping some of the
unnecessary words!
A personal secret of mine is that I do not want to keep
pretty all the time. There are fields behind our house,
where the bombs used to drop and make big holes. We play
out there and have adventures in the craters. Out there on
the waste land (Dad says it is “crown land”), we do a lot of
scrambling in and out of holes and ditches, and I get pretty
dirty, just like the boys. It’s fun. Most of the bomb craters
are all grassed down the sides now, and people often throw
in their grass clippings, old tyres, old prams, bicycles, and
other rubbish into the pits. When it pours with rain, the
bottoms of the craters fill up like a small and murky pond.
They are great to heave rocks into—to see who can get the
biggest splash! The ducks love it in there, too.
Mum says I should be more lady-like, but I love to run
over the fields in the early morning, and I feed the ponies
left out to graze by the barrow boys. I take them some stale
bread if I can find any. But if the barrow boys catch me
unwinding chains, untying the knots in the pony tethers,
or filling the water basins for the horses, they yell at me to
“clear orff!” I laugh at them and run home.
Friday, December 16
There was even a donkey tied up out there the other
day. It was the first time I have ever heard a donkey make
that “he-haw, he-haw” noise. It echoed round the houses. It
was a mournful sound. He sounded very unhappy. The barrow boys don’t give the animals enough rope, so they can’t
graze very far. There is usually a circle of chewed-down
grass surrounding the animals and, by then, the chains or
rope have wrapped around their little legs. Anyway, donkeys like to nibble the bushes and trees, as well. You would
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think that the big boys would know that. I’m beginning to
think they might be gypsies.
I do hope there really are lots and lots of animals in
New Zealand. I hardly dare to think that I might even get
to ride a pony some day. That would be a dream come true.
Saturday December 17
Christmas is getting closer and closer, and our date for
leaving England is getting closer too. We will leave here on
the day after Christmas: 26 December, 1949.
My brothers don’t realize we will never see our aunts,
uncles, cousins, or school friends ever again. We won’t see
most of our toys again, either. There are good things about
our going to live in New Zealand, but there are some sad
things too. I don’t want to leave my best friend Shirley. We
have been best friends from the first day we met at school.
But she promised to write. I have a photograph of Shirley
feeding the pigeons in Trafalgar Square, and I will keep it
forever and ever.
I don’t want to leave the fields and hedgerows where
we had some real fights, but also a lot of freedom and fun.
It has always been our own make-believe-land, and we feel
safe there. The hawthorne bushes smell so lovely after the
rain.
Sunday, December 18
Another thing I will miss is the summer fair. Each year,
we are given some coins and allowed to cross over the
fields to the fair. I remember looking down at a shiny silver sixpence and an octagonal threepence in my hand and
feeling very rich with the possibilities. But I was not bold
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enough to ride the switchback; it looked too fast and furious, like the biggest merry-go-round with huge, wooden
horses. The music blares out and makes me dizzy, and the
painted horses soar up and down and around. I am usually
content to just watch. Candy floss is scratchy and makes
your mouth sore after a while. As for the dodge ’ems, they
are too boisterous to attempt.
Except once, when Dad coaxed me into a dodge ’em
car, and we started off on a hilarious voyage where the
object was to bash into everyone else with screams and
squeals of laughter. Unfortunately, I didn’t brace myself
for impact, and shot forward, banging my forehead on the
dashboard. It hurt, but not much. However, there was a lot
of blood . . . and although I couldn’t see my cut, Mum did.
She turned white and had to go and sit in the ditch for a
while. There is still a tiny white scar on my eyelid.
Tuesday, December 20
Dad talked to me for ages tonight. He says we are
leaving Barkingside on the 26th, and we will take a taxi to
Tilbury Docks. I don’t know where that is, and I have never
had a ride in a taxi.
I wonder how they will fit our entire luggage into the
taxi. We have to leave lots of things behind. My doll’s
house, the boys’ toy forts and garages, and the playpen
we used for Barnaby when he was just learning about the
dangers of fire, and the stairs, and things like that. Even
our board games, like Ludo and Monopoly, have to be left
behind. But we are going to stuff the boys’ Meccano into
the pouffe, pad it with newspaper so it doesn’t rattle, and
Dad will seal it up and cover it securely with strong brown
wrapping paper. We will just treat it as another piece of
luggage. Dad makes the most wonderful working models,
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and he makes gadgets with wheels that really work, all for
the boys, with the Meccano set. I think even Dad doesn’t
want to give up the Meccano!
Wednesday, December 21
Today, Dad showed me a map of the world. He has
told me about all the places the boat will stop. He calls
it “berthing.” We will berth at Port Said, Colombo, Fremantle, Adelaide, Melbourne, and Sydney. Then we will
have to wait for two days in Sydney. Then we have to
catch a boat called the Wanganella and sail four more
days, from Sydney, Australia, into Auckland, New Zealand. It all sounds very exciting and strange, and I feel a
bit frightened.
I am going to listen to my crystal set now, so my
thoughts can settle down. Dad made it for me. I do hope I
can dream about horses. That always makes me feel happy
and full of hope.
Friday, December 23
It is nearly Christmas already, and I am so excited I
feel as if I might burst! Of course, we will get at least one
Christmas present each, and that is always exciting. But
I have also had some very nice things given to me lately
especially because we are going overseas. Aunty Micky has
given me three embroidered handkerchiefs, Aunty Eileen
has given me a toilet bag (my first ever!), and Aunty Joan
gave me a book on caring for ponies.
Mum has bought some more material, and made herself two new dresses. Then she showed me the material
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for my two brand new dresses. I have never had a dress
made from new fabric before. Now I have, altogether, four
dresses to wear on our adventure, and two new pairs of
very white socks.
Nana has made the boys a pair of trousers each from
some cut-down men’s trousers that were left in the wardrobe from when my granddad died. You would never know
they are not new. She has even lined them, although Dad
said New Zealand will be a lot warmer than England, especially in the summers. Mum might have to take the linings
out again.
I am starting to worry that I will be seasick. I heard
Mum and Nana talk about it, and what to do if it happens.
I don’t like the sound of brandy. The thought of being sick
is spoiling my happy thoughts of going to New Zealand.
Six weeks on the sea is a long time!
There won’t be any changing of our minds then. I won’t
be allowed off!
Sunday, December 25
Christmas Day!
We have been so busy today. It was like Christmas,
holidays, Easter, and feasting all rolled into one exhausting
day.
Our relations and cousins all came from Brighton,
Hampstead, Wandsworth, and Ealing to farewell us. They
wished us all—especially Mum and Dad—the very best of
luck. We all met in Nana’s tiny flat. She had made a really
lovely cake with sultanas, almonds, and brown sugar; it
was scrumptious! (I have just learned what scrumptious
means. My cousin Nathan told me today, and he’s right!)
Luckily, it was quite a fine day, although very cold. So we
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kids were able to go out onto the common and play. Hide
and seek is such fun when you have lots of people to hide
with. We came home quite worn out.
Everyone—well, all the grown-ups—kept saying how
brave my parents are. They all kept saying it, over and over
again. I wonder why. We will all be together on the ship,
Mum, Dad, the boys, the baby, and me, so what’s so brave
about that? We will be together, and happy, if you don’t
count me worrying about sea-sickness and horrible food.
But I can’t even count awful food as a threat, because no
one will make me eat terrible stuff like they tried to make
me eat at school dinners during the war. No more dried
peas, paper potato, or gristly meat for me!
I am so tired right now I might even get to sleep, even
though our BIG DAY is tomorrow.
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