The Air Raid

[bookmark: _GoBack]In the small, dank, earth-smelling box of the shelter, it was better at first, because the family were all close together. Even though the noise outside grew steadily worse, Derek lay curled and relaxed in his bunk. But at the pit of his stomach the fear still crawled. And all at once it jabbed him viciously as the roar of a diving aeroplane shrieked out of the dull background of rumbling and thumps.
While it still filled his head, there were two great crashes somewhere close. He felt his bunk quiver, and he jerked upright and hit his head on the roof. He had a glimpse of his father’s face, strained and intent.

Then the third explosion came, and it was as if the world had blown up. He ducked automatically and stayed crouched with his head on his knees. He had never heard anything so shatteringly loud. His bunk and the whole shelter shuddered and shook., and outside in the night he could hear clattering noises that sounded like tiles falling from their own roof. Derek’s mother reached up and took hold of his arm. “It’s all right, love,” she whispered reassuringly.

John Brand moved to the candle and pinched out its flame between his finger and thumb. He warily pulled back the black-out curtain and slowly pushed open the wooden door of the shelter. Derek peered out through the gap and gasped. The night was not dark now. It was a dusky red and its light was strangely flickering. 
His father turned back. “Down the road,” he said. “Looks like a direct hit. I shall have to go and help, love.”
“Oh, John – “ Mrs Brand said, and her voice was shallow and quavering, as Derek had never heard it before.
“Don’t worry,” his father said. “It must have been the one plane. There’s nothing else coming down. Not now. It could have been us. Thank God it wasn’t.”
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