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To the memory of my dear mother and father-in-law, Edith and Jim Wood, who spent so many happy holidays in Blackpool and sparked my initial interest in the town.

The love you showered your family with lives on today.


PART ONE

1940

AN ISLAND IN PERIL


CHAPTER ONE

Julia and Clara

Fears and Memories

Julia’s stomach muscles clenched. The letter her beautiful Clara had handed her when she’d come in from school meant the end of their life together for the foreseeable future – maybe for ever! Oh God, no. No, not that.

Wanting to say no, no one was going to part her from her daughter, the fear of what the Germans would do when they invaded – for it was certain now that they would – gave her the knowledge that she must take her Clara to the quayside the next day.

The letter said that the boats would board at 9 a.m. and leave Guernsey by 11 a.m. Beneath that was a list of what they were allowed to take with them. The list of items was small. Her daughter was to leave her and go into someone else’s care, with so few of her belongings.

Pacing this one room that was their home, in the attic of Rose Cottage Boarding House, didn’t help. Neither did Clara’s tears, or her pleas.

‘Don’t make me go, Mum, please don’t let me go. Everyone says that the newspapers said that parents would have a choice. I’m almost fourteen, they can’t make me go.’

Taking her sobbing child into her arms, Julia looked towards the open window. The lovely June day was marred by the sound of bombs in the distance growing louder and louder. Wisps of smoke drifted by, carried across the Channel by the wind.

The Germans were beating the British on the beaches of France. Cherbourg, just thirty miles away, had been bombarded with shells and bombs for days now, and whereas on a clear day the port and houses could be seen, now the town was a red glow of fire, from which belched a black cloud of smoke.

Her world, as she knew it, was under threat. Not that it was a happy place for her anyway, shunned as she was by most of the islanders on account of being an unmarried mother, and having to bear seeing her daughter ostracised – but it was home.

Julia sighed as she thought of how few friends Clara had and how she suffered name-calling and the humiliation of being left out of whatever her peers were planning. She was never asked to parties, or even just to muck around on the beach. Yes, they were lonely, she and Clara. But being together made them happy and they made the most of their lot even though it wasn’t much.

This room and the leftovers from the food prepared for the guests, plus a meagre wage which just kept them afloat was given grudgingly by Ida Philips, the sour-faced woman who owned the boarding house. In exchange she expected Julia to be at her beck and call day and night – scrubbing down the kitchen at nearly midnight, and then up with the crowing of the cockerel at dawn to cook breakfast. Then there were the dishes to wash, the beds to make, the piddle pots to empty and the whole house to be cleaned.

Often, tired to the bones of her, the tears would stream down Julia’s face for no particular reason, but mostly when she thought of her parents, and how, instead of protecting her and standing by her, they had left the island soon after the tragedy that had taken her fiancé Tim and his father.

They couldn’t take the shame of having an unmarried, pregnant daughter and had gone to live in Germany where her mother had an elderly uncle. Julia had rarely heard from them since, though they had often been on her mind. Despite her mother’s coldness towards her, she missed them and worried about them, asking herself over and over how they were faring since Hitler’s uprising. Had they been imprisoned, as foreign nationals were in Britain?

Being left alone to face her grief and the fear of losing her child had devastated Julia. Her mother had given her one option. Julia must travel to Britain, go into the convent that her mother had written to, then once her child had been born and taken away, she could join them in Germany and help her mother to care for her uncle.

But Tim’s mother, Winnie, had come to the rescue. Not able to take her in at that time, after her own life had been devastated, she did all she could to save her grandchild from being taken from them. She paid for a room for Julia in this boarding house, and for the medical care she needed. After the birth, Ida Philips had offered her this job and this room and it had seemed like the answer to Julia’s prayers. Although trained as a nurse, she’d lost her job and knew that she wouldn’t be accepted back at the hospital where she’d worked.

Taking Ida’s offer had meant she could stay near to Winnie and yet not be completely reliant on her. Winnie had never known the extent of the work that Julia did. Poor Winnie. How will she take the news that Clara must go away?

Clara broke into her thoughts as if reading them. ‘What about Granny? I can’t leave Granny.’

No answer to this would come – only guilt at the course Julia knew she had to take. She had to stay strong. She had to let her daughter go to safety.

‘Mum! I said what about Granny?’

Taking a deep breath, Julia spoke the necessary lie. ‘Granny will want you to go. She will know that it is the best thing for you, darling.’

Inside, Julia knew that Winnie would crumble. But what could she do?

If it was possible for a fear of a different kind to penetrate what was already holding Julia in its grip, it did now. The worry she’d felt lately for Winnie surfaced, and tightened her throat. A tiny little lady, with hardly any meat on her bones, Winnie had lost weight lately, weight she couldn’t afford to lose, and her cheeks had become hollow. Always she insisted that she was all right and that her frequent trips to the doctor were because her arthritis was bothering her more than it should, but Julia had her own thoughts on what was truly wrong with Winnie. During her nursing days she had seen similar symptoms many times. Cancer. The dreaded, incurable disease. This was borne out by the yellow tinge of Winnie’s skin, and finding her, on several occasions, doubled up in agony with pains in her stomach.

Guiding Clara to the chair, Julia glanced at the photo in the frame that stood on the mantelpiece. Two beautiful, smiling faces looked back at her. Hers and her beloved Tim’s. Happy faces. Young and in love, and just a week away from getting married.

Rhoda, Julia’s best friend at the time, who had scarcely spoken to her since Tim’s death, had accompanied her to the dock to see Tim off on a fishing trip with his dad. Rhoda had been given a box camera for Christmas a few months before, and had taken the photo. How happy the three of them had been.

Excited about the wedding, Julia and Rhoda had made their way to Mrs Robins’s house after they’d seen Tim off. Rhoda was to be bridesmaid and they needed a final fitting of their frocks. They had loved the swirling, satin gowns – Julia’s a dazzling white and Rhoda’s a cerise pink. They’d twirled around and giggled at Mrs Robins’s antics as she’d tried to make them stand still. With a dozen pins sticking out from her mouth, Mrs Robins had only been able make grunting noises as she’d reached out for them.

The trip they’d seen Tim off on was going to be the last father and son, who shared a love of fishing, were to have before the wedding. But only the last for now, not for ever and ever. Oh, Tim … Tim.

