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taken to. And I've sent Eric to talk to some other
kids we know in the local foster homes. That’s
where your sister might be if she wasn’t hurt
badly. Now, does all that sound like a good plan
to you?”

“Er ... | suppose so...” | said. While she was
talking, I'd seen two policemen on the other
side of the road. They were on patrol, their faces
stern under their tin helmets - just looking at
them made me feel so guilty. | was sure they
were about to spot me at any second and that
then I'd be arrested. Frankie had seen them as
well and she clearly didn’'t mess about. She took
my arm and pulled me into an alley.

“Better safe than sorry,” she whispered.
“Let’s wait till the coast is clear.”

They went past eventually and we slipped
back on to the street. | was beginning to feel
faint with hunger, so | was relieved when Frankie
said we should get something to eat. I'd for-
gotten that after air raids, the authorities used
mobile canteens to provide free tea and sand-
wiches to anybody who’d been bombed out, as
well as the firemen, the ambulance crews and
the rescue squads.
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We found one near the steps at the side
entrance to Waterloo station, a large van with
a long flap on the side that opened upwards.
A couple of WVS ladies stood inside behind a
counter, handing out sandwiches and tea from a
big silver urn to a queue of people. | don’t think
I’ve ever eaten or drunk anything that tasted so
good. | kept going back for more, but the WVS
ladies didn’t seem to mind.

Frankie had gone off to talk to somebody
inside the station. When she returned, she col-
lected a couple of sandwiches and a mug of tea
from the van and we sat on the wide steps that
led up to the entrance. Other people were sitting
there too - half a dozen firemen with grimy faces
and a couple of exhausted ambulance drivers.

“You were right,” Frankie mumbled between
mouthfuls of sandwich. “Some of the casual-
ties were taken to St Thomas’s and some to
King’s, but some were definitely taken to other
hospitals as well. Nobody knows exactly where,
though.”

“Can’t we just go and visit the likeliest hos-
pitals?” I'd said the same thing to Mrs Hamilton,
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but | was hoping for a different answer this time.
| didn’t get one.

“You must be joking!” said Frankie. “If you’re
asking after your mum and sister, you’ll have to
tell the nurses who you are and you gave your
name to that WVS lady at the police station.
You’re probably on some kind of wanted list by
now.”

“Oh, right, | didn’t think of that,” | said,
my heart sinking. A picture of a wanted poster
popped into my mind, the kind you often saw in
Westerns. But this time it was my face with the
words ‘WANTED, DEAD OR ALIVE’ printed in
big letters beneath it.

“Ah well, that’s probably because you’re not
as clever as me,” she said. “Come on, slow-
coach, we’ve got a lot of ground to cover. I've
barely even started yet.”

She jumped to her feet and strode away and
| followed. | soon found out she meant what
she’d said. We walked for miles that day, up
and down the streets of London, and Frankie
seemed to know people everywhere. Some
were kids and | guessed they were like her, living
in a cellar, ducking and diving to get by. But she
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knew grown-ups too — most of them were all
right, but some seemed very dodgy.

We even caught a bus into the West End
— Frankie paid for the tickets. Mum had often
taken Mavis and me to look in the shops on Ox-
ford Street or Regent Street, and to get some-
thing to eat at a Lyons Corner House.

She talked to one bloke, who Mum would
have called a ‘spiv’. He was wearing a flashy
striped suit with a double-breasted jacket, a
fancy patterned tie and a sharp-looking brown
hat. A thin line of bristles ran just above his
top lip — a pencil moustache, as it’s known. His
name was Ronnie and when we bumped into
him he was in an alley behind a pub, selling
things to a small group of people, mostly tins of
food, packets of tea, even a couple of bottles of
American whiskey. Frankie waited until the other
people drifted away, then asked the spiv if he
knew where the casualties from last night’s raid
had been taken.

“No, sorry, Frankie,” Ronnie said, shrugging
his shoulders. “I'm not really interested in all
that, to be honest. Although | suppose if old
Adolf does start the Blitz again, then | won’t
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have so many customers and that wouldn’t suit
me at all.”

They talked for a long time, Ronnie telling
Frankie what else he’d been selling recently.
Most of it had probably been stolen, | thought.
Everybody knew that was how the Black Mar-
ket worked — dodgy geezers nicked things that
other people wanted. They often stole from the
Yanks - their Army had arrived in our country
with mountains of supplies, so it wasn’t surpris-
ing a lot of it went missing, especially food.

| didn’t say a word while they were talking
and | was glad when we moved on once more.
| couldn’t help thinking how cross Mum would
be if she could see me with someone like that.
| thought of Dad too, fighting the Nazis out at
sea, and all the other sailors, soldiers, pilots
and firemen who had been risking their lives last
night. Loads of firemen had been killed in raids,
not to mention ordinary people — like Auntie
Marge.

