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“Every war is a war 
against children.”

EGLANTYNE JEBB, SAVE THE CHILDREN
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NOW.

The noise shakes the 
building under my feet.

It’s amazing this is 
still standing at all.

You’d think that someone 
would have turned it into 
luxury flats by now. 

But no. The beautiful, old, 
slightly damp, slightly 
smelly place is still here.

Best entered by
the broken window 
above the second 
fire escape ladder. 

Like always. 

For a few seconds, 
there is a peaceful sky.

Then…
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Home.

I’ve lived here 
all my life.  

Feels like 
forever. 

I know every brick.

My best friend 
Maria’s house.  
(Love Maria.) 

Bakery. (Best bread 
in walking distance.)

Church. (Grandma used 
to make me go every 
week when I was little.)

Nursery. (Where I met 
Maria, when we were three.)

Mrs Jakevays’ house 
where Guss the dog 
barks at you for no 
reason, even if he 
knows you. 

My house. 

Shop where Papa
gets his newspapers, 
which Mama says
he never reads. 

Park gate where 
Mama and Papa first 
met. (They always tell 
the story.)

Tree. (The council 
wanted to cut this 
down. We stopped 
them.)

Statue. (Some big-
deal general guy who 
won some battle, like, 
hundreds of years ago.)

Hardware store. (Nails, screws, 
brooms, dustbins and, at the 
back, an exceptionally fine 
selection of high-quality spray 
paints with UV-resistant shades 
and quick-drying times. Trust me.) 

Everyone is 
somewhere else.

Which
is good 
for me.  

Bus stop for school.
(I usually walk, unless 
it’s raining really hard
or very, very cold.)

 Firework 
time…
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I have a 
job to do.

Another fireworks display, 
for another saint’s day.

The crowd is smaller 
than usual because 
of what’s happening 
in the news.  

People are home or in a 
bar. near a television. Time to go to work.

People shouldn’t be 
allowed to put intelligent, 
sentient creatures in a 
glass prison for other 
people’s amusement. 

It’s not right.
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Just like 
Maria said.  

20.55: Mr Gibstein comes outside his 
shop and takes in the pavement sign.

Then he goes back inside 
and spends ten minutes 
cashing up the till with 
the door locked. 

21.05: he leaves.

We’re pretty sure this 
is a blind spot, so I 
can spray the camera 
without being seen. 

The hiss of the 
paint is beautiful.

Night night.

Yes. 
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“please give my best 
to your parents.” 

hello, katrina, 
you’re out

late.

have you 
been doing 
some more 

of your 
art?

Well…

you’re
always such 
a good girl, 

katrina.  

always 
working on 
something.

hello,
mr hirsch.

They
won’t.

My 
sister is so 

worried.

Sabre 
rattling.

it would
be mad.  

Completely 
mad.

They’ll
never
stop.

they
won’t 

actually do 
anything.

You’ll
see.  

I’ve
always got 
my passport 

in my handbag, 
these days. 
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Where 
have you 
been?

Wish
me luck.

Good 
luck!

ssssshh. 
Quiet.

Mama asked 
me where 
you were.  

I said
you were in 
your room 
studying. 

I did
good, 
right?

you mess me up on 
this and I will bury 

you alive in the 
woods. 

I know, 
I know. deep, 

deep down with 
the worMs. 

get to
bed.

you can’t 
tell me

what to do.
and I don’t 

actually mind 
worMs.

bed!

I let Maria know 
I’m home.

Getting back inside without 
getting caught is key. 

Oh, no.

Deena.
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I’ll ring 
my sister 

in the 
morning.  

We’ll be talking to 
someone from the 
State Department 

shortly.

How do you 
think the next 

few weeks 
will play out?

It seems serious 
this time.

It always seems serious. 
I’m not worried. 
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Morning.

I wake before 
the alarm.

“WhoA!”

When I take my phone off 
silent, there are already, 
like, eight million messages 
on the class chat.

Beep. Beep. Beep.

Why isn’t Papa at work? Is it 
true what the texts are saying? They have 

the little 
TV and the 
radio on.

Every time I try and scroll
back to the start, a new 
message arrives and 
bumps me to the bottom. 

BEEP.

BEEP.

BEEP.

BEEP.

BEEP. BEEP.

BEEP.

Mama?

sshhh.
don’t wake 
your sister, 
she’s still 

asleep.

are
you ok?  

What
are you 
looking

at?

oh…
kat.  
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what’s…

where’s that? 
where’s that 
happening?

it’s going 
to be ok.

we’ll
make sure 

it’s ok.

beep.

beep.

beep.

beep.

“when did it start?”

