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Chapter 1

28th June 1940

“They’re here!” The panicked voice floats across the crowd a moment before it’s 

drowned out by a thunderous drone. Nine grey, snub-nosed planes approach from the south, 

low enough to see 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 down 

the Pollet and out of town. A loud bang is followed by shrieks as bombs find their targets, 

glass in nearby buildings shattering, 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 being evacuated from 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 

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

passing her to her family who wait under the awning of Moores Hotel.

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

end and running between the buildings, knowing safety is two hundred yards away on Les 

Canichers, across St Julian’s Avenue. They turn right at the corner and Lou counts down the 

distance, 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.

“Lou!” Lou forces her legs to move, eyes focused on the houses across the road a 

hundred yards away. She pumps her arms, following Brenda who dashes up the slight 

incline. She risks a glance back at the planes swooping low, the setting sun glinting off the 

plane’s cockpit, the pilot searching left and right for targets.

The girls 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 and staring in morbid 

fascination as 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, Lou ignoring the deadly thump of 

machine-gun fire that fells people around them. Halfway 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 heading north, guns still firing. A stranger appears before Lou can check on 

her friend, bending and lifting the short girl in one motion. Brenda’s head flops backwards, 

long, brown hair escaping its tie, and finally her eyes open much to Lou’s relief, wrapping 

slender arms around her tall rescuer’s neck as she’s bounced 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 nearest 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.” They 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 here, those brown jackets are bombing the whole island.” The grey-haired 

woman moves further into the room, a candle flickering against the far wall, illuminating 

five people huddled in the corner, everyone jumping when there’s another explosion outside.

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

rescuer straightens and she realises it’s a tall, blonde woman, not a man. She’s broad across 

the shoulders, a blood-stained white shirt with upturned sleeves exposing suntanned 

forearms. Lou kneels on the flagstones, resting a hand on Brenda’s shoulder and studying 

blue eyes clouded with pain.

“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 my legs gave way. I’m not usually so 

clumsy.”

“Let me check it. Can someone please shine the torch here a moment?” Lou lifts 

Brenda’s dress up to her thigh while the stranger shines the torch across the floor, averting 



her eyes to give them 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 and roll on your right side so I can see better,” 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 the 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 hair out of her eyes. She dips a 

cloth in the water, careful cleaning the wounded flesh. “It’s three inches long but not too 

deep. Provided I can get the debris out, you should be fine.”

“It’s going to scar,” Brenda says mournfully, scrunching her dress in her fist.

“It’s not like you flaunt your flesh, Bren. Who will see it?” Lou winks, Brenda 

rolling her eyes in mock indignation. Lou works quickly, the other people in the room silent, 

their attention divided between the injured girl and the fading sounds of the air raid.

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

uncomplaining while Lou finishes cleaning her leg.

“Hmm. I would have been evacuated to England with the rest of my family if I’d 

believed it. How about you?” Lou asks the stranger whose eyes are fixed on the opposite 

wall.

“I knew they’d come. Once they took Paris it was only a matter of time. 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 weren’t evacuated?” Brenda asks curiously.

“This is my home,” 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 tiptoes and peering towards town, 

leaving Lou with no light.

“What is it?” Lou asks, bandage in hand, Bren clenching her fists when a wave of 

pain hits her.

“It’s the harbour. They’ve bombed the tomato lorries and they’re 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.” A nod is her response, the door banging closed 

a moment later.

“Doesn’t stay still for long, does she?” Lou says, finishing bandaging Brenda’s leg, 

the past half-hour changing the twenty-five-square mile island forever.



Chapter 2

Millie retraces her steps to St Julian’s Avenue before veering left towards the 

harbour. She sprints along the rubble-filled street, her mind empty. Smoke pervades the air, 

shattered glass crunching under her thick boots when she passes a bullet-ridden ambulance 

on its side. A body’s slumped behind the wheel, a second bloodied body sprawled on the 

gravel road. People sit on the kerb holding handkerchiefs to bleeding limbs, looking around 

in disbelief at the carnage.

Turning right along the waterfront, Millie’s startled when a riderless horse gallops 

past, scattering people in all directions. It’s low tide and damaged fishing boats rest on their 

keels in the silt, the area littered with debris. A larger ship is anchored further out in muddy 

water, ‘Isle of Sark’ stencilled along its side, automatic guns on display and scared faces 

peeking out.

