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				Vinnie didn’t want to be in this place, not with hundreds of miserable kids crowding around him. Everywhere he looked they were sobbing and carrying on as if their hearts would break. Their mums, too, were upset, and who could blame them? It wasn’t every day a mother had to say goodbye to her children, then send them away on a train to wherever.

				First chance Vinnie got, he planned to be off out of this chaos, back to the East End, bombs or no bombs. That’s where he belonged and where he’d try his luck, but getting away wasn’t going to be easy. A bothered-looking official from the town hall had escorted Vinnie and a bunch of other kids to the station that September morning. They’d all been rounded up for evacuation after being bombed out of their houses. Thank you, Mr Hitler, Vinnie thought, bet you enjoyed your first air raid on London. We’ll do the same for you some day – with knobs on. 

				Vinnie felt raw and tearful at having to leave the pub where he’d lived and worked. Everything had happened so fast he hadn’t even said a proper goodbye to the three most important people in his life. Instead, here he was, lined up in Euston Station, wearing a cardboard luggage label. It was tied on with string done up in a bow, and it told everyone that he was: ‘vincent cartwright. 13.’ When the town hall man wasn’t looking, Vinnie tugged the label off and crushed it under his shoe. If he couldn’t be free, at least he could do that.

				A distracted woman crouched nearby to comfort her small son. ‘Oh, please don’t make a fuss, Joey,’ she whispered.

				‘You come with us, Mum,’ Joey pleaded. ‘You come on the train, too. Please.’

				‘No, I have work to do in London, Joey. But Kathleen will be with you, won’t you, Kathleen?’

				Joey’s older sister took his hand. ‘Of course I will, Joey. It’ll be an adventure, you and me going off together.’

				‘But where are we going?’ 

				‘That’s part of the adventure,’ Kathleen encour-aged her brother. ‘It’s a mystery. We’ll find out when we get there.’

				Kathleen, Joey and their mum were soon lost in the crowd. Then the town hall man, too overwhelmed to be polite, consulted a paper and called loudly to Vinnie’s group, ‘Right, boys and girls, pay attention here. Your train leaves from Platform Four.’ He pointed. ‘That way.’

				There was a heavy iron gate at Platform Four, opened only just wide enough to let the evacuee kids through in single file. Once past that gate and on to a train, Vinnie would be trapped. 

				With no alternative, he sighed and followed the others.
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				One summer morning as Vinnie Cartwright walked to school, he saw an unusual sight. The small and portly landlord of the corner pub was sweeping the pavement outside his front door – and not doing it very well. Vinnie pointed to a tram ticket at his foot and grinned, then called, ‘Mr Rosen, you missed this bit.’

				‘Enough of your cheek, young Cartwright.’ The landlord leaned on his broom, puffing slightly.

				‘Why are you sweeping up?’ Vinnie persisted. ‘Where’s Aaron?’

				‘He’s gone to join the Royal Air Force. Bloody war.’

				‘It might not start,’ Vinnie said. ‘Where there’s hope…’

				‘It’ll start. You’ll see.’

				‘I could do Aaron’s work,’ Vinnie offered. ‘Some of it, anyway. Before and after school. All day Saturdays, if you like.’

				The landlord looked Vinnie up and down, then asked, ‘How old are you, son?’

				‘Twelve – and I’m strong.’

				‘All right, Vinnie. I’ll give you a go. See you at four, eh?’

				‘I’ll be here, Mr Rosen. And don’t forget that tram ticket.’ 

				***

				The same afternoon, Vinnie collected four empty beer glasses from the top of the pub piano, then carried them behind the bar. Mrs Rosen, the landlord’s wife, was washing up. ‘Must say you’re a brave one, Vinnie Cartwright. Brave as a lion.’

				‘Why’s that?’ he asked.

				‘Your Aunty Vera’s not going to be happy with you working in a pub.’

				‘She doesn’t need to know, does she?’

				‘Oh, Vinnie, Vinnie.’ Mrs Rosen raised her eyebrows, shook her head, then made a song of it: ‘If you knew Vera like I know Vera.’

				***

				There had been no father in Vinnie’s life. Not one that he could remember, at least, although from time to time men had stayed in his mother’s house, sometimes for as long as a fortnight. They were usually sailors, often rough and with little to say for themselves. Vinnie had learned to make himself scarce, sometimes spending a wintry night wandering the streets before creeping indoors again to see what his welcome would be. 

