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The clock struck thirteen and Lucy glanced up to look at her clock. It was in a 
deep dark brown case. It had been passed down her Polish family starting from 
her great great great grandfather and now it was Lucy’s. She lay back down 
under her white as ghost bed sheets. As she lay there with her deep ocean blue 
eyes wide open, she thought to herself clocks aren’t meant to strike thirteen. 
She closed her eyes trying to get to sleep knowing she had a busy day ahead of 
her. 

That night she had been mentally preparing for her brother’s birthday which 
was on the following day. She had some great ideas. Lucy switched on her torch 
and looked at the old clock again and it was still at thirteen, the hours hadn’t 
moved, the minutes hadn’t moved and the seconds hadn't moved. Lucy thought 
to herself has time stopped? It was very quiet in Lucy’s room and it was pitch 
black. At that very moment Lucy heard galloping coming up her long snake like 
drive. Something strange was happening. Lucy got up, opened the curtains and 
saw horses coming out of the fog in the distance. As the horses came closer it 
was easier to see who it was. There were men in camouflage green uniforms, 
grey helmets and in their hands were long guns, black as coal. Lucy lay black 
trying to think what the men were doing. Something came into her mind 
something very bad. World War Two had begun. Germany had been threatening 
her beloved Poland. Lucy was scared to death.

She got out of bed and ran out of her room to her brother’s room next door. 
He was not lying in bed. Lucy searched the room and her big brother. Jack was 
not there. Usually he would be lying there with his black shaggy hair peeping 
out of the bed. But, oh no, he wasn’t there. Lucy decided to go and see if her 
mother and father were there. Tears flooded her eyes so she could barely see. 
After, what seemed, a long run down the landing she finally reached her 
parent’s room. They had disappeared too. Lucy was blind with tears. She knew 
her grandparents had gone already.  To get to her sister’s room you had to go 
through the art gallery. The floor boards creaked. She looked to the left, and 
saw pictures of her loving family. She was crying like mad. However, Lucy was 
sure that her little sister Jasmine would be there. But Lucy was wrong. She had 
gone too. Lucy was devastated. She had to leave the house. She needed some 
fresh air. She no longer worried about the soldiers.
She walked outside and she heard the birds singing. It was so colourful. Lucy 
realised the doorway to heaven had opened when the clock struck thirteen. It 
was very peaceful and heaven awaited. She stepped into the light and was no 
longer alone.


