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For Stan and Audrey with fond love and thanks


And dedicated to the clippies of World War II whose heroic determination helped to keep London on the move
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Twenty-six-year old Peggy Thornton is a middle-class girl living in the heart of working-class Islington. Although she loves her parents, Peggy has always felt her home life to be narrow and claustrophobic so, when women are urged to help on the home front after the outbreak of the Second World War, she starts training as a conductor on a London Transport bus. Her parents are both appalled; it’s hardly a fitting position for the daughter of a local magistrate. It is not just Peggy’s parents who make her life difficult. Many of the bus crew haven’t adjusted to women from their own class working let alone the likes of Peggy. And her relationship with Leo, who is most definitely from the wrong part of town, serves to create further tensions. It is only when the real enemy strikes, and a bomb explodes in the path of a bus, that these petty differences are cast aside, but, for some, it’s too late to say sorry.





Chapter 1


It was still partially dark when Peggy Thornton and her mother, Catherine, emerged from the Morrison air-raid shelter in the dining room of number 49A Highgate Hill. Although the All Clear had come soon after six o’clock on that grey November morning, it was some time before they felt safe enough to raise the wire mesh on the side of the shelter, and when they finally did, they had no idea what they might find. After almost a year of what had become known as the ‘phoney war’, the relentless German air raids on London were turning the final months of 1940 into a nightmare, and being cooped up beneath a steel table in the middle of the once elegant dining room was proving to be an unpalatable experience for both Peggy and her mother. The most unnerving part was having to lie there in the dark night after night, listening to the terrifying cacophony of enemy bombs as they came screeching down on to the heavily populated streets, the sound of bricks and masonry crumbling beneath the force of ferocious aerial onslaughts, of which innocent people were the victims. This particular night had been especially alarming, for during the few moments when Peggy and her mother had finally managed to get some sleep, the whole house had been rocked by the blast from a devastating explosion from somewhere down the hill, in the direction of the Nag’s Head in Lower Holloway.


‘The power’s off,’ called Peggy, trying the electric light switch by the door on the other side of the room. ‘Stay where you are till I get the torch. There’s glass on the floor.’


Catherine had no intention of moving. She squatted on the mattress in the dark, pulled her fleece-lined dressing gown snugly around her shoulders, and waited. When the torch beam finally shot across the room at her, she shielded her eyes with one hand.


‘I can feel a draught,’ she said nervously. ‘Have the windows gone?’


Peggy made her way to the bow window, gently easing broken glass to one side with her carpet slippers as she went. ‘As far as I can tell, it’s just the small one at the top. Thank God for the blackout curtains.’


It was still bedlam on the hill outside. Ambulances, fire engines and police cars were rushing off to ‘incidents’ up and down the main road, the sound from their emergency bells wiping out the dawn chorus, and sending the birds fluttering from the trees in a frenzy of panic. Peggy drew back the central blackout curtain, peered out, but could only just see the towering outline of St Joseph’s school through the dirty grey mist on the opposite side of the road. The smell of smouldering fires immediately seeped through the one small shattered top window pane.


With a soulless dim light now flooding the room, Catherine finally felt confident enough to ease her feet into her carpet slippers, and raise herself up from the mattress beneath the steel-topped shelter. Her shoulders were stiff with cramp.


‘This is so uncivilised,’ she said, trying to massage one shoulder with her fingers. ‘If someone had told me a few months ago that we were going to have to live like this, I’d never have believed them.’


Peggy switched off the torch. ‘Well, at least we’re still alive. That’s something to be grateful for.’


Catherine had only moved a few steps when her slipper touched broken glass. She stooped down to find the remains of a large, floral-patterned china vase. ‘Oh no,’ she sighed. ‘Your father’s wedding present to me.’ She picked up one of the broken pieces, and held it in her fingers. ‘It was so beautiful.’


Peggy went to her mother, and put a comforting arm around her waist. ‘Beautiful things can be replaced, Mother,’ she said.


A deep booming voice suddenly called from the hall outside: ‘Are you all right in there?’


‘Come in, Father!’ called Peggy.


Robert Thornton entered the room, the beam from his torch searching for his wife and daughter. The moment it found Peggy, he switched off the torch. Thornton, still wearing his pyjamas and dressing gown, was tall, and towered over his wife and daughter. ‘It’s been one hell of a night,’ he boomed. ‘I’ve got an idea we’ve lost some slates from the roof. I shall have to get Jackson in to look it over.’ As he spoke, the lights came on. ‘Good God!’ he gasped, suddenly noticing the broken pieces of glass and china scattered around the floor. ‘What the devil’s all this?’


‘I don’t know where that last explosion came from,’ said Peggy, drawing back the blackout curtains at the side windows, ‘but it looks as though we’ve had a lucky escape.’


‘Oh, Robert,’ said Catherine, flustering around aimlessly, ‘I do wish you wouldn’t insist on sleeping under the stairs each night. I do so worry about you.’


‘This was one of my wedding presents to you,’ returned Thornton, ignoring his wife’s concerns, and inspecting a piece of the broken china vase.


‘I know, my dear,’ she said, going to him. ‘I’m very distressed. It’s so sad.’


‘So negligent, you mean!’ he snapped. ‘Ever since the air raids started in September I told you to put away all breakable items. How many times do you have to be told, Catherine? How many times?’


Peggy immediately came to her mother’s defence. ‘It’s my fault, Father,’ she said, helping her mother into her dressing gown. ‘Mother asked me to put everything away long ago. I just haven’t had the time to get round to it.’


Thornton snorted, and ignored her.


‘Perhaps we could glue the pieces back together again, dear?’ suggested Catherine nervously.


‘Don’t be ridiculous!’ Thornton dropped the piece of broken china to the floor, turned, and angrily left the room.


Peggy gave her mother a reassuring hug, and glared as her father slammed the door behind him. ‘We could have been killed last night,’ she said contemptuously, into her mother’s ear. ‘And all he cares about is an old china vase.’


‘Your father’s a good man, Peggy,’ whispered Catherine defensively. ‘He doesn’t mean what he says. You mustn’t blame him, dear.’


Peggy pulled away, and smiled stiffly at her as she gently used her fingers to ease away a curl of greying ginger hair that had strayed across one of her mother’s eyes. ‘I don’t blame him,’ she replied tersely. ‘I blame myself.’


Despite the intensity of the night’s raid, Mrs Bailey, the family retainer, arrived at her usual time, on the dot of eight o’clock, and by half-past, she had breakfast ready on the kitchen table. Ever since food rationing had been introduced during the first month of the year, the choice available for a cooked breakfast had become somewhat limited, which meant that fried or boiled eggs and bacon were luxuries reserved for Sundays only. However, the main beneficiary was always Major Thornton, for his wife and daughter could rarely face anything quite so substantial first thing in the morning.


‘They’ve made a nasty mess of that pub down ’Olloway Road,’ said Lil Bailey, as she brought in a pot of tea and placed it on the table beside Catherine. ‘D’rect ’it, they say.’


‘Oh, how terrible, Mrs B,’ said Peggy, passing her father the toast rack. ‘Were there many people killed?’


‘No, fank Gord. Middle of the night. A few hours earlier, it would’ve bin packed out.’


Thornton peered up briefly from his copy of The Times. ‘Thank you, Mrs Bailey,’ he said. ‘I think we can do without the details.’


Lil, who was fat and comfortable, and in her late sixties, sniffed indignantly. ‘I wasn’t goin’ ter give yer none,’ she snorted, going off to do her chores. ‘If yer want any more tea, there’s ’ot water in the kettle.’


‘Intolerable woman,’ said Thornton, briefly putting down his newspaper whilst he spread some of Lil’s home-made strawberry jam on to a slice of toast. ‘It’s time we retired her.’


‘I don’t think that would be a good idea,’ replied Catherine, pouring the tea. ‘It’s getting increasingly difficult to get staff now that the Government are calling up younger women.’


Thornton, a former army major, and now a magistrate at the local courts at Highbury, had an appearance which suggested that he had stepped out of another age, for there was a middle parting in his well-greased but severely cut black hair, and his rounded face and firm chin looked a little naked without a Victorian moustache. ‘Women in the forces!’ he spluttered, mouth full of toast. ‘Put a rifle in their hands and they’d run a mile.’


Catherine knew that Peggy was watching her, but she averted her gaze. Catherine was a pasty-faced, frail-looking woman, whose emerald eyes beautifully set off her head of tight red curls. ‘There’s no alternative,’ she said dangerously. ‘The call-up is taking men away from all the vital services. Someone’s got to take over from them.’


‘Then put them in the factories,’ snapped Thornton, ‘not in the army!’


Peggy took a cup of tea from her mother, and placed it beside her father. For a twenty-year-old, she had the poise of someone several years more mature. Fortunately she had inherited her mother’s features, small, oval green eyes, and her shining red hair was cut into a fashionable short bob with two curls draped around each ear.