				When he was eleven, Vinnie’s mother had died of the twin Ds – drink and depression, with a bit of poverty thrown in too. He was not on his own for long. Soon after a cheap funeral, a tall woman with a fox fur around her neck had said, ‘Vincent, you’re to stay with me.’ 

				The only other place for him was the orphanage, where everyone knew that kids ate thin porridge and broke big stones all day with a hammer. He’d thought the woman didn’t look the porridge type, so he agreed to go. Not that he’d much say in it, really.

				‘You can call me Aunty Vera.’ The woman had managed a thin smile. It was to be her first and only. 

				Vinnie soon discovered that ‘Aunty’ Vera wasn’t his aunt at all, but a foster-mother, approved by the welfare people at the town hall. She liked things to be ‘nice’. And Vinnie wasn’t. ‘Oh dear,’ she’d said when she got him home to her sparkling house and examined what was in his cardboard suitcase. ‘Oh dear, oh dear.’

				Vinnie’s clothes had been clean enough, but ragged. He had two cotton shirts, one pair of short trousers, a woollen pullover with no sleeves, and pyjamas, top and bottom. There wasn’t much else in the suitcase. ‘Mum was poorly, see,’ he tried to explain, ‘at the end. All the money went on medicine and the doctors.’ 

				Aunty Vera just sighed ‘Oh dear’ again, then rummaged in a deep trunk and ordered in a no-nonsense voice, ‘Off with what you’re wearing, Vincent.’

				‘What? With you looking at me?’

				‘Why would I look at you?’ Aunty Vera demanded. So Vinnie cautiously took off his clothes. With a pair of tongs from the fireplace, she picked up his old trousers, then opened the door of the Aga cooker and stuffed them inside. His pants burst into flames.

				Next Aunty Vera gave Vinnie a pair of green velvet short trousers that were too long for him, and big around the middle. Worse still, they had a large, decorative button on each leg, at the side hem. 

				‘Did these belong to some girl?’ 

				‘No they did not,’ Aunty Vera snapped. ‘They belonged to my son, Archibald.’

				Vinnie looked unhappily at his new shimmering trousers. ‘In the circus, was he?’

				‘Archibald is a cook in the Royal Navy. Fighting for his King and country. Or he will be, when the war starts.’ 

				Next to come was a shirt with a tail so long it hung out the bottom of Vinnie’s velvet trousers. Vinnie tucked it between his legs and said, ‘This is a nightshirt.’ 

				‘It is not, so be thankful for it.’ Aunty Vera picked up his old shirt and poked it into the flames along with his trousers, which were blazing merrily. Vinnie wondered how he could go to school wearing this outfit.

				Aunty Vera produced a pile of other garments that had belonged to Archibald. ‘There’s still a lot of wear in these, Vincent. We can’t have you turning up at Sunday school looking like a vagrant, can we?’

				Vinnie thought, Sunday school, eh? Monday-to-Friday school, fair enough. But Sunday school, no. Not even a maybe.

				That had been the beginning of a war between Vinnie and Aunty Vera. Whenever he could, he’d resisted her, starting at a street market where he’d swapped Archibald’s extravagant trousers for more ordinary clothes. Vinnie only went once to Sunday school before finding better ways to spend his day off. And most weekday mornings he went to school early; afternoons he stayed late, making use of the library. Anything was better than returning to Aunty Vera’s cold but spotless house, where the mat at the back door didn’t say ‘welcome’, but ‘wipe your feet’. 

				A job in the pub was just what he wanted.

				***

				Vinnie settled in well with Mr and Mrs Rosen, making himself useful, earning smiles and a few bob. Three weeks went by like this; then the other boy arrived. 

				Mr Rosen picked him up in London and brought him back to the pub one quiet afternoon. ‘This is Isaac,’ he announced to Vinnie. ‘A Jewish lad who’s managed to get out of Germany.’

				‘Just in time, I’d say.’ Mrs Rosen embraced the boy warmly, then took a second or two to compose herself. In a voice that was now a whisper she said, ‘We’ve been worried you’d not make it out, Isaac, but you are very welcome in our house.’

