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Qui veurt apprendre a priaïr,
 qu’il aouche en maïr.


He who wishes to learn to pray,
 let him go to sea.


—GUERNSEY PROVERB
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Chapter 1


ONCE UPON A time there were twelve princesses . . .’ ”


My voice surprises me. It’s perfectly steady, the voice of a normal mother on a normal day—as though everything is just the same as it always was.


“ ‘Every night their door was locked, yet in the morning their shoes were all worn through, and they were pale and very tired, as though they had been awake all night. . . .’ ”


Millie is pressed up against me, sucking her thumb. I can feel the warmth of her body. It comforts me a little.


“They’d been dancing, hadn’t they, Mummy?”


“Yes, they’d been dancing,” I say.


Blanche sprawls out on the sofa, pretending to read an old copy of Vogue, twisting her long blond hair in her fingers to try to make it curl. I can tell that she’s listening. Ever since her father went to England with the army, she’s liked to listen to her sister’s bedtime story. Perhaps it gives her a sense of safety. Or perhaps there’s something in her that yearns to be a child again.


It’s so peaceful in my house tonight. The amber light of the setting sun falls on all the things in this room, all so friendly and familiar: my piano and heaps of sheet music, the Staffordshire dogs and silver eggcups, the many books on their shelves, the flowered tea set in the glass-fronted cabinet. I look around and wonder if we will be here this time tomorrow—if after tomorrow I will ever see this room again. Millie’s cat, Alphonse, is asleep in a circle of sun on the sill, and through the open window that looks out over our back garden, you can hear only the blackbird’s song and the many little voices of the streams: there is always a sound of water in these valleys. I’m so grateful for the quiet. You could almost imagine that this was the end of an ordinary sweet summer day. Last week, when the Germans were bombing Cherbourg, you could hear the sound of it even here in our hidden valley, like thunder out of a clear sky, and up at Angie le Brocq’s farm, at Les Ruettes on the hill, when you touched your hand to the window pane, you could feel the faint vibration of it, just a tremor, so you weren’t quite sure if it was the window shaking or your hand. But for the moment, it’s tranquil here.


I turn back to the story. I read how there was a soldier coming home from the wars, who owned a magic cloak that could make him completely invisible. How he sought to discover the princesses’ secret. How he was locked in their bedroom with them, and they gave him a cup of drugged wine, but he only pretended to drink.


“He was really clever, wasn’t he? That’s what I’d have done, if I’d been him,” says Millie.


I have a sudden vivid memory of myself as a child, when she says that. I loved fairy tales just as she does, enthralled by the transformations, the impossible quests, the gorgeous significant objects—the magic cloaks, the satin dancing shoes. And just like Millie, I’d fret about the people in the stories, their losses and reversals and all the dilemmas they faced. So sure that if I’d been in the story, it would all have been clear to me, that I’d have been wise and brave and resolute, that I’d have known what to do.


I read on.


“ ‘When the princesses thought he was safely asleep, they climbed through a trapdoor in the floor, and he pulled on his cloak and followed. They went down many winding stairways, and came at last to a grove of trees, with leaves of diamonds and gold. . . .’ ”


I love this part especially, where the princesses follow the pathway down to another world, a secret world of their own, a place of enchantment. I love that sense of going deep, of being enclosed. It’s like the way it feels when you follow the Guernsey lanes down here to our home, in this wet wooded valley of St. Pierre du Bois. The valley seems so safe and cloistered, like a womb. Then, if you walk on, you will go up, up, and out suddenly into the sunlight, where there are cornfields, kestrels, the shine of the sea. Like a birth.


Millie leans into me, wanting to see the pictures—the girls in their big bright glimmery skirts, the gold and diamond leaves. I smell her familiar, comforting scent of biscuits, soap, and sunlight.


The ceiling creaks above us as Evelyn gets ready for bed. I have filled her hot-water bottle; she can feel a chill even on warm summer evenings. She will sit in bed for a while and read the Bible. She likes the Old Testament best: the stern injunctions, the battles, the Lord our God is a jealous God. When we go—if we go—she will stay with Angie le Brocq at Les Ruettes. Evelyn is like an elderly plant, too frail to uproot.


“Mum,” says Blanche, out of nowhere, in a little shrill voice. “Celeste says all the soldiers have gone—the English soldiers in St. Peter Port.” She speaks rapidly, the words rising in her like steam. “Celeste says that there’s no one left to fight here.”


I take a breath. It hurts my chest. I can’t pretend anymore.


“Yes,” I say. “I heard that. Mrs. le Brocq told me.”


Now, suddenly, my voice seems strange—shaky, serrated with fear. It sounds like someone else’s voice. I bite my lip.


“They’re coming, aren’t they, Mum?” says Blanche.


“Yes, I think so,” I say.


“What will happen to us if we stay here?” she says. There’s a thrum of panic in her voice. Her eyes, blue as hyacinths, are urgent, fixed on my face. She’s chewing the bits of skin at the sides of her nails. “What will happen?”


“Sweetheart—it’s a big decision. I’ve got to think it through. . . .”


“I want to go,” she says. “I want to go to London. I want to go on the boat.”


“Shut up, Blanche,” says Millie. “I want to hear the story.”


“Blanche—London isn’t safe.”


“It’s safer than here,” she says.


“No, sweetheart. People are sending their children away to the country. The Germans could bomb London. Everyone has gas masks. . . .”


“But we could stay in Auntie Iris’s house. She said in her letter we’d be more than welcome. You told us. She said we could. I really want to go, Mum.”


“It could be a difficult journey,” I say. I don’t mention the torpedoes.


Her hands are clenched into fists. The bright sun gilds all the little fair hairs on her arms.


“I don’t care. I want to go.”


“Blanche, I’m still thinking. . . .”


“Well, we haven’t got forever.”


I don’t know what to say to her. In the quiet, I’m very aware of the tick of the clock, like a heartbeat, beating on to the moment when I have to decide. It sounds suddenly ominous to me.


I turn back to the story.


“ ‘The princesses came to an underground lake, where there were twelve little boats tied up, and each with a prince to row it. . . .’ ” As I read on, my voice steadies, and my heart begins to slow. “ ‘The soldier stepped into the boat with the youngest princess. “Oh, oh, there is something wrong,” she said. “The boat rides too low in the water.” The soldier thought he would be discovered, and he was very afraid.’ ”


Blanche watches me, chewing her hand.


But Millie grins.