Her legs gave way and Julia slumped on to the arm of the chair. Softly stroking Clara’s dark hair, her heart jolted as her
child looked up at her. She was so like Tim. She had his pale blue, wide eyes, his curls, his nose. And yet, others often said that Clara looked like Julia too, with her own dark curly hair. Though her eyes were brown, and her nose smaller, it was her full lips and even teeth that Clara had inherited.

The combination of herself and Tim had endowed Clara with a beauty that was emerging more and more as she approached womanhood. Though Julia was glad that, so far, Clara had shown no sign of developing in the same way as her.

Slim, with a tiny waist and hips, Julia hated how her breasts were larger than average and attracted unwanted attention. Because of them and her situation, men leered at her when they thought their wives weren’t looking, deepening the distrust and disdain that the island women had towards her.

Always she wore loose-fitting blouses with the buttons done up to her neck and flowing skirts, rather than the pencil-slim ones that were the fashion. The last thing she wanted was the kind of attention she received. It made her feel dirty, and as if men thought that she was easy with her favours. Some had even whispered to her that she must miss what she’d had with Tim, and hinted that they could step in and look after her in that way.

Nothing could have been further from the truth. She and Tim had only ever experienced one fumbling, bumbling encounter. Both had been embarrassed, and sorry it had ever happened. It had been a month before the sea had claimed Tim and his dad, luring them out by its calmness, then whipping up into a sudden storm, churning and tossing their little boat so that they were unable to fight its insurmountable power. Julia shuddered. Often she’d stood on the shore when the sea had been in this mood, imagining how terrified Tim and his dad must have been.

Her mind closed down to these thoughts and visited instead the uncomfortable moment when Clara had been conceived. She and Tim had taken a picnic to Le Portelet, a beach in the Forest area in the south of Guernsey, inaccessible by land. They’d borrowed a boat from a friend of Tim’s father who had a boathouse at Petit Bot, a shoreline from which you could swim to Le Portelet. They’d loaded the boat with their picnic basket. Le Portelet beach had been deserted when they’d arrived.

They’d spent a blissful afternoon, swimming, playing in the waves, chasing each other and rolling in the sand, enjoying the taste and feel of their near-naked bodies entwined together – until Tim’s kisses had become more demanding.

Always when this happened, one of them had been able to call a halt, or cause a distraction, but that afternoon Julia had found herself yielding to the feelings that swept over her as Tim’s hand explored her body. A yearning for more had burned inside her, and she hadn’t resisted.

Tim had hastily climbed on her, his eagerness making him clumsy. Coming to her senses, she’d tried to stop it happening. ‘No, Tim, not that.’

‘Yes, Jules. Yes. We have to.’

She’d felt an uncomfortable pain, and then Tim had moaned loudly and rolled off her. After a moment, he’d apologised. ‘I shouldn’t have done that. I’m sorry. Oh, Jules, it all went wrong. It’ll be better than that, I promise. I was too excited, I – it came to an end too quickly. I’m sorry. I promise that next time … ’

She’d put her hands over her ears, her distress filling her. ‘There’ll not be a next time!’

‘Jules!’

‘I – I mean until we’re wed. Promise me. Promise you’ll stop groping me and everything until after we’re wed. I don’t want to … I … ’

‘Oh, Jules, I’m sorry, but you wanted … ’

‘I know, I’m not blaming you. I just wish we hadn’t.’

As the voices replayed in her head, Julia once more heard Tim’s sob. They’d clung together, each taking the blame, promising not to let it happen again, until their tears had turned to laughter as Tim had said, ‘The problem is, I need the practice, I’ve never done it before.’ And she had said, ‘I have to agree with that.’ A silly exchange, but one that had lightened the moment, and led them back to the easy companionship they’d always enjoyed.

Clara’s sobbing penetrated the place Julia had allowed herself to drift to. Slipping off the arm of the chair, she knelt in front of her daughter. ‘Oh, my darling, I – I don’t know what to say, or do. I don’t think we have any choice.’

‘We do, Mum, we do! You can say no! You can! Stop shaking your head!’

‘Clara, listen to me. The Germans are coming. They will occupy our island. We will all have to do exactly as they say. Everything will be different. You … and I … we will be forced

… Oh, I can’t bear it. Oh, Clara, they say that the German soldiers rape all the young women … yes, you too. The tales are of girls of eleven years of age being forced to have sex with them.’

Clara’s white face pulled Julia up. In her anguish she’d said more than she’d intended. No mother should first mention the sexual act in such a brutal way, let alone when it was about the forcible taking by ruthless soldiers. ‘I’m sorry, my darling. I’m sorry. I had to tell you the truth of it, I – I had to.’

‘But what about you, Mum? Will you be safe?’

Everything Julia had tried not to think about crowded in on her. No, she wouldn’t be safe. A shudder ripped through her, making her tremble, but she wouldn’t let in the truth of what might happen to her.

‘Come with me, Mum. Please. Lots of folk are leaving. Granny could come too. Please, Mum.’

The mention of Winnie tore at Julia. Winnie was the reason that she couldn’t go. Both needed her, the young and the old. But the young one, Clara, was strong. She would mourn, and weep, and be afraid and alone, but in the depth of her she had a strength she could call upon. The old one, Winnie, had been strong, but now, after years of standing by them, she needed Julia to prop her up. To see her through what Julia knew in her heart were her last months.

With these thoughts, her mind was made up. She had no choice. She had to let the young one go. She had to stay and do her duty by the old one.

The next day, feeling tired after her tears had kept her awake for most of the night, Clara clutched at the small suitcase that her granny had found for her in her attic room.

Crowds jostled her, pushing her and her mother out of the way as they scrambled for the dockside. One woman spat in their path.

‘Don’t do that. We’re as good as you are!’

‘Hush, Clara.’

‘Why, Mum? Why? Why do you stand for it?’

‘For the sake of peace, darling. And you are best to do the same. You’ll be away from them soon.’

‘I don’t want to be. I want to stay here, and I want them to accept us. We are a part of them. You and your father were born here, as were generations of our family.’ The anger that Clara had often felt, both at the rejection she and her mother suffered and the acceptance of it that her mother displayed, came to the fore. A scream formed in her that she wanted to let loose, telling them all that none of them were any better than her or her mother. But the scream caught in her throat and she had to swallow hard so as not to burst into tears.