				‘Thank you,’ Isaac replied. He was tall and thin, about fifteen, Vinnie guessed, with stooped shoulders and long black hair. ‘You are so kind. My parents will soon escape to Britain too, I hope. Then we’ll be a family again. Safe here.’

				‘Until that day, Isaac, you just make yourself right at home.’ Mrs Rosen touched the boy’s shoulder gently and ruffled his dark hair.

				‘But please, I must work, to pay for this, for your kindness.’

				‘There’s no need,’ Mrs Rosen assured him.

				‘Well…’ Mr Rosen said. ‘With Aaron away, perhaps we could do with some help, dear.’ He looked at Vinnie and gave a small, apologetic shrug. 

				Vinnie understood. It had been a good job while it lasted.

				***

				On that late August night the pub was busier than usual. The newspapers and the BBC wireless said that war was getting closer, and people seemed to cling together, looking for support and hope. One loud voice at the bar shouted, ‘If it starts, it’ll all be over by Christmas.’

				Someone else answered, ‘That’s what they said about the last war.’

				Vinnie worked until closing time, when customers stumbled into the street singing the song ‘There’ll always be an England’. With nothing to do, he made his way back to Aunty Vera’s house. 

				Vinnie tried to tiptoe in, but she’d been waiting up for him, nursing a sharp question: ‘And what time do you call this, young man?’

				‘I was at a friend’s place,’ he lied, ‘playing Monopoly.’ 

				Aunty Vera sniffed the air around him. ‘Tobacco! Vincent, have you been smoking?’

				‘No,’ Vinnie said. That bit was true. The pub air was always thick with pipe and cigarette smoke. The smell clung to everything; to clothes and hair.

				Aunty Vera stepped closer and sniffed again, then recoiled. ‘Beer!’ She almost spat the word at him. ‘Beer! Not in my house. You’ve given me nine months of trouble. So, back to the town hall in the morning. We’ll see if the welfare people will find a place for you – in the orphanage!’

				That word came like a sting. Vinnie thought, Anything but the orphanage. In the pub he’d found things he’d never had before. Laughter, for a start. She would take it away from him – that and his freedom. 

				Vinnie looked at Aunty Vera and said, ‘You can see the welfare if you want, but me? I’m off now.’

				And he left her place right then and there, using the front door and not the back. 

				***

				There was a shed in the pub yard, used for storing empty beer crates. Sneaking inside was no problem. Working in the darkness, Vinnie laid four beer crates end-to-end to form a bed, then used his suitcase for a pillow, making himself as comfortable as he could. This late in summer, the night was warm enough so that he’d not freeze.

				He lay in the darkness, hands behind his head, and thought about things. With Isaac living in the pub, there would be no job for him anymore. That was plain – Mr Rosen’s look had said it all. And Aunty Vera would report him to the welfare. He could hear her now: The boy’s utterly wilful, a heathen and a boozer who smokes like a factory chimney. So who knew what the welfare people would do when they caught him? Or where they’d send him.

				Sleep wouldn’t come, and it wasn’t because the beer crates were hard. He’d slept in much harder places; a shop doorway even. His mind drifting now, Vinnie remembered one of his mum’s sailor friends who’d come back on his ship from somewhere tropical. The man had said, ‘Here y’are, son. Brought you a Christmas box. All the way from West Africa.’ The gift was a parcel, wrapped in glittery paper and tied with a ribbon. Inside was a big, rough lump of raw, unprocessed chocolate. It didn’t look like a chocolate bar that came out of the machine at the Underground station – this chocolate was so hard Vinnie had to break it with the coal hammer. When he finally managed to get a bit small enough to go in his mouth, it was so bitter he spat it straight out.

				The man enjoyed his joke, and Vinnie had pretended to because his mum said he was a big boy now and had to learn to take a few ups and downs. 

				But was his life always to be like that; always to be the butt of somebody’s unkind trick? 

				He mused in the darkness: You find a good thing, enjoy it for a while, until it gets ripped away.

				Vinnie slept, and woke in the morning still bitter. He’d have to find a new place to live, and the earlier the better. Then someone began playing the piano. Vinnie recognised it as the old piano in the pub, for he’d heard it often enough, hammering out rumpy-tump, daisy-daisy sorts of tunes for a beery singsong. 