‘I wouldn’t have thought that every woman will go into the army, Father,’ she said, daring to correct him. ‘Surely most of us will be used on the home front.’


‘Us?’ asked Thornton, easing off his reading spectacles. ‘I hope you’re not including yourself in all this nonsense, young lady?’


Peggy always hated to be addressed so formally by her father. It was so petty, so irritating. ‘Believe it or not, I’m a woman too, Father,’ she replied provocatively. ‘Sooner or later I shall have to do my bit.’


For one brief moment, to Peggy the kitchen seemed smaller than it had ever been. It was bad enough that the family had to use the place at all for their meals, with the constant smell of cooking permeating from the top of the gas stove, but to be trapped in such a confined space between an opinionated father and a dithering mother was more than she could take.


Thornton calmly folded his newspaper and placed it on the table to one side. ‘Doing your bit, young lady,’ he replied quietly but determinedly, ‘is earning your living in a good, respectable job, a job with prospects. That is why I spoke up for you at Parks and Stevens.’


Peggy stiffened. ‘Father,’ she countered fearlessly, ‘working as a clerk in a solicitor’s office is not doing my bit for the war effort.’


‘Oh, really? And what is?’


Peggy ignored her mother, who was kicking her underneath the table. ‘I don’t know,’ she replied defiantly. ‘In a factory, an ambulance driver, a mechanic, the Women’s Land Army. Anything, as long as I felt I was doing at least something to help bring this war to an end. In any case, there’s conscription for women now. Sooner or later I shall have to register.’


‘We’ve discussed this before,’ said Thornton, irritably. ‘You know very well I have connections. You have absolutely no need to register.’


‘But you don’t understand, Father,’ said Peggy, pushing her plate to one side. ‘I don’t want you to use your connections. I want to register. I want to be just like any other woman in this war.’


Thornton dabbed his mouth with his cotton table napkin, took his watch out of his waistcoat pocket, and checked it. ‘It’s getting late,’ he said, deliberately fending off any more discussion. ‘I’m due in court at ten.’ He rose from the table and, without another word, left the room. His wife also rose and, after exchanging a look of despair with Peggy, followed Thornton out.


For a moment or so, Peggy sat alone in silence, mulling over in her mind the times she had had just such a conversation with her father. Ever since she was a child, she had remembered him as a bully, someone who had to have his own way whatever the cost. It was such a pity, for Thornton was a clever man, highly respected by everyone in the legal profession who knew him. And yet it was odd that he should be known as such a fair-minded man to those who were brought before him in court, when it was the complete opposite in his dealings with his own family. Her mother was no better, for she was weak, and even when she wished to stand up to her husband, she never even contemplated such a thing. It was at times like this that Peggy felt the strain of being an only child. If only she’d had a brother or a sister, she would at least have had an ally. If only . . .


She sighed, picked up her cup and saucer, and took it to the enamel sink by the window. She looked out on to the small sloping garden at the back of the house. Her father was right. Several slates had come down from the roof during the air raid. Even worse was that some of them had crashed down on to her father’s greenhouse at the end of the garden. The greenhouse was always neat and well looked after, his pride and joy. When he found out, he would be furious. Peggy smiled wryly.


Archway Junction was in a real mess. The previous night’s air raid had not only caused havoc and destruction, but also a major disruption to public transport. Several streets around had received direct hits from either high-explosive bombs, or from a cluster of incendiary bombs, nicknamed ‘Molotov cocktails’, which had set fires burning rapidly, and had been difficult to bring under control. The chaos meant that Peggy was unable to catch her usual trolley bus on the hill, and had to walk over half a mile, down past the maze of hose pipes and emergency service vehicles that had blocked the four main roads which fed into the busy junction itself. The amazing thing was that despite the pandemonium, the streets were filled with people determined to get to work, no matter how difficult. There were hastily scribbled notices on shop fronts everywhere proclaiming ‘BUSINESS AS USUAL’, ignoring the fact that their front windows had been shattered by bomb blast. Spirits were high, concealing the endless tragedies and grief induced by a night of hell.


It was now after nine in the morning and, as she picked her way past the junction and headed off down Holloway Road, Peggy was convinced that there was no way she was going to get to her office in Upper Street by nine thirty. But at least she had a good excuse, and, under the circumstances, she doubted very much whether her employer, Mr Stevens, was going to think any the worse of her, and if he did, she would casually remind him that she was after all the daughter of Highbury Magistrate Robert Thornton. Her only hope was to get as far as St John’s Grove, and hope that she would be able to pick up a bus coming out from the bus garage in Pemberton Gardens. However, that idea soon proved to be a false hope, for by the time she reached the bus stop in Holloway Road, a queue nearly fifty yards long had formed, which meant that it would be a very long time before there would be enough buses or trams to cope with so many passengers. There was therefore only one alternative, and that was to walk on to the Nag’s Head, where, with a bit of luck, there would be a chance of picking up some transport from alternative routes. Unfortunately, it started to rain.


A few minutes later, Peggy was heading off briskly past the small shops and houses along what was usually the busy Holloway Road. It was bucketing down, and if it hadn’t been for the threadbare Chinese umbrella her father had given her mother when he had been serving in the army in India shortly after the First World War, she would have been soaked. On the way, she passed a mobile canteen, where weary firemen and ambulance drivers were being served well-earned cups of tea by two stalwart members of the Women’s Voluntary Service. As she eased her way slowly through the crowd blocking the pavement, she felt guilty. Those women, she thought, must have been brewing tea all through the night, and yet here they were, still laughing and joking and exchanging cheeky banter with the men and women who had been in the thick of the previous night’s terrible ordeal whilst she was resentful at having to be at work by nine thirty in the morning, with her duties ending at four thirty in the afternoon. Was it right that she should live the leisurely life of a lady, she asked herself, when women of all ages around her were roughing it for the war effort?


‘Peggy, my dear!’


The voice behind her was unmistakable. ‘Mrs Desmond!’


The tall, lanky woman in the grey-green tweed suit, red jumper, felt hat, and grey overcoat, would have looked every bit the cosy, middle-class WVS volunteer if it hadn’t been for the fact that her face and metal-rimmed spectacles were covered in thick black dust. ‘Don’t tell me you’re trying to get to work on a day like this?’ she quipped, rubbing a huge smudge across her forehead with the back of her hand. ‘The road’s completely closed right down to the Nag’s Head.’


Peggy looked dismayed. ‘Why, what’s happened?’


‘Direct hit on a public house, I’m afraid. Nothing left but a pile of rubble.’ Betty Desmond usually punctuated each sentence with a nervous laugh, but today her manner was subdued and weary. ‘There was nobody in the bar at the time, but they think there were about a dozen people taking shelter in the cellar. We’ve all been helping to dig them out.’ She slowly shook her head. ‘It was a waste of time. Nobody survived.’


Peggy felt her stomach churning over. ‘How terrible,’ she sighed. ‘You must be exhausted.’


‘All in a night’s work,’ Betty said, with brave cheeriness. ‘Thank God there were plenty of volunteers to help, especially amongst the women. I don’t know what they’d do without us these days.’


Peggy lowered her eyes guiltily.


People were now swarming all around them, and they had to keep on the move to prevent blocking their path. The rain gradually became a drizzle, leaving everyone’s topcoats and tin helmets glistening in a watery sun that was straining to peer from behind dark grey clouds.


‘How’s your mother?’ Betty asked suddenly. ‘Haven’t seen her for quite a time, not since I stopped going to the bridge club on Tuesday evenings.’


Peggy shrugged as she struggled to keep her umbrella up over the two of them. ‘Much the same, I suppose. The same as she’ll ever be.’


Betty smiled. ‘I’ve always had a soft spot for Catherine, you know,’ she said affectionately. ‘I mean, she’s such a thoroughly good woman, isn’t she? Even if she is a terrible snob.’


Peggy swung a sharp look at her.


‘Oh, she is, Peggy, my dear.’ Betty gave the younger woman’s arm a gentle, reassuring squeeze. ‘Ever since I first met your mother when you all moved on to the hill, I knew she was a snob. She always has something or someone to boast about. Especially when there are lower-class people around!’


Peggy didn’t know what she was talking about. In fact, for some time now it had been a mystery to her why Betty Desmond and her mother had not been seeing each other, when at one time they seemed quite inseparable.


‘When I first registered for wartime service,’ continued Betty, ‘I asked Catherine to join me. It seemed to me that people like us had a duty to give some support to our men in this war. I told her I was doing it for my Brian, and all the men like him who are doing their best to defend this country.’ She turned, and smiled wryly. ‘I’m afraid the idea of working alongside people from different stratas of society didn’t quite appeal to her.’