Clinging onto her mother’s hand as if she was a small child again, Clara clamped her lips together. Ahead of them, her classmates were filing onto a boat that didn’t look big enough to take them all. Another boat was moored alongside. Clara could see the young children and their mothers boarding this one. Maybe there won’t be any room on either for me. With this thought, she felt glad of those in the crowd who deliberately prevented her and her mother from making progress towards the quayside and a hope entered her, compounded by the sound of a bell ringing out from the first boat and a voice shouting, ‘No more. Get back. Another boat will come tomorrow.’

Clara smiled and moved closer to her mother as she watched a sailor unwind the anchor before jumping aboard. The boat began to slowly manoeuvre out of the dock to shouts and yells of, ‘Stop, take one more, please!’ And others declaring that they would pay, whatever it took.

As Clara and her mother walked back towards home, the island that had been familiar in every way took on the mantle of a strange, unwelcome place. Abandoned cars, some with their doors still open and their engines running, littered the roads leading to the dock. Dogs and cats roamed around, looking lost, hungry and tired. Some of the cottages had wide open doors. Bunches of keys dangled from keyholes.

Only the noise of those returning, not having secured a place on the boats, stopped Clara’s beloved Guernsey from seeming to be a deserted island.

‘Shall we go and see Granny?’

‘No. That’s not a good idea, Clara. We can’t put her through the pain of saying goodbye to you again. Let her think that you have gone. That way, she can begin to get used to the idea.’

Will she ever do that? Will Granny forget me and carry on as if I never existed? The lump in her throat finally broke. Tears wet her cheeks. She’d heard folk speak of a broken heart – now Clara felt certain that she knew how that felt. Because her heart hurt. Fear engulfed her, but it didn’t take precedence over the pain of loss she felt.

Her world was coming to an end. She didn’t know how long it would take to happen, but she knew that nothing would be the same ever again from the moment there was a space on a boat that would take her far away.

Feeling her mother’s arm tighten around her gave her no comfort. There was no comfort to be had. Tomorrow, or the next day, everything would be lost.


CHAPTER TWO

Julia

The Sorrow of Parting

Julia clung on to Clara the next morning, oblivious to the rain soaking her and the wind stinging her calves and whipping her shawl from around her shoulders.

Clara’s sobs shook her body. Julia had no words that could help them.

Without warning, someone jerked them apart. ‘Come on. Get on with it. You’re lucky that there’s one place left on the boat for you. Not that you deserve it.’

Julia’s heart stung to hear this. She wanted to rip the woman’s hair out strand by strand, and scream at her, but she just called out to Clara: ‘Write, darling. Write as soon as you’re settled. Let me have your address.’

Clara looked back at her, pain and fear painted on her face.

‘It’ll be all right, darling. You’ll be back, or I’ll come for you, I promise.’

The woman shoved Clara forward. ‘Hurry up, will you?’

It was too much for Julia. Her agony clouded her judgement. She rushed forward. ‘Can’t you be civil to her? Can’t you see how terrified she is? Please show her some kindness. Please!’

‘Scum don’t deserve kindness. Now get off with you. I thought you’d be relieved. Everyone knows where the Germans will get their favours. Well, you won’t have anything stopping you with this one out of your way, will you, harlot?’

The breath caught in Julia’s lungs. Her hand came up, but before she could strike out a strong pair of arms grasped her. ‘None of that. Showing your true colours, eh? And in front of your child as she has to face the wide world. Shame on you.’

The stinking breath of Constable Ferrington wafted into Julia’s open mouth as she gasped from the pain of his overzealous restraint. ‘Let me go. Let me say goodbye to my daughter. Clara! Clara!’

But it was too late. Clara was lost in the midst of the pushing crowd, all jostling for position, hoping for a place on the boat.

Julia’s body folded, only to jolt back upright as the shock of the Constable’s hand squeezing her breast brought her wits back to her. ‘Don’t!’ The word was a snarl rather than a plea.

‘Getting choosy, are we? You’d do well to keep in with the likes of me. I could protect you and give you pleasure while I’m doing so.’

The words were whispered. His face so close that moisture from his mouth dampened her ear. Repulsion trembled through her. ‘Let me go. I’ll never go with you, never! I’d prefer to be raped by a German soldier than lie with you!’

‘Ah, that’s your thinking, is it? Collaboration? Well, I’ll be watching your every move, and if I get whiff of it, I’ll be the one to personally tar and feather you, girl.’

‘That’s not what I meant. Please let me go. If you’ve an ounce of decency, you’d let me look out to sea and wave to my daughter.’

‘So you can show that you care? Ha, I don’t think so. You won’t play ball with me, so I’m going to show you how it will be if you step out of line, my girl. I’m arresting you for assault.’

‘But, I never—’

‘Oh yes, you did. I witnessed it with my own eyes. You lifted your hand to Mrs Lister, with intent on striking her. And you kicked my shin when I tried to apprehend you – offences that will get you three months behind bars.’

Horror clung to every fibre of Julia’s being. Her lips moved but no words came out. The agony of the policeman’s hold increased as he hauled her away. Out of the corner of her eye she caught a glimpse of the disappearing boat, carrying her Clara away from her. Despair crowded in on her.

Thrown roughly into a cell, Julia sat on the stone slab in a daze. The stench made her heave. Bile rose in her throat and she swallowed hard, choking on the vile-tasting acid. How did this happen? How did I come to be here? And my Clara gone … gone. Oh, dear God, help me.

A scuttling sound had her heart jumping. Looking down she saw a rat, as big as a kitten, coming towards her feet. Pulling them up underneath her, she cringed away, pressing her body into the mildew-ridden brick wall. Water dripped onto her head, but she dared not move. Cold seeped into her, making her shiver. Warm salty tears trickled into the corner of her mouth. Never had she felt so wretched.

Hours later a key clanked in the lock, waking Julia from a slumber she hadn’t been aware of falling into. Voices drifted to her as if disembodied and coming from a nothing space.

‘I tell you, I can’t release her. She is a criminal awaiting a court appearance tomorrow.’

‘Well, I am disputing your right to hold my client overnight. I’ve asked you, and you have no evidence, other than your word, and that has been brought into question many times, when you have been found to be vindictive. I believe you are being so on this occasion.’

‘Mrs Lister is a witness—’

‘Oh, I don’t think so. She won’t stand up for you. As much as she is bigoted against Miss Portman, when I sought her out, she had no intention of helping you in this prosecution. Have you forgotten that you prosecuted her son for relieving himself in a public place, when she begged you to let him off with a warning?’

