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1. Low Flying

When the car stopped Andrew was the first to get out.

Since they left the old house, four hours ago, he had been trapped in the back, wedged between the carrycot and the guinea-pig hutch. On one side Edward growled to himself in the carrycot and on the other the guinea pigs whistled fretfully.

Andrew climbed over the hutch and was out on the road before Mum had switched off the engine. He had been sitting in one position for so long that his knees cracked when he tried to straighten them. On the far side of the car, Dad climbed out with all the maps on his lap. Andrew heard them slither to the ground, one after the other.
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Mum was the last out. She was also the tallest, which was why she was driving, with the seat pushed back as far as it would go, instead of navigating in the passenger seat, which was pushed forward to make room for the crate of beer bottles behind it.

‘“Only three hours to Pallingham,”’ said Mum, quoting something that Dad had said earlier, before they set out. ‘Eighty minutes to the hour, by my watch.’

‘You should have followed my directions, I had the maps,’ said Dad, scrabbling for them underneath the car.

‘If I’d followed your directions we’d be a mile out to sea by now, and heading for Denmark.’

Andrew left them arguing and crossed the lane to look at the new house. All he could see from the car was a gate in the hedge and the name on it. ‘Tiler’s Cottage’. He had hoped that a country cottage would be thatched but presumably a tiler wouldn’t have thatch on his roof.

He could see very little more from across the lane. The house was long and low, lurking behind the bushes with its head down. The only visible part was the roof, tiled, with a window in it. He had been promised the attic room for his own, but he noticed that the window was broken. He wondered what kind of a view he would get through it and turned round to look.

It was all sky.

Apart from the house and the hedge it was all sky. He had always imagined that if you lived in a flat place you could see for miles across the rolling plains but now he found that it wasn’t so. The horizon was in the next field.

It was a field of furry barley. Andrew, having lived all his life in towns, had never seen barley except in a photograph. He was rather pleased to see it alive and growing in a Norfolk field. The geography master had taught Andrew that Norfolk was flat, fertile, and full of water. Andrew had never found any good reason for believing what he was told in geography lessons, so he was almost surprised to find that it wasn’t a mountainous desert, littered with bones.

The field opposite the house was full of green plants that looked like beetroot disguised as cabbage.

‘Sugar beet,’ said Dad, coming up behind him. ‘You’ll see it growing all over East Anglia. Come and give us a hand with the livestock, will you?’

Andrew went back to the car and picked up the guinea-pig hutch, which was resting on the bonnet. Mum was carrying Edward; Dad had the crate of beer bottles. He made his own beer and the bottles were all dead men, waiting for the next brew.

They went into the garden and Mum pulled up the house agent’s sign with SOLD stuck on it and put it down behind the hedge.

‘All ours, now,’ she said. Dad unlocked the front door and they went in.

There was no hall. The door led straight into the living room, dark and haunted by the smell of the last owner’s last meal. To the right was a little slip room where the stairs went up. Ahead, another door led into the kitchen. The doorway was so low that Dad’s hair brushed the lintel as he went through. Mum followed and hit her head on it.

Andrew wanted to explore, but he was sent back to the gate to flag down the removal van as it came down the lane.

‘Otherwise it will go straight past and all our furniture will be carried on to Yarmouth and points East,’ said Dad.

‘East of Yarmouth is the sea,’ said Mum. ‘I wish you’d take my headroom into account, next time you chance to be buying a house.’

Andrew went out and took up position on the bank opposite the front gate. There was a long drop into the sugar beet. Looking down, he noticed a rat prancing through the beets. He had always understood rats to be poisonous and dangerous but this rat was clean and genial-looking: a country rat. He stood upright to look around him. Being a little higher meant that he could see further but not very much. Beyond the beet was a tall hedge, then the sky again.

He stood astride the bank and stared up into it, until his eyes went out of focus and his head became so hollow that when he looked down he could see sky underneath him as well as above.

There seemed to be no sound at all.

Then he heard a far-off growl, as faint as a lorry crossing a distant bridge. He scanned the sky until he discovered where it was coming from. Immediately overhead a tiny, dark dot was moving, so slowly that at first he could not be sure that it moved at all. At once, the little sound changed to a furious roar, so suddenly that he half expected to see the sky crazed all over like a cracked bowl. Across the fields came a vicious black aircraft, so low he thought he could have touched it, only when it passed over him he was crouched on the bank with his head down. When he looked up after it, it was no more than a thin slit in the sky out of which rolled wave after wave of booming sound.