The woman turns left onto White Rock Pier two minutes after leaving the house. The 

weighbridge building was bombed and lost its roof, each of the clock faces on the tower 

having stopped forty-five minutes before at 6.45pm. Straight ahead is the double line of 

flatbed lorries full of tomatoes waiting to be loaded onto the cargo ship to take them to 

England. Flames and smoke climb high into the evening sky, adding to the thick layer of 

smoke covering town.

Millie chokes on bile, forcing herself to study each of the bodies strewn across the 

road as her feet rhythmically slap the ground, dodging potholes. “Not again.” A wave of heat 

hits Millie, the air thick with the pungent smell of ripe tomatoes which coats her throat. Tubs 

of fruit lie where they’ve been knocked off vehicles, loose tomatoes scattered like a giant 

game of marbles.

Millie splashes through puddles of tomato pulp, cringing in horror when she realises 

it’s not fruit but fresh blood staining the toes of her brown boots. She slows to examine each 

of the trucks in line, many now unidentifiable. Blackened limbs protrude from under 

smouldering cabs, drivers crawling under to avoid the bombers only to be stuck in an 

inferno when the fuel tanks had exploded, wooden trays burning like matchsticks. Millie 

scrunches her nose at the metallic smell of blood and charred flesh, hope rising with every 

unfamiliar truck she passes.



***

“No!” The cry is wrenched from the woman’s throat and she stumbles towards what 

remains of the green lorry, the heat blasting her face when she gets too close. She realises 

the cab’s empty, dropping to the ground and sobbing when she sees the body underneath, 

untouched by the fire which rages less than twenty feet away.

“Uncle Malcolm, can you hear me?” Millie stretches her arm out, fingertips touching 

the fabric of her uncle’s trousers. “Hold on, I’m coming.” She takes a deep breath before 

slithering under the truck on her stomach, unmindful of the heat and gravel under her, 

coughing into her arm when the smoke gags her. The fire consumes the flatbed, the crackle 

of burning wood telling the woman it’s not long before the lorry will explode.

“Please hold on a little longer, I’m getting you out.” Millie’s back burns from the hot 

metal but she forces it out of her mind, inching forward in the tight space until she’s able to 

grasp her uncle’s calves. She slithers backward, pulling the man with her, praying she’s not 

injuring him more by dragging him through the gravel. A piercing siren shatters the evening, 

Millie flinching and smacking her head on something sharp, groaning and forced to stop 

until the pain subsides.

Millie pulls clear of the truck, collapsing to the ground.

“Help, please, somebody!” She pulls her uncle’s head into her lap, smoothing the 

thinning grey hair. She wipes away some of the grease and soot, avoiding the trail of blood 

running from his temple down his cheek. “Please, please don’t leave me, you’re all I have. 

Wake up, Uncle Malcolm.” The tears track down Millie’s cheeks, anguished eyes fixed on 

the soot-covered face.

“What do you need?” Two men rush over, hearing Millie’s cries.

“It’s my uncle. He was under the truck and I’m not sure he’s breathing. He needs to 

go to hospital right away.”

“The all-clear siren’s gone. My truck wasn’t damaged so it’ll be quickest to take him 

in that. Let’s go.” Millie steps back and lets the two men in, gentle hands moving her uncle 

to a battered red cab fifty yards away.

“Let’s go.” Millie doesn’t need a second invitation and climbs in the open tray, 

praying for the first time since she was a little girl.

29th June 1940

Brenda sits in the corner of the emergency hospital’s reception reading the local 

paper. She has come at Lou’s insistence, the nurse claiming she needed to check if she was 



required at work after the air raid. The friends stayed at Brenda’s house last night, walking 

from town after they couldn’t get a taxi or a bus, transport cancelled for fear of a second 

raid. Brenda walked the three miles without complaint, her limp more noticeable by the time 

they reached the bottom of the Rohais, blood soaking through her bandage.

Locals perch on uncomfortable metal chairs discussing yesterday’s events with 

families and friends, filthy bandages worn like badges of honour as stories of ‘near misses’ 

float to her on the stale air, undoubtedly embellished for the retelling. One of the local 

newspapers, The Star, carries the heading ‘Dreadful Toll of German Bombs and Machine 

Guns’ – a far cry from the usual mundane news. Brenda learns twenty-two people have died 

and thirty-three are critically wounded, with the number expected to rise. She glances 

around the room, eyes resting on a family comforting a middle-aged lady who sags against a 

younger woman, sobbing into her handkerchief. Brenda averts her eyes, not wanting to 

intrude on the personal moment, tears clouding her eyes as the stranger’s loss touches her. 