There was a silence. Julia held her breath. She knew the voice of the man challenging the constable. Mr Vale was the local solicitor and had a distinctive, high pitch to his tone. But why was he here defending her? Winnie! Dear Winnie. Of course. Tim’s father had been a partner of Mr Vale’s. Tim himself had been training with them after he had come back to the island from university in London.

Winnie would have heard that Julia had been arrested, and would have sent for Mr Vale’s help.

The cell door swung open. ‘Get yourself out of here. The charges against you have been dropped. But I meant what I said, I’ll be watching your every move, once the Germans get here. You won’t be able to step within an inch of a soldier before I have you for collaboration.’

‘I doubt that, Ferrington. I doubt you will even have a job, as the Germans will rule everything, including law and order. I’d make yourself scarce, if I were you. There’s a few on the island who bear a grudge against you. And some of them would take great delight in getting you into hot water with the invaders.’

Even in the dim light, Julia saw the constable’s face drain of colour.

‘Come along, Julia, I’m to deliver you to Winnie. She is waiting for you.’

Julia followed Mr Vale, leaving a stunned constable standing with his mouth slack as she spoke up. ‘And I will be putting in a complaint about you, for one. You fondled me when you held me restrained.’ The words came out in a calm way that she didn’t feel. They surprised her as much as they did the two men.

Mr Vale coughed. ‘Is that right? Well, we’ll discuss that further. You’ll be hearing from me in due course, Ferrington.’

Outside, Mr Vale took Julia’s arm and leaned towards her. ‘Even if he did, my dear, I don’t see such a charge standing, so maybe you are best to forget it.’

Infuriated, Julia didn’t reply. She knew how it was. Women didn’t stand a chance in such a case. It would either be considered that it was she who had tempted the man beyond endurance, or in her case, that she deserved all she got.

They drove in silence, but for Julia it wasn’t a comfortable one. The pressure that Mr Vale had put on her arm had been more familiar than guiding, and his words had been spoken in a tone, and in such close proximity, that suggested intimacy rather than legal advice.

This behaviour was repeated when they reached Winnie’s. Mr Vale once more leaned towards her. ‘I’d like you to know that I have always felt sorry for you, and wanted to protect you in some way, but my standing prevented me from doing so. Such a pity that you and Tim didn’t wait until your wedding. I thought more of Tim than to take you down before the nuptials. And in not waiting, you saddled yourself, and made yourself untouchable. A great pity.’

‘I didn’t saddle myself, Mr Vale. Clara has been my world. I wouldn’t have been without her. She is a part of Tim that I still have. I wouldn’t have changed anything.’

‘I’m sure you wouldn’t, my dear, but, you know, if things had been different I would have asked for your hand after Tim died. I have always had feelings for you.’

Something snapped in Julia. ‘Feelings? You’ve shunned me more than most. You’d cross the street rather than look at me. That doesn’t speak of someone with feelings!’

Again, he coughed. ‘I had no choice, but I do now. I’m leaving the island. I can’t bear to stay. I’d like you to leave too, and meet up with me in London where no one knows about you.’

‘What! Can you hear yourself? You are insulting me with every word you utter. I wouldn’t go with you if you were the last man alive! I thank you for getting me out of custody and getting the charges against me dropped, but I’m getting out of the car now, and I don’t care if I never see you again.’

His hand curled around her arm. ‘Don’t be stupid. I’m offering you something you would never get in a lifetime of trying. I want you, Julia. It’s an ache in me that I’ve lived with for a long time. I want you, and I’m going to have you.’

His words shocked Julia to the core. ‘Let go of me.’

The thought of him touching her repulsed her. A portly man, he was a good fifteen years older than her thirty-five years, and smarmy. Yes, that’s what she’d term him now. Having always thought of him as an upstanding gentleman, and accepting his shunning of her, he had now diminished in her eyes.

Her skin crawled as she saw the depth of his lust in his misted eyes. ‘Please let me go, Mr Vale. What you ask can never happen.’

His grip tightened. ‘It must, and it will.’ His mouth was wet at the corners, and his breath came in heavy gasping movements.

Julia’s stomach churned. ‘Let me go, or I’ll scream.’

His hand loosened its grip on her, but didn’t entirely let go. Instead he slid it downwards until it was in her lap. His fingers curled and dug into her groin. Rigid now with fear and repulsion, Julia couldn’t speak or try to stop his progress. His hand began to move, rubbing her between her legs. ‘There, you like that, don’t you?’

‘No! Let me out of here! Please, please stop.’ The door handle didn’t yield to her desperate attempts to grapple with it. She looked up and down the deserted street. It seemed every living soul had abandoned the island. She was alone. Alone and trapped in this car. If she moved, Mr Vale would have more of an advantage over her.

He was leaning closer to her now. She could feel his gasping breath on her cheek and taste the faint trace of pipe tobacco that emanated from him. Her mouth dried.

It was when she felt his hand on her bare thigh and his lips nuzzling her breast through her blouse that she reacted, rather than pleaded. Grabbing his thick blond hair, she yanked his head backwards. ‘Stop! Leave me alone. How dare you touch me? Let me out of the car, you beast!’

Shock had him staring at her as if she was an alien being. ‘I

… I’m sorry. Forgive me. I … I got carried away. I shouldn’t have. Please forgive me. I love you, Julia. I want you to be my wife. Now that you are rid of your brat, there is nothing stopping us. Like I say, we can go where no one knows about you, I’ll—’

‘Shut up! Shut up! Stop talking. Let me out of here. Let me out!’

Looking around once more, Julia was relieved to see Winnie’s curtain pulled aside and Winnie glaring out.

‘Winnie’s there, she can see you. Let me out now and I won’t say a word about what you have done. But if you don’t, I’ll tell everyone.’

Mr Vale shot back in his seat. For a moment he did nothing. Then he calmly leaned over her. ‘You could have got out at any time, harlot! It was you who locked the car door with your elbow. I cannot lock it from this side. I thought by doing so you were giving me an invitation. I should keep your mouth shut, if I were you. You think you’ve had it uncomfortable on this island until now – well, that’s nothing to what you’ll experience if you breathe a word. And one other thing. Now that I have come out from under the spell you sought to put me under with your sexual advances, I wouldn’t touch you with a barge pole. Get out! Get out!’

On legs that didn’t feel as though they would hold her, Julia staggered up the drive to the house. Winnie opened the door. ‘Oh, Julia, dear girl. What was happening? What was Vale doing?’

Afraid that she would not be believed, Julia lied. ‘He was just comforting me, the whole experience has been awful. I’m so worn out.’