				But this sound was different. It was a melody he’d never heard before, and it touched him and soothed him like no music had ever done. Vinnie had to see who was playing. He got off his beer-crate bed and tiptoed to the pub. A street clock said the time was ten past five. The music was louder here, but no less beautiful.

				Inside the pub, he found the Jewish boy, Isaac, seated at the piano with a faraway look in his eyes. He was off somewhere in a private world of the music he was making. In the background, still in their dressing gowns, stood Mr and Mrs Rosen, watching and listening. Mrs Rosen caught sight of Vinnie and put a finger to her lips, so he’d not interrupt. It was a warning Vinnie didn’t need.

				He could almost feel the music inside him. His spine tingled and the hair on the back of his neck rippled. No one spoke, or moved, as Isaac played on. Vinnie wished it would never stop.
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				Isaac played on for a minute or two, crouched over the piano keys, then realised Vinnie was watching and listening intently. ‘Ah, Vinnie. I disturb you.’ He raised his fingers from the keyboard. 

				‘No, don’t stop. Don’t stop playing, not for me. Please.’

				‘Nor for us, Isaac.’ Mr Rosen came into the bar, clapping his hands as he approached. ‘That was marvellous. Such a tune, to be wrung out of that old piano, eh?’

				‘To think we’d hear such fine sounds in this place.’ Mrs Rosen beamed and nodded. ‘Bravo, Isaac. Bravo!’

				Isaac smiled shyly as he faced them. ‘Thank you. My first audience in Britain.’

				‘May there be many more,’ Mr Rosen said, then turned to Vinnie. ‘And why are you here so early, young Vinnie?’

				Mrs Rosen had already guessed the reason. ‘I bet it was Aunty Vera.’ She laughed. ‘Come on, have some breakfast and tell us the sad story.’ Mrs Rosen ushered Vinnie and Isaac into the pub kitchen, singing, ‘If you knew Vera,’ in an amused sort of way. 

				***

				It was settled over breakfast. Vinnie would keep working in the pub, but better still, he and Isaac could share the spare bedroom upstairs. When Aaron came home on leave from the RAF, they’d sort something out. To keep up his studies, Isaac would use the piano when the pub was shut. ‘Perhaps I could play for the customers,’ he suggested.

				Mr Rosen frowned. ‘M-mm, don’t know about that, son. Folk from around here might not take to Beethoven and Schubert.’

				‘Then I’ll play other things. They can ask me. I play anything. If You Knew Susie, I play that too.’

				Vinnie remained worried. Mr Rosen noticed his glum look. ‘Why the long face, Vinnie?’

				‘Aunty Vera’s sending the welfare after me.’

				Mrs Rosen brushed this aside. ‘There’s a war coming, Vinnie. The welfare’s got enough to be thinking about. Besides, you have a home here. That’s what we’ll tell them.’

				Vinnie cheered up and looked around the kitchen. It was good to belong. 

				***

				Starting that very night, Isaac’s mellow notes from the old upright piano floated out into the street. People were attracted to the pub because it was bright there, and cheerful. As time passed, Vinnie noticed more and more customers in military uniform; strange faces with different accents from all over Britain, every man and woman keen to share an hour or two in friendly company. Isaac’s music made the pub a welcoming place. 

				Customers could join in the singing, or just listen to this young chap playing any tune they could name. Someone only had to whistle or hum a few bars and Isaac would feel out the notes, then play the song – just like that, with half a smile on his face, his fingers flying over the keys. At other times he played his own music, and the whole pub fell quiet. His audience might not be able to tell the name of these pieces, but they knew what the music was doing to them.

				Mrs Rosen would whisper to her husband, ‘The boy’s too good for that piano. We should get him a better one.’ 

				‘Or get him on the BBC,’ Mr Rosen would respond. ‘He should be heard.’

				Then came September the third of that year, 1939, and the war began. Two years earlier the world had seen what Adolf Hitler’s bombs did in the Spanish city of Guernica. Fearing this, many parents sent their children away to the safety of the country. But Vinnie and Isaac decided to stay in London, and Mr and Mrs Rosen respected their choice. 

				***

				As the two of them lay each night in their beds in Aaron’s old room upstairs Isaac was at first quiet, but late one night soon after the war had begun he started to speak about his life in Germany. ‘I was studying music,’ he began, ‘but everywhere in the country the Nazis make life difficult for us Jews.’ 