Her mind flashes back to her rescuer from yesterday, wondering what made her dash off so 

quickly. Brenda shakes her head, turning back to the newspaper, reading about the 

ambulance being attacked while taking people to hospital, both the driver and patient killed. 

The Germans swept across the island machine-gunning anything they could see, even 

targeting the lifeboat and haymakers sitting idle in the fields.

***

An hour later, Brenda’s back in the reception room after the doctor replaces her 

bandage, commenting on how lucky she was that the bullet merely grazed her. She waits for 

Lou, grimacing when she catches a glimpse of herself in the glass window. Her long hair’s 

escaped its tie and is in desperate need of a wash. Brenda casts an appraising eye down her 

body at her brown, nondescript dress and well-worn cardigan: thankful they’re clean, 

although the same can’t be said of her scuffed shoes. Brenda sighs, pushing her hair back 

and closing her eyes, recalling events of the past week.

A newspaper announcement on the twentieth of June told of  the withdrawal of the 

armed forces from the Channel Islands, all men of age told to ‘go and do your duty’. Notices 

were published declaring the evacuation of schoolchildren, teachers and mothers of young 

children, causing mass panic across the island. Those with no relatives in the United 

Kingdom found the decision difficult, given a few hours to decide whether to tear their 

families apart.

Five thousand schoolchildren were evacuated when Paris fell to the Germans, many 

leaving their parents in Guernsey, unsure how long the separation would be. Brenda’s family 



was affected, both her sisters being evacuating with their school, joined by their parents who 

were sure the German invasion was days away. They tried to convince their eldest to join 

them, even as they were queuing at the Constable’s Office in St Peter Port to register. The 

lines were four deep by six in the morning, many people ignoring the posters up saying 

‘Why go Mad? Compulsory Evacuation a Lie!’ and ‘There’s no Place like Home, Cheer up’.

Brenda had her first-ever argument with her father while her family was packing to 

go to Castel School at two in the morning. Her parents couldn’t understand why she’d want 

to stay on the island when it was so obvious the Germans would attack, concerned for their 

eldest. Brenda tried explaining that people were needed to teach the remaining children, and 

she believed she’d be more effective here than in England. A bitter argument ensued, Brenda 

raising her voice in anger for the first time, and her parents finally gave up, acknowledging 

their twenty-two-year-old daughter was more stubborn than they’d realised.

The family travelled light, all valuables deposited at the bank or locked up and 

hidden in the attic. They weren’t evacuated the first night, returning home until the next day 

when they went down to the docks, thousands of people joining a queue hundreds of yards 

up St Julian’s Avenue, stretching three abreast. Brenda waited all day with her family, her 

sisters chatting with their friends before a final, teary goodbye, her parents holding her close 

and wishing her well, waving a final time before they boarded the huge ship.

Bren scrubs her face, not wanting to think about her family, or her father’s 

newsagent shop in St Peter Port which was looted within a week and anything of value 

stolen. Lost in her memories, she misses the weary figure trudging inside and past her chair, 

broad shoulders hunched under the weight of despair.

***

Millie’s oblivious to the bump on her head and grazed elbows, palms and stomach. 

She strides tiredly down the hospital corridor to her uncle’s ward, all six beds occupied by 

victims of the bombing. The smell of antiseptic is overwhelming, Millie’s nose twitching 

when it triggers long-buried memories.

“Hi, Uncle Malcolm,” Millie says, covering the large, calloused hand lying on top of 

the starched, white sheets, his corded forearms scratched and sooty. “It’s Millie.” Her uncle 

lies still, his forehead bandaged and tufts of short hair poking out of the top. Millie coughs, 

the smoke from yesterday irritating her lungs. Malcolm’s chest rises and falls slightly, a 

slight rattle the only sign he’s alive, otherwise unresponsive since he was rescued.

“Ze best zing you ken do is talk to him.” The auxiliary nurse wears a red and white 

armband and speaks in a thick German accent. She smiles kindly at Millie, bringing a chair 



over which the woman sits in, leaning forward and squeezing Malcolm’s warm hand again, 

recounting today’s news. The fingers resting in her hand twitch and she leans closer to the 

bed.