“about 4 a.m.”
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how are we 
supposed to take 
a chemistry test 

while that’s
going on?

kat…
ah…

they’ve
already said 

all the schools 
are shut.

we can’t 
leave. 

we
might have 

to, kat.

we might 
have no 
choice.

I’ll go and see urich. 
he’ll know what’s 

happening. I’ve tried to 
ring, but the network

is overloaded.

ok, but be careful.
I’ll get some 

bread and milk;
there might be a

rush later.

whatever 
we do, we’ll 
need food.

and
what about 

me?

stay 
here.

look after deena, 
please. she’s still 

asleep.

we can stay with 
auntie du if we 

need to.

leave?

beep.

I can’t believe 
what I’m hearing.

I feel sick.

How is this 
happening?  
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Urich is Papa’s friend. They were at 
school together, like, a century ago. 
Papa’s currently painting his house. 

“urich!”

“you here?
I let myselF in.”

“that’s it. drop your 
paintbrush and run.”

“and what 
will you do?”

“what I alWays do. 
I’ll write about 
what happens.”

Urich is a journalist.
He knows things.  

what’s 
going on?

I’m attempting to
upload fi fteen years

of writing and research 
to the cloud on the 

very worst day in the 
last fi fteen years 

to do it. 

I meant 
what’s 

going on 
with—

that’s 
it?

I know 
what you 
meant. 

you
should take 
your lovely 
family and 
get out.
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“I know 
something’s 
happening.”

“I’m trying 
to capture 
your king.”

“that’s not 
what I mean.”

are you 
going to 

go?

mama says
she’s going
to get me a 

mobile phone 
when I go to
big school.

why
does your 
phone keep 

beeping 
today?

I’m
thinking.

beep.

beep.
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“there’s nothing 
going on.” 

“then why are we 
playing draughts?”

“you like 
draughts.”

“when we 
should both 
be at school.”

dear ma and pa. 
it’s me, adam.

| � pe � u don’t 
mind me always 
writing �  pa as 
we�  as � u, ma.

| have learned
ma�  new � ings
since � at k� ck
at our farm� use
d� r. | wi�  te� 
� u about � em
one day.

another
letter? anyone 
would think you 
are a poet, not 

a farMer!
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“we’re just 
playing.”

“what do 
you mean?”

“is there going 
to be a fi ght?”

“betWeen countries?
I heard mrs sibert 
talking in playground 
time yesterday.”

“everything is 
going to be fi ne.”

|’m � t a� owed �  
say � o much about 
what is going on 
here, but � u k� w 
� at already.

What | can say 
is � at we are 
su� enly on � e 
move. A�  of us.

so � is is it; we 
are o�  �  save 
lives and liberate 
our neighbours. 

my friend � av says 
� at � e people wi�  
be so pleased �  s�  
us � at we could be 
back � me in time 
for ea� er.

| � pe we are, 
because | mi�  � u 
and helena and � e 
farm so, so much.

� ur loving
son, adam.

can’t I 
be both, 

stav? 
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Maria keeps texting.
She sounds really scared.  

“I want mama.”

Outside, I can hear car 
horns in the distance. 
Deena hears them too.

Nothing from 
Mama or Papa. 
Then a load of 
texts arrive from 
Papa all at once.  

“give my love 
to your family.”

I tell her everything is 
going to be all right.  

I don’t really 
believe it.

you
won.

kat, this is
papa. I don’t 

know if my texts 
are going through 
or if you’ll get this 

voicemail, but I’m 
on my way home. 

I’ll be back 
soon.  

sofia!

everything 
is crazy.

I know.

you did better than me.
I was too late. since 
when can’t you buy
bread any more?

I have 
enough. 

take one.
I…

thank 
you.  

only 
because 
you let

me.



17

Mama gets home a few 
minutes before Papa.

You’d think 
Deena hadn’t 
seen her for 
a month. 

Papa describes 
the “bad traffic”.

You have to see it to 
believe it, apparently. 

Papa shuts all the 
windows so we 
can’t hear the car 
horns any more.

Mama tells her. 

Papa says he and 
Mama are sure 
everything will be fine.

That we have 
a lot of safe 
places we 
can go if we 
need to. But I get the feeling 

that none of those 
options are good.

I really want
to believe him.

so, 
did you

two have 
fun?

what’s 
happening? 

please tell me. 
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loading,
and…

three…

ouch! juno just 
scratched 

me!

that’s because you were 
holding him too tight.

you alWays hold him too 
tight. he hates that.

kat, that’s 
enough.

I’m sure
he didn’t mean 
to hurt you,

darling. 

tWo…

one…

you’re 
all right 

now. 

fi re!

don’t you worry; 
I’m sorry she’s 
so rough with 

you.