“He doesn’t need to be frightened, does he?” she says, triumphantly. “It’s going to be all right, isn’t it? He’s going to find out the secret and marry the youngest princess.”


“Honestly, Millie,” says Blanche, forgetting her fear for a moment, troubled by her little sister’s naïveté. “He doesn’t realize that, does he? Anything could happen. The people in the story can’t tell how it’s going to end. You’re four, you ought to know that.”









Chapter 2


WHEN MILLIE IS settled in bed, I go out to my garden.


The back of the house faces west, and the mellow light of evening falls on the long lawn striped with shadows, and on the rose bed under the window, where all the roses I’ve planted have names like little poems: Belle de Crécy, Celsiana, Alba Semi-plena. It’s so quiet you can hear the fall of a petal from a flower.


I remember how this sloping garden delighted me when first I came to this place, to Le Colombier. “Vivienne, darling, I want you to love my island,” said Eugene when he brought me here, just married. I was pregnant with Blanche, life was rich with possibility, and I did love it then, as we sailed into the harbor, ahead of us St. Peter Port, elegant on its green hill. And I was charmed by Le Colombier—by its age and the deep cool shade of its rooms, by its whitewashed walls and gray slate roof, and the wide gravel yard across the front of the house. In summer, you can sit and drink your coffee there, in the leaf-speckled light. The house stands gable to the road, the hedgebanks give us seclusion, we’re overlooked only by the window of Les Vinaires next door, where the wall of their kitchen forms one side of our yard.


It was all a little untidy when first I came to Guernsey, the gravel overgrown with raggedy yellow weed. With Eugene away in London, Evelyn wasn’t quite managing. Now I keep the gravel raked and I have pots of herbs and geraniums, and a clematis that rambles up and over the door. And I loved the little orchard on the other side of the lane that is also part of our land, where now the small green apples are just beginning to swell; and beyond the orchard the woodland, where there are nightingales. People here call the woodland the Blancs Bois—the White Wood—which always seems strange to me, because it’s so dark, so secret, in there in summer, under the dense canopy of leaves. But my favorite part of it all is this garden, sloping down to the stream. This garden has been my solace.


I work through all my tasks carefully. I dead-head the roses, I water the mulberry and fig that grow in pots on my terrace. Even as I do these things, I think how strange this is—to tend my garden so diligently, when tomorrow we may be gone. My hands as I work are perfectly steady, which seems surprising to me. But I step on a twig and it snaps, and then the fear comes at me. It’s a physical thing, this dread, a shudder moving through me. There’s a taste like acid in my throat.


I put down my shears and sit on the edge of the terrace. I rest my head in my hands, think through it all again. Plenty of people have gone already, like Connie and Norman from Les Vinaires, shutting up their houses, leaving their gardens to go to seed. Some, like me, are still unsure. When I last saw Gwen, my closest friend, she said they couldn’t decide. And others are sending their children without them, with labels pinned to their coats. But I couldn’t do that, I could never send my children to England without me. I know how it feels to be a motherless child.


The shadows lengthen, the colors of my garden begin to recede, till the shadows seem more solid, more real, than the things that cast them. I can hear a nightingale singing in the Blancs Bois. There’s a sadness to evenings on Guernsey sometimes, though Eugene could never feel it. When I first came here, he took me on a tour of the island, and we stopped on the north coast and watched the sun go down over L’Ancresse Bay—all color suddenly gone from the sky, the rocks black, the sea white and crimped and glimmering, the fishing boats black and still in the water, so tiny against that immensity of sea—and I felt a surge of melancholy that I couldn’t explain. I tried to tell him about it, but it didn’t make any sense to him: he certainly didn’t feel it. I had a sense of distance from him, which soon became habitual. A sense of how differently we saw the world, he and I. But I feel bad even thinking such things, of the many ways in which we were unhappy together, now that he’s gone.


There’s a sudden scatter of birds in the sky; I flinch, my heart leaping into my throat. Little things seem violent to me. And in that moment my decision is made. I am clear, certain. We will go tomorrow. Blanche is right. We cannot just stay here and wait. Terrified by the snap of a twig or a flight of startled birds. We cannot.


I go to the shed and take out my bicycle. I cycle up to the rectory to put our names on the list.









Chapter 3


I TAKE EVELYN HER tea and toast in bed, the toast cut in exact triangles as she likes it. She’s sitting up, ready and waiting, in the neat bed jacket of tea-rose silk that she’s worn each morning for years, her back as straight as a tulip stalk. Her face is deeply etched with lines, and white as the crochet trim on her pillowcase. Her Bible is open on her bedside table, next to a balaclava that she’s knitting for the forces. She’s always knitting. A tired, nostalgic scent of eau de cologne hangs about her.


I wait until she has drunk a few sips of her tea.


“Evelyn—I’ve decided. I’m going to leave with the girls.”


She doesn’t say anything, watching me. I see the puzzlement that swims in her sherry-brown eyes. As though this is all news to her—though we’ve talked it through so many times.


“I’m taking you to Les Ruettes. You’re going to live with Frank and Angie. Angie will look after you once the girls and I have gone. . . .”


“Angie le Brocq goes out in the lanes with her curlers in,” she says.


Her voice is firm, as though her disapproval of Angie’s behavior gives her some certainty in this shifting world, something to cling to.


“Yes, she can do,” I say. “But Angie’s got a good heart. You’ll be well looked after. I’m taking you there after breakfast, as soon as I’ve packed up your things.”


Sometimes I hear myself talk to her as though she were a child. Spelling everything out so carefully.


She looks shocked.


“No. Not after breakfast, Vivienne.” As though I have said something slightly obscene.


“Yes, it has to be straight after breakfast,” I tell her. “As soon as I’ve packed a bag for you. Then the girls and I will be going to town to get on the boat.”


“But, Vivienne—that’s really much too soon. I’ve got one or two things that I really need to sort out. I’ll go next week, if that’s all right with you.”


I’m full of a frantic energy; it’s such a struggle to be patient. Now I’ve decided, I’m panicking that we’ll get to the harbor too late.


“Evelyn, if we’re going, it has to be today. They’re sending a boat from Weymouth. But after today there may not be any more boats. It’s too dangerous.”


“It’s not very helpful of them, is it? To rush us all like this? They have no consideration, Vivienne.”


“The soldiers have left,” I tell her. “There’s no one here to defend us. . . .”


I don’t say the rest of the sentence: and the Germans could walk straight in.


“Oh,” she says. “Oh.” And then, with a light coming suddenly into her face, the look of one who has found the answer: “Eugene should be here,” she says.