“Millie,” her uncle rasps faintly, coughing with the effort. “Bob. You need to know 

he’s –” The door to the room flies open, cutting off her uncle’s sentence.

“You! Why are you here? He’s not your father, get out!” Millie flinches at the 

booming voice, standing to confront her cousin. She raises her hands defensively when he 

grabs her shirt, wincing in pain as he brushes the grazes on her stomach.

Millie straightens, taking a step back so she’s out of reach. “Uncle Malcolm –”

“I said get out!” The tall, blond man’s eyes narrow and he stalks towards Millie, 

towering over her own five feet nine. Her eyes dart from Bob to her uncle who lies still 

despite the commotion.

“Uncle Malcolm’s like a father to me. I need to see –”

“I. Said. Get. Out.” Bob says, crowding Millie who moves back from the bed, her 

heart breaking.

“I need to say goodbye,” she pleads, wrapping her arms around her body in a last 

attempt to convince the angry man.

“No,” Bob says, turning his back on her and shutting her out completely. Millie 

stifles a sob, trying to move around her cousin, but he pivots quickly and shoves her towards 

the door, causing her to stumble.

“Goodbye, Uncle Malcolm,” Millie whispers, her vision blurred with tears. She 

closes the door quietly behind her, heading down the corridor to the front entrance, stifling a 

sob and brushing the tears away impatiently. Two minutes later she climbs into her car and 

away from the curious glances of strangers, giving in to the full depth of her sorrow.

***

“Have you heard from Henry?” Brenda asks Lou in the car on the way home.

“No. I don’t expect to hear from him anytime soon. I don’t even know if he’s been 

sent away,” Lou says, concentrating on the road, the traffic scarce because so few people are 

willing to venture outside after another air-raid siren this morning.

“It must be hard, not knowing when you’ll see him again.” Lou tilts her head, 

considering her best friend’s comment.

“Hmm, I suppose so, but it’s not like we were married, eh?”

“No I suppose not, but it must be hard to say goodbye when you love someone.” Lou 

glances at her friend curiously, Brenda’s gaze fixed out of the window, her thoughts hidden 



as they often are.

“Hmm, I hadn’t thought about it. Maybe it should have been harder than it was. I 

certainly haven’t missed him too much yet, probably because you and Clara are still here.”

“I wouldn’t have stayed if you’d both left, you know, although I’m not sure after 

yesterday whether that’s a good thing or not.”

“I guess we need to wait and see.”

***

Millie sits at the kitchen table, forcing down a sandwich since she’s eaten nothing all 

day. Her cross-breed dog Jess lies on the floor beside her, tail thumping when Millie rubs 

her ear lovingly. The dog tenses, growling softly when the front door is thrown open and 

Bob strides in, slamming it behind him.

“He died.” He walks past without slowing, not bothering to look in Millie’s direction 

and the woman freezes, sandwich halfway to her mouth. Millie stares at her cousin’s 

retreating back, the tears that have been threatening all evening finally escaping down her 

cheeks. Jess senses her master’s grief and nudges Millie’s leg with her nose, resting her chin 

in her lap, her trusting brown eyes gazing up in adoration. Millie pushes her chair back and 

wraps her arm around the dog, burying her face in the soft tan and black coat, grieving for 

the man who has been her father since she was sixteen.



Chapter 3

30th June 1940

“Lou, ken you help me viz Mr Duquemin? I need to take him to ze lavatory.” Lou 

finishes changing the leg dressing of an elderly woman injured by shrapnel, throwing the 

rubbish in the bin.

“Of course – let’s go.” Lou pats Mrs Mauger’s good leg and follows Theresa next 

door.

The twenty-four-year-old Austrian is one of the new auxiliary nurses. She’d be pretty 

if it wasn’t for her prominent nose, but she is already a popular member of staff, being polite 

and diligent in her work.

“How long have you been in Guernsey, Theresa?” Lou asks, accompanying Mr 

Duquemin to the bathroom and waiting outside should he need help.

“A few veeks. I was vorking in England as a dental nurse to learn ze English, but zen 

I got a job as a nanny. Ze family went to Sark on holiday but when ze Germans marched 

through France Mrs Potts got vorried and vanted to go back to England. I didn’t have ze 

English passport zo couldn’t go back. The polizei took my passport, arrested me and put me 

in ze jail at Fort Houmet as a, what you call it? An enemy alien.” Lou frowns, trying to 

interpret the broken English..