But obviously somebody like Ronnie didn’t
care about them. He just thought of them as
‘customers’ and | didn’t like that. In fact, by the
time we started making our way back towards
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Frankie’s hideout | was pretty fed up. | couldn’t
see the point of wandering around London talk-
ing to homeless kids and dodgy dealers. | was
never going to find Mum and Mauvis like that,
was |? But | had no idea what else to do.

“Cheer up, misery guts,” Frankie said, and
slapped me on the back. “We haven’t found out
much yet, but | bet we’ll track your mum and
sister down before long.”

It was late afternoon by now, the sky
growing dark. We were walking down a small
street of shops near Mum’s office in White-
hall. | thought of her lying in a hospital bed
somewhere, maybe in pain, and | felt tearful
again. | was angry with Frankie for wasting my
time and for making me think she could help
find Mum and Mavis. But suddenly the air raid
sirens started howling and we heard the Ger-
man bombers droning above us.

We weren’t far from Westminster Tube sta-
tion, although we only just made it there as the
bombs began to fall. We hurried down the es-
calators with a crowd of people and found a
spot on a platform, sitting on the floor with our
backs to a wall. The bombs were much closer
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than when I'd been in the other shelter. One
seemed to land almost on top of us and | felt
Frankie shaking beside me. The anger | had felt
vanished instantly. Frankie had seemed much
tougher than me, but she was clearly terrified
and | couldn’t blame her for that. | was scared
too.

“Are you all right, Frankie?” | said, taking her
hand. “I'm sure we’ll be safe.”

“I'm fine,” she said, although she didn’t
sound it. “I know we’ve got to be down here, but
it always feels like we’re sitting ducks, waiting
for a direct hit...”

She kept talking, almost gabbling as the
bombs fell, and | remembered Mum saying fear
can make people do strange things. Well, being
scared made Frankie talk, and talk and talk.
Over the next hour | heard her whole life story,
and what a sad tale it was. Her dodgy dad had
left them a few years ago. Then her mum had
got a new boyfriend, but Frankie hadn’t got on
with him, so she had run away.

Frankie told me Eric’s story, and the stories
of some of the kids in her hideout — they were all
just as sad. | realised how lucky | was to have a
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mum and dad like mine - it seemed there were
some bad grown-ups about. Then | thought of
the grown-ups who had tried to help me — Ar-
thur Jones the ARP man, the fireman and the
ambulance driver, Mrs Hamilton the WVS lady.
They hadn’t seemed so bad.

Suddenly | knew what | had to do.
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CHAPTER

| didn’t know where | was when | woke up. |
wondered why | was lying on a lumpy mattress
under a couple of coats instead of being in my
bed at home. I'd dreamed | was in that photo
of Mum, Dad, Mavis and me in Margate, and
somehow | felt | was still there with them. Then
| heard Frankie and Eric talking and the dream
vanished like a bubble popping.

They were sitting by the stove, both drinking
tea from chipped mugs. The cellar door was
open so some light was coming in and | saw
that other mattresses were scattered round the

Page 40 of 70 60%




image2.png
room. But most of the kids seemed to have
disappeared.

“Well, good morning, lazybones!” Frankie
said, looking at me with a grin. “We thought you
were going to sleep for ever. Come on, we've
got a lot to do today.”

She jumped up and pulled on a big old duffel
coat, a bit like Dad’s, then headed for the door.
Eric followed her, but | didn’t move. | still wasn’t
entirely sure that | was awake. “Er ... where are
we going?” | said. “Can | have a cup of tea
first?”

“Too late, you should have woken up
sooner,” she said, frowning at me. “And I’ll ex-
plain on the way. Now, do you want to find your
mum and sister or not?”

There was only one possible answer to that
question. Once we were out on the street, Eric
went off in one direction and Frankie headed
in another. | had to walk fast to keep up with
her and that was quite hard. | was still tired
and now | realised | was hungry too. | also felt
really grubby. Mum made Mavis and me have a
wash and brush our teeth every morning and it
seemed wrong that | hadn’t done either.
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It was a dull, overcast day, so | wasn’t sur-
prised to see there weren’t many people about.
Then | remembered it was Sunday, which was
always quiet, mostly because everything was
shut, of course. | actually felt quite cheerful —
it was almost like | was on an adventure. |
imagined | was William Brown from the Just
William stories, and that Frankie, Eric and the
others were The Outlaws. It was only a question
of time before we found Mum and Mavis.

| soon began to recognize the streets again
— | realised Frankie’s hideout must have been
somewhere near the Elephant and Castle. We
passed a couple of bombsites where the Heavy
Rescue Squad was working, skilled men dig-
ging through the rubble, checking for sur-
vivors. The smell of smoke, gas and sewage
was everywhere. Some streets had even been
sealed off, with signs warning of unexploded
bombs.

We started walking up the Waterloo Road,
heading towards the station. “Right, this is
what’s happening,” said Frankie. “I’'m going to
speak to a few mates, put some feelers out,
ask which hospitals last night’s casualties were
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