Peggy thought she ought to take offence, to defend her mother by saying that she wasn’t like that at all, that she was just the same as anyone else in the whole world. But the more she thought about it, the more she knew that what Betty Desmond was saying was true. But if her mother was a snob, then so was her father. Between them, they made life quite intolerable for a twenty-year-old only child living at home.


Once they had cleared the crowds around the mobile canteen, Betty brought them both to a halt. She was dead on her feet. ‘I’m going home now, Peggy,’ she said, looking fit to drop. ‘I’m desperate for a soak in the bath and a stiff gin and tonic for my breakfast!’ She leaned forward and kissed Peggy gently on the cheek. ‘Cheerio for now, my dear,’ she said a little guiltily. ‘And I didn’t mean a word of what I said about your mother. She is a good woman. It’s just that none of us knows where this war is going. Until I started doing all this nonsense, I never realised that it takes all sorts to make a world.’


The lanky figure was quickly swallowed up by the crowd again. Within seconds, she was gone.


Peggy reached the offices of Parks and Stevens soon after ten a.m. The firm itself was situated on the top two floors above an undertakers’ parlour in Upper Street, and could only be reached by a side door which led to a narrow staircase. Peggy hated the place, and always arrived and left as rapidly as she possibly could, especially as business downstairs was brisk at all times during these turbulent days of the Blitz. Parks and Stevens was quite small, and dealt mainly with housing disputes, wills, legal claims, and minor criminal charges such as street theft or break-ins. However, the partners had a good reputation in the area, gained mainly from their one big success involving a city banker named Jacob Horrocks, who had been accused of embezzlement. A year before, Jocelyn Parks had died, leaving his partner, Edwin Stevens, in sole charge. Peggy had worked at Parks and Stevens for two years; it had been her first and only job since leaving boarding school in Hampshire, and acquired through her father, who had convinced the partners how ‘beneficial’ it would be to have the daughter of a local magistrate working for them. Despite this, the job consisted of little more than stuffy clerical work, for Peggy was junior to Stevens’ son Joe, who handled most of the firm’s clientele.


As she climbed the narrow wooden staircase, Peggy could feel warmth seeping out from beneath the reception office door on the first-floor landing, which meant that either Joe, or Mr Stevens’ middle-aged secretary, Irene, had lit the gas fire.


‘Well, this is a surprise,’ said Joe, looking up from his desk the moment Peggy came in. ‘Didn’t expect to see you in today. I hear Holloway Road’s been closed off after that bomb on the pub.’


‘I had to walk most of the way,’ Peggy said, removing her hat pin and taking off her coat. ‘There were queues everywhere. It must have been a bad night last night. There were fires all over the place.’ She hung her coat and hat on a dark varnished coat-stand in the corner. ‘Couldn’t get on a tram until Highbury Corner.’


‘Highbury Corner!’ Irene was horrified. ‘But that’s miles from Highgate Hill,’ she gasped, easing off her reading glasses. ‘You must be worn out, you poor thing.’


‘What else can you do?’ said Peggy, briefly tidying her hair with one hand. ‘It’s nothing compared to what some people had to go through last night.’


Irene, who was more attractive than she allowed herself to be, shook her head in admiration.


Joe watched Peggy go to her tiny desk, which was tucked away in the corner by the window. He had taken a shine to her the first day she joined the firm, but so far the attraction had not proved to be mutual. ‘Wouldn’t get too comfortable if I was you,’ he said, sipping from his cup of tea. ‘Father wants a word with you.’


Peggy swung a puzzled look at Irene, who had always been her staunch support.


Irene, pouring tea from a well-used brown teapot, gave her a reassuring smile. ‘Have a hot cup of tea first,’ she said, taking the tea across to Peggy after putting a splash of made-up powdered milk into it. ‘I’ll go and tell him you’re here.’


Joe waited for Irene to disappear before turning his swivel chair around towards Peggy. ‘Nothing to worry about, Peggs,’ he said reassuringly. ‘In fact I reckon it’s good news. For you that is, not me.’


Peggy looked across the small office at him. The place was full of shelves containing clients’ files and ancient law books, and the dust covering them often gave her bouts of sneezing.


‘What do you mean?’ she asked.


Joe got up from his desk, and came across to her. In some ways, he looked like a carbon copy of his father – short, stocky build, a constantly flushed face, and the first signs of receding hair. ‘I got my call-up papers this morning – registered for the navy. I have to report for training at Gosport on Monday week.’


Peggy was shocked. ‘Joe!’ she gasped, genuinely concerned. ‘I had no idea . . .’


Joe smiled. ‘Oh, it’s no problem, Peggs,’ he said, his hopes raised by her interest. ‘I’ve known about it for some time. In fact I took my initial exams and had my medical weeks ago. I’m going to try and get a commission.’


Peggy was still taken aback. ‘But the war . . . it’s getting so . . . dangerous.’


‘I can’t escape doing my bit, Peggs. I’m well over the age for conscription. Old Churchill was bound to catch up with me sooner or later.’


Peggy was horrified. Joe had always been very kind and considerate to her. ‘Your parents must be very upset,’ she said. ‘Isn’t there something your father can do?’


Joe smiled again. Peggy’s luminous green eyes melted him. ‘This is a war we all have to fight, Peggs,’ he replied. ‘If we don’t, life will never be the same again.’


Peggy sighed, and looked down despondently at her desk.


‘But it’s a wonderful opportunity for you.’


Peggy looked up with a puzzled start.


Joe perched himself on the edge of her desk. ‘Father’s going to ask you to take over my job. At least, until the end of the war.’


Peggy froze. She was about to speak when Irene came back into the office.


‘You can go up,’ she said briskly. ‘He’s waiting for you.’


Edwin Stevens liked to refer to his office as his ‘room’. It was easy to see why, for there were very few signs that the place had anything to do with a solicitor. This was due, in part, to the fact that most of his own clients’ files were stored in filing cabinets in his secretary’s office adjoining his own, and the only working books on view were those referring to current political and local council legislation. To make matters even more improbable, the place was festooned with exotic indoor plants of every description, which clearly owed something to the fact that in his spare time, Edwin Stevens was a keen gardener. The other excesses were framed photographs of his family, including his wife, Emma, and Joe and his elder sister, Louise, who now lived in Canada with her rich banker husband.


‘Come in, my dear,’ Mr Stevens called affably from behind his desk, as Peggy entered the room. ‘Sit yourself down.’


Peggy sat in the black leather chair facing him, which was usually reserved for his clients.


‘And how are your parents?’ he asked. Without really waiting for a reply, he went on, ‘Is Mr Thornton in court today?’


Peggy nodded. As always, whenever she was talking to Stevens, her eyes were drawn to his left eye, which, to her, looked definitely out of alignment with the other. ‘Yes, sir,’ she replied. ‘Unless of course there was any bomb damage.’


‘Yes, indeed. That was an appalling air raid last night.’ He sighed, and sat back in his chair. ‘I’m afraid it’s going to get worse before it gets better.’


Peggy smiled weakly. During the fraction of a pause that followed, she was convinced that his eyes sneaked a look at her bosom. She knew it wouldn’t be the first time. Yes, Edwin Stevens was a happily married family man, but, like his son, he had an eye for a good bosom, especially one as full as her own.


‘So,’ he said, leaning his elbows on the arms of his chair, and rolling both thumbs around each other as he talked, ‘you will have heard about Joseph by now?’


Peggy sat straight up in her chair, and sighed. ‘It’s terrible, sir. I’m so sorry.’


‘You mustn’t be,’ he said, fixing her with an attempt at a fatherly smile. ‘As a matter of fact, his mother and I are immensely proud of the boy. He wants to go in the navy. Like his grandfather. He had command of his own ship, you know. In the last war. Joseph takes after him.’


Peggy hadn’t the faintest idea what interest all this could possibly be to her, but she smiled back as admiringly as she could.


‘However, Joseph’s departure does leave our little firm with a problem.’ Stevens took off his spectacles, which immediately revealed a rather large cyst on the side of his nose. ‘I’m sure you’ve noticed that, despite the war, we’re busier than we’ve ever been. Losing Joseph at a time like this is going to make life very difficult for us. I was hoping to retire in a few years. That’s why Joseph has been taking over more and more of the minor cases for me. Ever since Mr Parks died, the workload has been piling up on me. However . . .’ He leaned forward again, and put his spectacles down gently on the desk in front of him.


Peggy knew what he was going to say, and she dreaded it. To be fair, Stevens had quite a pleasant face, even if it was a bit pallid, like most solicitors she’d met, and his gently receding hair, now just showing signs of grey, convinced her that this was exactly how Joseph was going to look in a few years’ time.


‘I’ve been thinking hard and long about this for some while, Peggy, my dear,’ Stevens continued, ‘and I’ve come to the decision that you are now ready to take over from Joseph.’