‘Come and sit down, my dear. I want to talk to you.’

Listening to Winnie, all thoughts of the horror of what she had been through over the last day left Julia’s mind and instead it screamed at her: Winnie is dying. No! Oh, no, dear God, don’t let that happen!

Even though she had guessed this was the case, she wasn’t prepared for hearing the truth of it spoken. But now, as she held the woman who had been more than a mother to her over the last thirteen years or so, the shock of facing losing her wouldn’t sink in.

‘I’ll look after you, Winnie. I won’t leave you.’

‘No, Julia, you must do as I say.’

‘But how can I leave you?’

‘You have to. You won’t be safe here. You’ve heard the tales of what might happen to the women on the island. You are more than a target. The islanders will make sure of that. And then call you a collaborator and God knows what will happen to you then.’

This Julia knew to be true.

‘I should have done this before, but I, like us all, had buried my head in the sand. I thought it would blow over, that our mainland army would protect us, not leave us out on a limb for the Germans to walk all over. We are a pawn in a much bigger game. It wasn’t until two days ago when you told me that Clara was going, and now she has actually gone, that I woke up and knew that I must do something.’

‘But, to go into a nursing home. Oh, Winnie, no. You must let me stay to look after you.’

‘No. I have it all arranged. I went to my doctor this morning, and he telephoned the nuns. They are willing to take me in. I only have months, maybe weeks, left. Please, please, Julia, take the money I’m offering you, and escape. There’s two hundred pounds. More than enough to pay for a passage. Go. Find Clara. Make a life for yourselves in Britain. Pass yourself off as a widow. Get rid of the stigma that you don’t deserve.’

Winnie had never said those words before, though her actions had spoken them in volumes.

‘I’ve never blamed you, I hope you know that, Julia? In my mind, I have often ranted at my Tim. Oh, don’t look surprised. Being dead doesn’t make him into an angel. And doing what he did to you was against all he’d been taught, and he knew it was wrong. Oh yes, I have been there, that moment when your body betrays you and you cannot do any more than give into its yearnings, but Tim shouldn’t have ventured to get you to that state. I’m very disappointed in him. And yet, I wouldn’t have been without the result. His darling daughter.’

The silence that fell held the sadness of them both. Julia crossed the room and put her arm around Winnie. ‘You’ve been like a mother to me, Winnie, and the best granny that Clara could have had. I know that cost you a lot.’

‘It didn’t! Never. I love you both, and don’t know what I would have done without you in my life, after I lost … Oh, my dear, don’t cry. I am cried out. All I want now is to do this last thing for you, and make up for how I have failed you.’

‘You never failed me. Why do you say that?’

‘I could have taken you into my home. I have room for you here, and yet, I let you both live in that room with that awful woman dictating to you and working your fingers to the bone.’

‘You knew?’

‘Yes, I knew. I fret over it all the time, but I never made that final decision. I … I … ’

‘Oh, Winnie, please, don’t. I wouldn’t have come. As it was, you stood a lot, but you at least kept your head held high and retained the respect—’

‘Respect! That’s it. That is why I never made the move. How stupid and callous is that? Forgive me, Julia. Please forgive me, and please, please let me do this last thing to put everything right. I can die happy then. Though I will have something to say to my Tim when I meet up with him again.’

Winnie smiled as she said this and it lightened the moment. It wasn’t a shock to Julia that Winnie had been afraid of losing the respect of the islanders, and was glad that she hadn’t given into her natural instincts and asked her and Clara to live with her.

Ruffling her hair with her free hand, she held on to Winnie’s hand with her other one, and knelt down in front of her. ‘You did the right thing, Winnie. You lost so much. Why should you have lost your standing too? And don’t be cross with Tim. He was always very respectful of me. It was just the moment. Being alone on Le Portelet, and only a month to our marriage. It was the one and only time, and we both regretted it, and suffered shame because of it. And although it was difficult, we never did it again. We vowed not to until our wedding night.’

‘Oh, Julia, my poor girl. So, you have suffered all the abuse over the years over what was probably a quick fumble?’

Julia laughed at this from the older woman, but didn’t answer her.

‘Well, my dear. Will you do as I wish?’

The thought of being with Clara was too much of a pull on Julia. Yes, her heart wanted her to stay and take care of Winnie, but when Winnie died, what then? The Germans would be here. The newspaper was full of that being a reality. What would life be like under their regime? Would she ever be able to escape from here? Would she ever see Clara again?

Her head nodded with the impact these questions had on her emotions.

‘Good. That’s settled. Pass me my bag. I withdrew the money from my bank this morning. Take it. Go home and pack, and be on the next boat that leaves this doomed island.’

Standing, Julia fetched the bag from where it hung on the back of the chair opposite. She waited while Winnie unclasped it, and withdrew an envelope.

‘There, my dear, keep it safe.’

‘Thank you, Winnie. I would never have the chance to leave without this. And Winnie, would you mind if I slept here tonight, and until I can get a boat? I can’t bear to go back to Rose Cottage again, not now Clara isn’t there to be looked after. My life there has been hell.’

‘Yes, of course you can, my dear, and I would be glad to have you.’

‘Oh, Winnie, how will I ever repay … I mean, I … I will never forget you, Winnie.’

Winnie smiled but didn’t speak.

‘I’ll go and fetch all that I need. I won’t be long, then I’ll cook us a nice supper.’ Julia didn’t say that it would be their last ever together, but picked up her cardigan and left the house.


CHAPTER THREE

Clara

Destination: Blackpool

A wretched feeling took hold of Clara. The crossing had been choppy, the boat overcrowded, and there had been nowhere to go to take herself away from those who suffered seasickness. Trying to concentrate on anything rather than the vomit running around her feet, her loneliness had engulfed her as her thoughts had stayed with her mother, and she wondered how she and her granny were going to cope when the Germans came.

Would they be safe? Would Mummy have that awful thing done to her that she’d heard Judy Partridge talking of seeing her sister and her boyfriend do?

Looking around her deepened her trepidation. This hall, somewhere in London, where they’d been bussed to from the port where they’d docked, looked dilapidated. Paint peeled from the walls and a damp patch formed what looked like a map of Guernsey on the wall facing Clara. She looked away from it, not able to cope with the pain that jolted her heart on seeing it.

