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no inside toilet — we would have to use the one
in the little backyard outside.

Mrs Hamilton helped us move in, although
that wasn’t hard. We didn’t have anything but
the clothes we stood up in and a bag with
some food, tea and milk that Mrs Hamilton had
bought for us. Everything else was still under
the ruins of Wellington Mansions. We went past
our old house on the bus with Mrs Hamilton.
The rubble hadn’t been fenced off yet and Mum
said she couldn’t bear to look at it.

Her mood didn’t improve at the new flat. “I'm
grateful for what you’ve done, Mrs Hamilton, of
course | am,” she said quietly as she looked
round the rooms. “But we can’t live here until
I’ve given it a good clean, and I’'m simply not up
toit...”

“Relax, Mum,” | said. “/’ll do the cleaning.
You won’t have to do a thing.”

“And I'll help!” said Mavis. “l can’t let him
have all the fun now, can 1?”

“That’s the spirit!” said Mrs Hamilton, beam-
ing. “What lovely children you have, Mrs Wilson.
I’'m sure this will soon be a proper home for the
three of you.”

Page 53 of 70 83%




image5.png
In the morning me and Mavis got stuck into
the cleaning, under Mum’s guidance, of course,
and over the next few days the flat began to
look better. Mrs Hamilton found us more furni-
ture — a settee, a sideboard and even a half-
decent wireless like our old one — and arranged
for it all to be delivered. She said it came from
bomb-damaged houses, but it wasn’t too bad.
She also got Mum some money from the gov-
ernment and she sorted out new ration books
and identity cards for us.

Mum’s friends from work came round as
soon as she let them know where we were. They
helped us with more clothes, food and anything
else they could think of. Mum contacted Mr
Jackson at St Edmund’s and he paid us a visit
as well. Mrs Reynolds came with him and, to be
honest, | was dreading seeing her. But | have
to say Mrs Reynolds was completely different
away from school and she couldn’t have been
nicer. Mr Jackson said Mavis and me didn’t
have to go back to school till we felt up to it.

It wasn’t all plain sailing, though, as Dad
would have said. For a start, Mum had to decide
what to tell Dad - she didn’t like the idea of him
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being worried while he was at sea. | said we
should let him know what had happened, but
also that we were fine now. Besides, he needed
our new address, otherwise he wouldn’t know
where to find us when he next came home on
leave. So she wrote all of that in a letter. Then
she had to write another letter to Alf, Marge’s
husband, and that was much harder.

Mrs Hamilton posted the letter and she also
found out about Marge’s funeral for us. Marge
had been taken to St Thomas’s, and Mrs Hamil-
ton got in touch with her family — she had a mum
and dad and a couple of older married sisters.
They arranged for Marge to be buried in Cam-
berwell Cemetery, a week after we’d moved into
the new flat. Mrs Hamilton gave them our new
address and they invited us to the funeral.

It was a cold, windy day, and a very sad one
too. There were lots of tears in the chapel and
even more when Marge’s coffin was lowered
into her grave. Afterwards, Mum stayed to talk
to Marge’s family and Mavis — who was upset by
the whole thing — clung to her. But Mrs Hamilton
had been invited too and | went over to speak to
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her before she left. Something had been really
playing on my mind.

“Er ... excuse me, Mrs Hamilton?” | said.
“I’ve been thinking about Frankie, Eric and the
other kids. | was wondering if you could help
them somehow.”

“Of course | will, Jimmy,” said Mrs Hamilton.
“It's shameful nobody has helped them before.
Beating the Nazis is important, but it’s no good
if we miss the bad things happening right under
our noses. Just tell me where they’re living.”

| didn’t know the address of Frankie’s cellar,
so | gave Mrs Hamilton directions and hoped
she would find it. If anyone could sort things out
for Frankie and the other kids, then she could.
Frankie would probably be cross when she
found out what I'd done, but that didn’t matter. |
just knew it was the right thing to do. | also had
a feeling that deep down Frankie didn’t want to
live that way anymore either.
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CHAPTER

They let me stay in the hospital that night. Din-
ner was a Woolton pie — they don’t have any
meat in them, just vegetables. Me and Mavis ate
with Mum, the three of us sitting on her bed.
Mavis had a bed in a children’s ward, but the
other beds were occupied so the nurses made
one up for me in a store cupboard. | didn’t mind
— it was quite cosy and | was so tired | could
probably have slept anywhere.

The nurses had also found me some pyja-
mas and they gave me a brand new toothbrush
and some toothpaste. | had a wash in a bath-
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room near the ward and | felt much cleaner. |
had to wear the same clothes again, though,
and they were pretty dirty. Mavis said | looked
just like Worzel Gummidge, the scarecrow in her
favourite book, so | could tell she was feeling
like her old self again.

There hadn’t been another raid during the
night, which was a relief for everyone. But | was
still worried about Mum. She really did seem
very low and she wasn’t even trying to put a
brave face on it, which wasn’t like her. | worked
hard at cheering her up, telling her jokes I'd
heard at school and chattering away about any-
thing that popped into my head. But | couldn’t
seem to get through to her at all.

The morning passed, we had lunch — watery
vegetable soup and some disgusting fish paste
sandwiches — and the afternoon slowly crawled
by as well. | had begun to think that Mrs Ham-
ilton would never come back. Then, at last, she
turned up.

“Well, it wasn’t easy and | had to pull a
few strings,” she said, her face serious. Mum
and Mavis and me were sitting silently on
Mum'’s bed, staring at Mrs Hamilton, holding our
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breath. “But | have managed to secure a flat for
the three of you.”

| cheered loud enough to make everyone in
the ward stare at us once more, but this time
Mrs Hamilton laughed. Mavis was pleased and
Mum smiled faintly. But | knew she was still feel-
ing very low and that somehow | would have to
keep her going.

Amazingly enough the new flat was in Mur-
phy Street, just round the corner from Lambeth
North Tube station. It wasn’t far from our old flat
or our school, so we wouldn’t have to get used
to living in a whole new district. | liked having a
Tube station nearby — we could get to it quickly
if there were any more air raids. | had a nasty
feeling rotten old Hitler hadn’t finished with us
yet.

The flat was on the first floor of a house in
a long terrace. It had a couple of small bed-
rooms, a sitting room half the size of our old one
and a tiny scullery we had to use as a kitchen.
Everything was grubby and there wasn’t much
furniture, just an ancient table, some chairs and
a couple of rickety beds. Worst of all, there was
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