Peggy tried to say something, but was prevented from doing so by Stevens raising the palm of his hand.


‘Oh, I know what you’re thinking,’ he said. ‘You’re only a girl, and not qualified to take over from someone as experienced as Joseph.’


Peggy stiffened. She wasn’t thinking any such thing. As far as she was concerned, she knew just as much, and perhaps even more than Joseph. In fact, for most of the time she had done a great deal of the dirty work for him, rummaging into files whenever he wanted anything, looking up obscure references in books that had been tucked away in places that everyone had forgotten about. It made her feel quite cross that gender should play any part in what the old boy was saying.


‘But let me assure you, my dear,’ continued Stevens, ‘despite the fact that you are only a girl, believe me, you are more than capable to take on the opportunities I am going to give you.’


Peggy could have hit him.


Completely unaware of her disdain, Stevens continued: ‘We’re very proud of you, my dear. Your father did this firm a great service when he brought you to us. I have complete faith in your ability to take over Joseph’s position.’ His smile suddenly became quite fixed. ‘Until he returns from active service, that is.’


By this time, Peggy couldn’t hear a word he was saying. All she could hear in her mind were her own words over the breakfast table a few hours before: ‘Father. Working as a clerk in a solicitor’s office is not doing my bit for the war effort.’


‘As I said, this is a tremendous opportunity for you.’


To Peggy, Stevens was sounding more and more as though he was doing her a favour.


‘Not only is Joseph’s position more senior to your own, but it will mean a modest increase in salary.’


Peggy was dying to tell him that she knew only too well that he was only giving her this great ‘opportunity’ because now that so many men were being dragged off to fight the war, women were their only replacement.


In the street outside, the air was suddenly fractured by the clanging bell of a fire engine racing past. This was immediately followed by the frenzied sound of ambulance and police car bells.


Stevens waited for the noise to disappear, then turned to Peggy again. ‘Women have a great part to play in this war, Peggy,’ he said. ‘Firms like us won’t be able to survive without them. That’s why I’m so very grateful to your father for suggesting you for Joseph’s job.’


Peggy looked up with a start. ‘My father?’ She was horrified. ‘You – you’ve spoken to my father?’


‘Why, yes,’ replied Stevens, surprised by her reaction. ‘We spoke on the telephone a short while ago. He told me how keen you are to do your bit. We both agreed this was a wonderful way for you to do so. It’s all arranged.’


It took Peggy the best part of the day to get over the sheer audacity of the plan set up without her knowledge by her father and Stevens. How dare they? she kept asking herself over and over again. How dare they just assume that she would do anything her father wanted her to do? The moment she came out of Stevens’ office, she felt physically sick and went straight to the ladies’ toilet on the first floor. As her eyes looked up into the mirror above the sink, she saw her whole twenty years laid out before her, constantly dominated by having to do things that she didn’t want to do. But how could she change all that? In a few months’ time she was going to be twenty-one, and yet she was still incarcerated inside a family cocoon, scared to break out and make her own decisions. How much longer could she go on like this? she asked herself. How much longer could she suffer the frustration of living in someone else’s shadow, of not being allowed to spread her wings and fly off into the wondrous world of her true self?


It was already dark when Peggy left the office that afternoon. Irene walked part of the way with her to the bus stop. Peggy had always got on well with Irene, for she was someone who, although more than twenty years older than Peggy, was shrewd and understanding enough to know what it was like to be tied down to a ritual way of life. Even so, Peggy had always been surprised that Irene had not so far married, for she was a handsome, if not beautiful woman, with large brown eyes and long dark brown hair, and the fact that she wore only a suggestion of make-up made her even more attractive. But as they picked their way along the blacked-out Upper Street, Peggy was unprepared for the advice Irene had for her.


‘Grab the moment, Peggy,’ the older woman said, ‘because if you don’t, you never will.’


Peggy turned to look at her. But all she could see in the dark was the silhouette of Irene’s profile. ‘You think I shouldn’t take Joseph’s job?’ she asked.


‘No, that’s not what I’m saying,’ replied Irene. ‘What I’m saying is, do what your heart tells you, not your mind. It’s your life, and nobody else’s. As a matter of fact, I feel the same as you about this war. I want to do something to help bring it to an end.’ She turned a passing look at Peggy’s darkened profile. ‘If I had enough guts, I’d sign up for the Land Army.’


Peggy was shocked. ‘Irene! You wouldn’t?’


‘Give me half a chance! Anything to get away from this hellhole we’re living in.’


‘But just think of having to get up early in the morning, digging up potatoes and things, and milking cows, and the smell of pigswill and everything. And I heard you’d have to sleep in the same room as all sorts of girls,’ said Peggy. ‘Girls – well, you might not get on with.’


‘What’s wrong with that?’ asked Irene. ‘I mean, let’s face it, it doesn’t matter where we come from, we’re all human beings – aren’t we?’


Irene took her leave of Peggy, and made her way off to the Angel tube station. When Peggy reached the bus stop, she found such a long queue waiting there that she decided to try her luck at the separate tram stop in the middle of the road further along. It was now bitterly cold, for the earlier drizzle had turned to sleet, which left her totally inadequate felt hat and grey astrakhan coat sopping wet. However, the queue was much shorter than the one for the bus, and she was able to take advantage of the rear part of an umbrella being held up by a man in a homburg hat just in front of her, and which gave her just enough protection to keep her head and shoulders dry. When the number 33 tram finally approached, Peggy was relieved to see that there were still a few places available on board, even if it meant standing. It was a relief to get out of the biting cold wind, for even though the interior of the tram had no lighting or heating, the warmth of human bodies pressed close together helped to restore some life back into Peggy’s frozen limbs. Also, no sooner had she found an overhead strap to hold on to than a middle-aged man, whose face she couldn’t see in the dark, offered her his seat. She felt a surge of gratitude towards him.


The grand old lady trouper tram rattled off towards Islington Green and Highbury. Peggy hoped that by the time she reached the Nag’s Head, the Holloway Road would be clear enough of bomb debris to allow the tram to go all the way to Archway Junction. From there, it would be no more than a short walk home.


It was an odd journey, for the darkened streets were rapidly emptying in anticipation of the wail of the siren which about this time each evening heralded the regular dusk-till-dawn air raid. Everywhere dark figures could be seen hurrying home, anxious to get themselves and their families fed and watered before settling down to a night of hordes of enemy aircraft droning across the night sky, releasing their deadly high-explosive bombs on to an innocent civilian population, and followed wherever they went by a deafening cacophony of anti-aircraft shells bursting all over the night sky of London town. For most of the journey, Peggy travelled with her eyes closed, trying hard to immunise herself against the reality of war and the situation she found herself in. She was miles away, thinking about her employer, Mr Stevens, and his offer of promotion in a job that she never wanted; thinking about her father, and the way he was trying to manipulate her life, and her mother, with no more aim in life than being a wife to her husband. And then she thought about all the things she could do that might anger her father the most. What could she do that would prove she was something more than a good middle-class daughter from Highgate Hill? How could she ‘do her bit’ for her country at war? Should it be the staid but courageous WVS, like Betty Desmond, or would she ever consider Irene’s burning ambition, to be a Land Army girl? And then she thought about joining up. What about the ATS, the WRNS, the WAAF – any one of the women’s armed services? No. That would mean learning how to fire a rifle, and marching up and down a parade ground with a whole bunch of girls from all walks of life. And as she was scared of the sight of blood, there was no way she was going to be able to train as a nurse, or even as a volunteer with the St John Ambulance or Red Cross. As she sat there with her eyes closed tight, every idea that came to her seemed far too daring and unnerving.


‘Tickets, please! All tickets, please!’


Peggy’s eyes sprang open. The diminutive figure of the tram conductress was hovering over her, torch beam focused directly on to Peggy’s face. ‘Archway, please,’ she said.


‘Only goin’ as far as the depot, mate,’ came the rough voice of the conductress. ‘Yer can pick up a trolley from there.’


‘Thank you,’ replied Peggy primly.


Using the light from her torch, the conductress slipped out two tickets from her ticket rack. ‘Penny ha’penny, please, mate.’


With great difficulty, Peggy dug deep into her coat pocket to find the coin she had all ready for the fare.


The conductress took the coin, and held on to it. ‘Ain’t yer got nuffin’ smaller than a froop’ny bit, mate? I’m a bit low on ha’pennies.’


‘’Ang on!’ croaked a female voice next to Peggy. ‘I’ve got a whole bunch of ’em from me barrer.’ With help from the conductress’s torch, the woman took out a handful of coins from her pocket, sorted out six halfpennies, and handed them over to Peggy. Peggy then sorted out three of the coins, and handed them to the conductress, who duly returned her threepenny bit.


Using her punch slide, the conductress clipped the two tickets, one penny and one halfpenny, then quickly gave them to Peggy. ‘Fanks, mate.’ Then she struggled her way on through the crowd of standing passengers, calling, ‘Fares, please! Any more fares along there, if you please?’