“Eugene’s away fighting, remember?” I say, as gently as I can. “He went to join the army. He’s being very brave.”


She shakes her head.


“I wish he were here. Eugene would know what to do.”


I put my hand on her wrist, in a gesture of comfort that’s empty, utterly futile—because what solace can I offer her when the son she adores has gone?


I MAKE THE girls their breakfast toast. I’m looking around me, aware of all the detail of my kitchen—the tea towels drying in front of the stove, the jars of raisins and flour. On the wall there’s a print by Margaret Tarrant, a Christening present from Evelyn for Blanche—the Christ Child in his crib, with angels all around. It’s a little sentimental, yet I like it, for the still reverence of the angels and the wonderful soft color of their tall fretted wings, which are the exact smoky blue of rosemary flowers. I wonder if I will ever see these things again—and if I do, what our life will be like, in that unguessable future. I say a quick prayer to the angels.


The girls come down to the kitchen, bleary, smelling of warm bedclothes, rubbing the sleep from their eyes. Alphonse sidles up to Millie and walks in small circles around her. She bends down to stroke him, the morning sun shining on her dark silk hair, so you can see all the reddish colors in it.


“Right, girls. We’re going,” I tell them. “We’ll get the boat today. It’ll take us to Weymouth and from there we’ll take the train to London.”


Blanche’s face is like a light switched on.


“Yes.” There’s a thrill in her voice. “But you could have decided earlier, Mum, then I could have washed my hair.”


“You’ll have to pack quickly,” I tell them. “As soon as you’ve finished breakfast. You’ll need underwear and your toothbrushes, and all the clothes you can fit in.”


I’ve put out a carpetbag for Millie, and for Blanche a little leather suitcase that was Eugene’s. Blanche looks at the suitcase, appalled.


“Mum, you’re joking.”


“No, I’m not.”


“But how can I possibly get everything in there?”


London to Blanche is glamour—I know that. We went to stay with Iris for a holiday once, when Blanche was six, four years before Millie was born. Ever since that holiday, London has been a promised land to her, a dream of how life ought to be. Once it was a dream of Trafalgar Square, with its dazzling fountains and pigeons, of the Tower of London, of seeing the chimps’ tea party at the zoo. But now that she’s almost a woman, it’s a dream of men in uniform—resolute, square-jawed, masterful—and tea in the Dorchester tearoom under a glittery chandelier, a dream of cakes and flirtation, with maybe a swing band playing “Anything Goes.” She wants to take all her very best things, her nylons, her coral taffeta frock, her very first pair of high heels that I bought for her fourteenth birthday, just before she left school. I understand, but I feel a flicker of impatience with her.


“You’ll have to, Blanche. I’m sorry. There won’t be much room on the boat. Just put in as many clothes as you can. And you’ll need to wear your winter coats.”


“But it’s hot, Mum.”


“Just do your best,” I say. “And, Blanche, when you’ve finished, you can give Millie a hand.”


“No, she can’t. I can do it myself,” says Millie.


She’s been drinking her breakfast mug of milk, and her mouth is rimmed with white. She bites languidly into her toast and honey.


“Of course you can, sweetheart. You’re a big girl now,” I tell her. “But Blanche will help you. Just be as quick as you can, both of you. If we’re going to go, it has to be today. . . .”


I watch them for an instant, Blanche with her sherbet-fizz of excitement, Millie still fogged with sleep. We’ve come to the moment I’ve been dreading.


“There’s one thing that’s very sad, though,” I say. “We’ll have to take Alphonse to the vet’s.”


Millie is suddenly alert, the drowsiness all gone from her. Her eyes harden. She gives me a wary, suspicious look.


“But there’s nothing wrong with him,” she says.


“I’m afraid he needs to be put to sleep.”


“What d’you mean, put to sleep?” says Millie. There’s an edge of threat in her voice.


“We have to have him put down,” I say.


“No, we don’t,” she says. Her face blazes bright with anger.


“Alphonse can’t come with us. And we can’t just leave him here.”


“No. You’re a murderer, Mummy. I hate you.”


“We can’t take him, Millie. We can’t take a cat on the boat. Everyone’s taking their cats and dogs to the vet. Everyone. Mrs. Fitzpatrick from church was taking their terrier yesterday. She told me. It was terribly sad, she said, but it had to be done.”


“Then they’re all murderers,” she says. Her small face is dark as thunderclouds. Her eyes spark. She snatches Alphonse up in her arms. The cat struggles against her.


“Millie. He can’t come with us.”


“He could live with someone else then, Mummy. It isn’t his fault. He doesn’t want to die. I won’t let him. Alphonse didn’t ask to be born now. This war is stupid,” she says.


Suddenly, it’s impossible. All my breath rushes out in a sigh. I can’t bear to distress her like this.


“Look—I’ll speak to Mrs. le Brocq,” I say wearily, defeated. It’s as though the room breathes out as well, when I say that. But I know what Evelyn would say—the thing she’s said so often before: You’re too soft with those girls, Vivienne. “I’ll see what I can do,” I tell them. “Just get yourselves packed up and ready to leave.”









Chapter 4


I WALK WITH EVELYN to Angie’s house, up one of the narrow lanes that run the length and breadth of Guernsey, their labyrinthine routes scarcely changed since the Middle Ages. High, wet hedgebanks press in on either side of the lane; red valerian grows there, and toadflax, and slender, elegant foxgloves, their petals of a flimsy, washed-out purple, as though they’ve been soaked too long in water. I have Alphonse in a basket, and a bag of Evelyn’s clothes.


The climb exhausts Evelyn. We stop at the bend in the lane, where there’s a stone cattle trough, and I seat her on the rim of the trough to catch her breath for a moment. Sunlight splashes through leaves onto the surface of the water, making patterns that hide whatever lies in its depths.


“Is it much farther, Vivienne?” she asks me, as a child might.


“No. Not much farther.”


We come to the stand of thorn trees, turn in at the track to Les Ruettes. It’s a solid whitewashed farmhouse that’s been here for hundreds of years. There’s an elder tree by the door: islanders used to plant elder as a protection against evil, lest a witch fly into the dairy and the butter wouldn’t form. Behind the house are the greenhouses where Frank le Brocq grows his tomatoes. Chickens scratch in the dirt; their bubbling chatter is all about us. Alphonse is frenzied at the sight and smell of the chickens, writhing and mewing in his basket. I knock at the door.


