
 

 

 

Part 1 

 

Chapter 1 

 

28
th
 June 1940 

“They're here!” The panicked voice floats across the crowd a moment before a thunderous drone 

drowns it out. The grey snub-nosed planes approach from the south, low enough to make out the 

swastikas on the tail and white crosses on the underside of the wings. 

“Run!” Brenda and Lou obey the shout, caught in the flood of people heading out of town down 

The Pollet. There is a loud bang followed by shrieks as bombs find their target, glass shattering in 

nearby buildings, showering the fleeing masses. 

“This way!” Lou grabs her friend's arm, pulling her out of the crowd and left up La Plaiderie 

where there are fewer people. Brenda's heart thuds painfully, a pang of regret at not evacuating 

Guernsey with her parents. Ahead of her an old woman stumbles, her shoe catching on the uneven 

cobbles. Brenda reaches out and steadies the frail body against her own for a moment, the tide of 

people flowing around them. 

“Bren, come on, we need to go!” Lou stops a few steps ahead, fighting her way back against the 

crowd to help her friend. The two shepherd the woman to the side of the square, passing her to a 

younger couple who wait under the awning of Moore's Hotel. 

“Quick, in case they come back.” The pair race across the cobbles, turning left then right at the 

end, knowing safety is across St Julian's Avenue, two hundred yards away. Brenda counts down the 

yards, her long brown skirt swirling around her calves and almost tripping her. One ninety, one eighty, 

one seventy. She looks over her shoulder and blinks at the planes returning for a second pass. Three 

break away and head straight towards the young woman, the rat-a-tat-tat of machine gun fire 

competing with the roar of the engines. 

“Brenda!” Bren forces her legs to move, eyes fixed on the houses across the road. She pumps her 

arms, following Lou who dashes up the slight incline until they're a hundred yards away. Lou risks a 



glance back at the planes swooping low, the setting sun glinting off the pilot's helmet searching left 

and right for targets. 

The pair reach the road, joining the swarm of people breaking cover to cross. Lou looks back one 

last time, shivering when the pilot's gaze locks on hers, staring in morbid fascination at bullets hit the 

ground, kicking up dirt thirty feet away. A shove from behind spurs her into action, gasping for breath 

and sprinting across the wide road. 

The nearest house is up half a dozen steps, both girls ignoring the deadly thump of machine gun 

fire, people falling around them when hit by enemy fire. Half way across the road Brenda stumbles, 

crying out when she loses her footing, skinning her palms and crumpling to the ground, unmoving. 

 

“Bren!” Lou screams, her friend lying unresponsive. All around people continue to flee, the planes 

passing low and heading north, machine guns still firing. Before Lou can check on her friend, a 

stranger appears, bending and lifting the short girl in one motion. Brenda's head flops backwards, long 

brown hair escaping its tie, her eyes opening to Lou’s relief, wrapping slender arms around her tall 

rescuer's neck as she’s jiggled up and down. 

“Let's go!” Lou scurries after the stranger, up the stairs and onto the narrow street lined by terrace 

houses overlooking the harbour. “We need to get inside.” Lou obeys the commanding voice, racing to 

the next house and banging on the painted black door which cracks open. 

“Can we come in? My friend's hurt.” The door opens wider and Lou squeezes through, holding it 

open for Bren’s rescuer. 

“Let's go downstairs where it's safer.” The three follow the older woman down the steep stairs, the 

heavy door swinging open, and a blast of cold air hitting them when they enter the darkened room. 

 

*** 

“It's safer down here, those brown jackets are bombing the whole island.” The grey haired woman 

moves further into the room. A candle flickers against the far wall, illuminating five people huddled in 

the corner, jumping every time there's an explosion outside. 

Brenda’s set down against the stone wall, Lou stifling a gasp of surprise when her rescuer 

straightens, realising it’s a tall, blonde woman, not a man. She's broad across the shoulders, a white 

blood-stained shirt with the sleeves turned up to the elbows exposing suntanned forearms. Lou kneels 

on the flagstones studying blue eyes clouded with pain, resting a hand on Brenda's shoulder. 



“Bren, what's wrong?”  

“It's my leg,” Brenda says, wincing in pain when she tries to straighten her left leg. “I don't know 

what happened. I was running and then toppled over. I'm not usually so clumsy.” 

“Let me check it out. Can someone please shine the torch over here a moment?” A torch beam 

shines across the floor, Lou lifting the dress up to Brenda's thigh, the stranger holding the torch and 

averts her eyes to give them some privacy. Lou frowns at the blood staining the dress and coating the 

pale upper leg. “I think you've been shot, Bren.” 

“Shot!” Brenda straightens, groaning when she's hit by a wave of dizziness.  

“Sit back,” Lou commands. “Can I please have some warm water and clean bandages?” Lou asks 

the homeowner who hovers behind them. A moment later the door opens and closes, Lou lifting green 

eyes to Brenda's. 

“It's nicked the edge of your thigh. You're lucky Bren, if it had been further up –” Her voice 

breaks, unable to finish her sentence. 

“I'm fine Lou, a little sore, but I'll be okay.” Brenda surveys the room, making eye contact with her 

rescuer. “Thank you for saving me.” A smile lights up her face, transforming it from ordinary to 

beautiful. 

“You're welcome,” the woman says gruffly, clearing her throat. 

 

The homeowner returns carrying a steaming bowl of water, bandages draped over her arm. 

“Here you go.” 

“Thanks,” Lou says absently, brushing wild copper locks out of her eyes. She dips a cloth in the 

water, careful cleaning the wounded flesh. “It's about three inches long and not too deep. Provided I 

can get the debris out you should be fine.”  

“It's going to scar,” Brenda says mournfully, scratching at the stone under her hand. 

“It’s not like you flaunt your flesh Bren, who's going to see it?” Lou winks, Brenda rolling her eyes 

in mock indignation. Lou works quickly, the other people in the room silent, their attention split 

between the injured girl and the fading sounds of the air-raid. 

“I didn’t truly believe the Germans would bomb us,” Brenda says, sitting uncomplaining while 

Lou finishes cleaning her leg. 



“Hmm. Me too, or I would have evacuated to England with the rest of my family. How about 

you?” Lou asks the stranger whose eyes are fixed on the wall opposite. 

“I knew they'd come. Once they took Paris it wasn’t going to take long. We're a natural stepping 

stone to England and there have been explosions and flames in Cherbourg for over a week.” The 

woman's voice is low and forced, her body tense. 

“And you didn't evacuate?” Brenda asks curiously. 

“I’ve nowhere else to go,” She answers, shrugging her shoulders. 

 

*** 

Everyone in the room jumps at a series of nearby bangs. Bren's rescuer rushes over to the small 

window facing the harbour, standing on her tip toes and peering towards town.  

“What is it?” Lou asks, bandage in hand. Beside her, Bren clenches her hands when a wave of pain 

hits her. 

“It's the harbour. They've bombed the line of tomato lorries and some of them are on fire. I'm sorry, 

I’ve got to go.” The girl hands the torch to the older woman, almost at the door before Brenda calls 

out. 

“Please wait – what's your name?” 

“Millie. Millie Le Gallez,” she replies, one hand on the open door, her boot resting on the bottom 

step. 

“Please Millie, be careful out there.” She receives a nod in response, the door banging closed a 

moment later, Lou raising an eyebrow at Brenda. 

“Doesn't stay still for long, does she?” Lou finishes bandaging her friend's leg, Brenda shaking her 

head in response, knowing already that the past half hour has changed the twenty-five square mile 

island forever 


