
Chapter 1 

No trains at THIS station. 
The Not So Secret 7 (NSS7) usually worked hard in class but occasionally let their minds wander. It 

was during a topic lesson that The Annoying One tapped a wand that he had found too many times on 

his topic book and 

The strangest thing happened… 

Once the NSS7 got used to the light they looked around. The Shy One was hesitant, shaking and 

afraid. 

“W, w, where are we? What just happened?” she trembled. The Brainy One offered an explanation of 

sorts, 

“Judging by the look and smell of this place, I think we’re in…” He was interrupted by a massive 

explosion that caused the entire place to move and shake like an earthquake and the crowds of people 

to huddle together in small groups. Little ones were crying, Mums were offering comfort and older 

boys and girls were trying to act as if they weren’t scared. Older people, probably grandparents, were 

making reassuring noises to the huddles of people. 

The Bossy One was lost for words and The Show Off instinctively knew this was no time to make a 

fuss. The Brainy One cleared his throat and carried on with his explanation, 

“So, I think we’ve managed to get ourselves into the London Underground during World War 2 and I 

think we’ve arrived during the Blitz!” 

The NSS7 nodded their agreement. The Brainy One was usually right; it irritated them but it was 

something they had learned to live with. The Sporty One was jumping up and down raring to go.  

“We need to get out of here, find out what it’s like outside. Have you realised no-one is looking at us; 

must be invisible; could be spys; could win the war…” Sporty’s voice calmed down as the rest of them 

put their hands over their ears. He was always eager, up for anything. He was just too active! 

NSS7 knew they wanted to get out of the underground. The Londoners seemed to be over the shock 

of the big explosion. Singing could be heard from some of the huddles and the smaller explosions that 

continued outside seemed to go unnoticed. The group of friends edged their way along the platform 

past family groups playing cards, sleeping, chatting. 

“How can they act as though this is normal?” asked Bossy. The Brave One looked serious as he 

answered, “Because this is what they’re living through; it IS normal!” 

The noise of sirens, bells and bombs got louder as the friends climbed the steep stairs. A warden, 

guarding the entrance to the station looked straight through them, so invisibly, they made their way 

out into the terrifying streets of London. It was September 1940. 

 

TO BE CONTINUED… 

 

FLASH! 