She’d hardly slept. The sleeping bag provided hadn’t cushioned the hard wooden floor, and yet she didn’t feel tired. She was too anxious to feel anything other than the deep misery that engulfed her. And now, having taken her turn to wash in the little sink in the toilet block outside, and eaten very little of the meagre breakfast offered – a slice of toasted bread and dripping – she stood still, watching proceedings and wondering what was next.

Official-looking women, wearing uniforms with WVRS badges sewn on them, were going around the crowd of children and sticking labels on them, then directing them to stand in a designated group.

‘Right, let’s see.’ A stout woman with a kindly face peeled a sticker from a sheet on her clipboard and stuck it firmly on Clara’s chest. ‘Blackpool is where you’re going, young lady. Go and join that group over there.’

Clara felt her spirits lifting a little at this. She’d heard about Blackpool, and the illuminations, and the streets of amusements. A small part of her let in a sliver of excitement. She was going to Blackpool!

The journey took for ever. Clara was on a crowded bus that gradually emptied as children were dropped off in towns and villages along the route.

‘You’re that girl with no dad, aren’t yer?’

The girl sitting next to her hadn’t spoken before, and what she said now made Clara’s heart drop. Ignoring her, she stared out of the window, as she’d been doing for most of the journey, taking in the sights of England, amazed at the distance between places. To her, this country was vast.

‘Oi, I spoke to yer. Ain’t yer got a tongue in yer head?’

‘I don’t know you. You’re not even from our island, so how come you know things about me?’

‘I was stood with someone from where you come from, and she pointed you out. I’m from London. East End. And I ain’t got no dad either, and is why I sat by yer. I thought we’d get on, but you’ve been sat there with your ’ead turned away from me the ’ole journey.’

Clara didn’t know what to make of this. She’d never met anyone else without a father before. ‘You mean, your mother wasn’t married, either?’

‘Yeah. I’m a bastard! Like you.’

This shocked Clara, she’d never thought of herself as one of those. Well, not with that swear word attached.

‘Me mum’s a right one with the blokes. She’s in ’er element now with soldiers everywhere, I’m glad to get out of it. But you’d know all about that.’

‘I don’t! My mother isn’t like that. My dad died before they could wed.’

‘Lawd, that’s a bit of bad luck, innit? Me name’s Shelley. What’s yours?’

‘Clara. Are you going to Blackpool too?’ Something in Clara wanted her to be. It felt good to know someone in the same position as herself. And Shelley was honest and straightforward, though she had a funny way of talking.

‘Yeah, I’m looking forward to it. We should be there soon.’

Despite the sadness inside her, Clara felt glad of this.

‘Look, over there – over that field, that’s Blackpool Tower!’ This announcement from the driver was said as if he were as excited as Clara. Clara followed the direction he’d indicated, and couldn’t believe what she saw. Spiralling up to the sky was the beautiful outline of a tower, so like the pictures she’d seen of the Eifel Tower in Paris.

Shelley nudged her and with an excitement in her voice said, ‘I’m going to the top of that, just as soon as I can. I read that you can, yer know.’

‘I’d like to do that.’

‘They say that you can see for miles, all the way to the Lake District, and Morecambe. Be summink, that would, mate.’

Clara couldn’t answer Shelley. Her head was full of what she was seeing and imagining, and she’d been surprised by Shelley calling her mate. She looked at Shelley properly for the first time. She had a pretty face, but one with a hardened look, as if she was used to warding off anyone who crossed her. A bit younger than herself, Clara thought. And shorter too, as her legs dangled, whereas her own touched the floor, but then, she was tall for her age.

Shelley’s sandy-coloured hair, cut very short, was a mound of curls, and she had freckles on her nose. Her eyelashes were very fair and long, longer than any that Clara had ever seen, and when she looked back at Clara, Clara saw that her eyes were hazel, and flashed with temper.

‘What yer looking at?’

Clara’s cheeks reddened. She hadn’t meant to stare; she just wanted to weigh Shelley up a bit. She looked away.

After a few moments’ silence, Shelley asked, ‘’Ow old are yer, Clara?’

‘Thirteen – nearly fourteen.’

‘I am too. I wouldn’t have been on this bus if it ’ad been six months down the line, I’d ’ave been found a job. I ’ad the choice to stay, but, like I said, I wanted to get away. And I ain’t bothered if I don’t go back, either.’

Clara was glad that Shelley no longer seemed annoyed at her, but couldn’t understand her not wanting to go back. Given the chance, she’d go back right now. She thought of her mother, but those thoughts brought tears to her eyes and blurred her vision. She blinked them away, and pretended to yawn to give a reason for them.

They were driving through a built-up area now, on a wide road. They passed a windmill on the left, surrounded by a green.

‘We’re in Blackpool, now, mate. I wonder where we’ll land up?’

Houses flashed by, big and posh. Nothing of what she saw told Clara that this was the Blackpool she’d been longing to see.

A few minutes later, the bus stopped outside a Salvation Army hall.

The woman who’d sat on the front seat clutching a clipboard stood up. ‘Now, all of you are to get out here. You will be sorted out by the local WVRS. Good luck everyone, and please try to settle. You will do that easier if you are on your best behaviour and well mannered. So much nicer to welcome a stranger to one’s home who is compliant. Come along, chop, chop.’

With this, Clara found herself standing on the pavement. To her left there were several shops, to her right, a row of houses, and in front of her the church building looked imposing, with its domed roof.

They were ushered inside where a thin, mean-faced woman wearing a hairnet and small round glasses shouted, ‘Which one’s for me? I don’t want any middling little brat, I want someone as’ll be useful to me. If I’ve to keep them, then they need to do a bit in me shop to pay me back.’

‘Miss Brandon! Please!’ said another clipboard woman. They were all beginning to look the same to Clara. ‘You are frightening them more than they are already. Now, let me see. You said you didn’t want a lad. Well, that leaves a couple of girls … ’

Clara closed her eyes and prayed not to be picked.

‘Clara Portman?’

Her ‘yes’ came out as a whimper.

‘Well, you look as though you are an intelligent girl, and able to work. What about her, Miss Brandon?’

‘She’ll do. Come with me, girl. Me shop’s in Hornby Road and I’ve been away from it long enough.’ With a humph, Miss Brandon made a parting remark. ‘Mind, if she don’t turn out to be what I’m looking for, I’ll be back. Agreeing to this was a means of getting the staff I needed. I don’t want, or need, a child to take care of.’