‘Thank you very much,’ said Peggy, turning to the passenger sitting beside her.


‘You’re welcome, ducks,’ returned the woman’s voice, sniffing all the while. ‘I always ’ave plenty of small change from the barrer. Tuesdays is a good day fer that. We always have a queue when we gut the rabbits.’


Peggy decided not to continue the conversation. The thought that she was sitting next to a woman who sold gutted rabbits on a barrow in Chapel Market sent her quite rigid. It hadn’t occurred to her that she had moved a couple of inches on her seat away from the woman. Even so, something inside her seemed to stir. She didn’t quite know what it was, except that the whole exchange with both the conductress and her fellow passenger was somehow exhilarating.


With all the other passengers, Peggy got off the tram at the corner of St John’s Grove, leaving the grand old trouper to rattle its way back to its depot in Pemberton Gardens. Within the next hour or so, the main Holloway Road would be almost deserted, as shopkeepers, office and factory workers, and commuters from the city hurried back to their homes. As there were still long queues at all the bus stops, Peggy decided to walk the final half-mile or so to Highgate Hill. As she went, she passed the time by turning over in her mind how she was going to tackle her father about his blatant interference with the way she wanted to run her own life. She had now made up her mind that, despite her father’s objections, she was determined to register for some kind of war work as soon as she possibly could. She would tell him that he had no right to ask favours on her behalf from Mr Stevens or anyone else. She would tell him that whether he liked it or not, mobilisation of women was now a reality, that she wanted to be part of the war effort, and that the moment she reached the age of twenty-one, in just a few months’ time, she would prove that she was just as capable of filling a man’s shoes in the essential services as any other woman. But by the time she had reached Archway Junction, and was in clear sight of her own home, her confidence had waned. Yes, she was perfectly capable of doing something for the war effort – but what?


At exactly five forty-five in the evening, the air-raid siren wailed out from the roof of nearby Highgate Police Station. With now only ten minutes or so before the first wave of enemy bombers appeared overhead, Peggy quickened her pace, but the bulb in her torch was gradually fading, which made walking uphill in the dark quite a struggle. She had only just reached the gates of the Whittington Hospital, when a trolley bus climbed the hill silently and without any effort behind her. As it passed by, she could see the outline of the bus conductress, hanging out from the platform, surveying the pavements alongside. It was a strange moment for Peggy. Somehow, it was exciting to see how, despite the threat of the oncoming air raid, the bus was forging its way ahead, completely oblivious of any danger it could so easily encounter, serving its passengers with almost monotonous regularity. It was a challenge – a challenge for the people determined to keep London on the move whatever the cost. And it gave her the sign, the inspiration she had been so desperately looking for.


By the time she reached the front door of number 49A Highgate Hill, Peggy Thornton knew exactly what she wanted to do with her life.





Chapter 2


Friday had been a night of real horror. Not only had London had its worst night of the Blitz for several weeks, but on the following morning, the front pages of every newspaper in the country had carried dramatic stories and pictures about the devastation of the city of Coventry by a massive German Luftwaffe air raid. Despite the Government’s efforts to play down the extent of Coventry’s desperate ordeal, rumours soon swept the country that amongst the widespread carnage and death caused in residential, industrial and commercial areas, the once proud cathedral had been reduced to ruins. The only compensation had been the news that large numbers of RAF planes had bombed Berlin.


Undeterred by the news that Camberwell bus garage in south London had been devastated by extensive bomb damage the week before, Peggy went ahead with her application to join London Transport as a conductress. She knew it was a rash thing to do, and for a time was tormented by the thought that she was only doing it to spite her father, who had shown that he was prepared to be quite ruthless in his determination to control her future. But ever since the start of the Blitz, the feeling had been growing inside that she had to do something more than just waste her life away in a stuffy old solicitor’s office, and once she had collected the details of how to apply for a conductress’s job from a recruitment advertisement on the lower deck of a trolley bus, her mind was made up. None the less, it came as quite a shock when, just three days later, a letter arrived in the post informing her that her application for an interview had been granted.


Peggy had been to Chiswick only once before, and that was when her father took her to watch the Oxford and Cambridge boat race on the River Thames when she was a small child. Even in the best of times, getting to West London from Highgate was never easy, and with daylight air raids now coming just as regularly as those at night, the journey was clearly going to be extremely hazardous. As things turned out, however, there were no real incidents en route, but the trip – which involved taking a bus to Holloway Road tube station, followed by a direct train on the Piccadilly Line to Acton Town – seemed to take for ever. Fortunately, because it was Saturday morning, the trains weren’t crowded, and Peggy felt rather proud of herself that she had managed to find the London Transport Board Training School without too much difficulty. The only thing that wasn’t to her liking was the fact that as soon as she entered the building from the Bollo Lane entrance, she found about a dozen girls ahead of her waiting in chairs outside the interview room. Feeling thoroughly disoriented, she instinctively averted her gaze, found a chair, and quickly sat down. But whether she liked it or not, she was soon noticed.


‘Tug Wilson,’ said the bright-eyed, dark-haired young girl sitting next to her.


When Peggy turned to look, she found the girl’s hand outstretched to her.


‘Me real name’s Josie,’ said the girl, in a perky East End accent, ‘but they all call me Tug.’


Reluctantly, Peggy took the girl’s hand, and found her own shaken so hard that she felt as though her arm was being pulled off. ‘Margaret Thornton,’ she replied, with a weak, lofty smile. ‘Peggy,’ she added, quickly correcting herself.


Tug was too affable to recognise haughtiness. ‘Me an’ Brenda ’ere,’ she continued, nodding her head towards the slightly older blonde-haired girl sitting next to her, ‘we boaf come from up Mile End Road way. If I get fru the interview, I’m ’opin’ they put us in the same garage tergevver.’


‘Why shouldn’t you get through?’ asked Peggy, doing her best to ignore the blonde girl, who had leaned forward to take a look at her. ‘Surely the reason we’re here is because they need us?’


‘Yeah, I know,’ replied Tug, moving close and lowering her voice. ‘Trouble is, I ain’t much good at sums.’


‘Sums?’


‘Yer know – ’riffmatic an’ fings. I mean, when yer sellin’ bus tickets an’ yer ’ave ter give change, yer’ve got ter know ’ow ter add up, ain’t yer?’


Peggy thought about that for a moment. In fact such a thing hadn’t occurred to her. But for her, knowing how to do simple arithmetic was the least of her problems.


The next two hours were absolute hell for Peggy. Being shut up in a corridor with a dozen girls from all parts of London, all sharing ‘fags’ with each other and chatting nervously about their chances of getting jobs on the buses didn’t seem to her to be what she had in mind when she’d decided it was time to do her bit for her country. No matter how hard she tried to resist her feelings, she knew only too well that she had absolutely nothing in common with these girls. They didn’t speak or act like her, they didn’t share the same interests, whatever her own interests were, and most of them came from homes and backgrounds that were totally alien to her own. Over and over again she kept reminding herself that she didn’t even know anything about the people who lived in Lower Holloway, which, although only a short walk from her own home, was as different to Highgate Hill as anything she could possibly imagine. Were her parents right? Should she really ‘keep to her own station in life’, and only mix with people of her own sort? But then she remembered what Betty Desmond had told her: ‘It takes all sorts to make a world.’ By the time she had been called into the interview room, she began to feel that, no matter where they came from, these girls were all much more approachable and interesting than herself.


‘A bicycle?’


‘It’s a perfectly straightforward question, Miss Thornton,’ said the unsmiling male staff superintendent, once Peggy had finally taken her turn in the interview room. ‘If you are on late-night duty, a bicycle, and the ability to ride it, would be an asset.’


Peggy bit her lip. In her wildest moments, she could never have imagined that she would actually be just as nervous about an interview as all the other girls waiting outside. So much so that she became terribly conscious of her crystal-clear Highgate Hill voice replying, ‘I’m afraid I’ve never been on a bicycle.’


The superintendent gave no hint of a reaction, and merely scribbled Peggy’s response down on her application form on the desk in front of him. When he looked up again, he immediately had another question to fire at her: ‘How much are five tuppence ha’pennies?’


Although the suddenness of the question took her by surprise, Peggy felt that she was now on safe ground with a question she could answer quite easily. ‘Ten and a half . . . no . . .’ To her astonishment, she was fumbling her reply. ‘No . . . I mean . . . one shilling and a ha’penny.’


The superintendent’s eyes were dark and full, his lips pressed tightly together, and he was breathing heavily through his nose, as though he had a cold. ‘Are you quite sure, Miss Thornton?’ he asked cautiously.