Angie answers. She has a head scarf over her curlers, a cigarette in her hand. She sees us both there, and a gleam of understanding comes to her eyes. Her smile is warm and wide and softens the lines in her face.


“So. You’ve made your mind up, Vivienne.”


“Yes.”


I’m so grateful to Angie, for helping me out yet again. She’s always been so good to me—she makes my marmalade, smocks Millie’s dresses, ices my Christmas cake—and I know she’ll be welcoming to Evelyn. There’s such generosity in her.


She puts out a hand to Evelyn.


“Come in then, Mrs. de la Mare,” she says. “We’ll take good care of you, I promise.”


She takes Evelyn to the settle by the big open hearth. Evelyn sits on the edge of the seat—tentative, as though she fears it won’t quite take all her weight, her hands precisely folded.


“I don’t know how to thank you, Angie,” I say.


She shakes her head a little.


“It’s the least I could do. And never doubt that you’re doing the right thing, Vivienne. With those two young daughters of yours, you don’t know what might happen.” Then, lowering her voice a little, “When they come,” she says.


“No. Well . . .”


She leans close to whisper to me. Her skin is thickened by sunlight and brown as a ripening nut. I feel her warm nicotine-scented breath on my cheek.


“I’ve heard such terrible things,” she says. “I’ve heard that they crucify girls. They rape them and crucify them.”


“Goodness,” I say.


A thrill of horror goes through me. But I tell myself that this is probably just a story. Angie will believe anything. She loves to tell of witchcraft, hauntings, curses: she says that hair will grow much quicker if cut when the moon is waxing, that gulls gathering at a seafarer’s house may presage a death. Anyway, I ask myself—how could such atrocities happen here, amid the friendly scratching of chickens, the scent of ripening tomatoes, the summer wind caressing the leaves? It’s beyond imagining.


Maybe Angie sees the doubt in my eyes.


“Trust me, Vivienne. You’re right to want to get those girls of yours away. She’s right about that, isn’t she, Frank?”


I turn. Frank, her husband, is standing in the doorway to the hall, half-dressed, his shirt undone and hanging loose. I can see the russet blur of hair on his chest. I’m never quite sure if I like him. He’s a big man, and a drinker. Sometimes Angie has black eyes, and I wonder if they’re from his fists.


He nods in response to her question.


“We were saying that only last night,” he says. “That you’d want to keep an eye on your girls, if you’d decided to stay. You’d want to watch your Blanche. She’s looking quite womanly now. I don’t like to think what might happen—if she was still here when they came.”


He’s looked at Blanche, noticed her—noticed her body changing. I don’t like this.


“It would be a worry,” I say vaguely.


He steps into the kitchen, buttoning up his shirt.


“Vivienne, look, I was thinking. If it would help, I could give you a lift to the boat.”


I feel an immediate surge of gratitude for his kindness. I’m ashamed of my ungracious thought.


“Thank you so much, that would be so helpful,” I say.


“My pleasure.”


He tucks in his shirt. A faint sour smell of sweat comes off him.


“The other thing is . . . ,” I say, and stop. I’m embarrassed to be asking more: they’re already doing so much. “I was wondering if you could maybe look after Alphonse? I ought to have had him put down, but Millie was distraught.”


“Bless her tender heart. Of course she would be,” says Angie. “Of course we’ll take poor Alphonse in. He’ll be company for Evelyn, with all of her family gone.”


“Thank you so much. You’re a saint, Angie. Well, I’d better be off. . . .”


I go to kiss Evelyn.


“You look after yourself,” I say.


“And you, Vivienne,” she says, rather formally. She’s sitting there so stiffly, as if she has to concentrate or she might fall apart. “Give my love to the girls.” As though she didn’t say good-bye to them just before we left. As though she hasn’t seen them for weeks.


I pat her hand, and thank Angie again, and hurry back down the hill. I can’t help thinking about what she said, about what the Germans could do. I tell myself she’s wrong—that it’s just a salacious story. In the Great War we heard that the Germans were cutting the hands off babies, but it proved to be just a terrible rumor.


Yet the pictures are there in my mind and I can’t push them away.









Chapter 5


THE STREETS OF St. Peter Port are quiet. Some of the shops are boarded up, and there’s a lot of litter lying, and shifting slightly in little eddies of air. The sky has clouded over, so it has a smudged, bleary look, like window glass that needs cleaning. It’s a gray, dirty, rather disconsolate day.


Frank drops us at the harbor, wishing us luck.


We see at once why the streets were empty: all the people are here. There’s already a very long queue of silent, anxious islanders, snaking back from the pier and all along the Esplanade. We go to a desk set up on the pavement, where a flustered woman ticks our names off a list. She has a pink, mottled face, and disordered hair that she keeps distractedly pushing out of her eyes.


We join the queue. People are sweating in woolen coats too cumbersome to pack up: they take out their handkerchiefs, wipe the damp from their skin. On this clammy summer day, the winter colors of the coats look somber, almost funereal. Some people don’t have suitcases and have tied up their belongings in neat brown-paper parcels. A bus arrives, and children spill down the steps. Most of them have labels carefully pinned to their coats. They have a lost, dazed look in their eyes. Older children officiously clutch at younger brothers and sisters, responsibility weighing on them, clasping at a coat collar or the cuff of a sleeve.


Millie stares at the children. She frowns. She holds very tight to my hand.


Blanche is wearing her coral taffeta dress beneath her winter coat. She unbuttons her coat and runs her hand over her skirt, trying to smooth out the creases in the glossy fabric.


“Oh no, Mum,” she says suddenly.


Her voice is full of drama; my heart pounds, hurting my chest.


“What is it?” I say sharply.


“I think I’ve forgotten my Vaseline. My skin will get all chapped.”


I feel a little cross with her, that she frightened me like that.


“It doesn’t matter,” I say. “We’re all sure to have forgotten something.”


“It does matter, Mum. It does.”


We stand there for what seems like a very long time. The queue is orderly, subdued. Nobody talks very much. Seagulls scream in the empty air above us, and there are many boats at anchor; you can hear the nervous slap and jostle of water around their hulls. The sun comes briefly out from the cloud, throwing light at everything, then rapidly snatching it back; where the sun isn’t shining on it, the sea looks black and unspeakably cold. I can’t see the boat that will take us to Weymouth—it must be moored out of sight. The only vessel that’s moored to this part of the pier is quite a small boat, not much bigger than the fishermen use, tied up where stone steps lead down from the pier to the sea. I wonder vaguely who it belongs to.


