Surviving the Air Raid 
A blanket of inky-black clouds smothered the sky, hiding the moon’s light and rumbling with anger. Somewhere above, enemy planes swarmed like dark shadows, their engines growling as they prepared to attack the city below. Every few seconds, beams from the searchlights sliced through the night, catching flashes of wings marked with swastikas.

From the front room window, Edmund stared up, his eyes wide with both fear and excitement. Another explosion shook the street, and he flinched—but didn’t move away.

“Get away from there!” cried Mother, yanking him back and pulling the curtains shut. “What do you think you’re doing? You know we can’t have the windows uncovered!”
She turned desperately, calling out, “Peter! Quickly—get him and your sisters to the shelter. Now!” Her voice trembled; panic was close to breaking through.
Peter grabbed Edmund’s arm. “Come on, Ed! We’ve got to go!”
“Get off me!” Edmund snapped, trying to wriggle free. “I want to see the planes! You’re not my dad!”
Peter’s face hardened. “Why do you always have to be so difficult?” he shouted over the roar of engines. “We don’t have time for this—move!” He dragged his brother towards the door while Mother clutched her coat and tried to calm her shaking hands.

Upstairs, Lucy lay frozen in bed, her hands clamped over her ears. “Mummy! Please, make it stop!” she sobbed, her small voice lost beneath the thunder of bombs.
“Lucy, come on!” shouted Susan, bursting into the room. She grabbed her sister’s hand and pulled her up. “Mum told you what to do when the siren goes! We have to get to the shelter!”
Another explosion rattled the windows. Lucy stumbled, eyes wide with fear, and Susan’s voice softened. “It’s all right, Lu. We’ll be safe soon,” she whispered, even though she wasn’t sure she believed it herself.

Together, the four children and their mother ran into the night as the sky above them blazed with light and sound.