				‘You mean, like bullying?’ Vinnie asked.

				‘A stronger word is Verfolgung,’ Isaac said. ‘Persecution. We are not allowed to work, to run a business or attend school or university. We have to wear a yellow cloth badge saying Jude, which is Jew. As if we are infectious. A disease.’

				‘So you left home?’ 

				‘That was not an easy thing.’ There was a long silence; then Isaac continued: ‘To smuggle me out of the country, my father paid a huge bribe. Sold possessions for a small price. Then he and Mutti – that is my mother – they said farewell to me and promised to come later. But…’ He sighed. 

				Vinnie knew that Isaac hadn’t heard anything from Germany. They lay quietly for a while, each with their own thoughts. At last, desperate for something to say, Vinnie asked, ‘Did you have a piano at home, Isaac?’

				‘Oh, yes, a large one. A grand piano. A Broadwood, it was. I expect some Nazi has it now, along with the other things my parents owned.’

				‘They take anything they fancy? Just like that?’

				‘It’s what they do.’

				‘You’ve got nothing left, then?’

				‘Only some clothes, and this,’ Isaac responded. Vinnie couldn’t see anything in the darkness, but he heard the sad notes of a harmonica. Isaac played gently for a minute or two, then stopped and said, ‘I’m tired now, Vinnie. So let’s sleep, eh? And what shall we dream about?’

				It was a game they’d invented – to tell each other their favourite dream. Isaac’s was to have things the way they used to be: family, home, country and piano. Vinnie dreamed of having a place where he belonged forever. He had found a home in the pub, but like other things in his life, he feared it could be ripped away from him; another unkind trick. Over time, though, inspired by hearing Isaac play, Vinnie’s dream had slowly changed. If he had music, then that would always be with him. He’d seen the effect as Isaac tried out a new tune: when he got it right, and the pub customers approved, Isaac’s confidence grew; then he would smile. It was the only time he showed any joy. Isaac and music belonged together. One was made for the other. 

				Vinnie could belong, too. This night he said shyly, ‘Isaac, my dream is to play the way you do.’

				‘The harmonica? I have two of them. You can have one, Vinnie.’

				‘Thanks, Isaac, but I really mean the piano. I want to play the piano.’

				‘Okay, I’ll teach you,’ Isaac offered, as if it was the simplest thing in the world. ‘We start tomorrow. Now, let’s dream.’

				***

				The next morning Isaac and Vinnie rose at five o’clock, because at other times the pub was busy. When Vinnie lifted the lid on the old piano, Isaac commented, ‘That was the easy part. Now comes the hard work.’ 

				The lesson was no more than finding where the notes were, and playing a simple scale. On that first morning, they went for an hour and Vinnie’s wrists ached. He was disappointed not to ripple his fingers over the keys and make the music pour out, the way Isaac did. But after a week, Vinnie realised music was not going to come easily. Nor could he give up – especially since Isaac gained such pleasure and purpose from their lessons. 

				Winter approached and the mornings grew colder, so they wrapped blankets around them-selves, then played the piano. At Christmas, the war news from Europe continued to be bad; it seemed there would be no stopping Hitler. Since London remained peaceful, parents who’d evacuated their children in September 1939 began bringing them home again. The city was safe, they thought. 

				Most young students of music had one lesson a week; Vinnie had a session every morning. Mr and Mrs Rosen approved so much of Isaac’s daily teaching that they had the piano tuned. At times when the pub was quiet, Mrs Rosen would say, ‘Vinnie, do your practice.’ 

				He also picked out tunes on the harmonica Isaac had given him. Vinnie found he could play as he swung beer crates in the yard or did other tasks that only needed one hand.

				***

				In late August 1940, Vinnie gave his first public piano recital. 

				It was Saturday night, and the pub was full of army, navy and air-force men and women. Isaac played and the customers sang. As Vinnie collected an empty glass from a nearby table, Isaac rose from the piano stool and said with a wink, ‘Vinnie, how about you play?’

				‘Me?’

				‘Come on, you can do Bless ’em All.’

				So Vinnie sat and started to play and the customers began to sing with him. With this support, his confidence grew. He gave them ‘Kiss Me Goodnight, Sergeant Major’, followed by ‘Daisy, Daisy’. The customers applauded and an air-force sergeant gave him a shilling. Vinnie would always remember that magical night. 

