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Suzie was terrified. She had been brought down to the fish-
ing boat by her Uncle Tom that afternoon.

“Pretend that you are going to play on the beach near the 
‘Cup and Saucer,’” he had told her, using the nickname which 
all the islanders used for the Fort Grey castle.  It was one of the 
few beaches where children could still play. All the rest were 
full of barbed wire and coastal defences built by the Germans 
who had invaded and occupied the Channel Islands in 1940. 
Everywhere there were German soldiers and Suzie, like eve-
ryone else, hated the noise of them marching through their 
small towns and villages, shouting in their own language. 

Suzie had obediently taken a bucket and spade and wearing 
her bathing costume had played for a while on the beach, then 
Uncle Tom had smuggled her into the cabin of his boat. Inside 
the cabin was a small suitcase which contained a few clothes; 
her gas mask in its Mickey Mouse container; a packet of sand-
wiches and a bottle of lemonade.  She had changed from her 
knitted swimming costume, (which she hated anyway) and put 
on her dress and a cardigan, even though it was a warm July day.  
“You must stay inside the cabin,” Uncle Tom had told her. 
“On no account go up on the deck, even if you hear noises 
or people.  Sometimes, the Germans come just to inspect the 
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boat, or even have a chat and demand a cup of tea, (as if we 
had any!) Just stay hidden and all will be well. Try to go to 
sleep and never fear, I will come early in the morning.”

Suzie hoped it would be so. At first she curled up with her 
favourite story book, trying to forget how scared she was. 
Every time she heard the waves lap around the small boat or 
felt it lurch from side to side, her heart pounded with fear.  
She knew it was getting dark and if she was caught out of 
the house after the curfew had begun, she could be shot! 

“Hurry up and come, Uncle Tom,” she cried silently, but she 
knew it would be hours before he could come and take the 
boat out of the harbour and pretend to go fishing. Not to 
keep to his usual routine would arouse suspicion and both 
of them would then be in terrible trouble.

Suzie ate her sandwiches, then had a drink and pulled a blan-
ket over herself. She knew she should try to sleep because 
her uncle had told her to, However, sleep was far away! Her 
mind kept on thinking about all that had happened over the 
past few weeks.

When almost all her school friends had been taken to England 
in 1940, just before the Germans had arrived, she had stayed 
on Guernsey to help look after her Nan. Suzie had lived with 
her Nan as long as she could remember and loved her so much. 
She was told, when she was old enough to understand, that 
her parents had died in a sailing accident when she was only 
a year old. Nan had looked after her since then and Uncle 
Tom had always been around to help.

The last couple of years, instead of Nan looking after Suzie, 
it had turned the other way around and she had looked after 
her grandmother as she became weaker and weaker and then, 
just a week ago, she had died.

As Suzie thought about her Nan, she began to cry. 
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“How can I manage without Nan?” she said to herself. “Nan, 
why did you go away and leave me?”

Finally, she cried herself to sleep, the motion of the waves 
rocking her like a cradle.

Uncle Tom crept on board early in the morning, hoping not 
to wake his little niece. He peeped into the cabin and was 
relieved to see she was asleep.  “Poor child” he thought, “Will 
she ever get over all this? O Lord, let this war end and let her 
come safely home again one day,” he found himself praying.

Tom checked the fishing gear and lobster pots and started 
the engine, trying to get out of the bay as quickly as possi-
ble. All around the island were soldiers manning lookouts 
and there were searchlights on the defences, but he had his 
fishing pass and so long as he kept to his normal routine, he 
should be safe. Once he was in open water, then it would 
be more risky, but he would soon be out of range and could 
head for Weymouth. He was glad it was cloudy and a little 
darker than normal as he guided ‘The Star of the Sea’ away 
from Guernsey. 

Once he felt they were safely away, Tom went to the cabin, 
whistling.

“Time for breakfast me hearty,” he said, with a cheerfulness 
he didn’t really feel. “Let’s see what we can rustle up, young 
Suzie.”

Suzie woke up, startled at first. She couldn’t quite think where 
she was and why she was feeling as if she was rolling from 
one side to the other. Then she remembered.

“Are we safe, Uncle Tom?” she asked. “Where are we?”

“We’re on the high seas!” he answered. “Full steam ahead 
for Weymouth! We should be there in a couple of hours or 
so, if all goes well!”
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