RAIDING MY MEMORY

RECOLLECTIONS OF THE WAR

BY

GINA JAMES

6265 words



It’s August 26™ 1939, my eleventh birthday. For the last week I have been in Hastings
with my company of Girl Guides from St George’s Church Southall, Middlesex. We
were supposed to be under canvas. For weeks we have practised lighting camp fires,
pitching tents and cooking with Billy cans. However, the threat of war with Germany
hangs heavy in the air and our Captain has decided for safety sake that we should stay

in a youth hostel. So here we are, snug as a bug in a rug.

Today has been a great disappointment. I rushed to mail call this morning hoping to at
least have a birthday card from home but nothing. I knew deep down that my mother
would not waste a penny on a stamp when I shall be home tonight. If ever I have
children I will try to make sure that they never have to hope for little things in vain.
However it is not all doom and gloom; the girls in my patrol clubbed together and
bought me a comb in a leather case which they gift wrapped and left on my pillow. I
was thrilled to bits, however I was so embarrassed when they asked if I had heard from

home.

I can’t say that I have enjoyed the last week all that much. To be honest, I have felt
really out of place at times. Most of the other girls go to the local grammar school and
I feel like an outsider. Although I had no trouble with the entrance exam, my mother
said that education is not for girls as they get married and have children and we could
not afford the uniform anyway. But one day I will prove her wrong, no way am I

working in a factory like my sisters!



We arrived back at Southall station at about 8.0’clock. It was raining and all the street
lights were out. There was a practise air raid on. It was dark and eerie and really quite
frightening, especially when the sirens started to wail. It was the all clear sound. I was
so grateful to see my sisters waiting for me. There was no way I fancied the two mile

walk home on my own with a suitcase in the dark.

September 3™ 1939. Today Mr Chamberlain, the Prime Minister is back from meeting
Adolph Hitler and he is going to broadcast to the nation at 11.00 a.m. How funny that

some of the most distressing days are really quite beautiful.

The sun is shinning and it is very warm. I am in my sister’s garden and we are all
waiting for Big Ben to chime the hour. The B.B.C broadcast has said just what
everyone expected; we are at war with Germany. As soon as the Prime Minister had
finished speaking the air raid sirens started to wail. What a terrible noise they make.
your tummy turns over, and you feel quite sick. Luckily it was a false alarm and, a few

minutes later, the all clear sounded. Everyone breathed a sigh of relief.

Monday has dawned and at the moment it is no different to any other day. What did I

expect....



The schools are open as usual. People are being issued with Anderson shelters. The
idea is that you dig a hole in your garden long enough and deep enough to fit this ugly
thing in. You have to cement the floor and half way up the walls, install a bunk or two
and pack the outside, which is above ground, with sand bags and carry them on all
over the top. My brother has gone quite mad with the concrete! It is at least three feet

thick.

We have all been busy sticking brown sticky strips on the windows. They are supposed
to stop the blast from shattering the windows. Len, my concreting brother, has made
wooden shutters for the kitchen windows and I like them much better. The women of
the family are all busy making black out curtains for the rest of the windows in black
heavy twill. If after dark you have the faintest glimmer of light showing either at
windows or doors, the air raid wardens are quickly knocking on your door with a

warning. It is a punishable offence.

People with no gardens are being issued with the Morrison shelters. These are 6ft. long
metal topped boxes with metal mesh sides which you can install in a room in the house
- preferably down stairs. The only trouble is there is no room for furniture. Of course

you do not need a bed, the mattress fits inside the shelter and you just crawl in.

Air raid posts are popping up everywhere They are just little brick built rooms
sandbagged all round with a communications system connecting them to all the other

posts all over the city. Wardens man these all the time.



We have problems with our air raid shelter! The rain has been torrential and the water
is seeping in, so it’s out with the cement and sand and yet another layer of concrete to
be laid all over. My brother is in his element! He does so love to mix concrete that we

have named him the Concrete King.

In the parks, gangs of labourers are busy excavating and building long underground
shelters for the public. Much of the man-power has been bought over from Southern
Ireland as our own men are being conscripted at the age of 17 '2 years into the armed
forces. Only men who are medically unfit, work in a reserved occupation or are over
the age of 45 are exempt. Some of the workers are being sent down the coal mines
and they are called Bevan Boy’s. The tube stations in London are being used as
shelters also. Sandbags are appearing everywhere. All the important buildings are
hardly recognisable. Anti aircraft guns are being assembled everywhere and as soon as
dusk falls the searchlights weave their patterns across the sky and casting eerie
shadows on the barrage balloons. Still the air of expectancy goes on - but no raids. Are

we all getting complacent? People are now joking about this phantom war.