Peggy was in a panic. For a moment, she couldn’t even remember the question. ‘Y-yes, sir,’ she spluttered falteringly. ‘Five times tuppence ha’penny is . . . yes, definitely . . . one sh-shilling and a ha’penny.’


The superintendent hesitated for a brief moment, then started writing furiously on to Peggy’s application form again.


Peggy was devastated. Inside she could hear a voice asking her how she could be so stupid. She, of all people, a clerk in a solicitor’s office who had been offered a senior position in the firm, someone who was supposed to have a brain, who could probably run circles around all those girls waiting in the corridor outside, and yet who was totally incapable of calculating without too much effort that five tuppence halfpennies added up to one shilling and a halfpenny.


‘And how much change from a ten-shilling note would you give if the fare was one shilling and fivepence ha’penny?’


Even though the superintendent hadn’t looked up at her to ask his follow-on question, sheer panic prompted Peggy into giving him an immediate response. ‘Eight shillings and sixpence ha’penny, sir.’


The superintendent accepted her answer without any reaction whatsoever, and merely wrote it down on the application form.


Peggy hated the man. From the moment she had entered the room and opened her mouth she could tell how much he disliked her. It was perfectly obvious to her that he had absolutely no intention at all of approving her application; she was clearly far too well bred and well spoken for that. Oh, she knew what kind of a person he was, all right, right from that first question in which he had asked why someone like her should want to do a manual job. The nerve of it! Someone like her? How dare he suggest that because she came from an educated background, she was unable to punch a few bus tickets each day? As far as she was concerned, she was just as capable of filling a man’s shoes as any one of those girls waiting outside.


‘Thank you, Miss Thornton. If you’ll just wait there a moment . . . I think I have all the information I need. We shall be in contact with you within the next few days.’


So that was it. Interview over after no more than five minutes, kicked out before she’d even had the chance to show what she could do. After all, she had all the right qualifications: she was over eighteen years old, over five feet three inches in height, her weight was well under eleven stone, and she had good eyesight. True, she hadn’t been in a job that meant being on her feet for hours at a time, but at least her feet were perfectly strong, and she hadn’t got varicose veins. In fact, she was an extremely fit young woman, so there was absolutely no need at all to turn down her application just because she was – well, who she was. As the man sat there scribbling down notes without even the courtesy to look up at her, she felt nothing but rage and indignation, and a strong desire to ask him why he himself hadn’t been called up. Why, she kept telling herself, did she ever imagine that being a bus conductress was such a good idea? Why didn’t she heed her father’s advice that she was destined for better things in life?


‘Please take this to the medical unit – down the corridor on the right.’


Peggy did a double take. Not only was the man looking up at her, but he was also holding out a piece of paper for her. ‘I’m s-sorry?’ she spluttered, taking it.


‘Your medical examination, Miss Thornton.’ The man actually had a hint of a smile on his face. ‘Before you start work on London Transport buses, it’s mandatory for you to take a medical examination.’


Suddenly Peggy was in a daze. First she looked at the piece of paper in her hand, and then at the superintendent. ‘Before I start work?’ she said feebly. ‘You mean – I’ve got the job?’


Again the man smiled. ‘Provided you’re fit and well – and get through your training. However –’ he held out his hand – ‘I’m sure you won’t have too many problems. As a matter of fact, I think you’ll make a very good bus conductor. Good luck.’


Peggy shook his hand, and left the office in a daze. On her way home, all she could think about was how much she had liked the superintendent, and how, when he smiled, he was really quite handsome.


On Sunday morning, Peggy and her mother went to church. Thornton did not go with them, for he had an important meeting to attend at the town hall, which apparently concerned the emergency measures the Borough Council were putting into place in the eventuality of an invasion. This was no real surprise, for ever since the evacuation of British troops from Dunkirk, there had been persistent rumours that the Germans were massing along the French Channel ports in preparation for a swift massive sea and air assault on the British mainland. The church, as always, was full of worshippers, a sign that it was now only unity, faith, and determination that was going to halt the advance of Adolf Hitler’s powerful and frightening war machine.


That determination was soon put to the test when, after only a quarter of an hour, the service was interrupted by the wail of the air-raid siren, which heralded the start of yet another daytime raid. The service continued, however, until the deafening roar of a fierce air battle being fought in the skies above, followed by a series of high-explosive blasts nearby, shattered the calm of the church, causing overhead chandeliers to swing back and forth, and dust and small pieces of loose plaster to come floating down on to the congregation. Although most people were huddled on the floor for protection between the pews, no one panicked, and some of the more undaunted parishioners remained stubbornly upright on their seats. As soon as the immediate danger had passed, the service continued, culminating in a rousing version of the sailor’s hymn ‘Eternal Father, strong to save’.


On the way home, Peggy told her mother about her interview with London Transport. To her surprise Catherine took the news with remarkable calm, as though she had been expecting something like this to happen, and Peggy even suspected that her mother secretly admired what she had done. But by the time they had got back home, Peggy had become acutely aware that her mother had more pressing problems on her mind.


‘I can’t understand what’s happened to him,’ called Catherine from the first-floor landing. ‘He promised faithfully he’d be home for lunch.’


This was turning out to be one more occasion when Robert Thornton was failing to get home at the time he had indicated, and Peggy could see that it was making her mother more and more agitated. ‘It must be a pretty serious meeting,’ she suggested. ‘Maybe the invasion is closer than we think.’


Catherine, not reassured, went to check on the Sunday lunch Mrs Bailey had prepared for them before she returned home to feed her own family, who lived in a two-bedroomed ground-floor flat in Lower Holloway.


‘Why don’t we telephone the town hall?’ asked Peggy, following her mother into the kitchen. ‘At least we’d find out if the meeting’s over.’


Catherine swung around with a start. ‘Absolutely not!’ she insisted, shocked by the very suggestion. ‘You know what your father’s like. He hates to have people checking up on him.’


Peggy was puzzled – and curious. What was so terrible about trying to find out if your husband was going to be home for lunch or not? ‘What if he got caught in the air raid or something?’ she persisted.


Catherine shook her head. ‘If that was the case, we’d have heard by now,’ she replied confidently.


Peggy decided not to pursue the subject any further. Although she was hungry, if her mother was prepared to let the Sunday lunch frizzle up in the oven, then so be it. Even so, Catherine’s edgy behaviour over the previous few weeks was beginning to intrigue her, and to Peggy’s mind it had nothing to do with the Blitz.


‘I forgot to tell you,’ she said, once they had settled down to a quiet moment together in the sitting room. ‘I bumped into Betty Desmond the other day. She’d been on duty the night that bomb came down on the public house.’


Catherine pretended not to hear. She had settled down on the chaise longue to continue working on a half-completed petit point cushion cover.


‘She was asking after you,’ persisted Peggy.


Catherine still did not respond.


Peggy decided to wait a moment before pursuing the subject, and made her way across to an upholstered bench seat in front of the window, where she was able to watch her mother in silence from behind. Peggy hated that chaise longue. She hated all chaise longues, which she had always considered to be one of the most uncomfortable pieces of furniture ever made. In fact she didn’t care much for any of her mother’s tastes in furnishing, with the heavy embroidered draped curtains and blackout blinds at the windows, the unfathomably designed Persian carpet which covered the entire floor, the Victorian roll-top mahogany desk in one corner of the room, and the straight-backed Victorian dining chairs, which had been rickety ever since Peggy could remember and long in need of repair. And as if that wasn’t enough, the room was cluttered with meaningless brass objects which her mother had collected over the years. Interestingly, her father’s only contribution to the room appeared to be the black ebony tobacco pipe rack which nestled comfortably in the centre of the mantelpiece, and which contained a variety of specimens, including one medium-sized briar, and one or two with slightly smaller bowls.


‘She’s such a nice woman.’ Peggy was determined not to drop the subject. ‘Mrs Desmond, I mean. I’m sorry we don’t see her so much these days.’


Catherine sighed irritably.


‘Mother, why doesn’t Mrs Desmond come over here any more?’


Catherine’s eyes flicked up from her petit point. It was now obvious that she could no longer avoid Peggy’s questions. ‘Peggy,’ she said, without turning, ‘Mrs Desmond and I have separate lives to live. We have very little in common.’


‘But you used to,’ replied Peggy. ‘Betty Desmond was always one of your best friends.’


Catherine tried to dismiss Peggy’s questions by trying to seem absorbed with her needlework. ‘There’s a war on,’ she said brusquely. ‘People have their own ways of coping with things.’


Peggy couldn’t understand what her mother was trying to say. She remembered the times when Betty Desmond and her mother had been inseparable, playing bridge together at least once a week at the Ladies’ Bridge Club in Highgate Village, or visiting Wednesday matinée performances of fashionable West End plays, and they were always in and out of each other’s homes, taking tea together. So what was this all about?


