
Struggle to the End 

 

Pierre jumped down from the ladder that led to the attic. Scrambling out to the hen’s 

house he found Rosanna chatting to the chickens. Shoving the message into 

Rosanna’s hand he cautiously looked over to the German guards on duty before 

murmuring “You need to go now if you want to have a chance of getting to the agent 

in one piece. The bombing attacks will be in a matter of hours! Do you think you can 

do it?” Rosanna looked around with caution and then taking the note in her hands 

she replied with a “yes”. Crouching down next to the chickens pretending to collect 

eggs, Rosanna looked at the note and memorised it in case she had to destroy it 

before she reached her destination. Giving Pierre one final glance she raced out to 

her trusty red bicycle. She jumped on and pedalled with all her might towards 

Barfleur where the agent, Helene, lived.  

 

She was only five minutes into the journey when Rosanna heard the faintest sound 

of an explosion. She turned her head to see clouds of black smoke filling the once 

clean French blue skies. “The planes! They are earlier than expected!” she thought. 

A loud roar filled the air as a plane flew overhead and crashed into the sea just a few 

hundred yards ahead. Rosanna needed to get the message to Helene as quickly as 

she could before the fighting migrated towards Barfleur. As she sped along the road 

with her breath rasping from the effort, she had the constant disturbing through in her 

head that she may never see Mama, Papa and Pierre again.  

 

An explosion pierced her ears as she tumbled into a muddy ditch. All around her she 

could hear the screams and cries of the frightened villagers scrambling around to 

find a safe place to hide. Rosanna sat up and looked around at the nightmare 

unfolding in front of her eyes. Men, Women and children of all shapes and sizes lay 

dead and quiet as a white mouse. Those who were living were more concerned 

about getting to their own safety than worrying about anyone else. Rosanna looked 

up at the German aircrafts causing so much pain and grief. Her only thoughts were 

hatred. She had to help the Allies win the war! She was going to make them pay!  

 

Climbing out of the slippery ditch with splatters of mud on her dress, Rosanna found 

her dented bicycle next to an apple tree and took to the pedals. The air raid alarm 

buzzed with a passion and the smell of smoke was over powering, but the young girl 

kept going. Finally she reached Helene’s red brick house. She flung down her bike 

down on the pavement and reached for the door to knock on it, but she realised that 

it was already ajar. “Helene?” Rosanna cried in a panic. She stumbled at the door 

way, but her foot eventually found her way into the house. She looked around the 

hallway to see if there was anything out of place. There was nothing untoward, but 

she could sense a darkness had fallen over the still house. Suddenly she heard a 

“Creak!” and the sound of heavy boots clomping along the corridor. Before she could 



react a strong hand rested on Rosanna’s shoulder and spun her around. She let out 

a gasp as the image of a man’s face appeared. With a start she noticed the eagle 

and swastika on the man’s jacket and she realised it was not Helene’s husband. It 

was the Germans. They were already here and she was too late. They were all too 

late.  

  

 

 

 

 


