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Inside the warmth of the Picture Palace, we ripped off our woolly hats as the lights began to dim. 
We nestled closer into our seats – Row K, plush velvet which tickled the back of our necks – whilst 
the great maroon curtains opened with a squeak. Cliff elbowed me in the ribs, his pale face lit up 
by excitement; it was the first time in months we’d had a trip out. On my other side, Suki 
whispered that she needed the lav and winked at me in that big sisterly way with her long, fluttery 
eyelashes. Just then I noticed how she’d styled her hair in the way that the film stars do and that 
she was wearing a new post-box red coloured lipstick. It made her look older than seventeen and 
there was something else etched on her face – something that I couldn’t put my finger on. My 
mind was wondering about this as she teetered off in her kitten heels but this thought was 
interrupted by the newsreel. It always gave me the shivers, so I tuned it out: I tried to remember 
the times before life had become so different, so difficult… 
 
 Startling me from my daydream, I realised that Cliff was tugging my sleeve, fear in his eyes and 
the bag of popcorn littering the floor – forgotten about. The newsreel had stopped. The lights 
came up. I blinked stupidly.  An announcement flashed on the screen: ‘Air Raid in Progress. Please 
leave the theatre immediately. Head to the nearest shelter.’ 
“Blast it,” I moaned, reaching for my coat and gas mask. “Come on Cliff! We’d better find Sukie – 
and fast!” 
 
  Cliff and I were carried in a sea of people out of the double-doors of the Picture Palace and into 
the cold night air of the street. Straight away we could smell it. That unmistakeable stench which 
stung my nostrils. Burning. Panic was a tight knot in my stomach. Where was Sukie? Since entering 
the Picture Palace, the street had been shrouded in a blanket of darkness. On the horizon, just 
above the starlit rooftops, a distant amber light seemed to rise in a fury and I gripped Cliff’s 
clammy hand tighter. An ashy taste lingered in the back of my throat; tendrils of thick, black smoke 
seeped out of the windows opposite, snaking their way across the street like an insidious serpent. 
The white stripes of an air-raid warden’s uniform were dimly visible, and he was waving – 
frantically.  
“’urry up, you lot!” he yelled, with his eyebrows knitted together. “What are you waiting for, 
Christmas?” As if in a dream, we stumbled towards him and Cliff cowered at his feet, arms tightly 
locked around the warden’s legs. A small voice replied, “We don’t know where our sister is! I have 
to find her.” I realised the voice was mine. 
 
The adrenaline flooded my body: I turned to run back towards the flickering lights of the Picture 
Palace. Just then, the warden bellowed, “Bomb incoming! Get down!”  
Paralysed with fear, I listened for the tell-tale whistling. Then, an eerie silence, like the calm before 
the storm. Finally, WHUMP! The bomb blast shook me at my core, reverberating through my 
chest. Air was sucked from my lungs, making me gasp and stagger backwards as the dusty cobbles 
tremored beneath my feet. A cacophony of noise filled my ears: the high-pitched clink of glass 
smashing; the heavy rumble of buildings falling like dominos; and the whining drone of bombers 
overhead, like monstrous hornets. For a moment, I didn’t know which way the sky was. The smell 
from before felt much stronger this time and resembled burning hair. It was then that I saw Mum’s 
coat illuminated in a beam of one of the search lights scouring the sky for enemy planes. Sukie. 
Limping slightly. One of her shoes missing. She was running away from the shelter, away from 
safety, away from us… 
 



 