‘Are we being dive-bombed?’ asked Mum, over the gate.

‘It was a jet,’ said Andrew. ‘I never saw it coming. I thought it was going to crash but it went up again. I didn’t even hear it till it got here. I was watching another one, higher up.’

He looked, and saw the dot, still cruising above him, unheard now in the backwash of the jet engines, already below the horizon.

‘I wonder if that happens very often,’ said Mum. Andrew’s ears ached. He thought he heard the aircraft coming back again, but it was only the removal van, all forgotten, turning the corner at the end of the lane.

When all the furniture was in and the removal men had drunk their tea and gone away, Mum put Edward in his cot and they sat down to tea in the kitchen. It was a much disturbed meal, for every time they heard an aircraft coming, they rushed outside to see what it was: but the planes flew so fast and so low that there was never time to identify them except in the case of the helicopter that dawdled over, last of all. It was sleek and striped, like a long-distance coach with a rotor on the roof.

‘It’s as good as Farnborough,’ said Dad, ‘without the bother of having to go there.’

‘Did you know about the aeroplanes when you bought the house?’ asked Mum. ‘Were you saving them up as a lovely surprise for me?’

‘Cross my heart,’ said Dad. ‘They weren’t flying when I was last up here. All I saw was the helicopter.’

Andrew wasn’t sure whose side he was on. Although he quite liked watching aeroplanes he had only seen them at close quarters from the observation platform at Gatwick Airport, rather like seeing savage animals safely behind bars at the zoo. Having them at large, all over the sky, was a different matter entirely.

Mum put Edward to bed behind battlements of cardboard boxes and Andrew climbed to his attic with a piece of polythene and adhesive tape to mend his window.

‘We’ll get a piece of glass for that soon,’ said Mum, calling upstairs from the landing. Andrew thought that probably it would not be soon.

The attic room was small and not very light, but it was exactly the kind of room that he wanted. He stood in the middle of it deciding where he would have his wardrobe, his bookcase and his bed which was at present standing on end, behind the door. By the window, the roof sloped right down to the floor. If he put the bed there it would be just like sleeping in a tent.

There was a ledge built into the wall beside it, where he could set up his race track. He opened the tea-chest that contained his belongings and lifting out the ludo board that held them down, began to unpack his racing cars. They were all Formula One, carefully painted in real team colours. He lined them up where the grid was going to be, except for the one that had lost a wheel and was permanently in the pits. There was also one that had been run over by a full-sized car – his father’s – and was useless, except for staging shunts.

He selected his favourite and placed it in pole position and knelt beside the shelf, gently pushing the car back and forth with his finger and thinking that whole squadrons of supersonic fighters could not make up for living a hundred and fifty miles from Brand’s Hatch. When Dad had said that they were going to live in the country, no one but Andrew had taken that into consideration.

‘There’s plenty of country in Kent,’ he said.

‘Plenty of expensive country,’ said Dad, so now they were going to live in Norfolk, surrounded by mad fighter pilots and miles from the nearest race track, unless you counted Snetterton. Andrew didn’t. Not after Brand’s Hatch.

A chilly wind, blowing through the broken window pane, reminded him that he had come up there to mend it. He left the cars and went over to the window to look out. Now that he could see it properly the view was much larger. Beyond the hedge at the end of the beet field was a row of sheds and a toppling straw stack. By leaning out of the window he could see two church towers, a windmill and yet another tower painted in red and white stripes. He wondered if it could be a lighthouse and guessed that the flat place where earth met sky was the coast.

He stuck his piece of polythene over the broken pane and went downstairs. From the landing window the view had shrunk again, but he noticed a roof showing above the trees, further down the road. It must belong to their next-door neighbours, three fields away.

As he was looking out he heard a tremendous thud at the back of his head and a thousand miles away at the same time. He left the window swinging and ran down to the ground floor. Dad was at the foot of the stairs.

‘What was that, was it a bomb?’ said Andrew.

‘No, it wasn’t. Bombs don’t sound like that at all,’ said Dad. He went into the living room and opened the front door. ‘Listen.’

Far off and very high, they heard a jet engine.

‘Sonic boom,’ said Dad. ‘Surely you’ve heard one before?’