Did I tell you about the issuing of gas masks? No? Well, everyone had to stand in a
line and wait to be given a gas mask, They came complete with a little cardboard box
with a string handle to keep them in. A warden went to great lengths to fit them and
the babies had a large container into which they fitted. At least they had a Mickey
Mouse cartoon printed on them. I just hate my mask, when you put it on the smell of

rubber is foul.

In the school field a little hut has been built and it is filled with a gas. All the children

have to line up and follow each other into this building then you have to lift the side



of the mask and if you come out without a sore eye the person in charge know you

cheated and did not lift the mask.

While we are still on the subject of rules and regulations, everyone has been issued
with an identity card - brown for adults, blue for children or is it male and female?
Anyway, there is a difference in colours. All bear a number, no two numbers are the
same. These cards have to be produced if you should be stopped by the police or
military. If you are going out, by the time you have remembered your gas mask,

identity card etc one wonders is it worth going anyway.

When this war first started, all school children in the London area were evacuated into
the country. Living in the Home Counties, the law did not apply to us, but gradually

parents are bringing the children back into the city.

The talk now is of how Mustard Gas to be used, so now the wardens are out practising
for this event. How you know that the container dropped Mustard Gas is — all over the
place there are little boards erected and, should it be a Mustard Gas attack, they
change colour! The mind boggles as to what the powers that be will think of next!
Meanwhile, the wardens are out scrubbing the streets with powerful agents to get rid

of the gas. I don’t think the streets of my town have ever been so clean.

A funny thing happened today. Police swooped on the house next door, which
happened to be occupied by the chief warden, but they were too late. He had done a
moon light flit. A very common thing, normally with people who had fallen behind
with there rent but in this case he had absconded with the wardens Christmas club

money. Not a lot of happy bunnies I should think.



I didn’t tell you that the women had to register for conscription at eighteen as well as
the boys did I? They can choose the armed forces, munitions or the land army. My
two sisters are working at what used to be the H.M.V factory which has changed

from making records to making transmitters for the forces.

Our first air raid. Someone must have been asleep because enemy aircraft were over
the top of us even before the last note of the siren died away. The anti aircraft guns
blazed away and when you think about it, it is quite funny. There are two very
different gun noises. The big boom of the large anti aircraft gun and the popping noise
of the smaller pom pom guns. But both are frightening but comforting at the same
time. The thing that I find the most upsetting is the scream or screech (for want of a
better word) of the bombs before they hit the ground and explode.

The all clear sounded at last. We all breathed a sigh of relief and wondered what

would happen next. At least we know what to expect next time.

Christmas time had come and gone for us and the is was not going very well. For
months we have sang about hanging our washing out on the Siegfried Line but this
wonderful impenetrable Maginot line built by the French is the joke of the year! The
Germans have just walked all over, all round and every other way through it. Now the
Germans are pushing us back. Some French are sticking it out but many are

surrendering. The Dutch are trying their best but even they are having to withdraw, as
too

are the Belgians. Mr. Churchill has taken over as Prime Minister and, if nothing else,

his speeches are geared to make us put up a fight. Meanwhile our troops are being



pushed back into the sea at a place called Dunkirk.

May 28" 1940. The B.B.C are calling for every little boat, fishing, pleasure or what
ever will stay to the water to assemble on the Kent coast at places such as Dover,

Ramsgate etc.

May 29" A day I hope nobody will ever forget. It is Dunkirk Day. All through the
night, the little boats manned by fishermen and part time sailors have travelled across
The Channel to try to rescue the men from the beaches. German planes are bombing
them and German fighters strafing them and the men trying to reach them with
machine gun fire. Mr Churchill calls this our finest hour - I call it mans’ inhumanity

to man. Here I make another pledge to my unborn sons. If it is at all possible, there is
no way I will let them join the armed forces when they are adults. No toy guns will be
played with in my home. The few Navy ships that are available are with the little
boats trying to protect them but unfortunately the German U.Boats are busy attacking
our convoys in the Atlantic and the North Sea and our ships there have to be protected
too. Nine days have passed and the evacuation has now been completed. All that

could be done has been done.