Clara cringed inside, but stood tall. She’d had many a lesson in how to treat those who talked about her as if she were nothing, and she’d found that not letting it show how hurt and afraid you were was usually the best tactic. If the bullies weren’t making a mark, they had no incentive to carry on, her mum would say.

She caught Shelley’s eye. The wink Shelley gave her helped a little. She wondered where Shelley would land up and if she’d seek her out. She hoped she would. Spending time with her would make life a bit better.

‘We will be checking up on all of the children, Miss Brandon. We expect them to be treated well, and to be helped to settle. We are not an employment agency.’

Miss Brandon softened at this. ‘Aye, well, I’ll be treating her right. I just wanted you and her to knaw as I’ll be expecting a little help from her. She’s a big strong lass, and I have a weak heart, so in return for her keep she can help me out.’

‘Very well.’

With this, Miss Brandon turned and walked out of the room. Clara had a feeling in her that this exchange could only make things worse, as no bully liked to be brought down and there were always repercussions.

Outside, Miss Brandon set a brisk pace for someone with a weak heart. Clara wondered about her, and why she was a miss. She wasn’t a bad-looking woman, or at least she wouldn’t be if she stopped scowling, and had her hair done in a softer style instead of pulled back tightly off her face in a bun. And she had a good figure, too, but her clothes were dowdy. Too long for a start, as if she was stuck back in her younger days and hadn’t kept up with fashion. Her plain navy frock was covered in a full, flowery pinafore that went over her head and tied around her in a crossover fashion. Thick stockings covered the small amount of leg that could be seen, and her feet were clad in heavy-looking brown court shoes. Not good at guessing ages, Clara thought Miss Brandon looked about the same age as her teacher back home, who had just celebrated her forty-third birthday. She seemed tetchy, too. Clara’s granny had said something about the change of life making women moody, but she didn’t tell her what that was and Clara had instinctively known not to ask.

Somehow thinking of this made Clara feel even lonelier. Here in Blackpool she knew no one, and no one knew her. Everyone knew you on the island, and everything about you. That was annoying at times, but it somehow made you feel secure, too.

They hadn’t got far when she heard Shelley shouting her name.

‘What now?’ Miss Brandon’s ‘tut’ and impatient sigh showed her annoyance. ‘What’s that lass calling you for. Do you knaw her?’

‘I travelled with her on the bus, that’s all.’

‘Oh, there’s that busybody, Mrs Flinch, with her. It seems they want us to return. Well, I’m not going back – you run to them and see what they want. Hurry, I’ll walk on, and if I’m not in sight when you return then turn right at the crossroads, that’s Hornby Road. Me shop’s a grocery store about halfway down on the left.’

When she came up to Mrs Flinch, Shelley wasn’t with her. Clara felt disappointed.

‘I’m sorry, Clara, with that woman playing up how she did, I forgot to give you these. There’s a change of clothing for you. I hope it all fits. Now, do your best with Miss Brandon. She’s like she is as she lost her fiancé in the last war. Instead of getting on with life, like we all had to, she turned into a bitter woman – an attitude that has kept her a spinster despite having suitable men who would have taken her on. She’s not used to looking after children, or having anyone in her house, so you have to keep out of her way as much as you can, and do everything that you can to please her. We’ve very few places left where we can put all the evacuees allocated to us, so there’s nowhere else for you.’

Clara nodded, then asked, ‘Do you know where Shelley is going to be staying, miss?’

‘No, not yet. Why, are you two friends?’

‘Well, we met on the bus and chatted. I’d like to be her friend.’

‘Not something we encourage, dear. Those taking you in don’t like it – they think you will compare notes on them, and don’t like to feel that they will have another evacuee hanging around their house. Now, off you go. I see Miss Brandon hasn’t waited for you. Will you find your way?’

‘Yes, thank you.’

‘Good, well, you seem to be a quiet and polite girl, so I think you will be all right. I’ll try to check on you, but there is so much to be done, and we have to concentrate on those younger than you who had to come without parents. They are our main concern.’

Again, Clara nodded. A feeling of abandonment came over her, and tears that were too strong to hold back any longer streamed down her face as she set off towards her new home. Not that she would ever look on it as home – just a place to stay until she could return to her mum.

‘You took your time, lass. And there’s been enough of that wasted. Put down whatever it is you’re carrying and get started on weighing those spuds out. Those in that sack there. You knaw what a spud looks like, don’t you? You should, they come from where you’ve washed up from. Jersey reds, they are.’

‘I’m from Guernsey.’

‘All the same to me. Any road, there’s a pile of order books there on the counter. Each one has a name on it, and there’s a brown paper bag over there and they have corresponding names written on them. Go through the books to today’s date, and when you see spuds are ordered, weigh out how many on them scales, and put them in the bottom of the right bag. Now, hurry yourself, as I’m already behind, and folk will be calling to pick up their grocery orders.’

All of this shocked Clara. She’d thought she’d at least have been taken to her room and shown where the lav was. She was dying for a pee.

As she worked, Miss Brandon carried on talking. It took a while to pick up all she was saying, as her way of speaking left Clara wondering at times what she meant. At last she brought up the subject that was most on Clara’s mind.

‘The lav’s out the back, but don’t go sneaking out there every chance you get. At night, you’ll use a piddle pot, and you’ll be the one to empty it, an’ all.’

‘Can I be excused to visit the lav now, please?’

‘What! You’ve only just got here. Didn’t you go up at the hall, then?’

‘Yes, but—’

‘Well, you can hold it a while longer, I have to get these orders done. Hurry up with those spuds, nowt else can go in t’bags until they’re in the bottom.’

Feeling that she would burst if she didn’t go soon, Clara tried to concentrate on anything but the lav out back, which she presumed meant it was in the backyard, wherever that was. At last, she finished the task.

‘Right. You need to wash your hands now that’s done, then you can start on the flour. So get yourself to the lav, then you can wash your hands under the yard tap. There’s a bar of soap on the windowsill and a towel hangs on a hook next to it.’

Now that at last she could relieve herself, an urgency took Clara that she struggled to control as she went towards the back of the shop. A trickle of warm wetness found its way down her leg as she stumbled around sacks that seemed to be dumped everywhere on her route. Embarrassment stung her cheeks. Making it out into the yard before the deluge came, Clara stood still in fear, unable to control her bladder.

‘You dirty little tyke, you! You filthy rat.’

A trembling set up in her body that Clara couldn’t control. The urine on her legs tingled as the wind whipped around her. She wished the earth would swallow her up and take her from this wretched woman and her nasty voice.