‘Not like that,’ said Andrew. ‘Was that plane breaking the sound barrier, then?’

Without thinking about it very much, he imagined the sound barrier as a high, corrugated iron fence in the sky, falling down in sections where aircraft went through it. He knew perfectly well that it was not, but he could even see it, dull red and full of rusty holes. He had first thought of it like that when he was very small and he suspected that even if he ever broke the sound barrier himself, he would never quite get rid of that fence.
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2. Open Country

Mum and Andrew met on the landing early in the morning.

‘Creep past Edward’s door,’ said Mum. ‘I don’t want him to wake up yet. I fancy a cup of tea in peace, first.’

In the kitchen the guinea pigs whistled in their hutch under the sink. Someone had left the window open all night and there were dirty paw-prints up and down the floor, in front of the hutch. On the draining board lay something that looked like an old dishcloth. The dishcloth unfolded itself and stood up. It was a big, thin ginger cat with muddy feet.

‘Hello, Ginger,’ said Mum. ‘You needn’t think you’re staying, because you’re not.’ She gave him some milk and put him out. He disappeared into the hedge but after breakfast he was back again, lying on the wire roof of the hutch. The guinea pigs sat in their straw, staring up at him. Andrew tried to imagine their view of him, pressed into a hairy quilt by the chicken wire. Once again Mum gave him milk and put him out of the door. He sat on the window sill and beamed at them. He knew that they would let him in eventually.

By lunch time he was asleep on the settee in the living room.

Lunch was an untidy meal, eaten all over the house and involving a great deal of bread and a very little cheese.

‘This won’t do,’ said Mum. ‘We must have food. Someone will have to go into town.’

‘Polthorpe’s about two miles away,’ said Dad. ‘But I noticed a sort of shop by the church when we passed it yesterday.’

‘Who wants a walk then?’ said Mum. ‘Andrew does.’

‘No, I don’t,’ said Andrew.

‘Yes, you do,’ said Mum. ‘Get the map and see if you can find your way round.’

Andrew searched among the maps for one that gave a close-up view of Pallingham village.

‘It must be here somewhere,’ said Dad, ‘I bought it especially.’

‘It’s probably still under the car,’ said Mum. Andrew went out to look and found the map lying damply in the road where Dad had dropped it the day before. He laid it out on the living-room floor and Ginger stepped down from the settee and sat in the middle of it like a castaway on a raft. Andrew moved his tail which was lying along the coast and concealing a strip of country, two miles wide. Tiler’s Cottage actually appeared on the map as a small black dot. Andrew felt quite famous, living in a house that was shown on a map.

A little way past the house a footpath was marked in red. It snaked across blank, white fields and ended in the churchyard. Andrew decided to try to follow it. The journey by road seemed rather too long to attempt on his first trip.

Ten minutes later he found himself alone in the fields with a shopping basket and the map. When he set out, the house had been on his left and the church straight ahead. Now, the house and the church were on his right. Somewhere he had left the path and strayed on to the headland of the barley field which, seen close to, was not furry at all, but full of spikey whiskers.

He put down the shopping bag and spread out the map on the ground. Now that he no longer knew where he was the map was no help and he saw that he had put it down next to a very dead mouse. He folded it up again and retraced his steps until he reached the place where he should have turned aside. He squeezed between the hedge and a clump of fierce nettles, and there was nothing between him and the churchyard but a field of pale wheat. Wheat was yellow in pictures: this was the colour of sand. It reached his chest and he trailed his arm through it, watching it ripple back into place as though he had never been there. It rustled dryly behind him.

He was halfway across before he saw the aircraft heading towards him, over the wheat. Experienced, after yesterday, he had his arms wrapped round his head before the sound reached him, only a second or two before the aircraft did. First he was blotted out by its shadow, then by the blistering roar of its jets. He hardly saw what it looked like, a black bat that whipped round the church tower so closely that he was sure that it would hit it. When he looked up again, though, the tower was still there and the aircraft had vanished, leaving only an angry rumble behind it. Andrew gathered speed across the wheat field and ran through the iron gateway, into the churchyard. An old man was kneeling by one of the graves, cutting grass. When the second fighter went over, Andrew ducked against a headstone but the old man went on snipping, as though nothing larger than a butterfly had passed.

‘Do they always fly so low?’ asked Andrew. The old man shrugged.

‘Sometimes they do,’ he said, ‘and sometimes they don’t.’