The talk has switched to will we be invaded? The Home Guard is being formed. This
is or will be a trained army of men, ordinary men, who are not in the forces already. It
will be led by men like my father who served for many years in the army and fought

in many battles. He was quite upset to think he was too old to fight in this one. At last
he will be able to do his bit has he puts it and it has given him a new lease of life. All

niggly little aches and pains are forgotten as he drills his squad with all the precision



of the real army man. His army medals have been polished, his boots dubbed until

you can see your face in them and his bayonet cleaned and sharpened.

All the signposts on roads, railway stations and all street names have been removed so
that if parachutists arrive they will not be able to tell where they are. All very well but
not much good to the normal citizen should he want to find his way from A to B.
After all what is the good of a map if you cannot get a bearing. Bill boards are being
covered with signs that say things like: ‘Careless Talk Costs Lives’ and ‘Dig For

Britain’

My brother, the Concrete King, is now in a reserved occupation and works from first
light to dusk tarring new runways for all the extra aircraft we are going to need.

June 21% and 22" Another important day. Would you believe it - it has just been
announced on the radio that we are evacuating the Channel Islands which are Jersey
and Guernsey. They say that it is impossible for us to defend them. How can we walk
out and leave the islanders to their fate. They are British people for goodness sake.

There seems to be no justice any more.

Food is rationed and very scarce. You can queue for ages at the greengrocers to get
one orange or maybe one banana per ration book - and that is not every week, only
when a convoy has managed to through. Meat allowance is 40zs per person per week
so that does not go very far. If you are lucky, there may be a little offal and maybe
wild rabbit as well. Sweets are a couple of ounces a week but I am lucky, my mum
and dad give me their ration as well - although it has to go into my iron ration box.

this is a little parcel we have to take to school every day in case the day raids go on so



long we cannot get home.

There is no fish in the fish and chip shops so they make potato scallops to sell with the

chips. That is, of course, if they are lucky enough to have any cooking fat.

Clothes are on coupons and that means everything socks, stockings, underwear,
everything. Occasionally someone will offer you something on the Black Market,
food as well as clothes. If you can afford their prices, you pay up and do not ask any
questions. Not very many people have cars. They are a real luxury. In this area people

cannot afford to buy them any way.

Convoys are trying to get through The North Sea with supplies to Russia. The schools
are supplying thick oiled wool and the girls are busy knitting sea boot socks and
Balaclava hats for the sailors. Its such a cold horrible, journey. The Sews Reels show
merchant ships covered in ice with the sea like mountains made up of icy water.

It has taken me sometime to master the art of knitting with four needles and to ‘turn a
heel” was a major problem. At last I seem to have managed it.

I left for school at quarter past eight this morning. It is a mile walk to reach it and I
was about three quarters of the way there when the sirens started to wail. Almost
immediately German planes were overhead. Our instructions are to take cover where
you can. There is no cover along the Uxbridge Road at this point so my friends and I
just ran the remainder of the journey. We had never been so pleased to see school
before! We went into the shelter where teachers were taking the register. As we are in
the ‘Senior Class’ our shelter is in the cloakroom which has been reinforced with

metal posts.
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Ten thirty. The raid is still going on. We can hear the guns firing. What a golden
opportunity to tuck into the ‘emergency’ chocolate in our tuck boxes. We all had our
little bottle of milk, supplied by the school each day’ to wash it down.

By eleven thirty, mums and dads are beginning to arrive to collect their daughters and
take them home. This was always allowed when a raid went on too long.

At last, my name is called and there stands my brother. What would I do without him!
Our teacher asks if he take more than just me and he decides that three sounds about
right. We scramble into our coats and we are off. Its a good job nobody thought to
check or we’d never have been allowed to leave! There, at the school gates, stands his
lorry — a tanker still hot from his last load of tar. He has been constructing more
runways. We all climbed in and headed for home. Overhead, a Spitfire is chasing a
German plane. Shrapnel is hitting the road all round us. At last, after dropping the
other girls at their doors, we are home. As soon as we are inside, the all clear sounds!

School is still over for the day. We have been told not to go back until tomorrow.

There are so many things I want to do and I feel that I will get all the help I need.
Where has my childhood gone? Indeed did I ever have one? Here I am fourteen and
working. I feel twenty four at least. All the employees apart from the office staff are
men and boys. The men, of course, are all over from Ireland and the boys waiting to
be called up. It is nice though - they all spoil me like mad and when I go out at night
one or other of them is always there to protect me. Living here it is more than a little
dicey at times. Southall is my nearest town for going out in and it is always full of
serviceman. Poles, Canadians, English and now the Americans. There are always
plenty of fights amongst them, and the first lesson to be learnt was to always sit with

your back to a wall so that any trouble can be met head on.
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Raids are very heavy and long day and night. There was a particularly nasty incident
in The West End last night. People rushing to take shelter in the tube station were
crushed to death when somebody tripped over her long dress and fell. Everyone
tumbled onto each other and landed in a heap at the bottom. The Government have

acted quickly and banned long dresses for the duration.