				***

				And he’d never forget another date: Saturday 7th September, 1940. Mr Rosen asked him to deliver a message to an office in the West End that morning. Vinnie had to go on a tram, then a bus to Trafalgar Square. He found the office nearby and waited for the reply to Mr Rosen’s message, then set off back to the pub.

				He was only two streets away when the air-raid siren sounded – a mournful, tuneless wail that rose in pitch only to drop again, then rise once more. Vinnie had heard it often enough, but that had been during drills to get people used to them. He hurried on, hoping to reach the pub before anything happened. Then he heard the German bombers almost directly overhead. Their engines made a strange sound – a rising and falling note, not like the British planes. He could see the pub, where Mr Rosen would be inside waiting for his reply.

				‘Hey, you!’ An air-raid warden in a steel helmet with ‘ARP’ on the front waved an angry arm. ‘Bloody young fool! Get into the shelter!’ 

				‘I’m just going there, to the pub.’ Vinnie pointed.

				‘Take shelter. Right now!’

				Vinnie turned, then sprinted away from the pub and found the air-raid shelter. It was a squat, flat-roofed structure, built of bricks. Inside it was crowded with anxious people and the air was already heavy with fear. Some people cried; one man had bitten his bottom lip so hard the blood flowed. There were no seats left, so Vinnie sat cross-legged on the concrete floor between an old man and a young woman who hugged herself and muttered prayers. Overhead, the German bombers continued to drone.

				‘Hear that?’ the old man asked no one in particular. ‘That’s them. The Jerries.’ He kept time with the sound of the planes: ‘Voom-ah, voom-ah, voom-ah.’

				‘Will you shut up!’ the young woman yelled. ‘We can hear them and don’t need your racket.’

				‘All right, keep your hair on.’ The old man folded his arms in a sulky way.

				Just then came: crump, CRUMP, CRUMP! Three bombs in quick succession, coming frighteningly close. With each explosion, the ground shook. Dust and chips fell from the ceiling. Everyone in the shelter gasped at the same time. Vinnie held his breath, waiting for the fourth bomb, but it didn’t come. The lights faltered, then went bright again. The aircraft moved on, fading into silence.

				The young woman said, ‘Maybe they’ve gone. Do you think?’ In answer came a fresh wave of bombers, droning closer, then once more: crump, CRUMP, CRUMP!

				‘That’s the docks copping it,’ the old man whispered, and this time no one told him to shut up. Someone sobbed. Everyone waited for that fourth bomb, but it didn’t come – at least not on the shelter.

				They stayed like that through the long night, silent at first, then gradually opening up and talk-ing to each other. Neighbour found neighbour and gained comfort. Vinnie wished he’d brought his harmonica; then he could have given them a tune, the way Isaac did in the pub. After an age, the ‘all clear’ siren sounded, a welcome, long continuous note that seemed more cheerful because of what it meant. People in the shelter rose stiffly and stumbled outside, dazed and disbelieving, not understanding what had happened. 

				Where there had been tall buildings, there was a broken landscape. Vinnie could now see all the way to the cranes and the masts of ships in the docks. There was a dust haze everywhere, fires and smoke, bricks spilled over the streets, scattered roof slates and splintered timber jutting out at crazy angles. 

				The pub, when Vinnie found the place, was gone, smashed to a jumble of masonry. People could only gaze at the wreckage all around them. Vinnie recognised a pub customer, a man who worked in the docks.

				‘Vic, have you seen Isaac?’ he asked. ‘Or Mr and Mrs Rosen?’

				‘No mate.’ Vic shook his head. ‘But that was one bloody good pub.’

				***

				Vinnie watched rescue workers ease their way through the rubble, tossing bricks aside. Then came the bodies: one by one they were brought out, as if in slow motion. Each was covered with a grey blanket and gently carried away on a stretcher. By now, every rescuer’s face was a mask of dust, but many of them had pink tear-marks running down their cheeks. Vinnie’s face was powdered, too, and if he had a mirror, he’d have seen those same sorrowful lines. But in such a bombardment, neither mirror nor human being could remain unbroken.

