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“Look! Look Anna! Do you see it? Do you?” I open my eyes slowly and look resignedly 
to my right. I’d forgotten how persistent Klara was when she wanted my attention. And 
now, in her excitable state, she was determined not to be ignored. “Ireland!” Klara 
squeals, as if she thinks I’ve forgotten where we’re going to live. A whole new family… 
It’s easier for Klara. She was so little when mama and papa died; she can barely 
remember what having parents felt like. All she can talk about is meeting Mister John 
and Miss Alannah, our new parents, as if the old ones never existed. I should be 
excited. Nadia, our orphanage matron, told me that there are tens of thousands still 
waiting in the Ukraine to be evacuated, that Klara and I are lucky to be alive and I 
should be grateful that a nice Irish couple wants to adopt us. Nadia was not nice. Nadia 
was always mean, to me, at least. She loved Klara. Klara’s perfect little smile, Klara’s 
happy little face, Klara this, Klara that. Always ‘why can’t you be more like Klara? She is 
not miserable, she does not think only of herself’. At five years old, Klara has very little 
understanding of what’s happened in the last two years. All she understands is that 
we’re going to a magical country where everything is green and there is no danger 
because everyone is happy and peaceful. She is not sad to leave behind the only home 
we’ve ever known, because she never really knew it in the first place. Not like me. My 
throat feels tight suddenly and I try to breath in and out quietly so Klara doesn’t notice. 
I stare determinedly at the sun shining in through the airplane window in a vain attempt 
to stop my tears from falling. It’s no use. Suddenly it’s all flashing through my head. 
Mama and papa dying. The crying as a child in the orphanage dies. Being constantly 
afraid that Klara will die, and then I’ll be left all alone in the orphanage with no one who 
cares about me. “Lets play a game!” Klara declares suddenly, making me flinch in my 
seat. Thankfully, Klara doesn’t seem to notice. “What’s the first thing you’re going to 
do when we arrive in Ireland?” She continues, unstoppable in her tirade. I sigh. “I don’t 
know, Klara. Sleep?” She looks at me, exasperated. “Bo-ring. I’m going to go and play 
in the water at the beach. Nadia said they have beaches everywhere in Ireland, and 
that I could go every single day if I wanted to!” For some unknown reason, Klara’s 
determination that everything is going to be perfect and happy makes me even more 
miserable. Why can’t I be happy like her? Why do I constantly feel like I have this hole 
in my chest? “I’m going to find a bathroom,” I mutter to Klara. I unbuckle my seatbelt 
and unsteadily rise from my seat, trying to make my way down the aisle without 
tripping over my own feet. There is a long queue for the bathroom when I get there. 
The plane is now shaking so much I can barely stay standing. Unexpectedly all I feel is 
rage. I’m trapped on a plane, leaving my home and the only connection I have to my 
mama and papa behind. My tears rise to the surface and start spilling down my cheeks. 
I have done exactly what I promised I would not do, and started crying. Panic 
overcomes all my other feelings and, not thinking clearly at all, I stumble to the back of 
the plane. I nearly fall over twice, but the only thought that enters my mind is to be by 
myself. Crouching against the wall, I lean my head back, close my eyes and try to stay 
calm. Everything will be fine. We will be happy. 



I’m distracted from my chanting by the form of a tall, dark-skinned woman coming to 
sit down beside me. I recognise her from the row of seats across from me. I stare at 
her, not knowing what she’s going to do next. “Hello,” she says, smiling at me. She’s 
all pearly white teeth and big dark eyes. She’s beautiful, I find myself thinking. “Hello,” 
I say back, figuring that’s the safest option. “You looked upset, I wanted to make sure 
you were okay,” she continues. I try to understand, but my English only goes so far. 
“Th-thank you?” I answer unsurely. “Is this your first time on a plane?” Is she asking me 
if this is my first plane journey? “F-first plane,” I say back. She smiles at my bad 
attempt to communicate. Her smile falters as she notices the small scars above my 
eyebrows. Small but painful reminders of what Ukrainian life has become. She looks 
back into my eyes and, for some strange reason, I feel like she can see into my soul. 
“You won’t be sad forever,” she says finally, shaking her head and pointing at me to 
make her meaning clear. And, for some reason, I believe her. A sound rings 
throughout the plane, interrupting us. “Come,” she smiles at me, “the plane is landing 
soon, we must sit down,” and, pulling me to my feet, she holds my hand and leads me 
back to my chair. Klara looks up as I return. “Where did you go?” She demands, 
looking at me crossly. “No where,” I brush her off. She looks out the window again 
before looking back at me, her smile faltering. “We’re going to be happy here, right?” 
Klara asks nervously. The conviction the woman had, the belief that I wouldn’t always 
be sad? Perhaps she’s passed some of that to me. I look into my little sister’s eyes, and 
finally, I believe the words that come out. “Everything will be fine. We will be happy.” 
We will be.


