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CHAPTER 1

Late!

PR

‘Wake up, Kate!’ It was the sea that spoke, or that’s what it
seemed like anyway, as the words lapped at my ear and
then receded with a soft hiss, away from the shores of my
consciousness.

‘Kate!” came the hiss again. ‘Kate, wake up, like a good
girl.’

I turned my ear away, into the hard bolster. I didn’t want
to wake up. I wanted to sail off again to sleep, away to a
dream country.

‘Kate!” hissed the sea again, this time in my other ear,
and the boat began to rock, it seemed.

Was there no getting away from it? Irritated, I opened my
eyes.

It wasn’t the sea, I wasn’t on a boat, I was in my own bed
that I shared with Madge and Patsy and Lily, and Mam was
shaking my shoulder and hissing at me to wake. As soon as
my eyes fluttered open, Mam clapped her hand swiftly over
my mouth, and hissed at me again: ‘Not a word, shush,
don’t waken the others.’

‘Why?’ I asked sleepily, but my voice was muffled by my
mother’s cool hand over my mouth. The smell of Sunlight
soap filled my nostrils.

‘Shh.’

It was dark, too dark for getting up.