We have a new pastime now. If we stand in the back garden after dark, we can see
London burning. The sky is so red from the flames, I wonder if any of the city will be
left. The King and Queen wander round the ruins talking to survivors, wardens,
fireman and policemen. The Palace has been hit again.

My sisters have been ordered to do firewatching as well as their jobs at the Munitions
Factory. Joan has got it down to a fine art! She crouches on a stool behind the garden
hedge when the shrapnel is very heavy and comes out every five minutes or so to

check on things. They have to do this for two nights a week.

The children are out in the mornings collecting shrapnel — which they swap with each
other as they build collections of different shapes and sizes. Sometimes it is still very
warm. When it first falls it is too hot to touch and the jagged edges are very sharp. All

a little different to the pretty glass marbles my friends and I used to swap!

Meanwhile, as I get quite proficient at general office duties, the war plods on. This
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morning we had a parachute bomb hanging in a tree, unexploded. All the girls were
hoping the bomb disposal man would make them a present of the parachute so they
could make some new undies. The Americans come into the mill fairly often now to
pick up lorry loads of timber. Goodness only knows what they do with it, but any
way, they never come empty handed. Yvonne and I get presents of nylons, chocolates,

gum and cigarettes.

Next door to the sawmills is a rubber company. They have a large area stacked up
with old tyres waiting to be reprocessed. The funny thing is that whenever there is a
raid, the tyres seem to catch light. The locals say it is a spy directing the German
planes in as we have so many factories and military establishments around here.

It’s a funny thing, this sawmill has no shelters. There is a fire watcher on the roof of
the factory next door but that is all. We either stay in the office, which is a wooden
affair, or stand out in the yard amongst the stacks of timber. I really can’t think which
is the most dangerous, all though we have all got so blasé about the whole thing it

does not make a lot of difference.

The Germans now have a new weapon The Doodlebug. This is a rocket bomb which
is safe for as long as you hear the engine. Once the engine cuts out it just dives to the
ground.

Lunchtime today the sirens sounded yet again just as [ was walking up the back
garden path. My mother passed me on her way to the shelter saying. “Your lunch is in
the oven.” The noise of the doodlebug was so loud and, just as it got to our garden,
the engine cut out. As it started to come down I felt as though I could jump up and

touch it. When I returned to the office that afternoon it was to hear that the girl from
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the next office had been killed out right by it. We had only walked to the café that

morning together.

With the shortage of man power, we have a dozen or so Land Girls working in the
sawmill. They wear a uniform of green jumpers, khaki jodhpurs and a snazzy hat! 1
suppose it must be similar to being in the army. They are a varied lot — all from
different backgrounds from all over the country. I have never heard such a variety of
dialects and have great difficulty in understanding some of them. I must say, they are

really friendly and have livened the place up!

Hillingdon Hospital has built some terrapin wards and I was told they were looking
for volunteers for a few hours a week. The buildings are full of wounded serviceman
and it only involves making them an evening drink, tidying their beds and just

chatting to them. So I thought, “What the Hell! It will give me something to do on a
Wednesday and maybe cheer somebody a little.’

This evening I sat with a soldier in a side ward. He was very poorly. His right foot had
been blown off and his other injuries meant he couldn’t sit up. The poor lad needed a
smoke so I spent a while holding the cigarette for him. It was amazing he could still

feel his missing foot and couldn’t believe that it was no longer there.

My mother is very uptight at the moment and keeps on that she wants to get away
from the raids so we are off to visit my sister Lilian’s in-laws. They live in Merthyr
Tydfil. We went from Southall to Paddington on the local train and then caught the

faster train to Cardiff. As we went under the River Severn the water dripped down
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onto the train and we could hear it beating on the windows. This was made more
unpleasant by the smoke from the engine. In a tunnel, it had nowhere to go. It just
filled up the carriages as though we were on fire. We couldn’t see anything as the
windows still had the black blinds down. For me, this was more frightening than the
raids! I don’t like being closed in; I don’t like the dark and I don’t like water! From
Cardiff we caught the local train to Merthyr. It puffed its way slowly along the single
track to a different world!