Through the window she suddenly caught a distant glimpse of her father getting off a number 611 trolley bus further down the hill. She got up quickly, went across to her mother, and sat beside her. ‘What is it, Mother?’ she asked softly, clasping her hand gently on Catherine’s arm. ‘What’s going wrong?’


Catherine looked up with a start. ‘What are you talking about?’


Peggy, careful not to hurt her mother’s feelings, lowered her voice. ‘Things are not the same, Mother,’ she said with an affectionate smile. ‘You just don’t seem to be happy any more.’


Catherine pulled her arm away. ‘Because I don’t see Betty Desmond?’ she said, trying to make light of it.


‘No. Because I know something’s bothering you.’


‘How absurd!’ said Catherine, continuing with her stitching. ‘In case you hadn’t heard, there’s a war on. It’s “bothering” everybody!’


Peggy was hurt by Catherine’s response. She was more used to that kind of sarcasm from her father. It was not something she would ever have expected from her mother. ‘But as long as we have each other,’ she said, trying to show affection, ‘there’s no need to be frightened.’


Catherine slammed down her needlework. ‘Who said anything about being frightened?’ she snapped. ‘There are far worse things going on in this war than being bombed.’


Catherine tried to get up, but Peggy gently stopped her. ‘When I was little,’ she said, trying hard to make eye contact, ‘you used to tell me that I should never keep things to myself, and that if I ever had a problem, the only way to be grown up was to talk about it. I’m grown up now, Mother. Won’t you please talk about it?’


Catherine raised her eyes. It wasn’t hard to see that there was pain there. She wanted to say something positive, but just when it seemed she was going to, she was distracted by the sound in the hall outside of Thornton arriving home.


‘Catherine!’


Catherine immediately broke loose from Peggy, got to her feet, and threw down her needlework. ‘Coming, dear!’ she called, hurrying to the door. Before she went, however, she paused just long enough to throw Peggy a final brief look. Her smile, though weak, tried to thank her, to tell her something. But Thornton’s movements in the hall outside quickly curtailed that.


Two weeks later, a bomb which completely devastated a row of small terraced houses in a mews just behind Chapel Street, also badly damaged not only the funeral parlour, but also the offices of Parks and Stevens on the two floors above it. Fortunately for Mr Stevens and his staff, the air raid came during the night, but eleven people in the mews lost their lives, which caused tremendous grief and heartache amongst the community who had lived there.


Peggy did not hear about the bomb until she arrived for work on Monday morning, but the moment she got there, she and the rest of the firm’s staff, supervised by a distraught Edwin Stevens, set about the job of clearing up the chaos and mess. It took several days to retrieve the mountain of legal paperwork which was scattered all over the floor amidst shattered glass, plaster, broken furniture and piles of valuable books, and it soon became clear that it would take some considerable time to restore the structure of the building to anything like a safe place to work. However, as if by a miraculous sense of timing, two days before the tragedy, Peggy had received a letter from the London Transport Board to say that, following confirmation that she had successfully passed the medical examination, her application for a job as a bus conductor had been accepted, and that she had been allocated to service work at Holloway Bus Depot, following training at the Chiswick training centre, commencing at eight a.m. on Monday, 9 December 1940. Peggy was thrilled when she got the letter; at last she had a genuine excuse to give in her notice. Despite Mr Stevens’ assurances that the firm would continue business as usual as soon as they had found temporary accommodation, Peggy, with her friend Irene West’s support, took the plunge and left Parks and Stevens the moment she had done her bit to help clear the office of the chaos caused by the mews bomb.


On her first day at the training centre, Peggy was kitted out with her winter uniform, which included a smart grey peaked cap, a navy-blue, loose-fitting three-quarter-length overcoat, and, to her horror, two pairs of grey slacks, which had recently replaced the divided skirt which had been considered too cold for the winter. At the same time she was allocated her summer garb, consisting of two grey duster coats. The uniform, she was told, was to last her for two years, and she was expected to provide her own black flat-heeled shoes. Then, before she entered the classroom for training, she was provided with all the necessary equipment she would need, such as a leather cash-bag, a ticket rack, and a punch slide.


As there was a war on, there was a real urgency to fill the vacancies left by men who were being drafted at an alarming rate into the armed services. Consequently, Peggy’s initial training itself lasted for just three days. It consisted of learning about the ticket system, and how to complete and balance the cash total sheet. Peggy also learned about things that had never occurred to her before, such as how to deal with members of the public, especially passengers who were difficult. She was told to use her days off to get to know London, and the routes on which she was likely to work, and to be prepared for endless questions from passengers about how to get from one place to another.


But for Peggy, the greatest experience of all was going to be mixing with people from all walks of life and, by the time she was ready to go out on the road for practical training, she had surprisingly become quite friendly with Tug Wilson and her mate Brenda, the two East End girls she had met before her interview.


Holloway Bus Depot in Kingsdown Road was one of two London Transport home garages situated within a short distance of each other in the same North London area. The depot was used exclusively for the service and maintenance of petrol buses, whilst Holloway Bus Garage, in Pemberton Gardens nearby, was the base for electrically operated vehicles, such as trams and trolley buses, and since Peggy had been allocated road training on the number 14 petrol bus route from Hornsey Rise to Teddington, her three-month probationary period as a trainee bus conductor was to be an attachment to the Kingsdown Road depot.


As it was clearly going to be a long time before Robert Thornton was going to forgive his daughter for not only giving up her job with Parks and Stevens without even consulting him, but also for taking on work that was totally out of keeping with the daughter of a noted public official, Peggy was forced into finding ways that would prevent her father from being involved in her new life. Her main problem was that her mother never wanted her husband to see Peggy in her conductor’s uniform, a situation which, from the very first day, resulted in Peggy having to leave the house with a suitcase so that she could change into her uniform at work.


It was bitterly cold when Peggy arrived for her first day’s road training. Long thick icicles drooped down from the high roof of the depot, their ice glistening red in the early morning winter sun. The first thing that Peggy noticed as she made her way through the vast maintenance area was the overpowering smell of petrol from the row of buses being hosed down and serviced there, and the deafening sound of Geraldo and his orchestra on the wireless, booming out from huge Tannoy speakers all over the place. Her first job was to find the ladies’ rest rooms, and once she had changed into her uniform and stowed her own clothes away in a locker, she made her way to the admin office to keep her first appointment with a women’s welfare supervisor, to whom, she was informed, she would always be able to refer to for help and guidance at any time during either training or in her subsequent service with London Transport.


During the next hour or so, Peggy was taken on a tour of the depot. She was shown the conductors’ room, where she would return to each day to check her tickets and money with the waybill, the cashiers’ counter for ‘paying in’, the superintendents’ office, the inspectors’ room, the staff canteen, and the women’s dormitory, which was for the use of anyone who couldn’t get home after hours during an air raid. On her tour around the depot, she was introduced to people doing all sorts of jobs – mechanics working on the maintenance and repair of bus engines, female cleaners, other bus conductors, both male and female, inspectors (who seemed to be exclusively middle-aged males), a couple of wage clerks, and two young girls (who to Peggy’s surprise turned out to be conductors) who were hosing and mopping down the exterior of one of the buses. Although everyone she met treated her cordially, the moment she started to respond in her well-spoken boarding-school voice, eyebrows were well and truly raised.


The middle-aged man assigned to accompany Peggy on her first day out on the road was a conductor of long service, who had been given his present job because of his patience and tolerance with new recruits. Charlie Pipes had a reputation for being one of those people who couldn’t get rattled even if his missus found him in the arms of a tart from up the ’Dilly, which was most unlikely anyway. He seemed to have a perpetual smile on his circular face, which immediately endeared him to Peggy, even if she couldn’t always follow his quick patter whenever he had something important to tell her. But from the word go, he was a great comfort to her.


‘Don’t yer go worryin’ yerself, gel,’ he said, when he first saw the look of terror in her eyes. ‘Yer’ll soon get to know this job’s a piece er cake. All yer’ve got ter do is ter remember that once yer’re on that bus, you’re the guv’nor, not the man up front. Anyway, Charlie Pipes’ll keep an eye on yer. I tell yer – piece er cake!’


A short while later, Peggy and Charlie made their way up to Hornsey Rise, where Peggy was scheduled to take over a number 14 bus for part of the journey to Teddington. On the way, Charlie filled her in more fully about the various duties she would have to carry out along the way, and gave her some useful tips on the kind of routine she should employ, such as keeping a rough count of how many passengers who got on at each stop went up to the top deck, thereby saving her too much climbing of stairs. He also gave her a special warning about fare dodgers, especially the ‘spivvy’ types, who knew how to work the buses by constantly changing seats and getting off the bus before the conductor appeared. By the time they had changed crews at Hornsey Rise, Peggy’s mind was reeling. It didn’t help that the first driver she had been allocated to work with was someone whom most of the conductors had never been able to get on with, mainly because he spent most of his time on and off the road studying form in the Greyhound News and didn’t like to be disturbed.


