Grandpa didn’t like hospital. So together we made a plan...

Grandpa’s in the hospital and hating it.
He swears at the nurses and makes trouble
for everyone. Dad finds it too stressful to visit,
but Gottfried Junior visits Grandpa as often
as he’s allowed, and when he’s not allowed,
he goes anyway.
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Grandpa thinks only of the place he was
happiest—the island where he lived with
Grandma. He wants to go back one last time,
but they won’t let him out of the hospital.

Kitty Crowther received the Astrid Lindgren
Memorial Award in 2010.

Gottfried Junior and Grandpa take things into
their own hands. If running away is the only
way to the island, then they’ll be runaways.
“I hate the food here,” Grandpa said. “They’ve taken all the joy
out of it. Not even the water tastes any good.”
“Perhaps you should run away,” I suggested.
“I did a lot of that when I was young,” he said. “But I think it’s
a bit late now...”
But by the time I had to leave for the bus, we’d made a plan.
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the runaways

1.
Outside the hospital, maple leaves glowed red
and gold. I watched them through the window and
thought: It’s strange how leaves are brightest the
moment before they fall.

“Come and look,” I said. “It’s really pretty.”

“I don’t want to look,” Grandpa thundered. “I’m

not allowed out.”

I was visiting him in hospital all by myself.

I’d been there lots of times with Dad. So I knew

how to get there. First you take the subway. Then
you catch a red bus and get off when you see the
church on the hill to your left.
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It wasn’t hard.

Dad didn’t often want to go, because Grandpa

was difficult. He always had been, but now he was
worse than ever. He got angry and shouted. He spat

out the pills that could make him nice and calm.
And he yelled at the nurses.

“I’m shut in here like an animal!” he shouted.

“What do you think I am? An ape?”

His face turned bright red and he swore, so

Dad and I had to cover our ears. Dad thought

I didn’t need any more swear words than the ones
I already knew.
I disagreed.

I liked it when Grandpa got angry. It made life

a bit more exciting.

But it made Dad tired and sad. He felt awful

seeing his strong, fat father lying there getting

weaker and thinner. That’s why he didn’t like going
to visit.
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“Why can’t he be like other people?” he sighed.

That was on Thursday. Dad came out of the

dental surgery, hung his white coat on its special

hook and padded around the house winding up the
clocks. He always did that on Thursdays. There were
nine of them. I followed him around.

“Can’t we take Grandpa out of there?” I asked.

“No,” said my father, winding up the grandfather

“Well, he could live with us. He could sleep in

my room.”

“I said no,” said Dad. “He can’t walk upstairs.

His heart’s too big and weak. And he’s too sick

and angry and stubborn and crazy. You know what
happened last time.”

“That was just bad luck,” I said.

“Bad luck?” Dad snorted. “He’d just had his

clock in the dining room.

broken leg pinned. Then he decides to have a go at

Then we could see him every day.”

that bad luck?”

“Why can’t he live in the old people’s home here?
We had a rest home next door to our house.

On our street there were usually plenty of old

people wandering around who didn’t really know
where they were. Grandpa could join them. Then
he could come over to us for dinner. I could see him

lifting a great big rock and it breaks again. You call

“I like him not being the same as other people,”

I said. “Shall we visit him on Saturday?”
“We’ll see,” said Dad.

I knew what that meant. When Saturday came

around Dad would say that unfortunately he had

as much as I wanted.

too much to do.

that.”

headphones, looked at the ceiling and turned the

“This isn’t Grandpa’s part of town. You know
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He sat down in his special armchair, put on his
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music up loud enough to deafen any thoughts he
had inside him.

“I’m going on Saturday in any case,” I said. “I like

Grandpa. And I don’t want him to be lonely.”
Dad nodded.

He hadn’t heard a word.
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