‘Get yourself cleaned up. No, not in here. You stay out there. You can strip off and wash under the tap. I’ll chuck your bags out to you. What in God’s name have I been landed with?’

Although the sun shone down on her naked body, the wind that gushed along the back alley and under the gate made Clara shiver and chilled her to the bone. The water felt like ice and stung more than her urine had. Shame filled every part of her.

In the bag given to her, she found a white blouse and grey skirt. Both fitted her, though the skirt was a bit short. A green
hand-knitted cardigan lay in the bottom of the bag, as did three pairs of navy knickers. With these on, Clara began to feel warmer.

After rinsing her wet clothes she pegged them on the line that ran between hooks on opposite walls. These walls were around ten feet high, so she couldn’t see over them. She knew the one on her left shielded the yard from the road as this was a corner shop, and she assumed that on her right would be the yard of the bed and breakfast house she’d seen next door. The gate would lead to a back alley, and that was it. Her world, enclosed.

Looking up, Clara could see two windows of the flat above the shop overlooking the yard. Although this was a two-storey building, the B&B next door was three storeys and she could see many windows facing her way. All were curtained with heavy nets.

The feeling took Clara that any number of eyes could be looking down on her. Her embarrassment increased with this thought. Putting her head down, she hurried towards the door that led into the storeroom of the shop. It opened just as she reached it.

‘Here, you can swill me yard down with this. I’ve mopped the dirty trail that you left. If you do that regular, you can sling your hook, as useful or not, I’m not housing someone who thinks it all right to soil herself.’

The door banged shut before Clara could defend herself. Feeling wretched and with her head bent away from anyone who might be watching, she threw the disinfected water over the yard and began to sweep it away towards a drain near to the gate. As it formed a trail and disappeared, Clara wanted to open the gate and run through it and keep on running until she dropped in a heap, but instead she upturned the bucket, leaned the brush against the wall and lifted the latch to the door that would take her back inside.

She didn’t speak to Miss Brandon, as she remembered that her mum had always told her, ‘Least said, soonest mended.’

Oh, Mum, Mum! A sob caught in her throat, but she swallowed it down and listened to the next task, which was to see which customer needed flour and to weigh it out as she had done with the potatoes.

It was while she was doing this that a loud bell sounded and made her jump.

‘Is my order ready, Mavis?’

‘Naw, it’s not. What d’you expect, I’ve had to take on this brat here, and have been at the Sally Army all morning while them do-gooders flapped around. They don’t knaw their arse from their head, that lot.’

‘Oh, where’s she from, then?’

‘Jersey.’

Clara wanted to scream out that she was from Guernsey, and she wasn’t a brat, but thought better of it.

‘She looks as though she’ll be a good hand to you, and that’s sommat. I’m lucky, I haven’t got any rooms so they couldn’t force one on to me. I fetched me mam up from Manchester. I’d rather have her moaning at me every day than take in a waif and stray from a foreign country.’

Clara kept up a steady pace, weighing the flour. Every scoop puffed a cloud towards her, and an even bigger one when she emptied the scoop into the small brown paper bags ready to transfer into the larger ones. Her face felt clogged with it, and her eyelashes thick with it, but still it was better than handling the muddied potatoes, a job that had made her back ache.

‘Can’t you concentrate on me order before all them as haven’t come for theirs, yet? I’m in a hurry, and I can’t come back on account of me neighbour has her eye out for me mam and she’s going out in a bit.’

Miss Brandon reluctantly agreed and set about cutting a slice of ham from a huge joint, which she put on a circular saw and turned a handle to operate. ‘You’ll get nowt without your coupons, mind. Have you got them?’

‘Aye. Bloody war. I’m right out of sugar, an’ all. And me mam likes her tea sweetened.’

‘I’ve saccharin in if you want some.’

All of this was a surprise to Clara. She hadn’t known that everything was restricted, but she soon found out when given her next task of weighing out sugar. Very little went into each bag, and yet some must have big families judging by the quantities of potatoes they’d bought.

By the time the shop closed, Clara was exhausted and hungry.

‘You needn’t think as I’m going to set to and feed you, it’s enough for me to look after meself. So, I’ve a routine set out for you. I’ve set an alarm clock by your bed for six o’clock. You’re to get up when it goes off, and as soon as you’re dressed, come down here and prepare the veg for the evening meal. Everything’s in the pantry over there. On the cold slab you’ll find meat and a stock that I make at weekends by boiling a load of bones. Fry off the meat and onions, then add the veg and stock and then leave it on the side of the grate to simmer. And you’re to remember to pop back in here from time to time to give it a stir so that it don’t burn. When you’ve done that you can make yourself a bowl of porridge, but don’t you dare touch the sugar or the honey. The extra that I will get for you will come in handy, as I’m partial to a cake or two. Once that’s all done, you can come into the shop and start work by nine o’clock. For tonight we’ll have some chips. Here’s a tanner. The chip shop’s at the end of the road. Get threepence worth of chips and a piece of fish for me. Tell Lena as runs the shop that it’s for me, she knaws what I like. Now go on, hurry yourself.’

The chips were delicious, though Clara could have eaten twice as many as Miss Brandon had allowed her.

Sitting on the bed of the cluttered, stuffy room she’d been shown to, she looked around. Her ‘bedroom’ was no more than a junk and store room, with very little space to move around. In the corner near to the door was a stand with a bowl and a jug of water. Next to this was a bar of carbolic soap that gave off a smell Clara hated. From the window she looked down at the backyard. Her earlier mishap came back to her and reddened her cheeks.

When she lay on the bed the mattress didn’t give at all. It was as though she was lying on a slabbed pavement. Her view now was of the ceiling and the white distemper that had once covered it but was now flaking off. The walls, painted a drab mustard colour, showed signs of damp, and the floorboards were bare of lino. What was in the numerous boxes and sacks stacked around her she could not guess at, but the musty smell that came from them had her wrinkling her nose.

Her mind went to her tiny room back in Guernsey, the bed she shared with her mother, and their one chair and how they took turns to sit on the arm. And to the view of the harbour at St Peter Port. Without any bidding, tears once more streamed down her face. Curling up into a ball, she sobbed with despair at how her life had changed. How long would it last? Would she ever get home again? And with this thought came the knowledge that she would rather face the horrid thing the Germans would do to her than be here away from her mum and her granny. Oh, Mum. Why? Why did you send me away?
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Will she ever find her way back home?





