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“Thanks, Harry, that means a lot,” | said.
“Actually, now you mention it, can you come
with me somewhere on Saturday?”

I’d been planning this particular outing for
ages. | wanted to visit what was left of Welling-
ton Mansions to see if | could find any of our
stuff. On Saturday morning | asked Mum if |
could go round to Harry’s house. For a moment
| thought she was going to say no - she liked
us all to be together just in case there was a
raid. But | begged and pleaded and promised |
wouldn’t be out long and she gave in.

It was a cold, wet March day and there
weren’t many people about. What was left of
Wellington Mansions had finally been fenced
off, but it was easy to get in. It felt strange being
back and for a moment | was even a bit tearful.
But | kept myself under control and got on with
what we’d come to do. We clambered all over
the rubble, searching everywhere, but we didn’t
find much and | began to think it was a waste of
time. Then at last | caught a glimpse of some-
thing sticking up between some broken bricks.
| gently pulled it out and | could hardly believe
what I'd found - it was the photograph of Mum,
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Dad, Mavis and me at Margate! The glass was
cracked and the frame was a bit wonky, but you
could still see us clearly.

“I think this will do, Harry,” | said grinning at
him. “I don’t need anything else.”

“Fair enough,” said Harry, smiling back.
“Well that ought to cheer up your mum!”

We said goodbye and went our separate
ways. | hurried home, hoping he was right.

“Mum, you’ll never guess what—" | said as |
opened the front door and went in.

Mum and Mavis were in the sitting room and
they turned to look at me. | could tell they’d
been crying, but they were smiling happily too.
That seemed strange — | hadn’t seen Mum that
cheerful for a long time. Suddenly | realised
what it must mean.

“Hello, son!” said a deep voice behind me.
“You’re just in time for a cuppa.”

| whipped round and saw Dad in the scullery
doorway, still in his uniform. Behind him the ket-
tle was on the hob and the teapot and cups
were all set out and ready.

“Dad!” | cried. | hugged him as hard as |
could and he hugged me back.
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He explained that he had been given special
leave from the Defiant because of what had
happened to us. He didn’t have long with us
though, just a few days.

“What’s that you’ve got there?” he said at
last, taking the picture. He held it up and looked
at it for a moment, then showed Mum and
Mavis. “Blimey,” Dad said. “That seems like a
long time ago, doesn’t it? We’ve been through a
lot since then.”

“But we’re still alive, aren’t we?” said Mum.
“We’re bruised and battered like the picture, but
we’re not beaten yet. We're going to win this
war too, I’'m sure of it.”

| just wished rotten old Hitler could have
been there to listen to her. After all, Mum was al-
ways right.
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CHAPTER

10

Time passed and the war dragged on. There

were lots more air raids and everyone started
talking about it being the ‘Baby Blitz’. It wasn’t
as bad as the proper Blitz, but it was still pretty
scary when the bombs were falling. Mum found
it hard to deal with, because of what she and
Mavis had gone through. We took shelter in
Lambeth North Tube station, but she didn’t even
feel we were really safe down there.

Mind you, the war was beginning to go badly
at last for rotten old Hitler. Every night on the
BBC News Alvar Liddell told us what was hap-
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pening. The Nazis were on the run in Russia,
and the RAF and the Yanks were bombing their
cities. | have to say | felt pleased when | heard
that, but then | felt a bit guilty too. | realised a
lot of ordinary people - like poor Marge — were
probably getting killed in German cities.

Things were going better at sea, too - it
seemed the Royal Navy was winning the Battle
of the Atlantic, as Alvar Liddell called it. Of
course it was, | thought. How could it be other-
wise with men like my dad and his mates fight-
ing the Germans? Dad hadn’t replied to Mum’s
letter yet. It often took him a long time to reply
when the Defiant was out at sea. | kept telling
Mum that, but | knew she was worried.

Mrs Hamilton kept in touch. She popped
round from time to time to see how we were
getting on. It was always good to see her, and
one day she brought news of Frankie. It seemed
she’d gone to Frankie’s hideout and said she’d
like to help them, and Frankie had quite liked
the idea. In fact, | realised that Mrs Hamilton and
Frankie would probably get on very well — they
were both good at organising things. So | de-
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cided that | could stop worrying about Frankie,
Eric and the others.

Mavis and | went back to school after a while
and Mum went back to work when her rib felt
better. | volunteered to leave school early every
day so Mavis and me could come home to-
gether — Mr Jackson and Mrs Reynolds said that
was fine.

“All right, Jimmy?” said Harry on that first
morning. We were in the playground, waiting to
go inside, shivering in the cold. “Here, I've got
something for you.”

He handed me a bundle of comics, old edi-
tions of The Beano, The Wizard and a few others
too. Then he dug deep into the pocket of his
short trousers and pulled out a bundle of trading
cards — the ones I'd given him and a load more.

“| don’t get it,” | said, surprised. “Why are
you giving me these? I’'ve nothing to swap.”

“That doesn’t matter,” Harry murmured,
looking embarrassed. “You’ve had a rough time
and | just wanted to cheer you up. Is there any-
thing else | can do?”
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