‘What was it?’ said Andrew.

‘An aeroplane,’ said the old man, going clip, clip, clip, very carefully, round the bottom of the gravestone. ‘I reckon they use that old tower as a marker, to see their way home. I shot one down, once.’

‘One of them?’ said Andrew, pointing to the gap in the sky where the jets had gone.

‘No. During the war. Ack-ack,’ said the old man. ‘They was slower, then.’ He laughed, but Andrew could see that he wasn’t interested in aeroplanes any more. He was too close to the ground.

Andrew went on, round the corner of the church. There wasn’t a house in sight except for the two opposite the churchyard gate, and one of those was a pub. The
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Your story starts here …

Do you love books and discovering new stories?
Then puffin.co.uk is the place for you …

• Thrilling adventures, fantastic fiction and laugh-out-loud fun

• Brilliant videos featuring your favourite authors and characters

• Exciting competitions, news, activities, the Puffin blog and SO MUCH more …
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It all started with a scarecrow …
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Puffin is over seventy years old. Sounds ancient, doesn’t it? But Puffin has never been so lively. We’re always on the lookout for the next big idea, which is how it began all those years ago.
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Penguin Books was a big idea from the mind of a man called Allen Lane, who in 1935 invented the quality paperback and changed the world. And from great Penguins, great Puffins grew, changing the face of children’s books forever.
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The first four Puffin Picture Books were hatched in 1940 and the first Puffin story book featured a man with broomstick arms called Worzel Gummidge. In 1967 Kaye Webb, Puffin Editor, started the Puffin Club, promising to ‘make children into readers’. She kept that promise and over 200,000 children became devoted Puffineers through their quarterly instalments of Puffin Post.
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Many years from now, we hope you’ll look back and remember Puffin with a smile. No matter what your age or what you’re into, there’s a Puffin for everyone. The possibilities are endless, but one thing is for sure: whether it’s a picture book or a paperback, a sticker book or a hardback, if it’s got that little Puffin on it – it’s bound to be good.


[image: image]


www.puffin.co.uk






PUFFIN BOOKS

UK | USA | Canada | Ireland | Australia
India | New Zealand | South Africa

Puffin Books is part of the Penguin Random House group of companies whose addresses can be found at global.penguinrandomhouse.com.

www.penguin.co.uk
www.puffin.co.uk
www.ladybird.co.uk

[image: Penguin Random House UK]

First published by Kestrel Books 1976
Published in Puffin Books 1978
Reissued in this edition 2016

Text copyright © Jan Mark, 1976
Illustrations copyright © Jim Russell, 1976

Cover illustration by Thomas Walker

The moral right of the author and illustrator has been asserted

ISBN: 978–0–141–36186–4

All correspondence to:
Puffin Books
Penguin Random House Children’s
80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL

OPS/images/img004.gif






OPS/images/img002.gif





OPS/images/titleimage.jpg
JAN MARK

Hlustrated by
Jim Russell





OPS/images/9780141361857_ThunderandLightnings_005_IMGX.png





OPS/images/img005.gif





OPS/nav.xhtml


Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		About the Author



		Dedication



		1. Low Flying



		2. Open Country



		3. First Day, Worst Day



		4. Victor



		5. Victor Ludorum



		6. Flight Deck



		7. On the Polthorpe Road



		8. Firegate Four



		9. The Grave Fisherman



		10. A Fine and Private Place



		11. Mother and Son



		12. God Save the Queen



		13. Unknown Warrior



		14. Education



		15. Clean Sheet



		16. Takeover



		17. What a Way to Go



		Read On



		Read More



		Puffin Web Fun



		The Story of Puffin



		Copyright Page













		vii



		1



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246









		Cover



		Table of Contents



		Begin Reading







OPS/images/puffinLogo.gif





OPS/images/9780141361857_ThunderandLightnings_001_IMGX.gif





OPS/images/9780141361857_ThunderandLightnings_006_IMGX.png
——

J—.
w‘
1

2w
18,1

Ll
'}ﬁ

i
LT

.,%.In/ v. ‘,. N
T et
QL

§
)

o]
|
M

{3
N\

T
%@%






OPS/images/cover.jpg
JAN MARK






OPS/images/puffinLogo_small.gif





OPS/images/prhuklogo.jpg
Penguin
Random Houge
UK






OPS/images/img003.gif