From the back yard of the house in Brynn Street we looked over the valley to the coal
pit. There is no front garden. We are the first house in the street. Standing at the front
door, the street seems to be so steep it s like climbing straight to heaven. You can see
the rain in the distance over the Brecon Beacons — which gives you plenty of time to
get the washing in from the line before it gets soaking wet. I have never seen so much
sky! I never seem to know whether it is going to rain or be fine.

Today I went in to Cardiff shopping. It is a really beautiful city dominated at one end
by the castle. We then caught a little train which puffed along the valley to a tiny
station. Dorothy, our hostess, had bought a couple of picnic baskets. She had a kettle
which we filled from a mountain stream to make our tea. There were new minty
boiled potatoes, salad, cold meat, fruit and cream, a delicious fruit cake and loads of
my favourite Welsh cakes.

This evening I was taken up to the ARP Post high on the mountain top. The wardens
were listening for the phone and watching through telescopes. Evidently, they have
raids here, too .

Its time to go home. The week has gone far too quickly but my mum seems to be

more relaxed so we are hoping she will hold together for a while longer. Surely this
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war can’t go on forever.

There was a direct hit on the H.M.V this morning. Some one told me as I went home
to lunch (you can practically set your watches by the time of the raids now) so once
again | had just arrived indoors, wondering how to break the news to my mother. I
must say she took it very well until she saw one of my sisters coming in through the
back gate. Of course she thought the worse and promptly fainted away. It was just one
was allowed home to say they were not hurt. We haven’t had a raid for a whole week
so my sisters and I are going Up West tonight. We have tickets to see Dancing Years
at the Adelphi Theatre.

Would you believe it? The performance had been going for about half an hour when
the sirens went. Someone crept onto the side of the stage with a billboard which said
“There is a raid in progress” (well, we could hear that by all the usual noises)
“Anyone who wishes to leave the theatre may do so but the performance will
continue.” We decided to stay put. The Adelphi is tall and thin, We were up in the
Gods (balcony to those who don’t know the expression) as the guns blazed away and
the bombs fell, the theatre seemed to sway from side to side. The performance
finished and we ran along the street to catch the tube to Ealing Common, hugging the

walls for shelter as we went.

We heard today that my cousin, Jack, has been shot down off the coast of Rhodes.

Missing, believed killed. He was an observer and leaves a wife and child.

My friend Yvonne and I have started organising dances at the Seagull Hotel, which

has a beautiful sprung floor. They are supposed to be for the lads in the mill and their
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friends. We have a really good band and every one seems to enjoy them. I’ve taken a

shine to the saxophone player and now spend 4 or 5 nights a week dancing.

It’s a funny thing but this war has gone on so long, we just seem to look on it as our
way of life. A lot of the fear has gone and we do enjoy ourselves. I cannot see life
going back to the way it was. Surely women will not be expected to give up working,
donning those awful wrap over pinafores and slippers and cooking and cleaning with
the husband ruling the roost. No, not for my generation! We have found independence

and we will fight to keep it.

Another lovely sunny day and my manager said could I pop over the shop and get him
some cigarettes as he had a meeting. Imagine my surprise when I got to the Gatehouse
and the chap on duty said, “Looks like your fan club is out in force today.” There,
lined up, was a row of blue hospital uniforms. About ten of the patients who were
being discharged had come to say goodbye. Gosh, I felt like a film star! I was

laughing and crying all at the same time. They must have rung the office to say that

they were there.

Had a little accident! Borrowed a pair of my sister’s high-heeled shoes, and she takes
a size larger than me - but who worries about a little thing like that. I stuffed the toes
with cotton wool, endeavouring to make them fit. However I was later going out of
the gates than usual so all the lads were rushing out at the same time. One knocked
into me and I fell out of the shoes. No way was I going to admit to being hurt but I
had broken my ankle. I started to hobble down the road clutching the garden fences.

As I went, at last I saw a face I knew; a friend’s father was home on leave from the
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Navy. As I fell into his arms the poor man looked devastated but he scooped me up

and carried me the rest of the way home.

When dad came in, he got back on his bike to fetch the doctor who said he would
send the ambulance - but they, like all the other services. were very busy. That day
came and went dad got in touch with the doctor again so that was another five
shillings. Eventually the ambulance turned up the next morning. Now the hospitals are
all full so an emergency wing has been attached to Hanwell Mental Hospital. What an
experience that was! Mental Patients were being brought in having cut their wrists
and all sorts in an effort to commit suicide. One woman kept wailing like a siren. My
sister came with me and we were both petrified - although the nurses went to great

pains to reassure us and say they were harmless.