To her immense relief, Peggy’s first morning as a ‘clippie’ turned out to be a resounding success. Only once did she give the wrong change, and that was to an elderly female passenger who had confused her by changing her mind about where she wanted to go. Apart from that – and the fact that she found the whole experience utterly exhausting – Peggy felt good. It was, of course, peculiar not sitting alongside the passengers, as she had always done, staring aimlessly out of the windows as the world passed by, for if there was one thing she had learned very quickly, it was that when she had to be on her feet all day, and collecting fares before people got off, there was no time to daydream. However, when she eventually changed crews at Tottenham Court Road, there was still one thing that troubled her.


‘D’you think I talk too posh, Charlie?’ she asked. ‘Does it put people off?’


Charlie roared with laughter. ‘That’s a good one, that is!’ he quipped. ‘You’re one of the few people I know on the buses who speaks as good as Alvar Lidell on the wireless. Posh or not, gel, I like it.’


Unfortunately, Charlie’s enthusiasm didn’t seem to be shared amongst others when he took Peggy in to have a midday meal at the staff canteen. When they joined a table with some of their fellow conductors, most of them hardly seemed to acknowledge her presence until Charlie made a point of introducing her. Two of the conductors, Alf and Bernie, were middle-aged men, but the third man, called Leo, was wearing dungarees, and turned out to be a mechanic. Apart from Peggy, the only female at the table was a sharp-eyed little blonde called Elsie, who, from the moment Peggy appeared, shut up sulkily, clearly put out that she was no longer the centre of attention. By the time Peggy and Charlie took their seats, most of them had finished their meals and were sprawled out at the table, smoking fags and reading the Daily Mirror and the Daily Herald. God knows, Peggy found it difficult enough to eat overcooked sausagemeat pie and boiled potatoes, but to do so in a cloud of cigarette smoke was something she hadn’t bargained for. As she looked around the table at her fellow workers, she suddenly felt like a fish out of water, where she had plunged herself into a world of coarse behaviour, where ill-bred people had no time for even the most basic of courtesies. As they chatted amongst themselves, every word seemed to be ‘bloody’ this or ‘bloody’ that, and as hard as Peggy tried to ignore it, there was no getting away from the fact that mixing with people from other walks of life was not going to be easy.


‘So where yer from then, mate?’


Peggy was so taken aback by the remark being addressed to her by the balding conductor with a cigarette dangling from his mouth opposite her, that at first she didn’t respond. But when she suddenly caught his eye and found him and the others looking at her, she quickly replied, ‘Oh – I live on Highgate Hill.’


Around the table there was an immediate exchange of looks.


‘Do yer now?’ jeered Alf, the man who had asked the question. ‘So we need a whip round ter talk ter you, do we?’


The others grinned, sharing the joke.


‘I’m sorry?’ asked Peggy, suddenly feeling very self-conscious about her ‘posh’ voice. ‘What do you mean?’


‘Come off it, Duchess!’ said Alf, stubbing his cigarette end out on his plate.


Peggy put down her knife and fork. She was puzzled. Why did this man call her ‘Duchess’? Charlie had told them her name when he’d introduced her. Why did Alf have to call her such a silly name?


Charlie, at her side, leaned towards her. ‘It’s a joke, gel,’ he said reassuringly. ‘Just a joke.’


For a brief moment, Peggy tried to think about it. Then she returned a weak, understanding smile. ‘Oh, I see,’ she nodded. But she didn’t see. She didn’t see at all. Sadly, she had to recognise that humour had never been one of her strongest points. She picked up her knife and fork again, and resumed eating.


‘Must cost a bomb livin’ up there?’


Peggy looked up. This time it was Elsie talking.


‘Before the war they used ter say yer ’ad ter be born wiv a silver spoon in yer mouf ter live anywhere between the Archway and ’Ighgate Village. Bet yer couldn’t get a place up there on our wage.’


Now Bernie, the other middle-aged man, joined in. ‘I bet yer could,’ he said, exhaling a lungful of smoke. ‘Most er them people on the ’ill moved out pretty sharpish – day war broke out.’


Peggy listened, but refused to contribute to what she considered to be a totally banal and pointless conversation. How could they talk across her like this, she asked herself, as though she wasn’t even there? What had she done to provoke this kind of banter? What had she done to upset them? Did they treat all newcomers in the same way? Or was it just sour grapes because she was not only a woman, but a woman who didn’t speak their kind of language? Her only hope now was to eat the rest of her awful meal as quickly as she could. The canteen was filling up fast with staff coming off the morning shift, and this would be a good excuse for her to give up her seat.


‘Don’t blame ’em,’ said Leo, the young mechanic, who was sitting on the opposite side of the table between Alf and Bernie. ‘Sittin’ target up there if yer ask me – on that ’ill in the middle of an air raid.’


Peggy looked up and immediately found herself looking directly into the soft dark eyes of the young mechanic, who had a head full of tight black curls, fag drooping from his lips, his forehead smudged with axle grease. Peggy felt something stir inside. She smiled shyly, but then quickly averted her gaze and returned to her food, aware that their mutual look had lingered a little too long.


Leo, however, kept on watching her. He was riveted to her cool, mature manner, the oval green eyes, and the red bobbed hair, just visible beneath her clippie’s cap, glistening in the stark light from a solitary light bulb hanging down from the canteen ceiling high above them. He watched the way she delicately cut the dried up sausage pie, chewed it several times before swallowing, then just as delicately dabbed the corner of her lips with her handkerchief. It appeared, by the way he was leaning on his elbows just gawping at her, that he was totally smitten. ‘So wot sorta work yer bin doin’ then?’ he asked.


Peggy looked up to find the boy giving her a friendly tantalising smile. His mischievous eyes, and fresh, bright complexion, with razor nicks on his chin that couldn’t have been caused by someone who had mastered the art of shaving, all suggested that he was no more than eighteen. Peggy felt a warm glow in her cheeks as she replied with a shy smile, ‘I worked in an office.’


‘Is that a fact?’ asked Leo, his smile now so huge that his teeth were gleaming. ‘Wot kind er office?’


‘A solicitor’s office.’


Leo scowled at the others as they let out a silly chorus of jibes: ‘Ooh – get ’er!’ and ‘Solicitor, eh?’ and ‘Good ol’ Duchess!’


Peggy ignored their jibes and carried on eating.


Leo could see that she was embarrassed, so he glared at the others, leaned across the table at her, and gave her a reassuring smile. ‘Don’t take no notice of this lot,’ he said. ‘They wouldn’t know a solicitor from a coster boy up Chapel Market!’


The others hooted and Alf gave him a two fingers reply.


‘As yer can see,’ continued Leo, ignoring his mates, ‘it’s a bit different round ’ere to an office job.’


Peggy met his eyes. They lingered. She smiled her gratitude for his support. Then, aware that the others were watching them, she quickly returned to her food.


‘So wot’s in it for yer, Duchess?’ asked Alf, still baiting her. ‘Wot’s a good middle-class gel from ’Ighgate ’Ill doin’ takin’ a job on the buses?’


Peggy, eyes lowered, waited a moment. Then she suddenly flicked her eyes up at him. ‘I took the job,’ she taunted, ‘because I couldn’t resist the opportunity of working with someone like you.’


There was a split second before everyone had taken in what she had said, then to gales of laughter and applause from the others, Peggy got up from the table and left.


The afternoon was a complete disaster. Not only was there the first real snow of the winter, but, unlike in her performance on the morning shift, Peggy just couldn’t seem to do anything right. It happened from the moment she and Charlie changed crews at the Knightsbridge stop, when a smartly dressed woman passenger complained about the stifling cigarette smoke that was choking her on the top deck. Although Peggy did her best to explain that most of the passengers didn’t want to open a window because it was too cold, the woman used the most insulting language to Peggy, accusing her of being totally incompetent to be in charge of a bus. After that, Peggy’s morale seemed to fall apart. As the bus made its way along Knightsbridge, past the Royal Albert Hall, down Kensington High Street, and on to Hammersmith Broadway, she found it difficult to cope with the number of people who were clambering on and off, complaining about having to wait endlessly in the cold for a bus to arrive, only to find three or four buses of the same number coming at the same time. Despite Charlie’s constant assurances that this was only her first day and that she would eventually get used to the irritations of the travelling public, Peggy made one mistake after another, giving out the wrong change, and passing on inaccurate information to passengers about where to pick up a bus of another route. By the time they reached Teddington, Peggy was ready to quit, to admit that she had made a terrible mistake by thinking she was either physically or mentally fit to cope with the ordeals of manual work. But when she got back to the depot late in the afternoon, Charlie tried to convince her that the problems she had encountered had nothing to do with her abilities, but with the way she’d been treated during the midday meal in the canteen.
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