Grabbing my shoes, I made a dive for the cover of the table.  My head and shoulders were well under that table when a second whistling bomb came down with the same nerve shattering result.

Those self-appointed experts will tell you about bombs, "If you can hear it coming, it ain't going to hit you!"  I had my doubts.

"It's not getting any better," Lylie was saying.  "It's not going to pass over us," she added, and she was right.

Our mum had her head under the table, and her behind with the rest of her, sticking up over the big bed!  It was really a comical sight, but nobody was laughing.  

"We shall have to make a run for it," our mum decided.

"George, go and stand by the front door.  When I say go, run as fast as you can to the public shelter.  Me and Lylie and the children will be right behind you."  

I did as told and cowered beside the heavy front door.

Fear is something that cannot be described in words.  Either one knows what it is, or one does not.  This was the night I joined the ranks of those who knew!

"GO!" Mum screamed her order, "RUN! RUN!"

No more encouragement was needed as I opened the front door and pushed it wide open for the others to run through behind me.  After opening the garden gate, I ran as fast as my legs would carry me!  At my top speed, it should have taken less than one minute to reach shelter.  It seemed much longer.

One side of the night sky was glowing dull red, like sunrise, and as I neared the shelter someone called out to me, "This way, son."

It was Mr. Trotman, our neighbour, the air raid warden ushering me to one of the entrances.  The voices and footsteps of Mum and Aunt Lylie were not far behind me.

"It's the docks getting it tonight," Mr. Trotman said as he nodded toward the glowing red sky.

In side the shelter existed a world silent and apart from the noisy war outside.  We all stood just inside the dimly lighted cavern that was a bedroom for so many of our neighbors.