Everything has mended and I am now going to try to find another job. I'm seventeen
now and I have learnt all that I can at the mill. I can operate a switchboard, deal with
wages for 120 people and my typing is quite proficient, not bad for someone who

started off knowing nothing at all.

Eureka! I have found a position in an engineering company and they are making
components for aircraft. I will be allowed to try out. It will be quite a change. I will be
costing the jobs and be secretary to the works manager. Again, it is men only at work
but that doesn’t bother me. The factory is at the back of a garage and there are girls on
the petrol pumps and the owners’ company secretary - she seems quite pleasant.

Above all my wages are higher and increments are automatic each year. No more
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going cap in hand on birthdays to see if you have been granted an increment. One
drawback is that it is much farther to travel each day but if the weather is good it is

still walkable.

Next door to the garage there was a spare field. It has been turned into an Italian

prisoner of war camp and believe it or not the prisoners have the audacity to stand at
the fence and wolf whistle you as you walk by. Who the hell do they think they are? I
at least am not that hard up that I have to acknowledge them! Do they know that we

captured them? What makes them think they are irresistible?

The war is going well in our favour now. Everybody is saying it cannot last much

longer, fingers crossed.

It’s now pretty safe to visit Hyde Park again on a Sunday afternoon. It is very
enjoyable wandering around listening to the speakers. I met a chap in the Coldstream
Guards and now he comes to Southall to see me. Len, my brother, is ferrying German
prisoners back to the camp and after he has dropped them he comes back and picks up

John and takes him to the station to catch the train back to London.

I just remembered, I didn’t tell you about the church Bells starting to ring. That is the
invasion signal. Dad had just come in from the pub a little worse for wear and it was a
mad scramble trying to find his equipment. At last he was dressed and on his bike to
cycle to head quarters, wobbling all over the place (what’s the penalty for being drunk
in charge of a bike?) Luckily he had only travelled 50 yards or so and the all clear

went. Another practise or false alarm.
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A German plane was shot down over Hayes End and the landlord of the Adam and

Eve captured him, took him in the pub to await the military.

Hitler married Eva Braun (his mistress) and then they committed suicide in the bunker
they had been sheltering in. Guess what, peace at last! V.E Day. My sisters and [
went to the palace. The crowds were singing and dancing. The King, Queen and
princess came onto the balcony and the crowd would not let them go. Some soldiers
lifted me onto their shoulders to get a better view. Lots of people had mirrors on
sticks and by turning their backs to the palace, holding the mirror well above their

heads, they had a better view.

Tomorrow there will be street parties in every street. Food is still very scarce but
everyone has given something. Cakes have been made with dried egg and no fat - but
if you eat them when they are fresh they are quite pleasant. Tins of fruit have been
scrounged and the good old Spam has come into its own. The women are making
sandwiches. Pianos have been pushed out into the road with gramophones and

records; anyone who can do anything has been roped in to do their little bit.

We partied until dawn; singing and dancing. The children were allowed to stay up late
and a great time was had by all. Of course this is only the end of the War in Europe.
We now have to sort out those responsible for the terrible atrocities that have been

committed in the concentration camps.

Everyday there are now pictures and stories in the newspapers and on the Pathe’
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News at the cinema of these people who are virtually skin and bones. There are mass
graves and piles of dead bodies, people gassed simply because they are Jews; men

women and children. How cruel can these people be?

Now we have to concentrate on trying to beat the Japanese who, if you can believe it,
are even more cruel than the Germans. People with men still fighting in the Jungle
and Burma, places like that, are saying their men folk are the forgotten army. Could
they be right? That war is so far away that yes, apart from the news bulletins it just

seems so unreal.

Food is still very short, clothes and furniture still on the coupons so, apart from there
being no air raids, nothing has changed much in our lives. Quite disappointing; you
sort of expect such wonderful things and its not happening. It looks as though we

might be thinking of invading Japan. Troops are standing off the coast ready to go in.

We awoke this morning to hear an American bomber has dropped the very first atom
bomb on Hiroshima and the Devastation just can‘t be believed! The wireless is

describing mile upon mile of just nothing where there was once a city.

Day two: a second bomb has been dropped on Nagasaki. The Japanese have
surrendered. I know their crimes are probably the worst of the lot but does this make

us as guilty as them?
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