				He counted six bodies from the pub. Then the rescue workers packed up and headed off to another scene of destruction.

				Vinnie kicked something at his feet. His har-monica. Somehow it had been blown out of the upstairs bedroom, to land here. 

				It was all there was left of his life in the pub; of his time of belonging with Mr and Mrs Rosen and Isaac. Vinnie wiped off the dust and was about to blow into it to see if it had survived the air raid when a voice shouted, ‘Stop right there, boy!’ 

				Vinnie froze. He faced a burly man in a dark-blue siren suit and a steel helmet with the word ‘police’ stencilled on the front. 

				‘Looting, are you?’ the policeman demanded. ‘Looting’s a serious offence in wartime. Stealing from dead people, that’s what it is.’ His face grew red with anger. ‘Scum of the earth, are looters. Scum of the earth!’
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parts of the country, men and materials
from overseas falls on the Railways and
they too, must fit into the running schedules
the 7,000 special workers’ trains run each
week as they have fitted in the 150,000 sp=cial
trains for military personnel and equipment
since the beginning of the war.

Such is the task of British Railways, day in day
out, the 24 hours round.
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a tablet of WRIGHT'S

( Hhats practical )

Gad sir! They’re right about Wright’s. What a magnificent
lather with just a spot of warm water (or cold if you’re a
spartan). And what a clean job of work after 2 night on duty.
And what a fine reconditioning for another day’s work.

WRIGHT’S Coal Tar Soap
74° per tablet (Tax included) One tablet — one coupon
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HORNBY TRAINS

A Hornby Passenger Set pas.
Sing under a Gantry Signal.
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FOR FOUR PEOPLE

BAKED PUDDINGS
Cheeolate Pin Wheels

Pastry— oo Misae—
80z flour oz. margarine
1 oz, margarine ik

4 or. cooked mashed potato 3 desefpoons - cocoa
Ficue seaspoons baking 4 tespoca varila ceres
Pilch of st
Mok roroto wie

Make pascy and roll ot 10 oblong shape,_ Cream margrine
", akd cocon s vanila csence. Sprcad mixture on pasry

ol s el ot o . s g e By
bmking s, Bkt ia 3 moderate ovea for 20--30 mimates:

Twe Sweet Fillings for Tarts
Chocolate Filling

3o bl xS0 bt
u SR e e
e ‘A fow deogs of vanilla

1 reconstituted dried egg

Dissolve saccharine or sugar in the milk. Beat the reconstituted
g with the sweetened milk. Pour over the breadcrumbs mixed
s R

two.  Add vanilla. Gool and pour into ing 2
decp plae” Cavee with & pabey i and Tk fo's oo
oven for 90 minutcs.
Date Filling
4 oz, dates 4 level teaspoons custard
4 tablespoons water powder
1 teaspoon lemon exsence

Wash and stone the dates and stew in the water until soft. Add
the blended custard powder and lemon essence.  Bring to the boll
and cook for 2—3 minutes tirring the whole time, - Press the dates
on_the side of the pan (0 help break them down. Line a tin
with pastry and spread over the filing. Bake for 20—30 minutes.
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PUDDINGS
& SWEETS

Children should be encouraged to eat their first
course of meat, fish or chesse, ctc, potatoes and
vegetables or salad before they are allowed the sweet
coursc. Puddings wnd sweets ame only tiebim for
filling wp odd corncrs and must not be regarded ws
the main part of 4 meal.

Puddings may be rather & problem these days
because fit and sugar arc rationed and not much of
cither i Jeft after we have buttered our. bread and
sugared our tea. However, with care you will probably
be able to spare sufficient of these ingredicnis to
make some of the wartime recipes given in this leaflet.
Various flavourings can be added (o the * basic™ recipes
0 produce a nurnber of different puddings. Al rocipes
arc enough for 4 peaple.

Steamed and Boiled Mlq.
Basic Pudding using Mashed Potats

Bo. fiour 1 o, sagar
n-d | yompoom baking 2} ot muhed potato
Flarouing (any availabic
g Bavouring may be wed)
2 ot ‘Houschold milk to mix
Mix fonsr, baking powder and aalt. Rub in fat, add sugar, potsts,
favouriag 40 mfient milk 1 mix, Turn bio & greased basin
and sicarm for | bour

o v & & &

h O © O ©
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