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Everyone fell quiet. Looking up, I saw Queenie, hands on hips, her
gazeflitting over the crowd. I felt rather silly for fainting.

She spotted Mr Sprat. ‘Did you allow this to happen?’ she asked in
amazement.

‘Now just a minute, Mr Spratt protested. ‘I suggest you watch your
tone—"

Queenie talked over his head: ‘You should be ashamed of yourselves,
allof you.

People stared at their feet, embarrassed. As Queenie made towards
the pilot, Mrs Wilcox stood in her way.

‘Can Iremind you thatthis is my land?’

‘And this is my country, Mrs Wilcox, during a time of war. SoI'd
adviseyoutostep aside and let me escort the prisoner to where the mili-
tary police can arrest him."

Mrs Wilcox didn’t reply. I gulped uneasily, wondering if the mood of
the crowd was about to change again.

“If you don’t move out of my way, Queenie said frostily, ‘yowll be in
breach of international law, and with this crowd as my witness, Il be
taking you to the military police, as well as our enemy here’

The two women squared up to each other. Finally, with a terse sigh,
Mrs Wilcox moved back. The rest of the crowd parted tolet Mrs Hender-
son and Miss Carter through. They went straightto help Queenie, who
‘was trying to get the pilot to sit up, but even the tiniest movement made
him yelp in pain.

“This arm needs a splint, Mrs Henderson was saying.

The ground swung a bitas I stood up, butas long as 1 didn’t look at
the pilot I was fine.

“The doctor needs fetching, Olive. Can you manage that?’ Mrs
Henderson asked. 'He's called Dr Morrison and he lives in the last house
before the church.’

Inodded: I knew whereit was.

‘Good girl. Quickas youcan.’
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‘German or not, the pilot’s a human being? I shouted over the general
hubbub. ‘So are we — we're not animals!"

Mrs Wilcox glared at me, unimpressed. ‘Who are you calling an ani-
mal, younglady?’

‘WhatI'm saying, I insisted, ‘is that we should treat him the same
way we'd hope they’d treat a pilot of ours.”

“There’s a war on, you stupid girl, the fisherman chipped in. ‘An en-
emy’s an enemy.’

‘Come here, Olive. Let the adults sort it out.’ Mrs Drummond tried to
take my arm, but I shurgged her off.

‘Imagine if it was your son or brother, or ... your father; I pleaded.
“You'd want things done properly, wouldn’t you?'

For a few people that seemed to hit home. There were nods and
sounds of approval. Then a hand grabbed me by the scruff of the neck,
startling me. Mrs Wilcox pushed me towards the pilot.

‘Goon, then, she snarled, releasing me with such force I stumbled to
my knees. ‘You sort it out.”

The German was so close I caught a whiff of something bloody,
sickly, like a butcher’s-shop smell. I could see his injured arm properly
now, except it didn’t look quite real. It was bluish-white bone, skin gap-
ingand red like the inside of someone’s mouth.

The ground tilted beneath my feet, and the next thing I knew some-
one had pushed my head between my knees.

Mrs Henderson was beside me, her arm round my shoulders. ‘You
had alittle faint, lovey.’

And then a voice much louder than mine cut through the noise:
‘What on earth is going on?"
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It wasn'tas exciting an idea as her being a double agent or spying for
Great Britain, but it was probably nearer the truth. I was beginning to
be rather in awe of Queenie. She had that quiet authority that made you
respect her, even if she wasn’t overly friendly. Unlike Sukie, she didn’t
need everyone to like her. In her old, baggy sweaters I don’tthink she
even cared. She simply did what she thought was right, and stuck to her
guns. It was this, to me, that made her impressive.

‘Queenie’s convinced Sukie's not involved in any of this; I mused.
‘Whatd’youthink?’

But Cliff had already fallen asleep.

Fora while I sat listening to the wind as it got stronger, making eerie
whistling sounds at the windows. Then I started imagining huge waves
crashing over a tiny boat, and whoever’s suitcase we'd found clinging
on for dear life. Hoping to distract myself I wrote a quick posteard to
Mum.
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Glancing over her shoulder, I noticed Queenie crouched beside the
pilotholding his hand. She was speaking to him very quietly. The one
word I caught was ‘Nine.

In a sudden moment of panic, I was sure she was talking about
Sukie’s note. But then I twigged the tone of her voice: calm, clear, sensi-
ble.

Sukie once said we should learn a few German words just in case they
invaded us. She'd taughtus ‘no’ and ‘yes’, ‘please don't shoot’ and ‘do
youhave oranges?’ So I knew ‘nine’ wasn'tjust an English word. It was a
German one too, spelled ‘Nein'.

Trueto Mr Spratt’s word, by sunset that day the paint job was finished.
Budmouth Point lighthouse now looked like an enormous sandcastle,
and was probably aboutas much use as one. Surrounded on all sides by
grey sea, grey sky and an even greyer beach, it was devilishly hard to
pickitout.

Itmade me ever more concerned for the missing boat from France.
There were quicksands, rocks, all manner of hazards - Ephraim had told.
us. How awful it would be to escape the Nazis only to die the moment
you hitthe Devon coast.

As soon as I told Ephraim about the washed-up suitcase, he went
off in search of it. Meanwhile Cliff said he still felt iffy’ so Pixie belly-
crawled under the blankets to keep him company, and I satat the foot of
hisbed.

‘I'saw the German pilot through the binoculars - he was trying to
turn the plane so he didn't hit us. Cliff looked flushed in the cheeks. T
wasn't sure ifit was the excitement of the near miss or a nasty fever
causingit.

‘Queenie spoke to him in German, I told him. ‘What d’you make of
that?’

Cliff pulled a face. ‘That she’s clever?’