More and more people come, with their coats, their suitcases, their bulging parcels of precious belongings; with the fear that seems to seep like sweat from their pores.


“Will I have my own room at Auntie Iris’s?” Blanche asks me.


“No, sweetheart. It’ll be a crush. You’ll probably have to sleep in the back bedroom with the boys.”


“Oh,” she says, digesting this. It isn’t quite what she’d hoped for. “Well, I don’t mind. It might be quite fun, really, sharing a room.”


“What does London look like?” says Millie.


“You’ll love it,” says Blanche. She relishes being asked this, being the expert on London. “The women have beautiful clothes, and the trains go under the ground, and there’s a park with pelicans. . . .”


I understand Blanche’s yearning for London: sometimes I long for it too, even after all these years away. I remember the sense of possibility—of a world that’s freer, wider, more open than this island. I share her excitement for a moment, allowing myself a spark of hope—that there could be good things about this, in spite of the war. A new freedom.


“Can we go and see Buckingham Palace?” says Millie.


She has a Buckingham Palace jigsaw that Evelyn gave her for Christmas.


“I’m sure we will,” I say.


To my relief, the queue begins to edge forward. Then I see that the people at the front are going down the steps from the pier and over a gangplank onto the boat. The small boat. It can’t be. They can’t expect us to go in that, all the way to England.


“What is it, Mum?” says Blanche, urgently. She’s heard my quick inbreath.


“Nothing, sweetheart.”


She follows my gaze.


“It isn’t a very big boat, Mum.” A little uncertain.


“No. But I’m sure it will be fine. I’m sure they know what they’re doing.”


She hears the apprehension in my voice. She gives me a questioning look.


The queue inches forward, silently.


In front of me is a solid middle-aged woman. Around her neck she wears a fox fur, which has a glass-bead eye, a predatory mouth, a lush russet tail hanging down. Millie is intrigued: she stares at the fox. A smell of mothballs hangs about the woman; she will have taken her best winter clothes out of storage. Next to her is her husband, who seems rather passive and cowed. You can tell she’s the one who makes the decisions.


“Sorry to bother you,” I say.


She turns and gives a slight smile, approving of my children.


“It was just that I was wondering—is that the boat?” I say.


“Well, that’s what it looks like,” she says.


She obviously takes trouble over her appearance; she has plucked her eyebrows out then penciled them carefully in, and her face is heavily powdered. Her hat is fixed with a silver hat pin like a pansy flower.


“We’ll never all get on that,” I say. “They should have sent something bigger. Didn’t they realize how many of us there would be?”


The woman shrugs.


“To be honest—excuse my language—I don’t think they give a damn about us, in England,” she says.


“But—you’d think they’d have sent some soldiers. I mean, there’s no protection for us. We could meet anything on the journey.”


“We’re expendable, let’s face it,” says the woman. “They’ve given us up for lost. Well, I suppose Mr. Churchill’s got an awful lot of things on his mind.”


She’s sardonic, resigned. I wish I could be like that—perhaps it’s a good way to be: not to expect very much, not to struggle against what is happening. But she doesn’t have children with her.


She pulls out the hat pin and fans her face with her hat. Sweat has made thin runnels in the powder on her face. She turns back to her husband.


Panic moves through me. Everything feels so unguessably fragile, so opened up to disaster—the bodies of my children, the flimsy little boat. I have to protect my children, I have to keep them safe; but I don’t know how to do that. I think of the boat, packed tight with all these people, edging its way across the wideness of sea, all that shining waste of water between us and Weymouth; of the dark secret threat that lurks in the depths of the sea.


I’m scarcely aware of the moment of decision, as though I perform the action almost before I think the thought. I find myself pulling Millie out of the queue, dumping the bags down beside her.


“Stay there,” I tell her.


I go to grab Blanche’s arm.


“Mum. What on earth are you doing?”


“We’re going back home,” I tell her.


“Mum.” Her voice is splintered with panic. “We’ll lose our place in the queue.”


“We’re going home,” I say again.


“But, Mum—you said we had to go now, or we couldn’t go at all.” Her eyes are wide, afraid.


Millie tries to pick up her carpet bag, but she’s only holding one handle. The bag falls open and all her things tumble out: her knickers and liberty bodices, her candy-stripe pajamas, her beloved rag doll—all her possessions, intimate, lollipop-bright, spewing out all over the grubby stone of the pier. She starts to cry, shuddery, noisy sobs. She’s frightened and cross, and ashamed that she made the things spill.


“Shut up, Millie. You’re such a crybaby,” says Blanche.


Millie, outraged, sobs more loudly. There’s a slight cold drizzle of rain.


I gather up Millie’s things and try to brush the dirt off them. Everyone’s eyes are on us.


“Mum, you can’t do this,” hisses Blanche, in an intense whisper. She’s torn—desperate to make me listen, yet mortified at being involved in such a public scene. “We’ve got to get to England.”


“The boat’s too small. It isn’t safe,” I say.


The rain comes on more heavily. Rainwater soaks my hair, runs down my part, runs down my face like tears.


“But nothing’s safe anymore,” she says.


I have nothing to say to that.


“And I want to go. I want to go to London.” Her voice is shrill. “You said we were going to go. You said.”


I’m trying to gather up Millie’s things.


“Blanche, for God’s sake, just grow up. This isn’t all about you. Can’t you think of somebody else for once?”


Immediately I’ve said it, I regret it. I shouldn’t have told her off like that. I have snatched her dream away from her: I know she’s upset, and afraid. But the words hang between us, sharp as blades, and I can’t take them back.


I straighten up, put my hand on her shoulder. She shakes me off and stands a little aside, as though she is nothing to do with us. Her face is a papier-mâché mask: it’s set and white and looks about to dissolve.


I usher the girls past the queue of people. I don’t know how to get home, I haven’t thought this through, haven’t thought beyond this moment—just wanting to turn my back on the boat, the journey, the treacherous heave and shine of the sea.


We walk along the Esplanade, heading away from the pier. I don’t know if there are any buses going to St. Pierre du Bois. Maybe all the buses are busy bringing the children here, to the harbor. The mist and rain are blowing in so you can’t see far over the water, the horizon edging nearer, everything closing in, closing down. They’ll have a wet, choppy crossing.


And then, with a rush of relief, I see a vehicle I recognize: it’s Angie’s brother, Jack Bisson, in his ramshackle van. Jack works as a handyman; like Angie, he’s resourceful, he can fix anything—burst pipes, loose slates, a cow that’s struggling to calve. I wave, and he comes to a stop beside us and winds his window down.