“What? What does that even mean?” Lou frowns in confusion, the shorter girl 

smiling up at her.

“They call me a Jew, even zo ve do not...practise.” Theresa stands tall, her shoulders 

thrown back.

“But what’s that have to do with anything?”

“I do not know but ven zey let me go, Mr Leale got me a job here zo all is gut.”

“You’re not angry?” Theresa ponders the question for a moment before shaking her 

head, Mr Duquemin’s return preventing any response. The two nurses help the elderly man 

back to his bed in silence, tucking him in, when there’s a shout down the corridor. Seconds 

later a homely, middle-aged nurse sticks her head around the door.

“Lou, Theresa!”

“Margie?”



“Have you heard?” Lou and Theresa exchange a blank look before Lou shakes her 

head.

“It’s the Germans – they’ve landed.”

***

2nd July 1940

Brenda picks up the ringing telephone, the Guernsey Evening Press newspaper 

folded in her hand.

“Hello?”

“Have you read the paper?” Brenda sits down with the phone tucked between her 

shoulder and ear, glancing at the heading staring out at her – ‘Orders of the Commandant of 

the German Forces in Occupation of the Island of Guernsey’.

“Good morning to you to, Lou.”

“Brenda. Have.You.Read.It?” Lou’s words are clipped, her voice more serious than 

Bren’s ever heard.

“Yes,” she sighs and begins reading aloud. “‘All inhabitants must be indoors by 

11pm and not leave their homes before 5am. We will respect the population of Guernsey 

but, should anyone attempt to cause the least trouble, serious measures will be taken.’”

“Serious measures. What are serious measures? How serious? Shooting people? 

Whipping them? Putting them in prison? You know a seventy-year-old woman from Vale 

has been raped.”

“Raped?” Bren shouts down the phone. “What kind of person would do such a thing 

to any woman, least of all an elderly one?”

“I’ve heard they’re looking for the rapist but I doubt they’ll look hard. I had a bit of 

an argument with a German doctor about it.”

“How can you have a bit of an argument? Please be careful, Lou, I don’t want them 

to use any of their serious measures on you.” Brenda knows her friend’s impetuousness can 

get her into trouble sometimes, and hopes she shows common sense for a change.

“Don’t worry – I’ll be fine. The doctor was actually quite reasonable about it, and 

equally disgusted.”

“Listen to this: ‘All spirits must be locked up immediately and no spirits may be 

supplied, obtained or consumed henceforth. This prohibition does not apply to stocks in 

private houses. No person shall enter the airport at Forest. All rifles, air guns, revolvers, 

daggers, sporting guns and all other weapons, whatsoever, except souvenirs, must, together 

with all ammunition, be delivered at the town Arsenal by twelve noon tomorrow July 



Third.”

“It’s all nonsense, Bren.” Brenda hears the rustle of paper at the other end of the 

phone, Lou mumbling under her breath while she reads. “Oh no! ‘The use of cars for private 

purposes is forbidden.’ I can’t drive the car anymore! How will I get to work?” Lou moans 

and Brenda can’t help but smile at the anguish in her friend’s voice.

“Lou, you live a mile from work so I’m sure you’ll be fine. You’ll have to stop being 

lazy and get your pushang out.”

“Very funny. I’ll have you know it takes effort to get my curves looking this way, 

and I don’t want to ruin them with exercise.” Brenda snorts at Lou’s comment, thankful at 

her friend’s ability to make her laugh. “‘The Blackout Regulations’…boring, we’ve had 

those since last year. Listen to this. ‘In order to confirm with Central European Time, all 

watches and clocks must be advanced an hour at 11pm tonight.’ We have to change the 

time? This is bloody ridiculous, eh?”

“Have you read the bit about the radio, Lou? ‘It is forbidden to listen to any wireless 

transmitting stations, except German and German-controlled stations.’ They’re trying to 

assert themselves from the start. There’s no way I’m obeying, they won’t know who follows 

orders.” Brenda sighs heavily, the two girls silent for a moment, considering the implication 

of the announcement. “Are you coming around later? Clara’s popping in with little David.”

“Sure,” Lou answers absently, reading the paper.

“Lou? Don’t worry, we’ll be all right. I have to go, so I’ll see you later, okay?”

“Cheerie.” Brenda hangs up the phone and takes the paper to the table so she can 

read the whole thing, wishing she’d left the island with her family.
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