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Reggie woke up as the air raid siren began to wail. He felt 
the all too familiar panic rise inside him. His mouth went dry 
and his legs and arms began to shake as he leapt out of bed, 
grabbed his gas mask and pulled his coat over his pyjamas.

“Reggie,” called his mum, “Come quickly!”  He didn’t bother 
to answer, but just ran down the stairs as fast as he could and 
out of the front door. His mum grabbed his hand and they 
joined lots of other people as they ran to the air raid shelter 
at the bottom of the road. Once inside the shelter everyone 
tried to find a space for themselves. Reggie’s mum found a 
bottom bunk and told him to lie down and go back to sleep. 
As if it was that easy! The feelings of panic calmed down now 
that he was in a safe place, but even so, it smelt damp and 
horrible and Reggie hated it.  All the neighbours were talk-
ing loudly and Mrs ‘P’, who lived two doors away from them, 
lit the paraffin stove and began to boil a kettle. 

“There’s nothing like a nice cuppa to calm you down,” she 
said cheerfully. Reggie tried to close his eyes and wondered 
how long it would be this time before the drone of the enemy 
planes went away and the ‘all clear’ siren sounded. 

“Wow, that was near!” someone exclaimed as they heard a 
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bomb drop and a huge explosion. Soon they heard the rescue 
services rushing past.  Reggie heard his mum start singing. 
She had a lovely voice and often managed to get everyone 
in the shelter to sing. It took their minds off the bombs and 
wondering if their homes and families were alright.

“We’ll meet again, don’t know where, don’t know when, but 
I know we’ll meet again some sunny day!” she sang, and eve-
ryone joined in. Reggie liked that. He was proud of his mum 
and his dad, too. He wondered where he was tonight. Reggie’s 
dad was a train driver by day and a fire warden by night. They 
lived near South Norwood railway junction in London, so it 
was easy for him to get to work each day. Lately, he had been 
very busy fire watching and helping people whose homes had 
been bombed. Croydon airport, London’s main airport, was 
not far away and was a target for the German planes. After 
dropping their bombs, they seemed to tip out any left over 
on South Norwood. Night after night, Reggie and his mum 
had needed to run to the shelter for safety. Eventually, Reggie 
dropped off to sleep, soothed by the sound of the singing. 
After a long time the ‘all clear’ sounded; Mrs Blake had to 
wake her son, because he was eight years old and far too 
heavy for her to carry back to the house. Gradually, people 
began to creep out into the pitch dark night. In the war, no 
street lights were allowed and all the houses had thick black 
out curtains, so that the enemy planes would not be able to 
see buildings. However, there were some fires burning very 
near their road, in houses which had been bombed.  Reggie 
was very glad to see his house was still standing.  He climbed 
back up the stairs and into bed. “Thank God we’re alright,” 
he said to himself as he snuggled under the blankets.

When Reggie got up the next morning and went down stairs 
to wash and outside to the toilet, he was surprised to see his 
mum and dad sitting together in the front room, talking. His 
mum had tears streaming down her face.

“What’s the matter, Mum?” he asked. He had never seen his 
mum cry like that before and his dad looked sad sitting with 
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his head in his hands.

“Sit down, Reggie,” said his dad. “We’ve had some very bad 
news this morning. Remember the big explosion you heard 
last night when you were in the shelter?” Reggie nodded as 
his father continued, “Well, son, it fell on Auntie Mabel and 
Uncle Sam’s house. It’s all gone, totally destroyed and we 
think they must be hurt or even have died in the blast, ‘cos 
they weren’t in the shelter. I’m heading down to Mayday 
Hospital right now to see if I can get news. Meanwhile, we’ve 
decided it would be better for you to go and stay somewhere 
in the country. It’s much safer for children to be away from 
all these bombs.”

Reggie looked from his mum to his dad, not knowing what 
to say. He loved his auntie and uncle and spent a lot of time 
with them in their house in the next road. Surely, they couldn’t 
be dead?  He felt numb with shock.

What had his dad just said? Now they were going to send 
him away, too! He was going to be a ‘vaccie’ as the evacu-
ees were called. Lots of his school friends had gone to the 
country when the war started in 1939, but many of them had 
come home after just a few weeks, hating the country life 
and telling lots of stories of how horrible it had been to be 
away from London.
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