“We were going to go and then we decided not to,” I say.


“She decided not to,” Blanche mutters behind me. “Not us. Her.”


Jack has quick dark eyes like a sparrow and Angie’s warm wide smile. His birdlike gaze flits over us. He nods, accepting what I’ve said.


“Mr. Bisson—I know it’s an awful lot to ask—but I don’t suppose you’re going our way? You couldn’t give us a lift?”


“Of course I could do that, Mrs. de la Mare. Just you hop in,” he tells us.


He drops us in the lane just above Le Colombier.









Chapter 6


ALL I CAN think is how much I want to get home.


We come to the wide five-bar gate that opens into our yard. The gate is unfastened. I must have left it like that—not noticing that I hadn’t fastened it in our rush to leave. But I’m surprised I was so careless.


I go to the door: it’s half ajar. I feel my pulse skittering off.


“What’s the matter, Mummy?” says Millie.


“I’m not sure. You two can wait out here for a moment,” I tell them.


“Why?” says Blanche. “It’s our home. And it’s raining, Mum, in case you hadn’t noticed.”


“Just do as you’re told,” I say.


Blanche flinches.


I step cautiously into the passage, then into the kitchen. Fear rushes through me. Someone has broken into our house. My kitchen is wrecked, the cupboard doors flung open, my pottery jars broken, flour and raisins and biscuits all over the floor.


“Hello?”


My shrill voice echoes.


I stand silently for a moment and listen for running footsteps, my heart thudding. But the house has an empty, frail stillness: whoever did this has gone. I step warily into the living room. All my precious music is scattered, the sheets of paper like white petals from some great blossoming tree that a wind has shaken. The cabinet is open, and they’ve taken some of the china, and the Staffordshire dogs and the eggcups from the mantelpiece have gone.


The girls come cautiously into the house to find me.


“No.” Blanche’s voice is freighted with tears. “I told you, Mum. We did the wrong thing. We should never have come back,” she says.


“The Germans are thieves,” says Millie severely. “I hate them.”


“This wasn’t the Germans,” I tell her. “The Germans haven’t come.” I only just manage not to add yet. I swallow down the word.


“It was the Germans,” says Millie. It’s so simple for her. “They’re robbers. They’ve taken our china dogs. They shouldn’t have.”


“No, sweetheart. It must have been someone who lives around here who did this.”


There’s the crunch of something broken, splintering under my feet. I kneel, pick up a china shard. It’s from one of the flowered teacups I brought all the way from London, that I always kept for best and only used for Sunday tea, because I was scared they might get damaged. Now I see I was wrong. I should have made the most of the flowery cups while I could.


“I bet it was Bernie Dorey,” says Blanche. “I’ve seen him and his gang around here sometimes. He was in the same class as me at school, his family are all horrible. He used to nick my satchel and he never brushed his teeth.”


“We don’t know who it was,” I say.


The thought appalls me—that somebody was just waiting for us to leave, watching the house and scheming and taking their chance. Seeking a way to profit from the anarchy of war. And I’m upset by the destructiveness of it, all the spilt flour and the breakage, as though it was just a game to them.


Blanche is seized with anger—that nothing has happened as she dreamed it.


“You see, Mum? I was right, we should have gone to England. We could be on the boat by now. We could be sailing.” Her eyes are hard as blue flints. “It’s going to be awful here. Worse than ever,” she says.


“We’ll be all right, sweetheart,” I say. “It doesn’t matter that much. We can manage without the china dogs, and the silver eggcups were such a nuisance to clean. At least they haven’t taken our books. . . .”


“So why do you sound so unhappy, Mummy?” says Millie.


I don’t say anything.


Blanche rips off her winter coat and flings it onto a chair. She stares down at herself, at the hem of her taffeta dress, which is crumpled and dark with rainwater.


“Look. It’s all ruined,” she says.


Her eyes are shiny with tears.


“Blanche—your dress will be fine. We’ll hang it up so it doesn’t crease. It’s only water,” I say.


But I know she isn’t talking only about the taffeta frock.


I go upstairs and look around, in the girls’ bedrooms, and Evelyn’s, and mine. Nothing has been disturbed here; it looks as though the burglars didn’t come this far. But I have to be certain. Le Colombier is a big old rambling house, a labyrinth. The many people who have lived here have built onto it over the years: there are rooms leading into one another, twisty passages, places where you could hide. I hunt around everywhere—open up all the cupboards, explore all the secrets and hidden ways of my house. I climb right up to the attics, to the big front attic we use as a spare bedroom, and the little one at the back, which you reach by a separate stair. All is as it should be. At last I come down to the girls again and send them off to unpack their bags.


I clear up the mess, the shards of china crunching under my feet. A feeling like grief washes through me, and not only because of the things that are broken or lost. This doesn’t feel like our home now: it feels wrong, smells wrong, in that indefinable way of a place where someone unwelcome has been. Everything is falling apart—all the intricate warp and weft of the peaceful life we have lived here, everything unraveling. They haven’t come yet, but it has already begun.









Chapter 7


I PUT TOGETHER A meal with some food that hasn’t been touched by the burglars—a loaf of bread I forgot to throw out and a tin of corned beef.


After we’ve eaten, I walk up to Les Ruettes to bring Evelyn back home. Millie comes with me. The rain has stopped and the sky is starting to clear. There are still great banks of cloud that look as solid as far countries, but now between the heaps of cloud, there are depths and reaches of blue. The hedgebanks are drenched, and the air is rich with musky, polleny scents—wild garlic, wet earth, violets. I breathe in gratefully.


As we near the door of Les Ruettes, Alphonse slinks out from behind a greenhouse and circles around Millie, arching, purring resonantly.


Frank le Brocq comes to the door, a cigarette clamped between his lips. He’s wearing his checked cloth cap; he takes it off when he sees me. A splinter of amusement floats in his eye.


“Cold feet?” he says.


“Yes. You could put it like that.”


There’s something shameful about returning like this. It feels like an act of cowardice—not a reasoned decision, more a failure of nerve.


He takes a long drag on his cigarette and looks me up and down, in his appraising way that I don’t quite like.


“That cat of yours wouldn’t settle,” he tells me. “He kept going back to your house. Cats are like that, cats are territorial creatures. A bit like you lot.” He grins.


Millie picks up Alphonse and wraps her arms around him.


“Did you miss me?” she says.


The cat rubs his head extravagantly against her.


“Look, Mummy, look, he knows what I’m saying. He really missed me,” she says.


Frank stands aside, and we go into the kitchen. Angie is kneading dough on her table; she greets us with a smile. Evelyn is on the settle where I left her, still sitting upright on the edge of the seat.


“Vivienne.” There’s a puzzled look on Evelyn’s face, as though her life is a knotted tangle she can’t begin to undo. “Well, you didn’t take long.”


“We changed our minds,” I say. “We didn’t go on the boat.”


“Least said, soonest mended,” she says.


I feel a little surge of unease. She often gives me this feeling now—that the things she says sound normal, yet somehow they don’t quite make sense.


I turn to Angie.


“Thank you so much.”


“Don’t you worry, Vivienne. I was more than glad to help out. . . . Let’s hope you made the right decision,” she adds, a little doubtfully.


I feel that I owe her some explanation, after everything that she has done for me. “The thing is—it was such a little boat. And it’s such a long way. . . .”


We walk back slowly down the lane. I take Evelyn’s arm to help her. A bird calls with a sound like a pot being scraped, and the moist air is cool on our skin.


Millie tries to carry Alphonse, but the cat wriggles down and scampers off through the fields, heading for Le Colombier. Millie slips her hand in mine.


“I’m glad we came back home,” she says, her voice fat with contentment. “I didn’t really want to go. It’s nice here, isn’t it, Mummy?”


“Yes, sweetheart.”


But even as I say it, a little tremor goes through me. Above us the clouds retreat, regroup, creating new shapes in the sky—new countries, new islands.









Chapter 8


ON FRIDAY I cycle up to town.


The streets are empty because so many people have gone, and some of the shops are boarded up, but otherwise St. Peter Port feels much the same as always—calm and orderly in the warm June sunshine—as though the panic of the evacuation hadn’t happened at all. I buy a lamb joint, and stock up on coffee and cigarettes and tea. Such luxuries may become rather harder to buy—when they come, when it happens.


I come to Martel’s watch and clock shop, where Blanche’s friend Celeste has been working since she left school. I glance in through the window, wondering whether she’s gone, and she sees me and waves vigorously, her glossy dark curls dancing. I feel so happy for Blanche because her friend will still be here. In Grand Pollet, I pass the music shop that belonged to Nathan Isaacs; this is one of the shuttered shops. Nathan left a while ago, before the fall of France, saying that he could see which way the wind was blowing, a rueful smile on his clever, diffident face—talking about it so lightly. I miss him. We grew friendly because of the shop, where I’d often go to buy music. He was a good musician, a violinist, and sometimes I’d play duets with him at one of his music evenings, up at Acacia Villa, his tall, graceful house on the hill.


I go to the library, where I choose a new Elizabeth Goudge, and then on to the haberdasher’s to buy more wool for Evelyn. I can’t get her balaclavas and gloves to the forces anymore, but at least the knitting keeps her occupied. And I stop off at Boots on the High Street to buy a first lipstick for Blanche—wanting to give her a bit of glamour, something to make her happier, now I have snatched her dream of London from her.


I like chemists’ shops. I walk slowly down the aisle, past opulent silver compacts that I could never afford, moving through drifts of perfume—lavender water, and Devon Violets talcum powder, and all the lavish gorgeousness of Chanel No. 5.


The Yardley counter is right at the back of the shop. From here the land slopes steeply, and through the high arched windows you look down over russet-tiled roofs and out across the harbor. You can see the little boats bobbing, and all the glimmery blue dazzle of the sky and sea. Seagulls wheel and cry in the clear air. The day is mellowing now toward evening, the sunlight turning gold. The tomato lorries are parked in a line on the pier—there are still boats to take the crop to the mainland, though I don’t suppose this will happen for many more days. Way above the harbor, in the splendor of the sky, I notice two tiny black specks—a couple of planes that are flying there, very high, very far. They look innocuous as birds.


I stare at all the Yardley lipsticks, not knowing which color to choose—maybe the rose-pink, maybe the peach. The simplest choices seem hard now, after all my hesitation about whether or not we should leave—as though I have somehow lost faith in my power to decide. In the end I choose the coral because it will match Blanche’s taffeta dress. Then I head back down the High Street; I have left my bike against a wall in the lower part of the road.


“Vivienne! It is you!” I feel a warm hand on my arm. “I called you but you didn’t turn. You looked like you were off in a dream.”


I spin around. It’s Gwen.


She smiles, a little triumphant, as though I am something she has achieved. Her gaze—chestnut-brown, vivid, shining—rests on my face. Her frock has a pattern of polka dots and little scarlet flowers. It’s so good to see her I’d like to put my arms around her.


“I didn’t know if you’d gone or not,” she says. “It was all so sudden, wasn’t it? Having to choose?” She dumps her heavy bag of shopping down on the pavement, rubs a sore shoulder. “So you’ve decided to stick it out?”


I nod.


“Cold feet, at the last moment,” I tell her. “A bit pathetic really.”


She puts her hand on my arm again.


“I’m so glad, though, Vivienne,” she tells me. “I’m just so glad you’re still here.”


Her warmth is so welcome.


“Look—are you in a rush?” she says.


“Not at all.”


“We’ll have tea then?”


“I’d love to.”


We have a favorite tea shop—Mrs. du Barry’s on the High Street. We take the table we always choose—the table right at the back that has a wide view over the harbor. There’s a crisp starched tablecloth and marigolds in a glass vase; the marigolds have a thin, peppery scent. The shop is almost empty, except for an elderly couple talking in slow, hushed voices, and a woman with eyes smudged with tiredness and a baby in her arms. As she sips her tea, the woman rests her cheek against the baby’s head. I feel a surge of nostalgia, remembering the sensation of a baby’s head against you—how fragile it feels where the bones haven’t fused, and how hot and scented and sweet.


“Gwen—how did you decide?” I ask.


“Ernie wouldn’t leave,” she tells me. Gwen and Ernie live at Elm Tree Farm, in Torteval. They have a big granite farmhouse and a lot of fertile land. “Not after all those years of work. I’m damned if I’ll let them take it all away from me, he said.”


“Well, good for him.”


Her bright face seems to cloud over. She pushes back her hair. A haze of anxiety hangs about her.


“How can you ever know what the right thing is? How can you ever know?” she says.


“You can’t. I keep wondering too. Whether I’ve made an awful mistake. . . .”


“Johnnie can’t bear it, of course, being stuck here, kicking his heels. Poor kid. He simply can’t bear that he was too young to join up.”


“I can imagine that. How he would feel that.”


I think of her younger son, Johnnie—how impulsive he is, how he’d yearn for action. I’ve always been fond of Johnnie, with his exuberance, his wild brown hair, his restless, clever hands. He and Blanche would play together a lot when they were small—making mud pies and flower soup, or building dens in the Blancs Bois—until, at seven or eight, as children will, they went their separate ways. Then I taught him piano for a while, though he often forgot to bring the right music, and scarcely practiced at all. Until he discovered a talent for ragtime, which I could never play. He had the rhythm in him, and there was no stopping him.


“But I wasn’t going to let Johnnie go to England on his own,” says Gwen. “Not after . . . well . . .”


She doesn’t finish her sentence. Her eyes glitter with unshed tears; a stricken look crosses her face. Brian, her elder son, was lost at Trondheim, in the Norwegian campaign. After it happened, I would panic sometimes when I was with her, afraid of the gaps in our conversations, as though they were cliffs you could fall from—afraid of saying his name. Once I told her, I’m so frightened of reminding you, I don’t want to make you upset. . . . And she said, Vivienne, it’s not as though you’re reminding me of something I’ve forgotten. It’s not as though I don’t think of him every moment of every day. The only time I don’t think of him is when I’m fast asleep—then every morning I wake up and I have to learn it again. So let’s just get on with it. . . .


“I want to keep Johnnie close,” she says now.


I put my hand on her wrist.


“Of course you do,” I say. “Of course you wouldn’t want him to go.”


Perhaps I’m lucky that both my children are girls. When I was younger, I felt I’d love to have a son as well; but war changes everything. Even the things you hope for.


Mrs. du Barry brings our tea. The quilted tea cozy is shaped like a thatched cottage, and the milk jug has a crochet cover held in place by beads. There are cakes on a silver cakestand—Battenberg, cream slices, luxurious chocolate eclairs. I take a slice of Battenberg. We sip our tea and eat our cake, and watch as the sun sinks down in the sky and spreads its gold on the sea.


Gwen sighs.


“Johnnie’s such a worry—what he might get up to,” she says. “He’s been a bit wild since it happened. It’s not really anything he’s done, just what I feel he could do. . . .”


“It’s such a short time,” I tell her.


“He worshipped his brother,” she says.


“Yes.”


I remember Brian’s memorial service—how Johnnie didn’t cry, how he stood at attention, his face white as wax, his body so rigid, controlled. He made me think of a cello string stretched too tight, that might suddenly break. He troubled me. I know just why Gwen worries so about him.


“He longs to do what Brian did,” she tells me. “He wears Brian’s army jumper. And he’s got a box of Brian’s things—his binoculars, and his shotgun that he used for shooting rabbits, and his famous collection of Dinky cars that he kept from when he was small. The box is Johnnie’s most precious possession, he keeps it under his bed.”


I feel a tug of sadness for Johnnie.


We’re quiet for a moment. It’s getting late, and Mrs. du Barry hangs the CLOSED sign on her door. My hands are sticky with marzipan from the Battenberg cake, and I wipe them on my handkerchief. The spicy scent of the marigolds is all around us.


And then I ask the question that looms at the front of my mind—vivid as neon, inescapable.


“Gwen. What will happen?”


She leans a little toward me.


“They’ll overlook us,” she says, too definitely. “Don’t you think? Like in the Great War.”


“Do you really think so?”


“Nobody bothered with us, during the Great War,” she says.


“That’s true enough. But that was then . . .”


“I mean, what difference do we make to anything? What use could these little islands possibly be to Hitler?” There’s a note of pleading in her voice; perhaps it’s herself as much as me that she’s trying to persuade. “Maybe he won’t think of us. That’s what I hope, anyway. You’ve got to hope, haven’t you?”


But her hand holding the teacup is shaking very slightly, so the tea shivers all across its surface.


She clears her throat, which seems suddenly thick.


“Anyway, Vivienne—tell me more about all of you,” she says. Moving on to safer things.


“Blanche is unhappy,” I tell her. “She terribly wanted to go.”


“Well, she would, of course,” says Gwen. “There isn’t much here for young people, you can see how she’d long for London. And Millie?”


“She’s being ever so brave, though she doesn’t really understand.”


“She’s a poppet,” says Gwen.


“And Evelyn—well, I’m not sure she’s quite right in her mind anymore. Half the time she seems to forget that Eugene joined up. . . .” I see the shadow that rapidly moves across Gwen’s face, at the mention of Eugene, then fades away just as quickly. I wish I hadn’t eaten the Battenberg cake: the sweetness of the marzipan is making me feel slightly sick. “Sometimes she asks for him,” I tell her, “as though he’s still at home.”


“Poor Vivienne. Your mother-in-law was never exactly the easiest of people,” says Gwen carefully. “You’ve certainly got your hands full.”









Chapter 9


WE SAY GOOD-BYE. Gwen leaves, and I go to the ladies’. I wash the marzipan from my hands, push my brush through my hair, take out my compact to powder my face. My hands have a clean, astringent smell from Mrs. du Barry’s carbolic soap. Then I go back to the table to pick up my cardigan that I left there.


All the china on the tables begins to rattle violently. There’s a roaring from outside. At first, I can’t work out what it can be, then I think it must be a plane—yet the sound is too sudden, too loud, too near, for a plane. Fear surges through me: if this is a plane, it will crash on the town. Everyone rushes to the window. The air seems to thin, so it’s hard to breathe.


“No no no no,” says Mrs. du Barry. She’s standing close to me; she clutches my arm.


We see the three planes that are flying over us, swooping down over the harbor. We see the bombs falling, catching the sun as they fall. They seem to come down so slowly. And then the crump of the impact, the looming dust, the flame—everything breaking, broken, fires leaping up, loose tires and oil drums flung high in the air by the blast. I hear the ferocious rattle of guns. I think, stupidly, that at least there are soldiers here after all, the soldiers haven’t left us. Then I realize that the guns I hear are German guns, in the planes. They’re machine-gunning the men, the lorries. There’s a ripping sound, a flare of fire, as a petrol tank explodes. The men on the pier are scattered, running, crumpling like straw men, thrown down.


Fear floods me. My whole body is trembling. I think of my children. Will the planes fly all over the island, will they bomb my children? And Gwen—where is Gwen? How much time did she have? Could Gwen have gotten away?
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